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Dear Reader:
Here's wishing you

a shudderful time

So you're back. | was hoping vou
wouldn't survive all the shocks we
prepared for you in our first issue. But some of
you are hard to kill, as Lulubel, our pet tarantula,
points out. Even after your heart stops, and breath freezes in your
lungs, and your eyes glaze over, you keep coming back for more
punishment.

Well, we've prepared some absolutely fatal doses for you this
time:

Just try reading The Emissary bv Ray Bradburv, the world’s
foremost master of horror tales. Heh-heh. That storv will haunt
you during the brief, terror-filled days that remain to you after vou
finish it. If you're still too dazed to know what’s happening to vou,
turn to Yours Truly, Jacl{ The Ripper for a fright that will finish
you off—permanently. And if a few of you can still reel, more
dead than alive, into such horrific masterpieces as Our Feathered
Friends, Mean Mr. Murray, or Pin-Up Girl ... well, don't come
screaming to us afterward.
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LETTERS TO

KUDOS

After reading your new publica-
tion, SHOCK, we felt that we
had to write you to show our ap-
preciation. We believe that it will
be even better than its predecessor,
Weird Tales. Please make
SHOCK a monthly. It's a fabu-
lous magazine.

Charles T. Hays
Jerry W. Rose
Paducah, Kentucky

The SHOCK cover by Jack
Davis attracted me to your maga-
zine. And | wasn't dissappointed.
It's great. And Jack Davis’ illus-
trations were wonderful, especial-

ly his drawings for Green
Thoughts and Graveyard Rah.
Gary Delain

Jamestown, N.Y.

Enclosed is a check for $2.00.
Please enter my one-year subscrip-
tion to SHOCK magazine. | am
pleased to see a magazine that is
devoted to horror stories.

Russel S. Pond
Derry, New Hampshire

FANTASY FAN

I hope every issue is as good as
this first one. Fantasy fans have
been needing a magazine like this
for some time now. Please—a
couple of requests. First, use all
the old reprints you can get; |
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THE EDITOR

certainly enjoy them. Second,
could you run an old fantasy
classic novel, too? Something on
the order of the old Famous Fan-
tastic Mysteries. I'm sure I'm not
the only one who wants these old
classics revived. Much success to
you.

A/2c James T. Wilkins

Turner Air Force Base

Albany, Georgia

FAVORITES

The stories in your new maga-
zine, SHOCK, are the best I've
ever read. | especially like Regi-
nald Rose’s Parlor Game, and
Gene Dilmore’s The Band Played
On. | hope future issues will con-
tain stories of their caliber.

Dave Eldelberg
Chicago, lllinois

How about a story by Robert
Bloch? He’s my favorite author.
Donald Wolf

Syracuse, N.Y,

See the story in this issue. It’s
a classic! —Ed.

UNFAIR1

You guys are unfair. What's the
idea of springing those gruesome
stories on your readers without
warning. My nerves may never be
the same.

Alice Jennings
Minneapolis, Minn.



Congratulations! | haven't been
able to shut my wife up in the 16
years of our marriage. Last week,
I gave her SHOCK magazine. She
looks green, and she hasn't said
a word. Keep up the gruesome
work!

Robert Little
Los Angeles, Calif.

We will. - Ed.
WOMAN HATER
Matthew Lynge’s Feast Day

was socko. That cheating broad
got exactly what she deserved.
Elliot Kali

Hattiesburg, Miss.

TELEVISION BAIT

Gene Dilmore’s quiz show in
The Band Played On is just what
we need on TV today. High
stakes if you win, death if you
lose. Boy, what an audience that
would attract. Has Mr. Dilmore
tried selling his idea to television?

William Delit
Portland, Maine

FOR LULUBEL

| "felt sorry for Lulubel when |
read about her being lonely and
such, so | decided that after I fin-
ished the first issue | would sit
down and write her a letter tell-
ing her what | thought of the
magazine:

a) The cover— didn't like it
at all.

b) The editor's letter to the
readers— That’s what prompted
me to write to you. I liked it.

c) Feast Day—Very good. It
was handled very nicely.

d) Bianca’s Hands—U sually
like Ted Sturgeon’s work. This
wasn’t quite up to par. Still, it
was very good.

e) The Band Played On—All |
can say is—wow!

f) Graveyard Rats—Even re-
read this one. It was excellent.

g) The Crowd—Bradbury at his
best.

h) Parlor Game—Best in the
issue.

i) The Monkey’s Paw—Anoth-
er excellent one.

j) Forever After—
one.

k) Crickets—New twist on an
old theme. Very good.

[) Specialty of the House—Old
plot done up excellently.

m) Green Thought s—Very
good. It gives you something to
think about. What would a man
do if he were a plant?

n) The Tenant—A good story,
but I didn’t like the ending.

Lenny Kaye
North Brunswick, N. J.

liked this

Our pet scorpion Thelonious,
sends his love to Lulubel.
Fred Leeds
Cincinnati, Ohio
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There comes a time in a man’s life when he needs a girl.
Everyone knows that But what does he need the girl for?

BRIGHT SEGMENT

by THEODORE STURGEON

W e had never held a girl be-
fore. He was not terrified; he had
used that up earlier when he had
carried her in and kicked the door
shut behind him and had heard
the steady drip of blood from her
soaked skirt, and before that,
when he had thought her dead
there on the curb, and again when
she made that sound, that sigh
or whispered moan. He had
brought her in and when he saw
all that blood he had turned left,

turned right, put her down on the
floor, his brains all clabbered and
churned and his temples athump
with the unaccustomed exercise.
All he could act on was Don't get
blood on the bedspread. He
turned on the overhead light and
stood for a moment blinking and
breathing hard; suddenly he
leaped for the window to lower
the blind against the street light
staring in and all other eyes. He
saw his hands reach for the blind

Copyright 1955; Ballantine Books, lac.
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and checked himself; they were
red and ready to paint anything
he touched. He made a sound, a
detached part of his mind recog-
nizing it as the exact duplicate
of that agonized whisper she had
uttered out there on the dark, wet
street, and leapt to the light
switch, seeing the one red smudge
already there, knowing as he
swept his hand over it he was
leaving another. He stumbled to
the sink in the corner and washed
his hands, washed them again,
every few seconds looking over
his shoulder at the girl’s body and
the thick flat finger of blood
which crept curling toward him
over the linoleum.

He had his breath now, and
moved more carefully to the win-
dow. He drew down the blind
and pulled the curtains and
looked at the sides and the bottom
to see that there were no crevices.
In pitch blackness he felt his way
back to the opposite wall, going
around the edges of the linoleum,
and turned on the light again.
The finger of blood was a tentacle
now, fumbling toward the soft,
stain-starved  floorboards. From
the enamel table beside the stove
he snatched a plastic sponge and
dropped it on the tentacle’s seek-
ing tip and was pleased, it was a
reaching thing no more, it was
only something spilled that could
be mopped up.

He took off the bedspread and
hung it over the brass headrail.
From the drawer of the china
closet and from the gate leg table
he took his two plastic table
cloths. He covered the bed with
them, leaving plenty of overlap,
then stood a moment rocking
with worry and pulling out his
lower lip with a thumb and fore-
finger. Fix it right, he told him-
self firmly. So she’ll die before
you fix it, never mind, fix it
right-

He expelled air from his nos-
trils and got books from the shelf
in the china closet—a six-year-old
World Almanac, a half-dozen
paperbacked novels, a heavy cata-
log of jewelry findings. He pulled
the bed away from the wall and
put books one by one under two
of the legs so that the bed was
tilted slightly down to the foot
and slightly to one side. He got
a blanket and rolled it and slipped
it under the high side. He got a
six-quart aluminum pot from un-
der the sink and set it on the floor
by the lowest corner of the bed
and pushed the trailing end of
plastic down into it. So bleed
now, he told the girl silently, with
satisfaction.

He bent over her and grunted,
lifting her by the armpits. Her
head fell back as if she had no
bones in her neck and he almost
dropped her. He dragged her to
the bed, leaving a wide red swath

as her skirt trailed through the
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scarlet puddle she had lain in. He
lifted her clear off the floor, set-
tled his feet, and leaned over the
bed with her in his arms. It took
an unexpected effort to do it. He
realized only then how drained,
how tired he was, and how old.
He put her down clumsily, al-
most dropping her in an effort to
leave the carefully arranged table-
cloths undisturbed, and he very
nearly fell into the bed with her.
He levered himself away with
rubbery arms and stood panting.
Around the soggy hem of her
skirt blood began to gather, and
as he watched, began to find its
way lazily to the low corner. So
much, so much blood in a per-
son, he marveled, and stop it, how
to mal{e it stop if it won't stop?

He glanced at the locked door,
the blinded window, the clock.
He listened. It was raining hard-
er now, drumming and hissing in
the darkest hours. Otherwise
nothing; the house was asleep and
the street, dead. He was alone
with his problem.

He pulled at his lip, then
snatched his hand away as he
tasted her blood. He coughed and
ran to the sink and spat, and
washed his mouth and then his
hands.

So all right, go call up....

Call up? Call what, the hospital
they should call the cops? Might
as well call the cops altogether.

Stupid. What could | tell them,
she’s my sister, she’s hit by a car,
they going to believe me? Tell
them the truth, a block away |
see somebody push her out of a
car, drive off, no lights, | bring
her in out of the rain, only inside
I find she is bleeding like this,
they believe me? Stupid. What's
the matter with you, mind your
own business why don't you.

He thought he would pick her
up now and put her back in the
rain. Yes and somebody sees you,
stupid.

He saw that the wide, streaked
patch of blood on the linoleum
was losing gloss where it lay thin,
drying and soaking in. He picked
up the sponge, two-thirds red now
and the rest its original baby-blue
except at one end where it looked
like bread drawn with a sharp red
pencil. He turned it over so it
wouldn’t drip while he carried it
and took it to the sink and rinsed
it, wringing it over and over in
the running water. Stupid, call
up somebody and get help.

Call who?

He thought of the department
store where for eighteen years he
had waxed floors and vacuumed
rugs at night. The neighborhood,
where he knew the grocery and
the butcher. Closed up, asleep,
everybody gone; names, numbers
he didn't know and anyway, who
to trust? My God in fifty-three
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years you haven'’t got a friend?

He took the clean sponge and
sank to his knees on the linoleum,
and just then the band of blood
creeping down the bed reached
the corner and turned to a sharp
streak; pon\ it went into the pan,,
and pitti-pittipitti in a rush, then
drip-drip-drip-drip, three to the
second and not stopping. He
knew then with absolute and be-
lated certainty that this bleeding
was not going to stop by itself.
He whimpered softly and then
got up and went to the bed.
"Don’t be dead” he said aloud,
and the way his voice sounded,
it frightened him. He put out his
hand to her chest, but drew it
back when he saw her blouse
was torn and blood came from
there too.

He swallowed hard and then
began fumbling with her clothes.
Flat ballet slippers, worn, soggy,
thin like paper and little silken
things he had never seen before,
like just the foot of a stocking.
More blood on—but no, that was
peeled and chipped enamel on her
cold white toes. The skirt had a
button at the side and a zipper
which baffled him for a moment,
but he got it down and tugged the
skirt off in an interminable series
of jerks from the hem, one side
and the other, while she rolled
slightly and limply to the motion.
Small silken pants, completely
soaked and so badly cut on the
left side that he snapped them

apart easily between his fingers;
but the other side was surprisingly
strong and he had to get his scis-
sors to cut them away. The blouse
buttoned up the front and was no
problem; under it was a brassiere
which was cut right in two near
the front. He lifted it away but
had to cut one of the straps with
his scissors to free it altogether.

He ran to the sink with his
sponge, washed it and wrung it
out, filled a saucepan with warm
water and ran back. He sponged
the body down; it looked firm but
too thin, with its shadow-ladder
of ribs down each side and the
sharp protrusion of the hip-bones.
Under the left breast was a long
cut, starting on the ribs in front
and curving upward almost to the
nipple. It seemed deep but the
blood merely welled out. The oth-
er cut, though, in her groin, re-
leased blood brightly in regular
gouts, one after the other, eager
but weakly. He had seen the like
before, the time Garber pinched
his arm off in the cable-room, but
then the blood squirted a foot
away. Maybe this did, too, he
thought suddenly, but now it's
slowing up, now it's going to stop,
yes, and you, stupid, you have a
dead body you can tell stories to
the police.

He wrung out the sponge in the
water and mopped the wound.
Before it could fill up again he
spread the sides of the cut and
looked down into it. He could
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clearly see the femoral artery,
looking like an end of spaghetti
and cut almost through; and then
there was nothing but blood
again.

He squatted back on his heels,
pulling heedlessly at his lip with
his bloody hand and trying to
think.  Pinch, shut, squeeze.
Squeezers. Tweezers! He ran to
his toolbox and clawed it open.
Years ago he had learned to make
fine chains out of square silver
wire, and he used to pass the time
away by making link after tiny
link, soldering each one closed
with an alcohol torch and a nee-
dle-tipped iron. He picked up the
tweezers and dropped them in fa-
vor of the small spring clamp
which he used for holding the
link while he worked on it. He
ran to the sink and washed the
clamp and came back to the bed.
Again he sponged away the little
lake of blood, and quickly reached
down and got the fine jaws of
the clamp on the artery near its
cut. Immediately there was an-
other gush of blood. Again he
sponged it away, and in a blaze
of inspiration, released the clamp,
moved it to the other side of the
cut, and clamped it again.

Blood still oozed from the in-
side of the wound, but that terri-
ble pulsing gush was gone. He
sat back on his heels and pain-
fully released a breath he must
have held for two minutes. His
eyes ached from the strain, and

his brain was still whirling, but
with these was a feeling, a new
feeling almost like an ache or a
pain, but it was nowhere and eve-
rywhere inside him; it wanted
him to laugh but at the same time
his eyes stung and hot salt
squeezed out through holes too
small for it.

After a time he recovered,
blinking away his exhaustion, and
sprang up, overwhelmed by ur-
gency. Got to fix everything. He
went to the medicine cabinet over
the sink. Adhesive tape, pack of
gauze pads. Maybe not big
enough; okay tape together, fix
right. New tube this sulfa-thia-dia-
whatchamacall-um, fix anything,
time | got vacuum-cleaner grit in
cut hand, infection. Fixed boils
too.

He filled a kettle and his sauce-
pan with clean water and put
them on the stove. Sew up, yes.
He found needles, white thread,
dumped them into the water. He
went back to the bed and stood
musing for a long time, looking
at the oozing gash under the girl’s
breast. He sponged out the femo-
ral wound again and stared pen-
sively into it until the blood slow-
ly covered the clamped artery. He
could not be positive, but he had
a vague recollection of something
about tourniquets, they should be
opened up every once in a while
or there is trouble; same for an
artery, maybe? Better he should
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sew up the artery; it was only
opened, not cut through. If he
could find out how to do it and
still let it be like a pipe, not like
a darned sock.

So into the pot went the tweez-
ers, a small pair of needle-nose
pliers, and, after some more
thought, a dozen silver broach-
pins out of his jewelry kit. Wait-
ing for the water to boil, he in-
spected the wounds again. He
pulled on his lip, frowning, then
got another fine needle, held it
with pliers in the gas flame until
it was red, and with another of
his set of pliers bent it around in
a small semi-circle and dropped it
into the water. From the sponge
he cut a number of small flat
slabs and dropped them in too.

He glanced at the clock, and
then for ten minutes he scrubbed
the white enamel table-top with
cleanser. He tipped it into the
sink, rinsed it at the faucet, and
then slowly poured the contents
of the kettle over it. He took it to
the stove, held it with one hand
while he fished in the boiling
saucepan with a silverknife until
he had the pliers resting with
their handles out of the water. He
grasped them gingerly with a
clean wash-cloth and carefully,
one by one, transferred everything
from saucepan to table. By the
time he had found the last of the
needles and the elusive silver pins,
sweat was running into his eyes
and the arm that held the table-

top threatened to drop right off.
But he set his stumpy yellow teeth
and kept at it.

Carrying the table-top, he
kicked a wooden chair bit by bit
across the room until it rested by
the bed, and set his burden down
on its seat. This no hospital, he
thought, but | fix everything.

Hospital | Yes, in the movies—

He went to a drawer and got a
clean white handkerchief and
tried to tie it over his mouth and
nose like in the movies. His knob-
by face and square head were too
much for one handkerchief; it
took three before he got it right,
with a great white tassel hanging
down the back like in an airplane
picture.

He looked helplessly at his
hands, then shrugged; so no rub-
ber gloves, what the hell. I wash
good. His hands were already
pink and wrinkled from his la-
bors, but he went back to the sink
and scratched a bar of soap until
his horny nails were packed with
it, then cleaned them with a file
until they hurt, and washed and
cleaned them again. And at last
he knelt by the bed, holding his
shriven hands up in a careful
salaam. Almost, he reached for his
lip to pull it, but not quite.

He squeezed out two globs of
the sulfa ointment onto the table
top and, with the pliers, squashed
two slabs of sponge until the
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creamy stuff was through and
through them. He mopped out
the femoral wound and placed a
medicated sponge on each side of
the wound, leaving the artery ex-
posed at the bottom. Using tweez-
ers and pliers, he laboriously
threaded the curved needle while
quelling the urge to stick the end
of the thread into his mouth.

He managed to get four tiny
stitches into the artery below the
break, out of it above the break.
Each one he knotted with ex-
quisite care so that the thread
would not cut the tissue but still
would draw the severed edges to-
gether. Then he squatted back on
his heels to rest, his shoulders
afire with tension, his eyes misted.
Then, taking a deep breath, he
removed the clamp.

Blood filled the wound and
soaked the sponges. But it came
slowly, without spurting. He
shrugged grimly. So what'’s to do,
use a tire patch? He mopped the
blood out once more, and quickly
filled the incision with ointment,
slapping a piece of gauze over it
more to hide it than to help it.

He wiped his eyebrows first
with one shoulder, then the other,
and fixed his eyes on the oppo-
site wall the way he used to do
when he worked on his little sil-
ver chains. When the mist went
away he turned his attention to
the long cut on the underside of

the breast. He didn't know how
to stich one this size, but he could
cook and he knew how to skewer
up a chicken. Biting his tongue,
he stuck the first of his silver pins
into the flesh at right angles to
the cut, pressing it across the
wound and out the other side. He
started the next pin not quite an
inch away, and the same with the
third. The fourth grated on some-
ting in the wound; it startled him
like a door slamming and he bit
his tongue painfully. He backed
the pin out and probed carefully
with his tweezers. Yes, something
hard in there. He probed deeper
with both points of the tweezers,
feeling them enter uncut tissue
with a soft crunching that only
a fearful fingertip could hear. He
conquered a shudder and glanced
up at the girl’s face. He resolved
not to look up there again. It
was a very dead face.

Stupid! but the self-insult was
lost in concentration even as it
was born. The tweezers closed on
something hard, slippery and
stubborn. He worked it gendy
back and forth, feeling a puzzled
annoyance at this unfamiliar flesh
that yielded as he moved. Gradu-
ally, very gradually, a sharp an-
gular corner of something ap-
peared. He kept at it until there
was enough to grasp with his
fingers; then he set his tweezers
aside and gently worked it loose.
Blood began to flow freely be-
fore it was half out, but he did
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not stop until he could draw it
free. The light glinted on the
strip of hollow-ground steel and
its shattered margins; he turned it
over twice before it came to him
that it was a piece of straight ra-
zor. He set it down on his enamel
table, thinking of what the police
might have said to him if he had
turned her over to them with that
story about a car accident.

He stanched the blood, pulled
the wound as wide apart as he
could. The nipple writhed under
his fingers, its pink halo shrunken
and wrinkled; he grunted, think-
ing that a bug had crawled under
his hand, and then aware that
whatever the thing meant, it
couldn’t mean death, not yet any-
way. He had to go back and start
over, stanching the cut and spread-
ing it, and quickly squeezing in
as much ointment as it would
hold. Then he went on with his
insertion of the silver pins, until
there was a little ladder of twelve
of them from one end of the
wound to the other. He took his
thread, doubled it, put the loop
around the topmost pin and drew
the two parts of the thread un-
derneath. Holding them both in
one hand, he gendy pinched the
edges of the wound together at
the pin. Then he drew the loop
tight without cutting, crossed the
threads and put them under the
next pin, and again closed the
wound. He continued this all the
way down, lacing the cut closed

around the ladder of pins. At the
bottom he tied the thread off and
cut it. There was blood and oint-
ment all over his handiwork, but
when he mopped up it looked
good to him.

He stood up and let sensation
flow agonizingly into his numb
feet. He was sopping wet; he
could feel perspiration searching
its way down through the hairs
of his legs; like a migration of
bedbugs. He looked down at him-
self, wrinkles and water and
blood. He looked across at the
wavery mirror, and saw a band-
aged goblin with brow-ridges like
a shelf and sunken eyes with a
cast to them, with grizzled hair
which could be scrubbed only to
the color of grime, and with a
great gout of blood where the
mouth hid behind the bandage.
He snatched it down and looked
again. More better you cover your
face, no matter what. He turned
away, not from his face, but with
it, in the pained patience of a
burro with saddle sores.

Wearily he carried his enameled
table-top to the sink. He washed
his hands and forearms and took
off the handkerchiefs from around
his neck and washed his face.
Then he got what was left of his
sponge and a pan of warm soapy
water and came back to the bed.

It took him hours. He sponged
the tablecloths on which she lay,
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shifted her gently so as to put no
strain on the wounds, and washed
and dried where she had lain. He
washed her from head to toe,
going back for clean water, and
then had to dry the bed again
afterward. When he lifted her
head he found her hair matted
and tacky with rain and drying
blood, and fresh blood with it, so
he propped up her shoulders with
a big pillow under the plastic and
tipped her head back and washed
and dried her hair, and found an
ugly lump and a bleeding contu-
sion on the back of her head. He
combed the hair away from it on
each side and put cold water on
it, and it stopped bleeding, but
there was a lump the size of a
plum. He separated half a dozen
of the gauze pads and packed
them around the lump so that it
need not take the pressure off her
head; he dared not turn her over.

When her hair was wet and
fouled it was only a dark mat, but
cleaned and combed, it was the
darkest of auburns, perfectly
straight. There was a broad lus-
trous band of it on the bed on
each side of her face, which was
radiant with pallor, cold as a
moon. He covered her with the
bedspread, and for a long while
stood over her, full of that strange
nowhere-everywhere  almost-pain,
not liking it but afraid to turn
away from it... maybe he would
never have it again.

He sighed, a thing that came

from his marrow and his years,
and doggedly set to work scrub-
bing the floor. When he had fin-
ished, and the needles and thread
were put away, the bit of tape
which he had not used, the wrap-
pers of the gauze pads and the
pan of blood from the end of the
bed disposed of, and all the tools
cleaned and back in their box,
the night was over and daylight
pressed weakly against the drawn
blind. He turned out the light and
stood without breathing, listening
with all his mind, wanting to
know from where he stood if she
still lived. To bend close and find
out she was gone—oh no. He
wanted to know from here.

But a truck went by, and a
woman called a child, and some-
one laughed; so he went and
knelt by the bed and closed his
eyes and slowly put his hand on
her throat. It was cool—please, not
cold'—and quiet as a lost glove.

Then the hairs on the back of
his hand stirred to her breath, and
again, the faintest of motions. The
stinging came to his eyes and
through and through him came
the fiery urge to do: make some
soup, buy some medicine, maybe,
for her, a ribbon or a watch; clean
the house, run to the store ... and
while doing all these things, all
at once, to shout and shout great
shaking wordless bellows to tell
himself over and over again, so
he could hear for sure, that she
was alive. At the very peak of
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this explosion of urges, there was
a funny little side-slip and he was
fast asleep.

He dreamed someone was sew-
ing his legs together with a big
curved sail needle, and at the
same time drawing the thread
from his belly; he could feel the
spool inside spinning and empty-
ing. He groaned and opened his
eyes, and knew instantly where
he was and what had happened,
and hated himself for the noise he
made. He lifted his hand and
churned his fingers to be sure
they could feel, and lowered them
gently to her throat. It was warm
—no, hot, too hot. He pushed
back from the bed and scrabbled
half-across the floor on his knuck-
les and his numb, rubbery legs.
Cursing silently he made a long
lunge and caught the wooden
chair to him, and used it to climb
to his feet. He dared not let it
go, so clumped softly with it over
to the corner, where he twisted
and hung gasping to the edge of
the sink, while boiling acid ate
downward through his legs.
When he could, he splashed cold
water on his face and neck and,
still drying himself on a towel,
stumbled across to the bed. He
flung the bedspread off and stu-
pid! he almost screamed as it
plucked at his fingers on the way;
it had adhered to the wound in
her groin and he was sure he had

ripped it to shreds, torn a whole
section out of the clumsily patched
artery. And he couldn't see; it
must be getting dark outside; how
long had he crouched there? He
ran to the light switch, leaped
back. Yes, bleeding, it was bleed-
ing again—

But a little, only a very little.
The gauze was turned up per-
haps halfway, and though the ex-
posed wound was wet with blood,
blood was not running. It had,
while he was asleep, but hardly
enough to find its way to the
mattress. He lifted the loose cor-
ner of the gauze very gently, and
found it stuck fast. But the
sponges, the little sponges to put
on the sulfa-whatchama, they
were still in the wound. He'd
meant to take them out after a
couple of hours, not let the whole
clot form around them!

He ran for warm water, his big
sponge. Soap in it, yes. He squat-
ted beside the bed, though his
legs still protested noisily, and be-
gan to bathe the gauze with tiny,
gentle touches.

Something made him look up.
She had her eyes open, and was
looking down at him. Her face
and her eyes were utterly without
expression. He watched them close
slowly and slowly open again,
lackluster and uninterested. “All
right, all right,” he said harshly,
“l fix everything.” She just kept
on looking. He nodded violently,
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it was all that soothes, all that
encourages, hope for her and a
total promise for her, but it was
only a rapid bobbing of his big
ugly head. Annoyed as he always
was at his own speechlessness, he
went back to work. He got the
gauze off and began soaking the
edge of one of the sponges. When
he thought it was ready to come,
he tugged gently at it

In a high, whispery soprano,
“Ho-0-0-0 ... ?” she said; it was
like a question and a sob. Slowly
she turned her head to the left.
“Ho-0-0-0?” She turned her head
again and slipped back to uncon-
sciousness.

“l,” he said loudly, excitedly,
and “lI—" and that was all; she
wouldn’t hear him anyway. He
held still until his hands stopped
trembling, and went on with the
job.

The v/ound looked wonderfully
clean, though the skin all around
it was dry and hot.

Down inside the cut he could
see the artery in a nest of wet
jelly; that was probably right—he
didn’t know, but it looked all
right, he wouldn't disturb it. He
packed the opening full of oint-
ment, pressed the edges gently
together, and put on a piece of
tape. It promptly came unstuck,
so he discarded it and dried the
flesh all around the wound, put
on gauze first, then the tape, and
this time it held.

The other cut was quite closed,

though more so where the pins
were than between them. It too
was surrounded by hot, dry, red
flesh.

The scrape on the back of her
head had not bled, but the lump
was bigger than ever. Her face
and neck were dry and very
warm, though the rest of her body
seemed cool. He went for a cold
cloth and put it across her eyes
and pressed it down on her cheeks,
and she sighed. When he took it
away she was looking at him
again.

“You all right?” he asked her,
and inanely, “You all right,” he
told her. A small frown flickered
for a moment and then her eyes
closed. He knew somehow that
she was asleep. He touched her
cheeks with the backs of his fin-
gers. “Very hot,” he muttered.

He turned out the light and in
the dimness changed his clothes.
From the bottom of a drawer he
took a child’s exercise book, and
from it a piece of paper with a
telephone number in large black
penciled script. “l come back,” he
said to the darkness. She didn't
say anything. He went out, lock-
ing the door behind him.

Laboriously he called the office
from the big drugstore, referring
to his paper for each digit and
for each, holding the dial against
the stop for a full three or four
seconds as if to be sure the num-
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ber would stick. He got the big
boss Mr. Laddie first of all, which
was acutely embarrassing; he had
not spoken to him in a dozen
years. At the top of his bull voice
he collided with Laddie’s third
impatient “Hello?” with “Sick! |
—uh, sic\!" He heard the phone
say “—in God’s name ... ?” and
Mr. Wismer’s laughter, and “Gim-
me the phone, that’s got to be
that orangutan of mine,” and
right in his ear, “Hello?”

“Sick tonight,” he shouted.

“What's the matter with you?”

He swallowed. “l can't,” he
yelled.

“That’s just old age,” said Mr.
Wismer. He heard Mr. Laddie
laughing too. Mr. Wismer said,
“How many nights you had off
in the last fifteen years?”

He thought about it. “No!”
he roared. Anyway it was eighteen
years.

“You know, that’s right,” said
Mr. Wismer, speaking to Mr.
Laddie without trying to cover
his phone, “Fifteen years and nev-
er asked for a night off before.”

“So who needs him? Give him
all his nights off.”

“Not at those prices,” said Mr.
Wismer, and to his phone, “Sure,
dummy, take off. Don't work no
con games.” The phone clicked
off on laughter, and he waited
there in the booth until he was
sure nothing else would be said.
Then he hung up his receiver and
merged into the big drugstore

where everyone all over was look-
ing at him. Well, they always did.
That didn’'t bother him. Only one
thing bothered him, and that was
Mr. Laddie’s voice saying over
and over in his head, “So who
needs him?” He knew he would
have to stop and face those words
and let them and all that went
with them go through his mind.
But not now, please not now.

He kept them away by being
busy; he bought tape and gauze
and ointment and a canvas cot
and three icebags and, after some
thought, aspirin, because someone
had told him once ... and then to
the supermarket where he bought
enough to feed a family of nine
for nine days. And for all his
bundles, he still had a thick arm
and a wide shoulder for a twenty-
five-pound cake of ice.

He got the door open and the
ice in the box, and went out in
the hall and picked up the bun-
dles and brought those in, and
then went to her. She was burn-
ing up, and her breathing was
like the way seabirds fly into the
wind, a small beat, a small beat,
and a long wait, balancing. He
cracked a corner off the ice-cake,
wrapped it in a dishtowel and
whacked it angrily against the
sink. He crowded the crushed ice
into one of the bags and put it
on her head. She sighed but did
not open her eyes. He filled the
other bags and put one on her
breast and one on her groin. He



BRIGHT SEGMENT 19

wrung his hands uselessly over
her until it came to him she has
to eat, losing blood li\e that.

So he cooked, tremendously,
watching her every second min-
ute. He made minestrone and
baked cabbage and mashed pota-
toes and veal cutlets. He cut a
pie and warmed cinnamon buns,
and he had hot coffee with ice-
cream ready to spoon into it. She
didn't eat it, any of it, nor did
she drink a drop. She lay there
and occasionally let her head fall
to the side, so he had to run and
pick up the icebag and replaced it.
Once again she sighed, and once
he thought she opened her eyes,
but couldn't be sure.

On the second day she ate
nothing and drank nothing, and
her fever was unbelievable. Dur-
ing the night, crouched on the
floor beside her, he awoke once
with the echoes of weeping still
in the room, but he may have
dreamed it.

Once he cut the tenderest, juici-
est piece of veal he could find on
a cutlet, and put it between her
lips. Three hours later he pressed
them apart to put in another
piece, but the first one was still
there. The same thing happened
with aspirin, little white crumbs
on a dry tongue.

And the time soon came when
he had busied himself out of
things to do, and fretted himself

into a worry-reflex that operated
by itself, and the very act of think-
ing new thoughts trapped him
into facing the old ones, and then
of course there was nothing to do
but let them run on through,
with all the ache and humiliation
they carried with them. He was
trying to think a new thing about
what would happen if he called
a doctor, and the doctor would
want to take her to a hospital, he
would say, “She needs treatment,
old man, she doesn’t need you,”
and there it was in his mind,
ready to run, so:

Be eleven years old, bulky and
strong and shy, standing in the
kitchen doorway, holding your
wooden box by its string and try-
ing to shape your mouth so that
the reluctant words can press out
properly; and there’s Mama
hunched over a gin bottle like a
cat over a half-eaten bird, peer-
ing; watch her lipless wide mouth
twitch and say, “Don't stand there
clackin’ and slurpin’l Speak up,
boy! What are you tryin’ to say,
you're leaving?”

So nod, it’s easier, and she'll
say “Leave, then, leave, who needs
you?” and you go:

And be a squat, powerful six-
teen and go to the recruiting sta-
tion and watch the sergeant with
the presses and creases asking
“Whadda you want?” and you
try, you try and you can't say it
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so you nod your head at the
poster with the pointing finger,
UNCLE SAM NEEDS YOU;
and the sergeant glances at it and
at you, and suddenly his pointing
finger is half an inch away from
your nose; crosseyed you watch it
while he barks, “Well, Uncle
don't need you!" and you wait,
watching the finger that way, not
moving until you understand; you
understand things real good, it's
just that you hear slowly. So there
you hang crosseyed and they all
laugh.

Or 'way back, you're eight years
old and in school, that Phyllis
with the row of springy brown
sausage-curls flying when she
tosses her head, pink and clean
and so pretty; you have the choco-
lates wrapped in gold paper tied
in gold-string mesh; you go up
the aisle to her desk and put the
chocolates down and run back;
she comes down the aisle and
throws them so hard the mesh
breaks on your desk and she says,
loud, “l don’t need these and I
don't need you, and you know
what, you got snot on your face,”
and you put up your hand and
sure enough you have.

That’s all. Only every time any-
one says “Who needs him?” or
the like, you have to go through
all of them, every one. Sooner or
later, however much you put it
off, you've got to do it all.

I get doctor, you don’t need me.

You die, you don’'t need me.

Please...

Far back in her throat, a scrap-
ing hiss, and her lips moved. She
held his eyes with hers, and her
lips moved silently, and a little
late for the lips, the hiss came
again. He didn't know how he
guessed right, but he did and
brought water, dribbling it slowly
on her mouth. She licked at it
greedily, lifting her head up. He
put a hand under it, being care-
ful of the lump, and helped her.
After a while she slumped back
and smiled weakly at the cup.
Then she looked up into his face
and though the smile disappeared,
he felt much better. He ran to
the icebox and the stove, and got
glasses and straws—one each of
orange juice, chocolate milk, plain
milk, consomme from a can, and
ice water. He lined them up on
the chair-seat by the bed and
watched them and her eagerly,
like a circus seal waiting to play
“America” on the bulb-horns. She
did smile this time, faintly, brief-
ly, but right at him, and he tried
the consomme. She drank almost
half of it through the straw with-
out stopping and fell asleep.

Later, when he checked to see if
there was any bleeding, the plastic
sheet was wet, but not with blood.
Stupid! he raged at himself, and
stamped out and bought a bed-
pan.

She slept a lot now, and ate
often but lighdy. She began to
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watch him as he moved about;
sometimes when he thought she
was asleep, he would turn and
meet her eyes. Mostly, it was his
hands she watched, those next two
days. He washed and ironed her
clothes, and sat and mended them
with straight small stitches; he
hung by his elbows to the edge
of the enameled table and worked
his silver wire, making her a
broach like a flower on a fan,
and a pendant on a silver chain,
and a bracelet to match them. She
watched his hands while he
cooked; he made his own spa-
ghetti—tagliatelli,  really—rolling
and rolling the dough until it was
a huge tough sheet, winding it up
like a jelly-roll only tight, slicing
it in quick, accurate flickers of a
paring-knife so it came out like
yellow-white flat shoelaces. He
had hands which had never
learned their limitations, because
he had never thought to limit
them. Nothing else in life cared
for this man but his hands, and
since they did everything, they
could do anything.

But when he changed her dress-
ings or washed her, or helped
with the bedpan, she never
looked at his hands. She would
lie perfectly still and watch his
face.

She was very weak at first and
could move nothing but her head.
He was glad because her stitches
were healing nicely. When he
withdrew the pins it must have

hurt, but she made not a sound;
twelve flickers of her smooth
brow, one for each pin as it came
out.

“Hurts,” he rumbled.

Faintly, she nodded. It was the
first communication between
them, except for those mute,
crowded eyes following him
about. She smiled too, as she nod-
ded, and he turned his back and
ground his knuckles into his eyes
and felt wonderful.

He went back to work on the
sixth night, having puttered and
fussed over her all day to keep
her from sleeping until he was
ready to leave, then not leaving
until he was sure she was fast
asleep. He would lock her in and
hurry to work, warm inside and
ready to do three men’s work; and
home again in the dark early
hours as fast as his bandy legs
would carry him, bringing her a
present—a little radio, a scarf,
something special to eat—every
single day. He would lock the
door firmly and then hurry to
her, touching her forehead and
cheek to see what her temperature
was, straightening the bed gently
so she wouldn’t wake. Then he
would go out of her sight, away
back by the sink, and undress
and change to the long drawers he
slept in, and come back and curl
up on the camp cot. For perhaps
an hour and a half he would sleep
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like a stone, but after that the
slightest rustle of her sheet, the
smallest catch of breath, would
bring him to her in a bound,
croaking, “You all right?” and
hanging over her tensely, fran-
tically trying to divine what she
might need, what he might do or
get for her.

And when the daylight came
he would give her warm milk
with an egg beaten in it, and then
he would bathe her and change
her dressings and comb her hair,
and when there was nothing left
to do for her he would clean the
room, scrub the floor, wash
clothes and dishes and, intermin-
ably, cook. In the afternoon he
shopped, moving everywhere at a
half-trot, running home again as
soon as he could to show her what
he had bought, what he had
planned for her dinner. All these
days, and then these weeks, he
glowed inwardly, hugging the
glow while he was away from
her, fanning it with her presence
when they were together.

He found her crying one after-
noon late in the second week, star-
ing at the little radio with the
tears streaking her face. He made
a harsh cooing syllable and wiped
her cheeks with a dry washcloth
and stood back with torture on
his animal face. She patted his
hand weakly, and made a series
of faint gestures which utterly
baffled him. He sat on the bed-
side chair and put his face close

to hers as if he could tear the
meaning out of her with his eyes.
There was something different
about her; she had watched him,
up to now, with the fascinated,
uncomprehending attention of a
kitten watching a tankful of
tropical fish; but now there was
something more in her gaze, in
the way she moved and in what
she did.

“You hurt?” he rasped.

She shook her head. Her mouth
moved, and she pointed to it and
began to cry again.

“Oh, you hungry. | fix, fix
good.” He rose but she caught his
wrist, shaking her head and cry-
ing, but smiling too. He sat down,
torn apart by his perplexity. Again
she moved her mouth, pointing
to it, shaking her head.

“No talk,” he said. She was
breathing so hard it frightened
him, but when he said that she
gasped and half sat up; he caught
her shoulders and put her down,
but she was nodding urgently.
“You can't talk!” he said.

Yes, yes! she nodded.

He looked at her for a long
time. The music on the radio
stopped and someone began to
sell used cars in a crackling bari-
tone. She glanced at it and her
eyes filled with tears again. He
leaned across her and shut the set
off. After a profound effort he
formed his mouth in the right
shape and released a disdainful
snort: “Ha! What you want talk?
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Don't talk. | fix everything, no
talk. I—" He ran out of words, so
instead slapped himself powerful-
ly on the chest and nodded at her,
the stove, the bedpan, the tray of
bandages. He said again, “What
you want talk?”

She looked up at him, over-
whelmed by his violence, and
shrank down. He tenderly wiped
her cheeks again, mumbling, “I
fix everything.”

He came home in the dark one
morning, and after seeing that
she was comfortable according to
his iron standards, went to bed.
The smell of bacon and fresh cof-
fee was, of course, part of a
dream; what else could it be?
And the faint sounds of move-
ment around the room had to be
his weary imagination.

He opened his eyes on the
dream and closed them again,
laughing at himself for a crazy
stupid. Then he went still inside,
and slowly opened his eyes again.

Beside his cot was the bedside
chair, and on it was a plate of
fried eggs and crisp bacon, a cup
of strong black coffee, toast with
the gold of butter disappearing
into its older gold. He stared at
these things in total disbelief, and
then looked up.

She was sitting on the end of
the bed, where it formed an eight-
inch corridor between itself and
the cot. She wore her pressed and

mended blouse and her skirt. Her
shoulders sagged with weariness
and she seemed to have some dif-
ficulty in holding her head up;
her hands hung limply between
her knees. But her face was suf-
fused with delight and anticipa-
tion as she watched him waking
up to his breakfast.

His mouth writhed and he
bared his blunt yellow teeth, and
ground them together while he
uttered a howl of fury. It was a
strangled, rasping sound and she
scuttled away from it as if it had
burned her, and crouched in the
middle of the bed with her eyes
huge and her mouth slack. He
advanced on her with his arms
raised and his big fists clenched;
she dropped her face on the bed
and covered the back of her neck
with both hands and lay there
trembling. For a long moment he
hung over her, then slowly
dropped his arms. He tugged at
the skirt. “Take off,” he grated.
He tugged it again, harder.

She peeped up at him and then
slowly turned over. She fumbled
weakly at the button. He helped
her. He pulled the skirt away
and tossed it on the cot, and ges-
tured sternly at the blouse. She
unbuttoned it and he lifted it
from her shoulders. He pulled
down the sheet, taking it right out
from under her. He took her an-
kles gently in his powerful hands
and pulled them down until she
was straightened out on the bed,
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and then covered her carefully.
He was breathing hard. She
watched him in terror.

In a frightening quiet he turned
back to his cot and the laden
chair beside it. Slowly he picked
up the cup of coffee and smashed
it on the floor. Steadily as the
beat of a woodman’s axe the
saucer followed, the plate of toast,
the plate of eggs. China and yolk
squirted and sprayed over the
floor and on the walls. When he
had finished he turned back to
her. “I fix everything,” he said
hoarsely. He emphasized each syl-
lable with a thick forefinger as
he said again, “l fix everything.”

She whipped over on her stom-
ach and buried her face in the
pillow, and began to sob so hard
he could feel the bed shaking the
floor through the soles of his feet.
He turned angrily away from her
and got a pan and a scrub-brush
and a broom and dustpan, and
laboriously, methodically, cleaned
up the mess.

Two hours later he approached
her where she lay, still on her
stomach, stiff and motionless. He
had had a long time to think of
what to say: “Look, you see, you
sic\ . . . you see?” He said it, as
gently as he could. He put his
hand on her shoulder but she
twitched violently, flinging it
away. Hurt and baffled, he
backed away and sat down on the

couch, watching her miserably.

She wouldn't eat any lunch.

She wouldn't eat any dinner.

As the time approached for him
to go to work, she turned over.
He sat still on the cot in his long
johns, utter misery on his face
and in every line of his ugly body.
She looked at him and her eyes
filled with tears. He met her gaze
but did not move. She sighed sud-
denly and held out her hand. He
leaped to it and pulled it to his
forehead, knelt, bowed over it and
began to cry. She patted his wiry
hair until the storm passed, which
it did abruptly, at its height. He
sprang away from her and clat-
tered pans on the stove, and in a
few minutes brought her some
bread and gravy and a parboiled
artichoke, rich with olive oil and
basil. She smiled wanly and took
the plate, and slowly ate while he
watched each mouthful and radi-
ated what could only be gratitude.
Then he changed his clothes and
went to work.

He brought her a red housecoat
when she began to sit up, though
he would not let her out of bed.
He brought her a glass globe in
which a flower would keep, sub-
merged in water, for a week, and
two live turtles in a plastic bowl
and a pale-blue toy rabbit with a
music box in it that played “Rock-
a-bye Baby” and a blinding ver-
milion lipstick. She remained obe-
dient and more watchful than
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ever; when his fussing and put-
tering were over and he took up
his crouch on the cot, waiting for
whatever need in her he could
divine next, their eyes would
meet, and, increasingly, his would
drop. She would hold the blue
rabbit tight to her and watch him
unblinkingly, or smile suddenly,
parting her lips as if something
vitally important and deeply hap-
py was about to escape them.
Sometimes she seemed inexpress-
ibly sad, and sometimes she was
so restless that he would go to her
and stroke her hair until she fell
asleep, or seemed to. It occurred
to him that he had not seen her
wounds for almost two days, and
that perhaps they were bothering
her during one of these restless
spells, and so he pressed her gent-
ly down and uncovered her. He
touched the scar carefully and she
suddenly thrust his hand away
and grasped her own flesh firm-
ly, kneading it, slapping it sting-
ingly. Shocked, he looked at her
face and saw she was smiling,
nodding. “Hurt?” She shook her
head. He said, proudly, as he cov-
ered her, “l fix. | fix good.” She
nodded and caught his hand
briefly between her chin and her
shoulder.

It was that night, after he had
fallen into that heavy first sleep
on his return from the store, that
he felt the warm firm length of

her tight up against him on the
cot. He lay still for a mo-
ment, somnolent, uncomprehend-
ing, while quick fingers plucked
at the buttons of his long johns.
He brought his hands up and
trapped her wrists. She was im-
mediately still, though her breath
came swiftly and her heart pound-
ed his chest like an angry little
knuckle. He made a labored, in-
quisitive syllable, “Wh-wha ... ?”
and she moved against him and
then stopped, trembling. He held
her wrists for more than a min-
ute, trying to think this out, and
at last sat up. He put one arm
around her shoulders and the oth-
er under her knees. He stood up.
She clung to him and the breath
hissed in her nostrils. He moved
to the side of her bed and bent
slowly and put her down. He had
to reach back and detach her arms
from around his neck before he
could straighten up. “You sleep,”
he said. He fumbled for the sheet
and pulled it over her and tucked
it around her. She lay absolutely
motionless, and he touched her
hair and went back to his cot. He
lay down and after a long time
fell into a troubled sleep. But
something woke him; he lay and
listened, hearing nothing. He re-
membered suddenly and vividly
the night she had balanced be-
tween life and death, and he had
awakened to the echo of a sob
which was not repeated; in sud-
den fright he jumped up and
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went to her, bent down and
touched her head. She was lying
face down. “You cry?” he whis-
pered, and she shook her head
rapidly. He grunted and went
back to bed.

It was the ninth week and it
was raining; he plodded home-
ward through the black, shining
streets, and when he turned into
his own block and saw the dead,
slick river stretching between him
and the streetlight in front of his
house, he experienced a moment
of fantasy, of dreamlike disorien-
tation; it seemed to him for a sec-
ond that none of this had hap-
pened, that in a moment the car
would flash by him and dip to-
ward the curb momentarily while
a limp body tumbled out, and he
must run to it and take it indoors,
and it would bleed, it would
bleed, it might die. . . . He shook
himself like a big dog and put his
head down against the rain, say-
ing Stupid! to his inner self.
Nothing could be wrong, now.
He had found a way to live, and
live that way he would, and he
would abide no change in it.

But there was a change, and he
knew it before he entered the
house; his window, facing the
street, had a dull orange glow
which could not have been given
it by the street light alone. But
maybe she was reading one of
those paperback novels he had in-

herited with the apartment; may-
be she had to use the bedpan or
was just looking at the clock . . .
but the thoughts did not comfort
him; he was sick with an unac-
countable fear as he unlocked the
hall door. His own entrance
showed light through the crack at
the bottom; he dropped his keys
as he fumbled with them, and at
last opened the door.

He gasped as if he had been
struck in the solar plexus. The
bed was made, flat neat, and she
was not in it. He spun around;
his frantic gaze saw her and
passed her before he could believe
his eyes. Tall, queenly in her red
housecoat, she stood at the other
end of the room, by the sink.

He stared at her in amazement.
She came to him, and as he filled
his lungs for one of his grating
yells, she put a finger on her lips
and, lightly, her other hand across
his mouth. Neither of these ges-
tures, both even, would have been
enough to quiet him ordinarily,
but there was something else
about her, something which did
not wait for what he might do
and would not quail before him if
he did it. He was instantly con-
fused, and silent. He stared after
her as, without breaking stride,
she passed him and gently closed
the door. She took his hand, but
the keys were in the way; she
drew them from his fingers and
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tossed them on the table and then
took his hand again, firmly. She
was sure, decisive; she was one
who had thought things out and
weighed and discarded, and now
knew what to do. But she was tri-
umphant in some way, too; she
had the poise of a victor and the
radiance of the witness to a mira-
cle. He could cope with her help-
lessness, of any kind, to any de-
gree, but this—he had to think,
and she gave him no time to
think.

She led him to the bed and put
her hands on his shoulders, turn-
ing him and making him sit
down. She sat close to him, her
face alight, and when again he
filled his lungs, “Shh!” she hissed,
sharply, and smilingly covered his
mouth with her hand. She took
his shoulders again and looked
straight into his eyes, and said
clearlv, “1 can talk now, | can
talk!”

Numbly, he gaped at her.

“Three days already, it was a
secret, it was a surprise.” Her
voice was husky, hoarse even, but
very clear and deeper than her
slight body indicated. “l been
practicing, to be sure. I'm all
right again, I'm all right. You fix
everythin g!” she said, and
laughed.

Hearing that laugh, seeing the
pride and joy in her face, he could
take nothing away from her.
“Ahh . .  he said, wonderingly.

She laughed again. “I can go, |

can go!” she sang. She leapt up
suddenly and pirouetted, and
leaned over him laughing. He
gazed up at her and her flying
hair, and squinted his eyes as he
would looking into the sun. “Go?”
he blared, the pressure of his con-
fusion forcing the syllable out as
an explosive shout.

She sobered immediately, and
sat down again close to him. “Oh,
honey, don't, don't look as if you
was knifed or something. You
know | can't camp on you, live
off you, just forever!"

“No, no you stay,” he blurted,
anguish in his face.

“Now look,” she said, speaking
simply and slowly as to a child.
“I'm all well again, | can talk
now. It wouldn't be right, me
staying, locked up here, that bed-
pan and all. Now wait, wait,” she
said quickly before he could form

a word, “l don’t mean I'm not
grateful, you been . . . you been,
well, 1 just can't tell you. Look,

nobody in my life ever did any-
thing like this, I mean, | had to
run away when | was thirteen, |
done all sorts of bad things. And
I got treated ... | mean, nobody
else . . . look, here’s what | mean,
up to now I'd steal, I'd rob any-
body, what the hell. What | mean,
why not, you see?” She shook him
gently to make him see; then,
recognizing the blankness and
misery of his expression, she wet
her lips and started over. “What
I'm trying to say is, you been so
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kind, all this—’ She waved her
hand at the blue rabbit, the turtle
tank, everything in the room— “I
can't take any more. I mean, not
a thing, not breakfast. If 1 could
pay you back some way, no mat-
ter what, I would, you know I
would.” There was a tinge of bit-
terness in her husky voice. “No-
body can pay you anything. You
don’t need anything or anybody.
I can't give you anything you
need, or do anything for you that
needs doing, you do it all your-
self. If there was something you
wanted from me—" She curled
her hands inward and placed her
fingertips between her breasts, in-
clining her head with a strange
submissiveness that made him
ache. “But no, you fix every-
thing,” she mimicked. Ther® was
no mockery in it.

“No, no, you don't go,” he
whispered harshly.

She patted his cheek, and her
eyes loved him. “I do go,” she
said, smiling. Then the smile dis-
appeared. “l got to explain to
you, those hoods who cut me, |
asked for that. I goofed. I was do-
ing something real bad—well, I'll
tell you. I was a runner, know
what | mean? | mean dope, | was
selling it.”

He looked at her blankly. He
was not catching one word in ten;
he was biting and biting only on
emptiness and uselessness, alone-

ness, and the terrible truth of this
room without her or the blue rab-
bit or anything else but what it
had contained all these years—
linoleum with the design
scrubbed off, six novels he
couldn’t read, a stove waiting for
someone to cook for, grime and
regularity and who needs you?

She misunderstood his expres-
sion. “Honey, honey, don't look at
me like that, I'll never do it again.
I only did it because | didn’t care,
I used to get glad when people
hurt themselves; yeah, | mean
that. | never knew someone could
be kind, like you; | always
thought that was sort of a lie, like
the movies. Nice but not real, not
for me.

“But I have to tell you, | swiped
a cache, my God, twenty, twenty-
two G’s worth. | had it all of forty
minutes, they caught up with
me.” Her eyes widened and saw
things not in the room. “With a
razor, he went to hit me with it so
hard he broke it on top of the car
door. He hit me here down and
here up, | guess he was going to
gut me but the razor was busted.”
She expelled air from her nostrils,
and her gaze came back into the
room. “l guess | got the lump on
the head when they threw me out
of the car. | guess that's why I
couldn’t talk, | heard of that. Oh
honeyl Don't look like that,
you're tearing me apart!”

He looked at her dolefully and
wagged his big head helplessly
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from side to side. She knelt be-
fore him suddenly and took both
his hands. “Listen, you got to un-
derstand. | was going to slide out
while you were working but |
stayed just so | could make you
understand. After all you done.
... See, I'm well, I can't stay
cooped up in one room forever. If
I could, I'd get work some place
near here and see you all the time,
honest | would. But my life isn’t
worth a rubber dime in this town.
I got to leave here and that means
I got to leave town. I'll be all
right, honey. I'll write to you; Il
never forget you, how could 1?”
She was far ahead of him. He
had grasped that she wanted to
leave him; the next thing he un-
derstood was that she wanted to
leave town too.
“You don't go,”
“You need me.”
“You don’t need me,” she said
fondly, “and | don't need you. It
comes to that, honey; it's the way
you fixed it. It's the right way;
can’'t you see that?”
Right in there was the third
thing he understood.

he choked.

He stood up slowly, feeling her
hands slide from his, from his
knees to the floor as he stepped
away from her. “Oh Godl” she

cried from the floor where she
knelt, “you're killing me, taking
it this way! Can't you be happy
for me?”

He stumbled across the room
and caught himself on the lower
shelf of the china closet. He
looked back and forward along
the dark, echoing corridor of his
years, stretching so far and drear-
ily, and he looked at this short
bright segment slipping away
from him. ... He heard her quick
footsteps behind him and when
he turned he had the flatiron in
his hand. She never saw it. She
came to him bright-faced, plead-
ing, and he put out his arms and
she ran inside, and the iron
curved around and crashed into
the back of her head.

He lowered her gently down on
the linoleum and stood for a long
time over her, crying quietly.

Then he put the iron away and
filled the kettle and a saucepan
with water, and in the saucepan
he put needles and a clamp and
thread and little slabs of sponge
and a knife and pliers. From the
gateleg table and from a drawer
he got his two plastic tablecloths
and began arranging them on the
bed.

“l fix everything,” he mur-
mured as he worked, “Fix it
right.” = H



Hate seems to be dying out. These days everybody is trying to
love one another. Disgusting! We can't afford to lose the good
haters li\e Mr. Murray— don't ma\e ’em li\e that anymore.

MEAN
MR. MURRAY

by AVRAM DAVIDSON

w T he IGNORANCE OF THE CRIMINAL
classes,” said Mr. Paragould, “is
appalling.”

“Indeed?” asked his friend Mr.
Smedley.

“Take for example,” continued
Mr. Paragould, “the story of the
safecrackers Berndt and Halliday,
who had formulated a perfect
plan to rob the First National
Bank of Portland as soon as they
were released from prison. Berndt,
who got out a month earlier, was
to make certain of the on-the-
scene details while Halliday was
to join him later with the neces-
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sary equipment. Unfortunately for
the two of them, while Berndt
was casing and re-casing the joint
in Portland, Maine, Halliday was
patiently waiting in Portland,
Oregon.”

Mr. Smedley waved his glass.
“The kind of simple mistake
which might happen to anyone,”
he said, tolerantly.

“Now the unfortunate loss of
Jasper Murray, on the other hand,
although based upon a similar
ignorance, offers a rather more
colorful ending.”

“Someday you ought to write
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all these cases down,” Smedley
suggested. “They’re so much more
interesting that the usual traveling
salesman’s stories. Now, what
were you saying about Jasper
Murray... ?”

Not only was Jasper Murray ap-
pallingly ignorant in certain mat-
ters (Mr. Paragould went on,
firmly but graciously), but he was
a rather mean fellow. Ignorance
may sometimes be excused, but
meanness, never.

Murray was a lantern-faced,
hatched-jawed person with a
small, thin mouth, and he lived
all by himself in a house which
had formerly held the fairly large
family of a taxicab driver, as well
as the taxicab driver himself. It
was the latter’s misfortune that he
had fallen into debt, and his in-
finitely worse misfortune that he
had fallen into debt to Jasper
Murray.

Not to mince words, Mr. Mur-
ray was a usurer.

Although the driver’s wife had
been delivered of her first three
children by a midwife in her own
bed, with no great difficulty, in
her native State of Morales, her
husband was persuaded that in
America a hospital accouchement
was required. Not that he feared
for his wife’s or child’s health
otherwise, but a matter of face
was involved. He was timid that
the other cab drivers would laugh

at him.

He borrowed the money for
hospital and doctor bills from
Murray.

The interest mounted faster
than the principal could be paid
off, as well as the interest on the
interest. And before the child had
been weaned, Mr. Murray by le-
gally quite unjustified threats of
deportation and/or imprisonment,
had menaced the unhappy jehu
into signing his house over to
him.

That was the sort of man Mr.
Jasper Murray was.

He did not care for the com-
pany of his neighbors, all of whom
he classed together in one derided
lump as “Spicks” or “Greasers”,
and by frequent appeals to the
unhappy police soon convinced
them that their children no longer
possessed squatters rights in, or
transit visas through, either his
back or front yards.

Their only retaliation (for Mur-
ray owned several firearms and
was wont to display them when
vexed) was to refuse to work for
him, and this proved at first an
annoyance, for he liked his proper-
ty to be cared for, though he dis-
liked to lift a finger in bodily
toil himself. For a while he em-
ployed the rather shaky services
of a wino whom he paid in mus-
catel rather than money. This
seemed a rather neat scheme to
him until one day the wino came
through the side window whence
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Murray had been cursing him
into greater efforts with the grass-
sickle, and attempted to remove
his employer’s head with it. After
that the grass went uncut, the
house unswept, and the garbage
unattended to for some while.

Just where, exactly, Jasper Mur-
ray secured The Greaser (as dis-
tinct from all and any other
Greasers) cannot be pinpointed
with absolute certainty. However,
from information revealed, with
great reluctance only, by a bar-
tender on Los Angeles Street, it
would appear that the two had
met somewhere in or near San
Pedro or Wilmington.

“Gahdamned  Greaser don't
even know what American mon-
ey «>" Jasper Murray had chortled
over his drink; “and 1 sure don't
intend to explain it to him. Only
give him bad ideas.”

The Greaser sucked in a medi-
tative manner on a bottle of soft
drink his new employer had al-
lowed him. Some cast-off clothes
of Mr. Murray’s, much too large
and much too torn, had by this
time replaced the filthy clouts he
had on when discovered skulking
about the Port. The Six-for-fiver,
who had been making his rounds
mulcting  longshoremen, cargo
checkers, watchmen, and other
client-victims—usurious, black-
hearted Jasper Murray, with his
ever open and evil eye for human

misery, had at once spatted the
fellow as perhaps a stowaway
(possibly), perhaps a wetback
(probably), and at any rate a
human being unacquainted with
the ability to exist by himself in
a large American city (absolutely
certainly). He had gestured him
into his car, tossed him the re-
mains of his lunch—supplied for
free by the harassed and debt-
haggard owner of a greasy spoon
—and, while the newly-gotten serf
wolfed the soggy fragments, drove
back to his home grinning and
mumbling to himself.

The Greaser cut his owner’s
(for “employer” seems scarcely the
mot juste to describe the status)
grass, swept his house, burned his
garbage, and in general performed
all the tasks the serf-master was
unwilling to do for himself. He
did none of these well, but was
gradually cursed and kicked into
doing them somewhat better.

“/ know how to handle Greas-
ers!” declared Mr. Jasper Murray.

Reflecting on this made him
almost genial, and he decided he
would more frequently take a
little exercise and enjoy a little
sport, and allow his thrall to join
him in both. From somewhere in
his magpie’s nest of an attic the
moneylender brought down a
shabby softball bat, a torn glove,
and a battered ball.

“Come on, Greaser,” he said,
“Pm going to learn you a real
American game.” It is doubtful if
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The Greaser (he was on the small
side, very dark, very clean: Mur-
ray forbade him the use of the
bathroom, but there was a sink
in the cellar where The G. slept
on an old rug)—it is doubtful if
he understood a single word of
this, or appreciated the patriotic
spirit behind it. But he under-
stood the gesture and he under-
stood the kick which accompanied
it.

And so, several times a week,
for an hour or so, the odd pair
played at baseball in the yard of
Murray’s house. Those that saw
them said that the Greaser never
got to be very good. Neither,
they added, did Murray.

One of these spectators was a
Mr. Domingo Diaz, who dwelt
next door with his wife and ten
or twelve byproducts of their
philoprogenitiveness. Mr. Domin-
go Diaz it was, to whom The
Greaser appealed one day by
holding out the chipped enameled
basin which, like a dog’s dish, he
had been given to eat from. The
dish was empty, and so—judging
by his gestures and a few words
of bad Spanish—so was The
Greaser.

"At, pobrecito!" exclaimed
good-hearted Mrs. Diaz, pulling
The Greaser into her warm,
crowded, cluttered Kkitchen and
doing what she had been want-
ing to do for a long time, name-
ly plying the fellow with food

and questions.

She had never heard of his na-
tive village, she couldn't seem to
get his name straight, he had nei-
ther wife nor children (both the
senior Diazes heaved great
sighs at this), and his boss—
whom Domingo referred to, de-
spite a shocked hiss from the good
Caridad, by a word which has
not been considered printable
since the days of Cervantes—was
not at home. Had not been at
home for some days. How many
days? The poor fellow had no
idea. The first few days he had
hungered. The next few days he
had crept fearfully into the kitch-
en and eaten a little. Then he had
eaten a little more. After that,
there being nothing more to eat,
he had hungered again. And the
day after that was today.

“Eat more,” Caridad ordered,
filling his plate again. The
Greaser obeyed.

The police got to hear of it be-
fore long, of course. They came
and looked the house over and
found nothing helpful. The har-
bor police—not looking especially,
you understand, but when a body
floats around the harbor it is only
natural that the harbor police
should interest themselves in the
matter—found a body which they
had reason to believe was that of
Mr. Jasper Murray.

That is, “papers found on the
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body identified it as that of Jasper
Murray,” and so forth. Precise
identification, however, was ham-
pered by the fact that the body
had no head. It almost looked as
though someone did not want
Mr. Murray to be identified. It
certainly looked as though some-
one disliked him very much.
Dental identification being out of
the question, recourse was had to
fingerprints. Not that Mr. Mur-
ray had ever been convicted (alas)
of a crime, but back in the days
before he had started keeping his
money in safe-deposit vaults he
had kept it in a Postal Savings
account: the Post Office was not
only more trustworthy than
banks, it also paid one-half per-
cent more interest. And inasmuch
as many of the depositors were il-
literate, it required fingerprints of
its depositors.

The word was not long in
forthcoming from Washington:
head or no head the body was
certainly that of Mr. Jasper Mur-
ray.

Needless to say, there was great
rejoicing in certain circles of Los
Angeles when this intelligence
became common knowledge, for
with Mr. Murray had expired all
his illicit debts. The police
searched and inquired diligently
among all who were known to
owe him money, but no clue was
found. The poor Greaser, quite
plump from a week of Mrs. Cari-

dad Diaz’s cooking, was picked
up and straightly examined. Span-
ish-speaking detectives pro-
nounced his command of that
language to be meager, but as this
is not an indictable offense under
the laws of the State of California,
they were obliged to dismiss him.

Unfortunately his late master
had been quite correct in assum-
ing that the fellow was in this
great republic without the slight-
est official permission, and ar-
rangements were made for his
deportation.

From somewhere in the vast
reaches of the Middle West an
heir to Mr. Murray’s all too ill-
gotten gains was found in the
form of a sister. She spoke vague-
ly of Doing Good with the mon-
ey.
Detective Sergeant Salazar men-
tioned to her that she could, if
she wished, put in a claim to the
few items The Greaser had
lugged off to the keep with him—
namely, one shoe-box of sea-shells,
another one of loose beads and
buttons, the misshapen softball,
torn glove, and shabby bat; but
he rather hoped she wouldn't—
and she didn't.

Mr. Paragould took a sip from
his glass and smiled faintly at the
ceiling. After waiting a moment
for his friend to continue, Mr.
Smedley said, “Well, go on.”

“Oh, in effect,” said Mr. Para-
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gould, “that is all.”

“Was no one ever arrested for
Murray’s murder.”

“No one at all. Another quaff
from Scotia’s springs, Samuel?”

Mr. Smedley nodded absently,
and, when his glass was recharged
and returned to him, said, “And
so | suppose The Greaser, poor

fellow, was deported back to
Mexico. Tsk.”

Mr. Paragould raised his eye-
brows. “Mexico?” he asked.
“Why Mexico?”

“Why—you said—"

“l said—nothing of the sort.
You, Samuel, are falling into pre-
cisely the same trap as the late
Jasper Murray. He was appalling-
ly ignorant of geography and
ethnology, and that was the death
of him.”

Mr. Smedley shook his head in
bewilderment. “l don't follow
you.”

Mr. Paragould pointed out that
there were twenty-one republics
in  South  America. “Murray
lumped together the citizens of
all of them as Spicks and/or
Greasers. As a matter of fact,”
he said, speaking with delibera-
tion, “the poor fellow known to
him only as The Greaser had nev-

er been to Mexico in his life. He
was a native of Ecuador.”

“Ecuador, eh,” Smedley said.
“Ecuador. | see. —Good Heavens,
Lodowick,” he cried, starting from
his chair. "Ecuador!”

“Precisely. | perceive that you
have already realized at least part
of what was obvious to me,
though not, as it happened, to the
police, that the deportee was not
only an Amerindian, but a mem-
ber of the Jivaro tribe as well. By
the time | pointed this out to
them it was a few years too late,
of course... Strange to think
that, somewhere on the eastern
slopes of the Andean watershed,
far up the remote tributaries of
the headwaters of the Amazon,
dangling from the rafter of a
smoke-filled hut, is the shrunken
head of Mr. Jasper Murray,
Hmm, hmm, hmm...”

Smedley shuddered. He drained
his glass. And then, as his eyes,
gazing over the rim at Mr. Para-
gould, grew bigger and bigger, he
asked, “But—Eod—where did he
put the damned thing after he
shrunk it?”

“Why,” said Mr. Paragould,
“inside the old softball’s cover.
Where else?” EE



Poor Miles, he did so want a
change. Too bad, he was really
much better off the way he was.
And how can anyone be sure a
change is always for the best?

THE
HOUSE
PARTY

by STANLEY ELLIN

'?l e's coming around,” said the
VOICE

He was falling. His hands were
outflung against the stone-cold
blackness of space, and his body
tilted head over heels, heels over
head, as he fell. If there were only
a way of knowing what was be-
low, of bracing himself against
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the moment of impact, the terror
might not have been so great.
This way he was no more than a
lump of terror flung into a pit,
his mind cowering away from the
inevitable while his helpless body
descended toward it.

“Good,” the voice said from far
away, and it sounded to him as if
someone were speaking to him
quite calmly and cheerfully from
the bottom of the pit. “Very
good.”

He opened his eyes. A glare of
light washed in on him suddenly
and painfully, and he squinted
against it at the figures standing
around him, at the faces, partly
obscured by a sort of milky haze,
looking down at him. He was ly-
ing on his back, and from the
thrust of the cushions under him
he knew he was on the familiar
sofa. The milky haze was f,ding
away now, and with it the panic.
This was the old house at N>ack,
the same living room, the same
Utrillo on the wall, the same
chandelier glittering over his
head. The same everything, he
thought bitterly, even to the fac-
es around him.

That was Hannah, her eyes
bright with tears—she could turn
on tears like a faucet—and her
hand was gripping his so hard
that his fingers were numb u-der
the pressure. Hannah with the
overdeveloped maternal instil.ct,
and only a husband to exercise it
on .. . That was Abel Roth chew-

ing on a cigar—even at a time
like this, that reeking cigar'—and
Watching him  worriedly. Abel
with his first successful produc-
tion in five years, worrying about

his investment . . . And that was
Ben Thayer and Harriet, the eter-
nal bumpkins . . . And Jake Hall

... And Tommy McGowan . ..
All the old familiar faces, the sick-
ening familiar faces.

But there was a stranger, too. A
short, stout man with a look of
amiable interest on his face, and
splendidly bald, with only a ton-
sure of graying hair to frame his
gleaming scalp. He ran his fingers
reflectively over his scalp and
nodded at Miles.

“How do you feel now?” he
asked.

“I don’t know,” Miles said. He
pulled his hand free of Hannah's
and gingerly tried to raise himself
to a sitting position. Hr'fway
there he was transfixed by a
shocking pain that Was driven
like a white-hot needle between
his ribs. He heard Hannah gasp,
and then the stranger’s blunt fin-
gers were probing deep into the
pain, turning it to liquid, melting
it away.

“See?” the man said. “It's noth-
ing. Nothing at all.”

Miles swung his legs around so
that he sat erect on the sofa. He
took a deep breath, then another.
“For a second | thought it was
my heart,” he said. “The way it
hit me—"
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“No, no,” the man said. “I
know what you thought. Yoi can
believe me when | say it is of no
concern.” And then, as if it ex-
plained everything, he said, “lI am
Dr. Maas. Dr. Victor Maas.”

“It was a miracle, darling,”
Hannah said breathlessly. “Dr.
Maas was the one who found you
outside and brought you in. And
he’s been an absolute angel. If it
weren’t for him—"

Miles looked at her, and then
looked at all the others standing
there and watching him with -jn-
cern. “Well,” he demanded, “what
did happen? What was it?
Heart? Stroke? Amnesia? I'm not
a child, for God's sake. You don't
have to play games with me.”

Abel Roth rolled his cigar from
the left-hand corner of his mouth
to the right-hand corner. “You
can’t blame him -for feeling that
way, can you, doc? After all, the
man is out cold for fifteen min-
utes, he wants to know where he
stands. Maybe there’s some kind
of checkup you could give him,
like blood pressure and stuff like
that. Maybe we'd all feel better for
it”

Miles relished that, and relished
even more the thought of what
he had in store for Abel Roth.
“Maybe we would, Abel,” he
said. “Maybe we've got a theater
sold out sixteen weeks in advance,
and the SRO sign up every night.
Maybe we've got a real little gold
mine to dig so long as | can keep

swinging the shovel eight perfor-
mances a week.”

Abel's face turned red. “Ah,
now, Miles,” he said. “The way
you talk—"

“Yes?” Miles said. “What about
the way 1 talk?”

Ben Thayer shook his head
slowly and solemnly. “If you'd
only take the chip off your shoul-
der for one minute, Miles,” he
drawled. “If you'd try to under-
stand—"

“Please!” Dr. Maas said sharp-
ly. “Gentlemen, please!” He
frowned at them. “There is one
thing | must make clear. Actually,
I am not a medical physician. My
interests, so to speak, lie more in
the field of psychiatrics, and while
I am, perhaps, qualified to make
the examination of Mr. Owen
that you suggest, | have no in-
tention of doing so. For Mr.
Owen’s benefit | will also say
that there is no need for me or
anyone else to do so. He has my
word on that.”

“And Dr. Maas, | am sure,” said
Miles, “is an honorable man.” He
stood up flexing his knees ginger-
ly, and noting the relief on the
faces around him. “If you want
to make yourself at home, doctor,
go right ahead. There seems to
be some kind of buffet over there,
and while | can't vouch for the
food | can promise that the liquor
is very, very good.”

The doctor's grin gave him a
surprising resemblance to a plump
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and mischievous boy. “A delight-
ful suggestion,” he said, and im-
mediately made his way toward
the buffet. Abel followed, and,
Miles observed, before the doctor
had even reached the buffet, the
cigar was perilously close to his
ear. Abel spent three hours a week
on a psychoanalyst’s couch, and at
least as much time pouring out
lists of frightening and inconse-
quential symptoms to a sleek and
well-fed Park Avenue practition-
er. Dr. Maas, Miles thought with
a wry sympathy, was in for some
heavy going, whether he knew it
or not.

The rest of the circle around the
sofa broke up and eddied off,
until only Hannah was left. She
caught his arm in a panicky grip.

“Are you sure you're all right?”
she demanded. “You know you
can tell me if there’s anything
wrong.”

There was something wrong.
Every time she caught hold of
him like that, tried to draw him
close, he had the feeling of a web
ensnaring him, closing over him
so that he had to fight it savagely.

It had not been like that at the
start. She had been so beautiful
that he thought in her case it
might be different. The rising to-
gether, the eating together, the
talking together, the endless
routine of marriage looked as if
it might somehow be bearable as

long as it was shared with that
loveliness. But then after a year
the loveliness had become too fa-
miliar, the affection too cloying,
the routine too much of a crush-
ing burden.

He had been unconscious for
fifteen minutes. He wondered if
he had babbled during that time,
said something about Lily that
could be seized on as a clue. It
wasn't of much concern if he
had; in fact, it might have been
a good way of preparing Hannah
for the blow. It was going to be
quite a blow, too. He could pic-
ture it falling, and it wasn't a
pleasant picture.

He shrugged off Hannah'’s
hand. “There’s nothing wrong,”
he said, and then could not resist
adding, “unless it's this business
of your throwing a house party
the one time of the week when I
might expect a little peace and
quiet.”

“1?” Hannah said uncertainly.
“What did | have to do with it?”

“Everything, as long as you've
got that damn yen to be the per-
fect hostess and everybody’s
friend.”

“They’re your friends,” she said.

“You ought to know by now
that they’re not my friends either.
I thought | made it clear a hun-
dred different ways that | hate
them all, individually and collec-
tively. They’re nobody’s friends.
Why is it my obligation to feed
them and entertain them the one
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time of the week I can get rid of
them ?”

“l don’t understand you,” Han-
nah said. She looked as if she were
about to break into tears. “I know
you bought the house up here so
you could get away from every-
body, but you were the one—"’

The web was closing in again.
“All right" he said. “All right!"

The whole thing didn’t matter,
anyhow. After he cleared out she
could throw a house party every
night of the week if she wanted
to. She could burn the damn
house down if that suited her. It
wasn't of any concern to him.
He'd had enough of this country-
squire life between every Satur-
day and Monday performance to
last him the rest of his life, and,
as Lily had once remarked, Cen-
tral Park had all the trees she
wanted to see. Just the realization
that he would soon be packed and
out of here made any arguments
pointless.

He shouldered his way to the
buffet past Bob and Liz Gregory
who were mooning at each other
as if doing it on the radio six
mornings a week wasn’'t enough;
past Ben Thayer who was ex-
plaining to Jake Hall the trouble
he was having with the final act
of his new play; past Abel who
was saying something to Dr.
Maas about psychosomatic fac-
tors. The doctor had a tall glass
in one hand, and a sandwich in
the other. “Interesting,” he was

saying. “Very interesting.”

Miles tried to close his ears to
all of them as he poured down
two fingers of bourbon. Then he
looked at his glass with distaste.
The stuff was as flat as warm
water, and as unpleasant to the
palate. Obviously, one of the local
help who took turns cleaning up
the house had found the key to
the liquor cabinet, and, after near-
ly emptying the bottle, had done
a job on it at the kitchen tap.
Damn fool. If you're going to
sneak a drink, do it and forget
it. But to ruin the rest of the bot-
tle this way ...

Abel poked him in the ribs.
“l was just telling the doctor
here,” Abel said, “if he gets an
evening off I'll fix him up with
a house seat for Ambuscade. |
was telling him, if he hasn't seen
Miles Owen in Ambuscade he
hasn’'t seen the performance of all
time. How does that sound to you,
Miles?”

Miles was lifting another bot-
tle after making sure its seal was
unbroken. He looked at Abel,
and then set the bottle down with
great care.

“As a matter of fact,” he said,
“l don't know how it sounds to
me, Abel. It's something I've
wanted to talk to you about, and
maybe this is as good a time as
any.”

“Talk about what?” said Abel
cheerfully, but there was a sudden
worry in his eyes, a flickering of
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premonition on his face.

“It's private business, Abel,”
Miles said, and nodded to Dr.
Maas who stood by interestedly.
“That is, if the doctor will ex-
cuse us.”

“Of course, of course,” the doc-
tor said quickly. He waved his
glass enthusiastically toward Miles.
“And you were altogether right
about the liquor, Mr. Owen. It is
superb.”

“Fine,” Miles said. “This way,
Abel.”

He pushed his way through the
crowd and crossed the room to
the library, Abel trailing after him.
When he closed the door of the
library and switched on a lamp,
the chill dampness of the room
seemed to soak right into him,
and he shivered. Logs and kin-
dling had been laid on the fire-
place, and he held a match to it
until the wood crackled and
caught. Then he lit a cigarette
and drew deeply on it. He looked
at the cigarette in surprise. There
was a flatness about it, a lack of
sensation which made him run his
tongue over his lips questioning-
ly. He drew again on the cigarette,
and then flung it into the fire.
First the liquor, he thought, and
now this. Dr. Maas might be a
handy man with Freudian com-
plexes, but the first thing Mon-
day an honest-to-God M.D. would
be checking up on this little prob-

lem. It is discomforting to find
out suddenly that you've lost your
capacity to taste anything. Ridicu-
lous maybe, but still discomfort-
ing.

Abel was standing at the win-
dow. “Look at that fog, will you.
When | brought Coxcomb over
to London | thought | saw the
real thing there, but this makes
it look like nothing. You could
cut your way through this with
a shovel.”

The fog was banked solidly
outside the window, stirring in
slow waves, sending threads of
damp smoke against the glass.
Where the threads clung, little
beads of water trickled down the
pane.

“You get that around here a
couple of times a year,” Miles
said impatiently. “And | didn't
come in here to talk about the
weather.”

Abel turned away from the win-
dow and sat down reluctantly in
an armchair. “No, | guess you
didn’t. All right, Miles, what'’s
bothering you?”

"Ambuscade,” Miles said. “Am-
buscade is what’s bothering me.”

Abel nodded wearily. “It fig-
ured. It figured. Well, what par-
ticular thing? Your billing? We're
using the biggest letters they
make. Your publicity? Ail you
have to do is name the time and
you have your pick of any TV or
radio guest spot in town. Remem-
ber what | told you after opening
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night, Miles? You name it, and
if 1 can get it for you, I will.”

Miles found himself suddenly
enjoying the scene. Ordinarily, he
had a genuine horror of such
scenes. “Funny,” he said. “I didn't
hear you say anything about mon-
ey just now, did 1? I mean, in
all that pretty speech it couldn’t
have slipped past me, could it?”

Abel sank down in his chair
and sighed like a man deeply
stricken. “I thought it would come
down to this. Even if I'm paying
you twice as much as the biggest
star | ever had, | could see it
coming, Miles. All right, what’s
the beef?”

“As a matter of fact,” Miles
said, “there’s no beef.”

“No?”

“None at all.”

“What are you getting at?”
Abel demanded. “What’s all this
about?”

Miles smiled. “I'm not getting
at anything, Abel. I'm getting out.
I'm leaving the show.”

Miles had seen Abel meet more
than one crisis before; he could
have predicted every action before
it took place. The face becoming
an impassive mask, the hand
searching for a match, the thumb-
nail flicking the match into a
light, the elaborate drawing on the
cigar stump, the neat flick of the
match across the room. Abel
fooled him. The match was
snapped with sudden violence be-
tween the fingers, and then slow-

ly rolled back and forth, back
and forth.

“You're a cute boy, Miles,”
Abel said. “This wouldn’t be your
idea of a joke, would it?”

“I'm getting out, Abel. Tonight
was positively the last appearance.
That gives you all day tomorrow
to line up another boy for the
Monday-night curtain.”

“What other boy?”

“Well, you've got Jay Welker
on tap, haven't you? He’'s been
understudying me for five months,
and hoping I'd break a leg every
night of it.”

“Jay Welker couldn’t carry Am-
buscade one week, and you know
it, Miles. Nobody can carry that
show but you, and you know that,
too.”

Abel leaned forward in his chair
and shook his head from side to
side unbelievingly. “And know-
ing that, you don't give a damn.
You'd close the biggest thing on
Broadway just like that, and to
hell with the whole world, is that
it?”

Miles felt his heart starting to
pound heavily, his throat tighten-
ing. “Wait a second, Abel, before
you start on the dirty words. One
thing has already come through
pretty well. In all this, you haven't
yet asked me why I'm leaving.
For all you know | might have
some condition that’s going to Kill
me an hour from now, but that
would bother you less than keep-
ing your show running! Have
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you thought about that side of
it?”

“What side of it? | was stand-
ing right there when the doctor
said you were in good shape.
What am | supposed to do now?
Get affidavits from the American
Medical Association?”

“Then it's your idea that I'm
pulling out because of a whim?”

“Let’s not kid each other, Miles.
You did this to Barrow five years
ago, you did it to Goldschmidt
after that, you did it to Howie
Freeman last year, and | know,
because that's how 1 got my
chance to grab you for Ambus-
cade. But all the time | figured
these others didn’t know how to
handle you, they didn't see just
how much you meant to a show.
Now | tell you they were right
all along, and I was a prize suck-
er. They told me you would be
going along fine, and then all of
a sudden you would get a bug in
your ear, and that was it. Bug in
your ear, Miles. That's my low,
ignorant way of saying whim,
which is what it adds up to.”
"Abel paused. “The difference
between me and them, Miles, is
that 1 didn't take chances, and
that's why you signed the first
run-of-the-play contract you ever
got since you were a nobody. You
think you're walking out on that
contract?  Think again, my
friend.”

Miles nodded. “All right,” he
said thickly, “I'm thinking. Do

you want to know about what?”

“They're your dice, my friend.”

“I'm thinking about eight per-
formances a week, Abel. Eight
times a week | say the same lines,
walk the same steps, make the
same faces. I've done it for five
months, which is the biggest break
you ever got in your life, but if
you had your way I'd be doing it
for five years! Right now it’s
turned into one of those night-
mares where you do the same
thing over and over without be-
ing able to stop, but you wouldn't
know about that because you're a
guy in love with routine! But
I'm not! After a while it's like
being in jail with the key thrown
away. What do you tell a man
when he can walk out of jail? To
stay there and like it?”

“Jail!” Abel cried. “Tell me
somebody in this country who
wouldn’t give his right eye to be
in the kind of jail you're in!”

“Listen,” Miles said. He leaned
forward urgently. “Do you re-
member before the show opened
when we were rehearsing that
kitchen scene? Do you remember
when we ran through it that night
ten times, fifteen times, twenty
times? Do you know how | felt
then? | felt as if | was plunked
right down in hell, and all |
would do for eternity was just
play that scene over and over
again. That's my idea of hell,
Abel: a sweet little place where
you do the same thing over and



THE HOUSE PARTY 45

over, and they won't even let you
go nuts at it, because that would
spoil the fun for them. Do you
get that? Because if you do, you
can see just how | feel about Am-
buscade!”

“I get it,” Abel said. “I also get
a certain little run-of-the-play con-
tract tucked away in my safe de-
posit box. If you think rehearsing
a scene a few times is hell you'll
find out different when Equity
lands on you. They look at this
a little different from you.”

“Don't try to scare me, Abel.”

“Scare you, hell. I'm going to
sue you black and blue, and I'm
going to make it stick. I'm dead
serious about that, Miles.”

“Maybe. But isn't it hard to sue
a man who’s too sick to work?”

Abel nodded with grim under-
standing. “l figured you'd get
around to that angle. I'm the
patsy, because to the rest of the
world you're sick.” His eyes nar-
rowed. “And that explains some-
thing else, too. That little business
of your little blackout on the front
doorstep, with a doctor handy,
and twenty witnesses to swear to
it. I have to hand it to you. Miles,
you don’t miss a trick. Only it'll
take more than a smart trick and
a quack doctor to work things
your way.”

Miles choked down the rage ris-
ing in him. “If you think that was
a trick—!”

“What was a trick?” Harriet
Thayer’s voice said gaily behind

him. Harriet and Ben were stand-
ing in the doorway, regarding
him with a sort of cheerful curios-
ity. They made an incongruous
couple, Ben’s gauntness towering
high over Harriet’s little-girl fra-
gility, and they had an -eager,
small-town friendliness that grat-
ed on Miles’ nerves like a finger-
nail drawn down a slate. “It
sounds terribly exciting and in-
teresting,” Harriet said. “Don't
let us stop you.”

Abel pointed at Miles with a
shaking forefinger. “This’ll stop
you all right,” he said, “and [I'll
give it to you in one line. Our
friend here is walking out on Am-
buscade. Maybe you can do some-
thing to change his mind!”

Ben stared with slow incredu-
lity, and Miles had to marvel, as
he had done so many times be-
fore, that any man who could
write even the few good lines to
be found in Ambuscade could be
so slow on his feet.

“But you can't” Ben said.
“Your contract runs as long as the
play does.”

“Sure,” Abel jeered, “but he’s a
sick man. He falls down and has
fits. You saw him, didn’t you?”

Harriet nodded dumbly. “Yes,
but I never thought—"

“And you were right,” Abel
said. “He’s faking it. He’s just
fed up with making all that mon-
ey and having all those nice
things printed about him, so he’s
going to close the show. That’s
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all. Just fold it up tight.”

Miles slammed his hand down
hard on the arm of Abel's chair.
“All right,” he said, “now that
you've made everything so clear
Il ask you something. Do you
think if Ambuscade was really a
good play that any one person
could close it up? Did it ever
strike you that no one comes to
see your crummy play; they come
to see me walk through it? If
you gave me Jabberwoc\y to read
up there they’d come to see me!
Who's to tell a one-man show
that he has to keep playing when
he doesn't want to!”

“It is a good play!” Harriet
shouted at him. “It’s the best play
you ever acted in, and if you
don’'t know that—"

Miles was shouting himself
now. “Then get someone else to
play it! It might be even better
that way!”

Ben held his hands out, palms
up, in a pleading gesture. “Now,
Miles, you know you've been
identified with that part so no
one else could take it over,” he
said. “And try to see it my way,
Miles. I've been writing fifteen
years, and this is the first real
break—"

Miles walked up to him slowly.
“You clown,” he said softly.
“Don’'t you have any self-respect
at all?”

When he walked out of the li-
brary he quickly slammed the
door behind him to forestall any

belated answer to that.

The party had broken into
several small knots of people scat-
tered around the room, a deafen-
ing rise and fall of voices, a haze
of blue smoke which lay like a
transparent blanket midway be-
tween floor and ceiling. Someone,
Miles observed, had overturned a
drink on the piano; the puddle
ran down in a glittering string
along the side of the mahogany
and was leaving a damp stain on
the Wilton rug beneath. Tommy
McGowan and his latest, an over-
ripe blonde—Norma or Alma or
something—sat on the floor shuf-
fling through piles of phonograph
records, arranging some into a
dangerously high stack and care-
lessly tossing the others aside. The
buffet looked as if a cyclone had
hit it; only some empty platters
and broken pieces of bread re-
mained amidst the wreckage.
From the evidence, Miles thought
sardonically, the party would have
to be rated a roaring success.

But even the sense of heat and
excitement in the room could not
erase the chill that he seemed to
have brought with him from the
library. He rubbed his hands to-
gether hard, but this didn’t help
any, and he felt a small pang of
fright at the realization. What if
there really were something wrong
with him? Lily was not the kind
of woman to take gracefully to
the role of nursemaid to an in-
valid. Not that she was wrong
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about that, as far as he was con-
cerned; if the shoe were on the
other foot he couldn’t see himself
playing any Robert Browning to
her Elizabeth Barrett either. Not
for Lily or anyone else in the
world. In that case it was better
not to even bother about a check-
up. If there was something, he
didn’t even want to know about
it!

“You are disturbed about some-
thing, | think.”

It was Dr. Maas. He was lean-
ing casually against the wall, not
an arm’s length away, his hands
thrust into his pockets, his eyes
fixed reflectively on Miles. Tak-
ing in everything, Miles thought
angrily, like some damn scientist
looking at a bug under a micro-
scope.

“No,” Miles snhapped. Then he
thought better of it. “Yes,” he
said. “As a matter of fact, | am.”

“Ah?”

“l don't feel right. 1 know you
told me | was fine, but | don't
feel fine.”

“Physically ?”

“Of course, physically! What
are you trying to tell me? That
it's all in my mind, or some clap-
trap like that?”

“l am not trying to tell you

anything, Mr. Owen. You are
telling me.”
“All  right. Then | want to

know what makes you so sure of
yourself. No examination, no X-
ray, no anything, and you come

up with your answer just like
that. .What’s the angle here? Do
we somehow get around to the
idea that there’s nothing wrong
physically, but if I put myself in
your hands for a nice long expen-
sive psychoanalysis—"

“Stop right there, Mr. Owen,”
Dr. Maas said coldly. “I will take
for granted that your manners
are abominable because you are
clearly under some pressure. But
you should rein in your imagina-
tion. | do not practice psychoanal-
ysis, and | never said I did. | am
not a healer of any sort. The peo-
ple | deal with are, unfortunately,
always past the point of any cure,
and my interest in them, as you
can see, must be wholly academic.
To be taken for some kind of
sharper seeking a victim—"

“Look,” Miles said abruptly,
“I'm sorry. I'm terribly sorry. |
don't know what made jme go off
like that. Maybe it's this party. |
hate these damn parties; they al-
ways do things to me. Whatever
it is, I'm honestly sorry for taking
it out on you.”

The doctor nodded gravely. “Of
course,” he said. “Of course.”
Then he nervously ran his fingers
over his shining scalp. “There is
something else i should like to
say. | am afraid, however, | would
risk offending you.”

Miles laughed. “I
owe it to n\e.”

The doctor hesitated, and then
gestured toward the library. “As

think you
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it happens, Mr. Owen, | heard
much of what went on in there. |
am not an eavesdropper, but the
discussion got a little—well, heat-
ed, shall we say?—and it was im-
possible not to everhear it from
outside the door here.”

“Yes?” Miles said warily.

“The clue to your condition,
Mr. Owen, lies in that discussion.
To put it bluntly, you are run-
ning away. You find what you
call routine unbearable, and so
you are fleeing from it.”

Miles forced himself to smile.
“What do you mean, what / call
routine? Is there another word
for it in your language?”

“l think there is. | think I
would call it responsibility. And
since your life, Mr. Owen—both
your professional and your private
life—are very much an open book
to the world, 1 will draw on it
and say that most of this life has
also been spent fleeing from re-
sponsibility of one sort or another.
Does it strike you as strange, Mr.
Owen, that no matter how far
and fast you run you always find
yourself facing the same problem
over and over again?”

Miles clenched and unclenched
his fist. “After all,” he said, “it’s
my problem.”

“That is where you're wrong,
Mr. Owen. When you suddenly
leave your role in a play, it af-
fects everyone concerned with that
play, and, in turn, everyone con-
cerned with those people. In your

relations with women you may
move on, but they do not stay
motionless either. They move on,
too, dangerous to themselves and
perhaps to others. Forgive me if
I seem sententious, Mr. Owen,
but you cannot cast pebbles in
the water without sending ripples
to the far shore.

“That is why when you say
routine, it is because you are
thinking only of yourself caught
in a situation. And when | say
responsibility, 1 am thinking of
everyone else concerned with it.”

“And what’s the prescription,
Doctor?” Miles demanded. “To
stay sunk in a private little hell
because if you try to get away
you might step on somebody’s
toes in the process?”

“Get away?” the doctor said in
surprise. “Do you really think you
can get away?”

“You've got a lot to learn, Doc-
tor. Watch me and see.”

“l am watching you, Mr. Owen,
and | do see. In a wholly aca-
demic way, as | said. It is both
fascinating and bewildering to see
a man trying to flee, as he calls
it, his private little hell, while all
the time he is carrying it with
him.”

Miles’ hand was half raised, and
then it dropped limp at his side.
“In other words, Doctor,” he said
mockingly, “you’re replacing the
good old-fashioned sulphur-and-
brimstone hell with something
even bigger and better.”
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The doctor shrugged. “Of
course, you don't believe that.”

“No,” Miles said. “I don't.”

“l have a confession to make,
Mr. Owen.” The doctor smiled,
and suddenly he was the plump
and mischievous boy again. “I
knew you wouldn’t. In fact, that
is why | felt free to discuss the
matter with you.”

“In an academic
course.”

“Of course.”

Miles laughed. “You're quite a
man, Doctor. | think I'd like to
see more of you.”

“l am sure you will, Mr. Owen.
But right now I believe that some-
one is trying to attract your notice.
There, by the door.”

way, of

Miles followed the doctor’s ges-
turing finger, and his heart
stopped. All he could do was pray
that no one else had noticed, as
he swiftly crossed the room and
blocked off the woman who was
entering it from the hallway that
led to the front door. He thrust
her back against the door, and
catching hold of her shoulders he
shook her once, sharply and an-
grily.

“Are you crazy?” he demand-
ed. “Don’t you have any more
sense than to show up here like
this?”

She twisted her shoulders away
from his grasp, and carefully
brushed at the collar of her coat

with her fingertips. The coat had
cost Miles a month’s pay.

“Aren’t you sweet, Miles. Do
you invite all your guests in this
way ?”

Even in the dimness of the hall-
way she was startling to look at.
The sulky lips against the garde-
nia pallor of the face, the high
cheek bones, the slanted eyes dart-
ing fire at him. He quailed.

“All right, I'm sorry. I'm sorry.
But, my God, Lily, there are two
dozen of the biggest mouths on
Broadway in that room. If you
want the whole world to know
about this, why don'’t you just tip
off Winchell?”

She knew when she had him
beaten. “l don't like that, darling.
I don't like that at all. I mean, to
make it sound as obscene and dis-
gusting as all that. It really isn't
supposed to be like that, is it?”

“You know damn well it isn't
like that, Lily. But use your head,
will you? There is such a thing
as discretion.”

“There’s also such a thing as
working a word to death, darling.
And | don't mind telling you that
in the last two months you've
filled me up to here with that
one.”

Miles said angrily, “I've been
trying to make it clear that we'd
work this thing out in the right
way at the right time. I've already
told Abel 1 was leaving the show.
I was going to talk to Hannah,
too, but this party has fouled



50 SHOCK MAGAZINE

everything up. Tomorrow, when
I can be alone with her—’

“Ah, but tomorrow may be a
long time away, darling. Much
longer than you realize.”

“What exactly does that mean?”

She fumbled through her purse
and drew an envelope from it
She waved the envelope back and
forth under his nose with a fine
air of triumph.

“It means this, Miles. Two pret-
ty little reservations, outward
bound, for tomorrow’s sailing.
You see, you don't have nearly
as much time as you thought, do
you, darling?”

“Tomorrow! The agent said he
couldn’'t possibly have anything
for us within a month!”

“He didn't count on cancella-
tions. This one came through just
two hours ago, which is exactly
how long it took me to get here.
And if it wasn't for that awful
fog on the road | would have been
here that much sooner. | have
the car outside, Miles. You can
pack whatever is handy, and get
the rest of what you need on the
boat. When | go back | expect
you to be with me, Miles, because
whether you are or not I'll be sail-
ing tomorrow. You can't really
blame me for that, can you,
darling? After all, none of us are
getting any younger.”

He tried to straighten out the
aching confusion of his thoughts.
He wanted to escape Hannah's
web, and now it seemed, some-

how or other, there was another
waiting to be dropped around
him. Running, the doctor had
said. Always running and never
getting anywhere. There was a
great weight of weariness in his
arms, his legs, his whole body.
Running did that to you.

“Well,” Lily said, “make up
your mind, darling.”

He rubbed his hand over his
forehead. “Where’s the car?”

“Right across the road.”

“All right,” Miles said, “you
wait in it. Just stay there, and
don’t blow the horn for me, or
anything like that. I'll be down in
ten minutes. Fifteen minutes at
the most. Most of my stuff is in
town, anyhow. We'll pick it up
on the way to the boat.”

He opened the door and gently
pushed her toward it.

“You'll have to feel your way
to the car, Miles. I've never seen
anything like what’s outside.”

“I'll find it,” he said. “You just
wait there.”

He closed the door, then leaned
against it fighting the sickness
that kept rising to his throat. The
loud voices in the next room, the
shrieks of idiot laughter that now
and then cut through it, the roar
of music from the phonograph
tuned at its greatest volume—eve-
rything seemed conspiring against
him, not allowing him to be alone,
not allowing him to think things
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out.

He went up the stairs almost
drunkenly, and into the bedroom.
He pulled out his valise, and then
at random started cramming it
full. Shirts, socks, the contents of
the jewel case on his dresser. He
thrust down hard with all his
weight, making room for more.

“What are you doing, Miles?”

He didn't look up. He knew ex-
actly what the expression on her
face would be, and he didn’t want
to meet it then. It would have
been too much.

“I'm leaving, Hannah.”

“With that woman?” Her voice
was a vague, uncomprehending
whisper.

He had to look at her then. Her
eyes stared at him, enormous
against the whiteness of her skin.
Her hand fumbled with the or-
nament at her breast. It was the
silver mask of comedy he had
picked up for her on Fifth Ave-
nue a week before their marriage.

She said wonderingly, “l saw
you with her in the hallway. |
wasn’t prying or anything like
that, Miles, but when | asked the
doctor where you were—"’

“Stop it!” Miles shouted. “What
do you have to apologize for?”

“But she’s the one, isn't she?”

“Yes, she’s the one.”

“And you want to go away
with her?”

His hands were on the lid of
the valise. He rested his weight on
them, head down, eyes closed.

“Yes,” he said at last. "That’s
what it comes to.”

“No!” she cried with a sudden
fervor. “You don’t really want to.
You know she’s not good for you.
You know there’s nobody in the
whole world as good for you as |
am!”

He pressed the lid of the valise
down. The lock caught with a
tiny click.

“Hannah, it would have been
better for you not to have come
up just now. | would have written
to you, explained it somehow—"

“Explained it? When it would
be too late? When you'd know
what a mistake you made? Miles,
listen to me. Listen to me, Miles.
I'm talking to you out of all my
love. It would be a terrible mis-
take.”

“I'll have to be the judge of
that, Hannah.”

He stood up, and she came to-
ward him, her fingers digging
into his arms frantically. “Look
at me, Miles,” she whispered.
“Can’t you see how | feel? Can't
you understand that I'd rather
have the both of us dead than to
have you go away like this and
leave the whole world empty for
me!”

It was horrible. It was the web
constricting around him so hard
that it was taking all his strength
to pull himself free. But he did,
with a brutal effort, and saw her
fall back against the dresser. Then
she suddenly wheeled toward it,
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and when she faced him again
he saw the pistol leveled at him.
It shone a cold, deadly blue in
her hand, and then he realized
that her hand was trembling so
violently that the gun must be
frightening her as much as it did
him. The whole grotesquerie of
the scene struck him full force,
melting away the fear, filling him
with a sense of outrage.

“Put that thing down,” he said.

“No.” He could hardly hear
her. “Not unless you tell me that
you're not going.”

He took a step toward her, and
she shrank farther back against
the dresser, but the gun remained
leveled at him. She was like a
child afraid someone was going to
trick her out of a toy. He stopped
short, and then shrugged with ex-
aggerated indifference.

“You're making a fool of your-
self, Hannah. People are paid for
acting like this on the stage.
They're not supposed to make
private shows of themselves.”

Her head moved from side to
side in a slow, aimless motion.
“You still don't believe me, do
you, Miles?”

“No,” he said. “l don't.”

He turned his back on her,
half expecting to hear the sudden
explosion, feel the impact between
his shoulder blades, but there was
nothing. He picked up the valise
and walked to the door. “Good-
by, Hannah,” he said. He didn't
turn his head to look at her.

The weakness in his knees made
each step a trial. He stopped at
the foot of the staircase to shift
the valise from one hand to the
other, and saw Dr. Maas standing
there, hat in hand, a topcoat
thrown over his arm.

“Ah?” said the doctor inquir-
ingly. “So you, too, are leaving
the party, Mr. Owen?”

“Party?” Miles said, and then
laughed short and sharp. “Leav-
ing the nightmare, if you don't
mind, Doctor. | hate to tell this
to a guest, but I think you'll un-
derstand me when | say that this
past hour has been a nightmare
that gets thicker and thicker.
That’s what I'm leaving, Doctor,
and you can’t blame me for being
happy about it.”

“No, no,” said the Doctor. “I
quite understand.”

“The car is waiting for me out-
side. If I can give you a lift any-
where—?”

“Not at all,” the doctor said. “I
really do not have far to go.”

They went to the doorway to-
gether and stepped outside. The
fog moved in on them, cold and
wet, and Miles turned up his
jacket collar against it.

“Rotten weather,” he said.

“Terrible,” the doctor agreed.
He glanced at his watch, and then
lumbered down the steps to the
walk like a walrus disappearing
into a snowbank. “I'll be seeing
you, Mr. Owen,” he called.

Miles watched him go, then
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lifted the valise and went down
the steps himself, burying his nose
in his collar against the smother-
ing dampness all around him. He
was at the bottom step when he
heard the sibilance of the door
opening behind him, the faraway
whisper of danger in his bones.

He turned, and, as he knew it
would be, there was Hannah
standing at the open door, still
holding the gun. But the gun was
gripped tightly in both hands
now, and the menace of it was
real and overwhelming.

“l tried to make you under-
stand, Miles,” she said, like a
child saying the words. “I tried to
make you understand.”

He flung his arms out despair-
ingly.

“No!” he cried wildly. “No!”

And then there was the roar of
the explosion in his ears, the gout
of flame leaping out toward him,
the crushing impact against his
chest, and the whole world dis-
solving. In it, only one thing stood

sharp and definable: the figure of
the doctor bending over him, the
face strangely Satanic in its cruel
indifference.

For that single moment Miles
understood everything. He had
lived this hour a thousand times
before, and would live it again
and again for all eternity. The
curtain was falling now, but when
it rose again the stage would be
set once more for the house party.
Because he was in Hell, and the
most terrible thing of all, the ter-
ror which submerged all others,
was this moment of understand-
ing given him so that he could
know this, and could see himself
crawling the infinite treadmill of
his doom. Then the darkness
closed in with a rush, blotting out
all  understanding—until  next
time_

“He’s coming around"” said the
voice.

His hands

HE

He was falling.
were outflung ...
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Lulubel and 1 li\e attractive creatures of the opposite
sex. Of course, Lulubel has her favorites and | have

mine...
a tarantula?, Ugh!

After all, who'd want to pin up a picture of

PIN-UP GIRL

by WILL FOLKE

T he first time the prince saw
Lani was at Ciro’s.

She was having herself a ball—
dinner, drinks, the works. Gibson
was with her, and it was all part
of the build-up. He’'d even given
her an evening-dress to wear and
she looked wonderful in it—half-
way out of it, really. Anyhow,
everybody was staring and the
camera boys kept flashing away,
and Lani was really living.

Then the headwaiter left the
card at her table. It had this name,
Prince Ahmed, engraved at the
top, and a single line of hand-
writing which read, May | have
the pleasure of your company?

Lani showed it to Gibson.

“Who is this character?"
asked.

Gibson rolled his eyes. “Well,
really!” he said. “Darling, you
can’'t be serious. Don’'t you even
read Time magazine? Why they
say he’s simply rolling in the stuff,
half a million a week or some
such figure. Oil leases, you know.
Absolutely fabulous! He’s here on
some kind of diplomatic mis-
sion—"

“What does he look like?” Lani
wanted to know. “Can you point
him out to me?”

Gibson rolled his eyes again,
until they came to rest at a point

she
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directly to his right.
“Over there, third table, down
front.”

Lani stared. She saw a party of
four men. Three were tall and
bearded; the fourth was slight,

clean-shaven, and a bit less
swarthy than his companions.
“That’s the Prince, the one

without the beard,” Gibson told
her. “Of course, he’s not exactly
an Aly Khan type, but—"

Lani smiled at him. “Don't
worry,” she murmured. “I'm not
interested. We’re doing fine with-
out any greaseballs, so who needs
it?” She put her hand on Gibson’s
wrist. “We are doing fine, aren't
we? | mean, this isn't just a snow-
job you've been handing me?”

Gibson licked his lips and
stared down at her cleavage. “I
told you the first time I met you,
darling. What you've got | can
sell. Haven't | been taking pic-
tures for two months? Didn't |
spend a fortune on negatives, a
wardrobe, that flack | hired just
to spread your name around? The
payoff is coming, precious, be-
lieve me. Not just the calendars
and the art-photo bits, or the
phoney contests, either. 1've placed
shots of you in twenty-three mag-
azines so far, and inside of anoth-
er few weeks you'll be lined up
for fifty more. Covers, inside
spreads, color stuff, the works!
I'll shove that fair white body of

yours under the face of every
male in the country, from six to
sixty.”

The headwaiter coughed dis-
creetly and deposited a small
white envelope in Lani’s hand.
She opened it.

“Another card,” she sniffed.
“This one just says Please.”

“Wait a moment, darling.”
Gibson reached for the envelope.

“There’s something else inside.
Look.”
“Golly!” said Lani.

They stared down at the ruby.
It was the size of a small marble.

Gibson smiled weakly.

“Golly!” said Lani, again.

Suddenly she scooped up the
gem in her hand. Then she rose.

Gibson turned away and faced
the wall.

“Please, lamb,” Lani murmured.
“I'll just be a minute. After all,
I have to return it.”

Gibson didn't say anything.

“Well, let’'s not make a big pro-
duction out of this,” Lani said.
“I mean—"

Gibson shrugged but he still
wouldn't look at her.

“We’'re shooting the beach series

tomorrow, remember?” he mut-
tered. “I'll stall until noon. Try
to make it by then, darling.
Please?”

Lani hesitated. She could feel
the ruby burning in her hand. All
at once she turned and made her
way toward the Prince’s table.
The ruby was burning and his
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eyes were burning too, and she
felt her cheeks burning as she
smiled and said,

“Excuse me, but are you the
gentleman who—"

It was way past noon the next
day when Lani awoke. She'd for-
gotten all about the photographer’s
appointment, of course, and for
a moment she didn't even know
where she was, what with the
hangover and all. Then she recog-
nized her surroundings; the big
bedroom in the big suite of the
big hotel. And she recognized the
little man who was standing at
the foot of the bed. Prince Ahmed.
When she saw that he was staring
at her she remembered to smile.
Artfully artless, she let the covers
slide as she vyawned, then
stretched. Now the covers slid
away completely and Lani waited
for his reaction.

Surprisingly enough, he
frowned.

“Please, my dear,” he
“Cover yourself.”

Lani fluffed out her hair.

“What’s the matter, hon?” she
purred. “Don’t you like what you
see?”

“Of course. It is only that in
my country the women do not—"

“Never mind about your coun-
try.” Lani held out her arms.
“You're here now.”

The Prince shook his head. “It
is past midday,” he said.

said.

“What's that got to do with it?”

“l had thought you might be
hungry.”

Lani sat up. “You're going to
take me to lunch?”

“Luncheon will be served here,”
the Prince told her. “It is already
ordered and on its way.”

“Then I'd better hurry up and
get dressed.” Lani jumped out of
bed. “Here, lover, you want to
hand me my things—?”

But the Prince didn't seem to
hear her. He was already halfway
out of the room.

Lani shrugged. Prince Ahmed
was a strange one, all right. She'd
have to tell Gibson all about it
when she saw him. As a matter
of fact, she ought to call him right
now and explain why she was go-
ing to be late.

She located the telephone on
the end-table next to the bed. Just
before she picked it up, she no-
ticed the envelope with her name
on it. Inside was another card,
with the engraved name on it
but no writing. And underneath
the card was the green stone. Lani
took it out and looked at it. An
emerald, twice as big as last
night’s ruby. First she stared at it
and then she stared at the phone.
Finally she shook her head Gib-
son would have to wait. She still
intended to tell him all about it,
of course, but he'd just have to
wait...

Gibson waited well over a week
before Lani saw him again. When
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they finally met it was at his
studio. Gibson’s own apartment
occupied the rear of the establish-
ment and it was there that Lani
found him.

“l can only stay a minute, dar-
ling,” Lani told him. “The Prince
wouldn’t like it if he knew | was
here.”

“Don’t give me that minute
routine,” he pouted. “And you
can skip the darling, too. What on
earth has happened to you?”

“It's positively fantastic!” Lani
sighed. “You remember the ruby?
Well, the next morning it was an
emerald, and then a diamond, and
the third day a string of pearls.
Then it was a jade bracelet, and
yesterday a turquoise clip, and |
swear | don't know how he man-
aged it because we practically
never left his suite all week. He
had all our meals sent up and no-
body on his staff has even seen
me. It's like something out of the
Arabian Nights—"

Gibson rolled his eyes. “l sup-
pose that dress is out of the Ara-
bian Nights, too. Where did you
pick up such a ghastly abomina-
tion? Why, it comes way up to
your chinV'

“He had it made for me. A
whole wardrobe like that. He says
that in his country the women are
modest, a wife wouldn’t even
think of undressing in front of
her husband—"

“So,” said Gibson.

Lani put her

hand to her

mouth. “I didn’t mean to tell you
that way,” she said. “Honest, |
didn’t. But he’s going back tomor-
row, and he’s been begging me
ever since | met him, and like
you say, he’s rolling in it. Why,
he's one of the richest men in the
whole world, I'll have a for-
tune—’

“Love’s old sweet song,” Gib-
son murmured.

“All right, so | don't love him.
You can’t have everything!"

Gibson’s eyes narrowed. “You
can't have anything,” he said.
“Not anything you want.”

“l tell you, I don’t care about
the love part. Men don't mean a
damned thing to me. But mon-

ey—"

y“You don’t want money, ei-
ther,” Gibson muttered “Not real-
ly.” He went over to his desk in
the corner of the studio and re-
turned, holding out a sheaf of pa-
per. "This is what you want,” he
said. “Here, take a look.”

“Why it’s my picture! On the
cover! And here’s an inside spread
—and the glossies, these must be
the mail-order series you were tell-
ing me about! Oh, darling, these
are simply divine! Do you think
they'll let us get away with this
panty shot? Why you can almost
see—"

“Stop squealing.” Gibson was
smiling again. “l told you the
payoff was coming, didn't 1? |
promised you we'd be hitting the
big time soon, didn't 1?7 And this
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is only the beginning, believe me.
Wait until we really spread that
shape of yours around. You know
what's going to happen then.
They’ll come running after you
with their fountain-pens just drip-
ping—you’ll get any kind of a
contract you want; movies, tele-
vision, the works! You saw what
happened with Monroe, Mans-
field, Ekberg, didn't you? Well,
this can be even bigger.”

Lani bit her lip. “Are you sure
you're just not thinking about
your end of the deal?”

Gibson shook his head. “Never
mind that part. | ate before | ever
met you and I'll keep right on
eating, thank you. I'm not inter-
ested in the money, any more than
you are, really. You don’t want to
be a star because of the money.
You want to be a star so that they
can see you up there on the screen.
Millions and millions of men, all
sitting in the darkness, staring at
your body. Sitting there with their
eyes popping, their throats dry,
their fingers clenched into fists
while they try to sneak a peek
down the front of your dress. And
then, going home and looking at
your pin-up pictures in the maga-
zines, drooling over the bust and
torso shots. Putting your photo-
graph up on the wall and trying
to imagine what it would be like
if you were really there, in bed
with them.”

Gibson stood so close to her
that Lani could feel his breath on

her face.

“But that wouldn’t do them any
good, would it, darling?” he said.
“And | knew it the minute | set
eyes on you. Because you're never
going to fall in love with anybody
except yourself. Your body, that’s
what you love. Your body, and
knowing what it does to men.

“l recognized that, and | real-
ized what | could do with it
You'll never be an actress, but I
can make you a star. You'll never
be a real wife to anyone, but | can
make you the love-partner of the
whole damned world. So forget
this money kick. It isn’t impor-
tant. It isn't you."

Lani stepped back. “I
know,” she said.

“What do you mean? Of course
you know.”

“All right. I do feel that way. I
want them to loo\ at me. All of
them. Ever since | was a little
girl, I've always felt it. The big
thing is not when they touch you
or try to do things to you; it's
just when they look, or when you
know they’re looking and you can
imagine what they're thinking—"

“lI know,” Gibson whispered. “I
know, darling. Just like my kicks
come from taking the pictures.
From teasing them. From teasing
the whole dirty, rotten world. So
why not? We'll give them what
they want, we’'ll get what we
want.”

“It isn't quite that easy,” Lani
said. “That’s what | was trying to

don'’t



60 SHOCK MAGAZINE

tell you. The Prince—he’s jealous.
I mean, | actually had to snea\
out to get to see you at all, today.
If he so much as suspected where
I was—’

“Don’'t be ridiculous!” Gibson
snapped, “This is the U.S.A., re-
member? Nobody comes around
playing the oriental heavy—"

"Ahmed!”

Lani’s exclamation startled Gib-
son, but his reaction was slowed.
He had just time to turn around
and see the Prince step out from
behind one of the studio screens,
and just time enough to throw up
his hands when he saw the gun
the Prince was carrying.

But the Prince did not shoot.
He merely advanced, smiling with
empty eyes, and when he came
close enough his arm went up
and he brought the gun down
squarely on Gibson’s head.

When Gibson returned to con-
sciousness he was propped up in
a sitting position on a couch in
the corner of the studio. Prince
Ahmed sat in a chair across the
way, smoking a cigarette. Lani
was nowhere to be seen.

“l was concerned that |1 might
have seriously injured you,” the
Prince told him. “So I thought it
best to wait until 1 made certain
of your recovery.”

“How thoughtful”  Gibson
murmured. He rubbed his aching
temples. “l guess I'm all right.

And now, you'd better get out
of here before I call the police.”
Prince Ahmed smiled. “I think
not,” he said. “Diplomatic im-
munity, you know. But | intend
to leave in a moment. If it will
make you any happier, 1 am de-
parting on my return flight to-
night, ahead of schedule.”

“You're not taking
though.”

The Prince inclined his head.
“As you say. | am not taking the
young lady. You see, | overheard
all of your conversation together.
That is good, for it saved me from
making a regrettable mistake.”

Prince Ahmed rose and walked
over to the door. “As the two of
you spoke, | was reminded of one
of your legends—the story of
Circe, the beautiful enchantress,
in whose presence men were trans-
formed into swine. Lani has this
power, the power of changing
men into beasts. You think of her
as a pin-up girl, but I know she
is a sorceress. It is an evil thing,
this power which the two of you
conspire to spread, and | count
myself fortunate to escape its in-
fluence.”

He opened the door as Gibson
stood up. “Wait a minute,” Gib-
son said. “Where is Lani?”

The Prince shrugged. “When |
struck you she fainted, and | took
the liberty of carrying her into
your apartment. | believe you will
find her awaiting you in the bed-
room. An appropriate place for

Lani,
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a pin-up girl.”

Then he was gone, and Gibson
staggered back along the hall
leading to his apartment. The
light was on in his bedroom and
he blinked as he stood in the door-
way, forcing a smile. Might as
well laugh it off. Prince Ahmed
was gone for good now, and there
was no harm done. He and Lani
would be together, they’d go
through with everything, just as
they'd planned. Give her a big
grin, a real watch-the-birdie look.

There she was, waiting for him.
The Prince must have stripped
her while she was unconscious, be-

cause she was stark naked now,
standing against the bedroom wall
with her arms outspread, and a
seductive smile on her face. Pret-
ty appropriate, all right.

Then Gibson took a closer look
and he saw that the smile was
really a grimace; saw that her
arms and legs were not merely
parted, but actually spread-eagled.

Just before he passed out again,
the Prince’s parting words echoed
in Gibson’s ears. “An appropriate
place for a pin-up girl.”

It was appropriate, all right.
Prince Ahmed had nailed Lani to
the bedroom wall. * m
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9-FINGER JACK

by ANTHONY BOUCHER

JJohn smith is an unexciting
name to possess and there was o€
course no way for him to know
until the end of his career that he
would be forever famous among
connoisseurs of murder as Nine-
finger Jack. But he did not mind
the drabness of Smith; he felt
that what was good enough for
the great George Joseph was good
enough for him.

Not only did John Smith hap-

pily share his surname with
George Joseph; he was proud to
follow the celebrated G.J. in pro-
fession and even in method. For
an attractive and plausible man
of a certain age, there are few
more satisfactory sources of in-
come than frequent and systematic
widowerhood; and of all the prac-
titioners who have acted upon this
practical principle, none have im-
proved upon George Joseph

Copyrlgrht by Anthony Boucher, 1951.
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Smith’s sensible and unpatented
Brides-in-the-Bath method.

John Smith’s marriage to his
ninth bride, Hester Pringle, took
place on the morning of May the
thirty-first. On the evening of
May the thirty-first John Smith,
having spent much of the after-
noon pointing out to friends how
much the wedding had excited
Hester and how much he feared
the effect on her notoriously weak

heart, entered the bathroom and,
with the careless ease of the prac-
ticed professional, employed five
of his fingers to seize Hester's
ankles and jerk her legs out of the
tub while with the other five fin-
gers he gently pressed her face just
below water level.

So far all had proceeded in the
conventional manner of any other
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wedding night; but the ensuing
departure from ritual was such as
to upset even John Smith’s pro-
fessional bathside manner. The
moment Hester's face and neck
were submerged below water, she
opened her gills.

In his amazement, John released
his grasp upon both ends of his
bride. Her legs descended into the
water and her face rose above it.
As she passed from the element of
water to that of air, her gills closed
and her mouth opened.

“l suppose,” she observed, “that
in the intimacy of a long mar-
riage you would eventually have
discovered in any case that | am a
Venusian. It is perhaps as well
that the knowledge came early, so
that we may lay a solid basis for
understanding.”

“Do you mean,” John asked,
for he was a precise man, “that
you are a native of the planet Ve-
nus?”

“l do,” she said. “You would
be astonished to know how many
of us there are already among
you.”

“l am sufficiently astonished,”
said John, “to learn of one. Would
you mind convincing me that |
did indeed see what | thought I
saw ?”

Obligingly, Hester lowered her
head beneath the water. Her gills
opened and her breath bubbled
merrily. “The nature of our plan-
et” she explained when she
emerged, “has bred as its domi-

nant race our species of amphibian
mammals, in all other respects
superficially identical with homo
sapiens. You will find it all but
impossible to recognize any of us,
save perhaps by noticing those
who, to avoid accidental opening
of the gills, refuse to swim. Such
concealment will of course be un-
necessary soon when we take over
complete control of your planet.”

“And what do you propose to
do with the race that already con-
trols it?”

“Kill most of them, | suppose,
said Hester; “and might | trouble
you for that towel?”

“That,” pronounced John, with
any handcraftsman’s abhorrence
of mass production, “is monstrous.
I see my duty to my race: | must
reveal all.”

“l am afraid,” Hester observed
as she dried herself, “that you will
not. In the first place, no one will
believe you. In the second place, |
shall then be forced to present to
the authorities the complete dos-
sier which | have gathered on the
cumulatively interesting deaths of
your first eight wives, together
with my direct evidence as to your
attempt this evening.”

John Smith, being a reasonable
man, pressed the point no further.
“In view of this attempt,” he said,
“l imagine you would like either
a divorce or an annulment.”

“Indeed | should not,” said Hes-
ter. “There is no better cover for
my activities than marriage to a
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member of the native race. In
fact, should you so much as men-
tion divorce again, | shall be
forced to return to the topic of
that dossier. And now, if you will
hand me that robe, | intend to do
a little telephoning. Some of my
better-placed colleagues will need
to know my new name and ad-
dress.”

As John Smith heard her ask
the long-distance operator for
Washington, D. C., he realized
with regretful resignation that he
would be forced to depart from
the methods of the immortal
George Joseph.

Through the failure of the
knife, John Smith learned that
Venusian blood has extraordinary
quick-clotting power and Venu-
sian organs possess an amazingly
rapid system of self-regeneration.
And the bullet taught him a fur-
ther peculiarity of the blood: that
it dissolves lead—in fact thrives
upon lead.

His skill as a cook was quite
sufficient to disguise any of the
commoner poisons from human
taste; but the Venusian palate not
only detected but relished most of
them. Hester was particularly tak-
en with his tomato aspic a Il'arse-
nique and insisted on his prepar-
ing it in quantity for a dinner of
her friends, along with his sole
amandine to which the prussic
acid lent so distinctively intensi-

fied a flavor and aroma.
While the faintest murmur of
divorce, even after a year of mar-

riage, evoked from Hester a
frowning murmur of “Dos-
sier ...” the attempts at murder

seemed merely to amuse her; so
that finally John Smith was driv-
en to seek out Professor Gillings-
worth at the State University,
recognized as the ultimate author-
ity (on this planet) on life on
other planets.

The professor found the query
of much theoretical interest.
“From what we are able to hypoth-
esize of the nature of Venusian
organisms,” he announced, “l can
almost assure you of their destruc-
tion by the forced ingestion of the
best Beluga caviar, in doses of no
less than one-half pound per
diem.”

Three weeks of the suggested
treatment found John Smith’s
bank account seriously depleted
and his wife in perfect health.

“That dear Gilly!” she laughed
one evening. “It was so nice of
him to tell you how to kill me;
it's the first time I've had enough
of caviar since | came to Earth.
It's so dreadfully expensive.”

“You mean,” John demanded,
“that  Professor  Gillingsworth
IS ”

She nodded.

“And all that money!” John
protested. “You do not realize,
Hester, how unjust you are. You
have deprived me of my income
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and | have no other source.”

“Dossier,” said Hester through
a mouthful of caviar.

America’s greatest physiologist
took an interest in John Smith’s
problem. “I should advise,” he
said, “the use of crystallized car-
bon placed directly in contact with
the sensitive gill area.”

“In other words, a diamond
necklace?” John Smith asked. He
seized a water carafe, hurled its
contents at the physiologist’s neck,
and watched his gills open.

The next day John purchased a
lapel flower through which water
may be squirted—an article which
he thenceforth found invaluable
for purposes of identification.

The use of this flower proved to
be a somewhat awkward method
of starting a conversation and
often led the conversation into un-
intended paths; but it did establish
a certain clarity in relations.

It was after John had observed
the opening of the gills of a lead-
ing criminal psychiatrist that he
realized where he might find the
people who could really help him.

From then on, whenever he
could find time to be unobserved
while Hester was engaged in her
activities preparatory to world con-
quest, he visited insane asylums,
announced that he was a free-
lance feature writer, and asked if
they had any inmates who be-
lieved that there were Venusians

at large upon earth and planning
to take it over.

In this manner he met many
interesting and attractive people,
all of whom wished him godspeed
in his venture, but pointed out
that they would hardly be where
they were if all of their own plans
for killing Venusians had not mis-
carried as hopelessly as his.

From one of these friends, who
had learned more than most be-
cause his Venusian wife had made
the error of falling in love with
him (an error which led to her
eventual removal from human so-
ciety), John Smith ascertained that
Venusians may indeed be harmed
and even Kkilled by many sub-
stances on their own planet, but
seemingly by nothing on ours—
though (his) wife had once
dropped a hint that one thing
alone on earth could prove fatal
to the Venusian system.

At last John Smith visited an
asylum whose director announced
that they had an inmate who
thought he was a Venusian.

When the director had left
them, a squirt of the lapel flower
verified the claimant’s identity.

“l am a member of the Concilia-
tionist Party,” he explained, “the
only member who has ever
reached this earth. We believe that
Earthmen and Venusians can live
at peace as all men should, and |
shall be glad to help you destroy
all members of the opposition

party.
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“There is one substance on this
earth which is deadly poison to
any Venusian. Since in preparing
and serving the dish best suited
to its administration you must be
careful to wear gloves, you should
begin your campaign by wearing
gloves at all meals...”

This mannerism Hester seemed
willing to tolerate for the security
afforded her by her marriage and
even more particularly for the de-
lights of John’s skilled preparation
of such dishes as spaghetti all’aglio
ed all’arsenico which is so rarely
to be had in the average restau-
rant.

Two weeks later John finally
prepared the indicated dish: ox
tail according to the richly imag-
inative recipe of Simon Templar,
with a dash of deadly nightshade
added to the other herbs specified
by The Saint. Hester had praised
the recipe, devoured two helpings,
expressed some wonder as to the
possibility of gills in its creator,
whom she had never met, and was
just nibbling at the smallest bones
when, as the Conciliationist had
foretold, she dropped dead.

Intent upon accomplishing his
objective, John had forgotten the
dossier, nor ever suspected that it
was in the hands of a gilled lawyer
who had instructions to pass it on
in the event of Hester’s death.

Even though that death was
certified as natural, John rapidly
found himself facing trial for mur-

der, with seven other states vying
for the privilege of the next oppor-
tunity should this trial fail to end
in a conviction.

With no prospect in sight of a
quiet resumption of his accus-
tomed profession, John Smith
bared his knowledge and acquired
his immortal nickname. The re-
sult was a period of intense pros-
perity among manufacturers of
squirting lapel flowers, bringing
about the identification and ex-
posure of the gilled masqueraders.

But inducing them, even by
force, to ingest the substance
poisonous to them was more dif-
ficult. The problem of supply and
demand was an acute one, in view
of the large number of the Venu-
sians and the small proportion of
members of the human race will-
ing to perform the sacrifice made
by Nine-finger Jack.

It was that great professional
widower and amateur chef him-
self who solved the problem by
proclaiming in his death cell his
intention to bequeath his body to
the eradication of Venusians,
thereby pursuing after death the
race which had ruined his career.

The noteworthy proportion of
human beings who promptly fol-
lowed his example in their wills
has assured us of permanent pro-
tection against future invasions,
since so small a quantity of the
poison is necessary in each in-
dividual case; after all, one finger
sufficed for Hester, [ ]



Having recently been laid up in the hospital, I thought
of those who lie sic\ and alone. A horrible fate. But
then | read this and realized it’s sometimes better to

be_ alone.

THE EMISSARY

by RAY BRADBURY

M artin knew it was autumn
again, for Dog ran into the house
bringing wind and frost and a
smell of apples turned to cider
under trees. In dark clock-springs
of hair, Dog fetched goldenrod,
dust of farewell-summer, acorn-
husk, hair of squirrel, feather of
departed robin, sawdust from
fresh-cut cordwood, and leaves
like charcoals shaken from a blaze
of maple trees. Dog jumped.
Showers of brittle fern, blackberry
vine, marsh-grass sprang over the
bed where Martin shouted. No
doubt, no doubt of it at all, this
incredible beast was October!

“Here, boy, herel**

And Dog settled to warm Mar-
tin's body with all the bonfires
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and subtle burnings of the season,
to fill the room with soft or heavy,
wet or dry odors of far-traveling.
In spring, he smelled of lilac, iris,
lawn-mowered grass; in summer,
ice-cream-mustached, he came
pungent with firecracker, Roman
candle, pinwheel, baked by the
sun. But autumn! Autumn!
“Dog, what’s it like outside?”
And lying there, Dog told as
he always told. Lying there, Mar-
tin found autumn as in the old
days before sickness bleached him
white on his bed. Here was his
contact, his carry-all, the quick-
moving part of himself he sent
with a yell to run and return,
circle and scent, collect and de-
liver the time and texture of
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worlds in town, country, by creek,
river, lake, down-cellar, up-attic,
in closet or coal-bin. Ten dozen
times a day he was gifted with
sunflower seed, cinderpath, milk-
weed, horse-chestnut, or full
flame-smell of pumpkin. Through
the loomings of the universe Dog
shuttled; the design was hid in
his pelt. Put out your hand, it
was there ....

“And where did you go this
morning?”

But he knew without hearing
where Dog had rattled down hills
where autumn lay in cereal crisp-
ness, where children lay in funeral
pyres, in rustling heaps, the leaf-
buried but watchful dead, as Dog
and the world blew by. Martin
trembled his fingers, searched the
thick fur, read the long journey.
Through stubbled fields, over glit-
ters of ravine creek, down marbled
spread of cemetery vyard, into
woods. In the great season of
spices and rare incense, now Mar-
tin ran through his emissary,
around, about, and home!

The bedroom door opened.

“That dog of yours is in trouble
again.”

Mother brought in a tray of
fruit salad, cocoa, and toast, her
blue eyes snapping.

“Mother...”

“Always digging places. Dug a
hole in Miss Tarkin’s garden this
morning.  She’s  spittin’  mad.
That’s the fourth hole he's dug
there this week.”

“Maybe he’s looking for some-
thing.”

“Fiddlesticks, he's too darned
curious. If he doesn't behave he’ll
be locked up.”

Martin looked at this woman as
if she were a stranger. “Oh, you
wouldn’t do thatt How would I
learn anything? How would |
find things out if Dog didn't tell
me?”

Mom’s wvoice was quieter. “Is
that what he does—tell you
things?”

“There’s nothing | don't know
when he goes out and around and
back, nothing | can't find out
from him!”

They both sat looking at Dog
and the dry strewings of mold
and seed over the quilt.

“Well, if he'll just stop digging
where he shouldn’t, he can run all
he wants!” said Mother.

“Here, boy, here!”

And Martin snapped a tin note
to the dog’s collar:

MY OWNER IS MARTIN SMITH—

TEN YEARS OLD—SICK IN BED—
VISITORS WELCOME.
Dog barked. Mother opened

the downstairs door and let him
out.

Martin sat listening.

Far off and away you could
hear Dog run in the quiet autumn
rain that was falling now. You
could hear the barking-jingling
fade, rise, fade again as he cut
down alley, over lawn, to fetch
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back Mr. Holloway and the oiled
metalic smell of the delicate snow-
flake-interiored watches he re-
paired in his home shop. Or may-
be he would bring Mr. Jacobs,
the grocer, whose clothes were
rich with lettuce, celery, tomatoes,
and the secret tinned and hidden
smell of the red demons stamped
on cans of deviled ham. Mr. Ja-
cobs and his unseen pink-meat
devils waved often from the yard
below. Or Dog brought Mr. Jack-
son, Mrs. Gillespie, Mr. Smith,
Mrs. Holmes, any friend or near-
friend, encountered, cornered,
begged, worried, and at last shep-
herded home for lunch, or tea-
and biscuits.

Now, listening, Martin heard
Dog below, with footsteps moving
in a light rain behind him. The
downstairs  bell rang, Mom
opened the door, light voices mur-
mured. Martin sat forward, face
shining. The stair treads creaked.
A young woman’s voice laughed
quietly. Miss Haight, of course,
his teacher from school!

The bedroom door sprang open.

Martin had company.

Morning, afternoon, evening,
dawn and dusk, sun and moon
circled with Dog, who faithfullv
reported temperatures of turf and
air, color of earth and tree, con-
sistency of mist or rain, but—most
important of all—brought back
again and again and again—Miss

Haight.

On Saturday, Sunday and Mon-
day she baked Martin orange-iced
cupcakes, brought him library
books about dinosaurs and cave-
men. On Tuesday, Wednesday
and Thursday somehow he beat
her at dominoes, somehow she lost
at checkers, and soon, she cried,
he'd defeat her handsomely at
chess. On Friday, Saturday and
Sunday they talked and never
stopped talking, and she was so
young and laughing and hand-
some and her hair was a soft,
shining brown like the season out-
side the window, and she walked
clear, clean and quick, a heartbeat
warm in the bitter afternoon
when he heard it. Above all, she
had the secret of signs, and could
read and interpret Dog and the
symbols she searched out and
plucked forth from his coat with
her miraculous fingers. Eyes shut,
softly laughing, in a gypsy’s voice,
she divined the world from the
treasures in her hands.

And on Monday afternoon, Miss
Haight was dead.

Martin sat up in bed, slowly.

“Dead?” he whispered.

Dead, said his mother, yes, dead,
Killed in an auto accident a mile
out of town. Dead, yes, dead,
which meant cold to Martin,
which meant silence and white-
ness and winter come long before
its time. Dead, silent, cold, white.
The thoughts circled round, blew
down, and settled in whispers.
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Martin held Dog, thinking;
turned to the wall. The lady with
the autumn-colored hair. The lady
with the laughter that was very
gentle and never made fun and
the eyes that watched your mouth
to see everything you ever
said. The-other-half-of-autumn-
lady, who told what was left un-
told by Dog, about the world.
The heartbeat at the still center
of gray afternoon. The heartbeat
fading ...

“Mom? What do they do in
the graveyard, Mom, under the
ground? Just lay there?”

“Lie there.”

“Lie there? Is that all they do?
It doesn't sound like much fun.”

“For goodness’ sake, it's not
made out to be fun.”

“Why don't they jump up and
run around once in a while if
they get tired lying there? God’s
pretty silly-----"

“Martin!”

“Well, you'd think He'd treat
people better than to tell them to
lie still for keeps. That's impossi-
ble. Nobody can do it! | tried
once. Dog tries. | tell him, ‘dead
Dog! He plays dead awhile, then
gets sick and tired and wags his
tail or opens one eye and looks at
me, bored. Boy, | bet sometimes
those graveyard people do the
same, huh, Dog?”

Dog barked.

“Be still with that kind of talk!”
said Mother.

Martin looked off into space.

“Bet that's exactly what they
do,” he said.

Autumn burnt the trees bare
and ran Dog still farther around,
fording creek, prowling grave-
yard as was his custom, and back
in the dusk to fire off volleys of
barking that shook windows
wherever he turned.

In the late last days of October,
Dog began to act as if the wind
had changed and blew from a
strange country. He stood quiver-
ing on the porch below. He
whined, his eyes fixed at the emp-
ty land beyond town. He brought
no visitors for Martin. He stood
for hours each day, as if leashed,
trembling, then shot away straight,
as if someone had called. Each
night he returned later, with no
one following. Each night, Mar-
tin sank deeper and deeper in his
pillow.

“Well, people are busy,” said
Mother. “They haven't time to
notice the tag Dog carries. Or
they mean to come visit, but for-
get.”

But there was more to it than
that. There was the fevered shin-
ing in Dog’s eyes, and his whim-
pering tic late at night, in some
private dream. His shivering in
the dark, under the bed. The way
he sometimes stood half the night,
looking at Martin as if some great
and impossible secret was his and
he knew no way to tell it save by



72 SHOCK MAGAZINE

savagely thumping his tail, or
turning in endless circles, never
to lie down, spinning and spin-
ning again.

On October thirtieth, Dog ran
out and didn’t come back at all,
even when after supper Martin
heard his parents call and call.
The hour grew late, the streets
and sidewalks stood empty, the
air moved cold about the house
and there was nothing, nothing.

Long after midnight, Martin
lay watching the world beyond
the cool, clear glass windows. Now
there was not even autumn, for
there was no Dog to fetch it in.
There would be no winter, for
who could bring the snow to melt
in your hands? Father, Mother?
No, not the same. They couldn’t
play the game with its special
secrets and rules, its sounds and
pantomimes. No more seasons. No
more time. The go-between, the
emissary, was lost to the wild
throngings of civilization, poi-
soned, stolen, hit by a car, left
somewhere in a culvert....

Sobbing, Martin turned his face
to his pillow. The world was a
picture under glass, untouchable.
The world was dead.

Martin twisted in bed and in
three days the last Hallowe'en
pumpkins were rotting in trash
cans, papier-mache skulls and
witches were burnt on bonfires,
and ghosts were stacked on shelves

with other linens until next year.
To Martin, Hallowe’en had
been nothing more than one eve-
ning when tin horns cried off in
the cold autumn stars, children
blew like goblin leaves along the
flinty walks, flinging their heads,
or cabbages, at porches, soap-writ-
ing names or similar magic sym-
bols on icy windows. All of it as
distant, unfathomable,and night-
marish as a puppetshow seen
from so many miles away that
there is no sound or meaning.
For three days in November,
Martin watched alternate light
and shadow sift across his ceiling.
The fire-pageant was over for-
ever, autumn lay incold ashes.
Martin sank deeper, yet deeper
in white marble layers of bed, mo-

tionless, listening always listen-
ing....
Friday evening, his parents

kissed him good-night and walked
out of the house into the hushed
cathedral weather toward a mo-
tion-picture show. Miss Tarkins
from next door stayed on in the
parlor below until Martin called
down he was sleepy, then took
her knitting off home.

In silence, Martin lay following
the great move of stars down a
clear and moonlit sky, remember-
ing nights such as this when he’d

spanned the town with Dog
ahead, behind, around about,
tracking the green-plush ravine,

lapping slumbrous streams gone
milky with the fullness of the



THE EMISSARY 73

moon, leaping cemetery tomb-
stones while whispering the mar-
ble names; on, quickly on, through
shaved meadows where the only
motion was the off-on quivering
of stars, to streets where shadows
would not stand aside for you but
crowded all the sidewalks for
mile on mile. Run now run!
chasing, being chased by bitter
smoke, fog, mist, wind, ghost of
mind, fright of memory; home,
safe, sound, snug-warm, asleep ....

Nine o'clock.

Chime. The drowsy clock in
the deep stairwell below. Chime.

Dog, come home, and run the
world with you. Dog, bring a
thistle with frost on it, or bring
nothing else but the wind. Dog,
where are you? Oh, listen, now,
Il call.

Martin held his breath.

Way off somewhere—a sound.
Martin rose up, trembling.
There, again—the sound.

So small a sound, like a sharp
needle-point brushing the sky long
miles and many miles away.

The dreamy echo of a dog—
barking.

The sound of a dog crossing
fields and farms, dirt roads and
rabbit paths, running, running,
letting out great barks of steam,
cracking the night. The sound of
a circling dog which came and
went, lifted and faded, opened up,
shut in, moved forward, went

back, as if the animal were kept
by someone on a fantastically long
chain. As if the dog were running
and someone whistled under the
chestnut trees, in mold-shadow,
tar-shadow, moon-shadow, walk-
ing, and the dog circled back and
sprang out again toward home.

Dog! Martin thought, oh Dog,
come home, boy! Listen, oh, listen,
where you been? Come on, boy,
make tracks!

Five, ten, fifteen minutes; near,
very near, the bark, the sound.
Martin cried out, thrust his feet
from the bed, leaned to the win-
dow. Dog! Listen, boy! Dog!
Dog! He said it over and over.
Dog! Dog! Wicked Dog, run off
and gone all these days! Bad Dog,
good Dog, home, boy, hurry, and
bring what you can!

Near now, near, up the street,
barking, to knock clapboard
housefronts with sound, whirl
iron cocks on rooftops in the
moon, firing off volleys—Dog!
now at the door below ....

Martin shivered.

Should he run—et Dog in, or
wait for Mom and Dad? Wait?
Oh, God, wait? But what if Dog
ran off again? No, he'd go down,
snatch the door wide, yell, grab
Dog in, and run upstairs so fast,
laughing, crying, holding tight,
that....

Dog stopped barking.

Hey! Martin almost broke the
window, jerking to it.

Silence. As if someone had told
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Dog to hush now, hush, hush.

A full minute passed. Martin
clenched his fists.

Below, a faint whimpering.

Then, slowly, the downstairs
front door opened. Someone was
kind enough to have opened the
door for Dog. Of course! Dog had
brought Mr. Jacobs or Mr. Gilles-
pie or Miss Tarkins, or ...

The downstairs door shut.

Dog raced upstairs, whining,
flung himself on the bed.

“Dog, Dog, where've you been,
what've you done! Dog, Dog!”

And he crushed Dog hard and
long to himself, weeping. Dog,
Dog. He laughed and shouted.
Dog! But after a moment he
stopped laughing and crying, sud-
denly.

He pulled back away. He held
the animal and looked at him,
eyes widening.

The odor coming from Dog
was different.

It was a smell of strange earth.
It was a smell of night within

night, the smell of digging down
deep in shadow through earth that
had lain cheek by jowl with things
that were long hidden and de-
cayed. A stinking and rancid soil
fell away in clods of dissolution
from Dog’s muzzle and paws. He
had dug deep. He had dug very
deep indeed. That was it, wasn't
it? wasn't it? wasn't it!

What kind of message was this
from Dog? What could such a
message mean? The stench—the
ripe and awful cemetery earth.

Dog was a bad dog, digging
where he shouldn't. Dog was a
good dog, always making friends.
Dog loved people. Dog brought
them home.

And now, moving up the dark
hall stairs, at intervals, came the
sound of feet, one foot dragged
after the other painfully, slowly,
slowly, slowly.

Dog shivered. A rain of strange
night earth fell seething on the
bed. Dog turned.

The bedroom door whispered
in.

Martin had company. L



Some people hate to have their picture
ta\en. I, on the other hand, love it. Some-
times | even wish 1 still had my own
baby picture—the one where | dran\ my

first warm bottle of blood. ..

by MORT GOLDING

H e woke to darkness.

Outside, the wind fought gust-
ily with itself. The windows rat-
tled and winter cold seeped
through small cracks by the
mouldings only to dissipate itself

against the screen of heat that
rose from the radiator.

He rose, walked to the edge of
the room and turned on the
light. The electric wall clock told
him it was six-thirty. He yawned,

75
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stretched. He was a tall, lean man
with hair as black as the night
outside and eyes as black as his
hair.

He sighed and flicked his
tongue to the roof of his mouth in
order to moisten it; then changed
into shorts and undershirt and
went into the bathroom to shave,
walking on the balls of his feet as
if poised for flight. He was
hungry, ravenously hungry.

Marcia was there when he got
back to the bedroom. She was
sitting in the armchair, dressed in
a bathrobe, hair falling in luxuri-
ant waves behind her. She eyed
him casually, puffing out cigarette
smoke she had inhaled through
her slim, jade holder.

“It's about time you got up,”
she said. “You came in this morn-
ing without a word to me.” Her
voice was low and vibrant.

“l was exhausted,” he answered
her. “It's a long flight to make.”

“Did you enjoy yourself?”

He shrugged. “You know how
family conventions are. Greetings,
speeches, meeting third cousins
you haven't seen for years and
pretending you're long lost broth-
ers.”

“l never did like those tiresome
family affairs. I'm glad all my rel-
atives are still in Europe.”

“How is Jennifer?” he asked.

“Your daughter’s still asleep.
You'll hear her in a little while.”

He nodded and stretched. “I'm
starved. And thirsty. . .very

thirsty.”

The woman shrugged. “What
would you like?”

“You know what I'd like.”

“You always want something
difficult, don't you? You must
think you are still in Europe.”

He grunted again, not deigning
to answer.

Marcia stood up, letting the
robe fall from her. She moved
gracefully in her nudity. Her
body was a match for his, tall and
slender with no waste flesh on it
Her hips were narrow and her
breasts high and firm. She caught
his eyes on her, stopped and
turned full to him: “Do | bother
you?” she asked wickedly.

He was half way towards her
when the telephone began to ring.
He hesitated to the dual sounds of
her calculated laughter and the
monotonous jangle of the phone.
Finally he.went to the instrument.
“Hruck speaking,” he said.

"This is Sid Crater.”

“Yes?”

“l took some pictures at your
house last night . . . ” the voice in
his ear was explaining.

“You what?”

“l took pictures of your baby.
I'm a baby photographer. Mrs.
Hruck wasn't home when |
called, but your baby sitter kindly
allowed me to pose some pic-
tures . . .7

“She did what}"
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“No obligation, of course,” the
voice continued hastily. “We pho-
tograph entirely at our own risk,
Mr. Hruck. And we're so certain
of the results that we give you one
free picture whether or not you
decide to buy. Naturally, your
baby sitter didn't want you to
miss out on this opportunity sim-
ply because you weren’t home last
night.”

“Naturally,” Hruck said in an
acid voice. “And just how were
the results?”

“Well... that's one reason I'm

phoning you . . . ” The voice fal-
tered for the first time. “It's a fun-
ny thing, but ... "

“But what?”

“l ... | think it would be better
if 1 came up and saw you in per-
son. If you don’'t mind I'd like to
See you as soon as possible.”

“Come tonight.”

“Yes. I'd like to. I'm not far. I'll
be there in a little while.”

Hruck put back the receiver.
“What is this about a baby sitter
last night?”

“l had to go out. Mrs. Dun-
leavy, the lady across the hall, of-
fered to sit with Jennifer.”

“Idiot! Leaving her with
that . . . ” He took a step towards
her.

Her eyes blazed and her lips
drew back. “Don’t try it,” she
fairly spat. “l had to go out, do

you understand?”

“Oh,” he said, partially molli-
fied.

The doorbell rang. Marcia, still
nude, retreated into the bedroom.
Hruck closed the bedroom door
and walked to the foyer to let Mr.
Crater into the apartment. He in-
troduced himself as he took the
photographer’s coat and hat.

“It's good of you to come over
on a night like this.” As he spoke
he was sizing up the photogra-
pher quickly. Youngish, plump*
pink-complexioned.

“Oh, it's nothing, I .. .~

“Nothing? Leaving wife and
family when duty calls? You are
too modest, Mr. Crater.”

Crater placed a manila envelope
on the coffee table.

“I'm not married, Mr. Hruck.”

“You're not? Well, well. So,
you're a bachelor. Living alone
and liking it?”

“That’s about it. Now, about
those pictures,” Crater said again,
indicating the envelope. “They
just came back from tbe develop-
er's today . .."”

“And your office told you to
contact us?”

“No. As a matter of fact no one
even knows | am here. But | had
to see you. Mr. Hruck, | won't
mince words. | am a professional
photographer. Each year | take
pictures of over twelve hundred
babies. 1 know how to take a pic-
ture . . .7

“I'm sure you do.”
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“Right here on this couch was
where | posed your little girl. 1
took ten pictures of her. Five pos-
es. Two shots with each pose.”

“Yes.”

“Today | looked at the proofs.
The couch, the room, everything
was just the way | shot it—except
your daughter. She wasnt in a
single picture/"

Hruck laughed. “Is that all?”

“There’s an explanation, then?”

“There is always an explana-
tion, Mr. Crater.”

“Yes, | know. But ... ”

Hruck was smiling. “You look
like the determined type, Mr.
Crater. | have a feeling you
would spare no effort to solve
your little mystery.”

“Well, 1 am pretty stubborn
once | get my teeth into some-
thing.”

“However, | think we can clear
this mystery up for you in a mat-
ter of moments. My wife can do so
far more effectively than 1. You
haven't met Marcia, have you,
Mr. Crater?”

“No ... | haven't”

Hruck led him to the bedroom
door. “Right in here, Mr. Crater.
I'm most anxious to have Marcia
meet you.” He opened the door
and gave his visitor a little push
inside.

Hruck wondered idly what
Crater would think when he saw
the naked, eager Marcia. He
would go to her, of course, no
man could help that. He would
feel with pounding blood the
eager clawing of her embrace and
then would sense, rather than
feel, the quick sharp prick of pas-
sion pain on his throat . . .

It would be over soon, Hruck
knew. Then he and Marica would
drink and drink to their hearts’
content.

A sound caught his ear and he
turned. The door to Jennifer's
room opened a crack and a little
furry bat scooted out and flew
flapping into his arms. “Change
back, Jennifer,” he murmured.
“Be a good baby and change
back.” [ |



LAUGHING

MOTHS

Fluttering fragile creatures—the moths. No harm in them, un-
less a man imagines it. But where does his imagination end?

T he nightmares were always
the same. He would be walking
along a road somewhere in the
country, at night, in bright moon-
light. The road had high hedges
on either side, so that he was
walking in a sort of tunnel, and
there was an impression of trees
stretching out into the darkness

behind the hedges. The road was
rough and powdery with dust,
and there was nothing he could
see ahead of him except more of
it.

After a while a big white moth
would flit across the road before
him. Then two or three more
came, then dozens, then scores.
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They swarmed around him and
touched his face and blinded
him, until he was choked and
suffocated with the feel of them.
He would feel himself sweating
with horror and his stomach
would heave, but mingled with
the disgust and nausea was a
strange yearning sweetness, a sort
of trembling longing for some-
thing unknown. He would fight
the moths until he was exhausted,
and then suddenly he would
awake, his arms making little re-
sisting motions, his breathing
strangled, his skin wet.

This happened more and more
often, until he was having the
nightmares two or three times a
week, with a week or two of
respite in between. Twice, with a
pang of fright, he woke to find
himself outside his bed, as in
childhood—once at the very door
of his room.

Then one night in Chicago, in
a small second-rate hotel he al-
ways went to there, the nightmare
came again; and this time some-
thing more, something subtly hor-
rible, seemed to happen. As he
was fighting off the swarm of big
white moths, they all suddenly be-
gan to laugh.

Bridger did not ask himself
what a moth could laugh with.
Dreams aren't logical. He tried
frantically to get his hands to his
ears, to shut out the sound of the
laughter, which was high and
weird and indescribably repulsive,

and yet shot through with that un-
canny sweetness he had felt be-
fore.

He could not raise his right
arm; something had hold of it
and was pulling at it. He opened
his eye, and he was standing, bare-
foot in his pajamas, in the mid-
dle of the hotel lobby. The house
detective was shaking his arm to
waken him. It was half-past three
in the morning. There was no-
body else in the lobby except the
nightclerk, gawking at him be-
hind the desk, and two just-ar-
rived guests who were staring at
him with their mouths agape. He
must have walked down the stairs
from his fourth-floor room, for if
he had taken the elevator the
night operator would have roused
him.

For a moment Bridger was
shaking so that he couldn’t speak,
then he pulled himself together
and grinned sheepishly.

“l guess | must have been
dreaming something,” he mut-
tered.

“You was walkin’ in your sleeo,
fella,” said the house detective. He
rang for the elevator and took
Bridger up and put him in his
room again.

Rick was afraid to sleep any
more that night. He thought fleet-
ingly of getting a stout cord and
tying his foot to the bedstead, so
that if he tried to rise he would be
wakened by the jerk. But suppose
there should be a fire, and he
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couldn’'t get loose in time? Be-
sides, if his subconscious mind or
whatever it was could make him
leave his bed and walk down-
stairs, it could probably untie a
knot as well. Fortunately, he was
due home in two days more.

He went to Old Man Sterling,
the head of the printing house
where he worked as a traveling
salesman, and asked to be taken
off the road. He wanted an office
job, even though it meant less
money and less chance for promo-
tion.

“l don’t want to do that, Rick,”
the old man said. “You're a good
salesman, one of the best we have.
Why do you want to make the
change?”

“Well,” Bridger evaded him,
“I'm planning on getting married
in a few months and my girl
wants me home nights.”

That wasn’t true: Ellie had nev-
er asked that he give up traveling,
and he hadn’t even asked her. She
might very well object, since it
would mean a cut in salary—
though she was planning on keep-
ing her own job for the present.
She worked for a very exclusive
and expensive place that made
clothes for rich women, doing the
fine finishing touches, but you
would never5have guessed the
talent that must have been in her
fingers, for sh'e herself dressed in-
conspicuously -in soft, plain gar-

ments in faint, dim colors.

He had met Ellie in February
and by April he had fallen des-
perately in love with her. She was
little and quiet and she had no
color in her face and her eyes were
big and dark and her hair was like
soft, dusky feathers. He was a lit-
tle in awe of her gentleness, but
he wanted to take care of her and
cherish her forever.

Rick was taken off the road, as
he had requested, after his regu-
lar August trip, and then he told
Ellie.

“You didn't need to do that for
me, Rick,” she said with her slow
smile.

He was glad she had jumped to
that conclusion and that he
wouldn’t have to make up some
explanation. The thought that
after he was married to Ellie he
might still have those nightmares
made him uneasy and frightened
him. The very idea of having to
tell her about them inspired a sort
of panic in him.

At home now, in his two-room
apartment, he locked his bedroom
door and then put a chair under
the knob. For a few days after he
started his office job he slept
dreamlessly, and he began to hope
that perhaps nature had found its
own cure. Then it began again—
and now the moths always
laughed that dreadful eerie laugh-
ter. Once he woke only when his
bare ankle hit a rung of the chair
wedged under the doorknob.
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A week later, he suddenly
couldn’t stand it any more, and in
his nightmare he began to scream.
He really did scream, for the echo
of it woke him—and he was stand-
ing with one hand on the win-
dow-sill. After that, he locked his
windows too.

Something had to be done. He
could see for himself that he was
losing weight and his face looked
haggard in the mirror. Old Man
Sterling came and stood by his
desk.

“What's wrong, boy?” he asked
in his creaky voice. “You keeping
late hours, sitting up with that
girl of yours?”

“I'm fine,” Bridger answered
mechanically. He looked anxious-
ly at the boss. “Isn't my work
0.K.?”

“Your work’s O.K., but you're
not,” Sterling said. “You'd better
let a doctor take a look at you.
That’s an order.”

The doctor went over him cow-
lick to toenails, and peered at him
with keen eyes.

“You're in perfect shape physi-
cally, young man,” he pro-
nounced: and said, “Physically.”

“I've got nothing wrong with
me mentally, if that's what you
mean,” Rick said defensively.

“l didn’t say you had. But it’s
obvious you're under a strain.
What's the matter—are you over-
working, or worrying about some-
thing?”

“No, it's just—" He felt like a
fool. Did a man twenty-eight
years old, big and healthy and
strong as an elephant, tell a
strange doctor that he was going
to pieces because white moths
chased him down a country road
at night? He hunted for some ac-
ceptable excuse, and found one.
“I'm—I'm expecting to be married
soon. Maybe that's got me a bit
upset.”

“It often does,” the doctor re-
torted dryly. “Bridegrooms as well
as brides. Tell me, is there some
emotional stumbling-block, some-
thing you have to tell your girl
and don't want to?”

“Not—ot anything you
think—" Rick blurted.
“You dont know what I'm

thinking. Do you want my best
advice?”

“Of course.”

“Go to this man.” He scribbled
a name and address on a pad.
“Tell him I've given you a clean
bill of health. And then tell him
what's bothering you. That's his
specialty, not mine.”

“You mean—is this a psychia-
trist? | don’t need that kind of
help. I'm not crazy.”

“Don't be an idiot. The body
affects the mind, and the mind af-
fects the body. If you had a grain
of sand in your eye, it would make
you nervous and irritable. You've
evidently got a grain of sand in
your mind, and it's hurting your
health. Let Grumwalt take it out,
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if he can.”

Grumwalt was a little man with
bushy grey hair and sharp blue
eyes. His English was fluent but
strongly accented.

“Something troubles you. What
is it?” he interrupted Bridger's
halting introduction.

“It seems so silly.”

“Everything is silly, my friend—
especially the important things.”

Bridger told him.

“You expect now,” Grumwalt
remarked slyly, “that | will say,
yes, there is a deep-seated dis-
turbance here, you must come to
me and we will take long years
and spend much money to dig it
out. That is what you are think-
ing?”

“l couldn't afford either
time or the money for that.”

“That is what | guessed. Also,
you would fight me every inch
of the way, and we should get
nowhere. So what else now do you
think 1 might do for you?”

“It did occur to me—'ve heard
about hypnotizing a person, and
giving him a post-hypnotic sug-
gestion—"

“l do not use hypnosis in my
practice. That is nothing against
it—some very good men do, and
I could send you to one. But | do
not advise it. Let us say that an
order is given to your subcon-
scious mind that you will not
again dream of these swarms of—
what is it, moths?—or only that
from now on you are to waken in-

the

stantly if you should leave your
bed.

“What then? Such things as
this are usually symptoms of some-
thing else: they are not unmotivat-
ed. So you do not walk any more
in your sleep, or dream any more
of moths. And then the underly-
ing cause produces another symp-
tom, which might be even more
annoying and distressing; it is not
likely that it would be less so.”

“Then nothing can be done to
help me?”

“l did not say so. | could even,
on the simple, conscious level, give
you my guess as to what is back
of this trouble. But you would not
like it.”

“Tell me anyway.”

“l think that subconsciously you
do not want to marry this woman
—you are afraid either of her or
of being married at all.”

“That’s utter nonsense!” Bridger
shouted. “I'm a perfectly normal
man—and I'm very much in love.
I want to marry her more than |
want anything else on earth!”

“So. Tell nie about her. Not her
name—just what she is like.”

Rick tried to describe Ellie, her
quick softness, her stillness that
was not shyness, her tender cool-
ness. Grumwalt listened with a
strange expression on his lined
face.

“Very like a moth,” he said
quietly. “You long for her—and
you are repelled by her.”

Bridger sprang to his feet, re-
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volted. He was shaking so that
it was hard to articulate.

“How much do | owe you?” he
grated. He blundered against the
door as he fumbled for the knob.

... That night the moths
laughed until he screamed and
screamed, and the woman in the
next-door apartment knocked and
asked if anything was wrong. He
managed to gasp, “Sorry—ust a
bad dream,” and stood shuddering
for long minutes under a cold
shower. After that he tied a hand-
kerchief firmly over his mouth
before he went to bed. It was
ridiculous even to set a date for
the wedding until somehow he
could get this thing licked.

Ellie did not urge him. She
seemed content with waiting. She
was the only person he knew who
did not ask in a concerned man-
ner about his health, and yet it
was not that she was obtuse or
didn’t notice. Her silence was con-
sideration; she loved him and she
would not nag him.

Sometimes he caught her look-
ing at him, and in her dark eyes
was a tender patience. But more
than ever he felt a deep reluctance
even to hint to her of what was
W r 0 n g—somewhere Grumwalt’s
words were festering.

He needed her more than ever:
it was only with Ellie now that
he felt safe and at peace. Might
after night the moths swarmed

over him and laughed. He went
through his work like a machine,
and old Sterling looked at him
and shook his head, but said noth-
ing more.

He told himself that all he need-
ed was fresh air and exercise and
ordinary common sense. He asked
for a week’s vacation, and was
given it with suspicious alacrity.
Because he would not explain to
Ellie, he told her Sterling was
sending him out of town just once
more, on some unfinished busi-
ness.

It was going to be the hardest
part not to let himself see her for
a whole week, but, struggle as he
might against the suggestion,
Grumwalt had something—dis-
torted and offensive, but some-
thing; he had to acknowledge, this
neurosis or psychosis or whatever
it was, was somehow tied up with
Ellie. He must lick it or lose her.
The only alternative was to tell
her all about it and beg her help,
and his whole being rebelled
against the weakness and humilia-
tion of that.

He worked out a schedule for
himself. Each morning—fortunate-
ly it was fine warm Indian Sum-
mer weather—he took a train or
bus as far out into the country as
he could get in an hour or so. Un-
til late afternoon, a light lunch in
his pocket, he tramped wherever
he could find a road away from
human habitations. He told him-
self that he was doing this because
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only in solitude, under the open
sky, could he reason out what had
happened to him, and find a solu-
tion to his problem. Underneath,
he knew, and almost acknowl-
edged, that he was searching ‘or
that long road with the high
hedges and the trees beyond them.

By dark he was home again,
decently tired. He ate quietly in
a restaurant near his apartment,
read an unexciting book or lis-
tened to unexciting records for an
hour, and then prepared for the
night’s siege. No medicine, unless
a warm bath could count as medi-
cine, doors and windows locked,
mouth firmly gagged, Rick Brig-
der lay down on his battlefield.

And every night the battle was
fought over again.

There were four nights of it,
and then came the worst of all.

Rick walked down the long
road between the hedges in the
moonlight. The moths began to
flutter and then to swarm. The
cloud of them beat upon him, and
he heard again their dreadful
laughter. He struggled against
them feebly, knowing with old
despair how futile his struggles
were. The only escape was flight.

And then his tortured ears
caught faintly the sound of long-
drawn-out, hopeless, intolerable
weeping. It went on and on,
drowning the laughter out, rack-
ing his being apart.

He had locked all the windows
securely. He broke the glass with
a chair before he plunged head-
first to the street several floors be-
low.

“I'm sorry, Ellie,” her father
said pityingly. “I blame myself for
letting you go to the city in the
first place. Better to have stayed
home here with your own people,
as we've always done.”

Ellie sat, very pale and very
quiet. Her big dark eyes were full
of pain.

“It couldn't have worked out,
dear.” That was her mother. “I
tried my best to see your side, to
welcome him as one of us. But
your father and | felt from the be-
ginning that it was impossible.
You were too unlike. You can't
combine such opposites.”

“l killed him.” Elbe’s voice was
a thread.

“Stop it!” her father cried angri-
ly. “You couldn’t prevent what
happened.”

“l could have run away and
freed him. Or | could have told
him what was wrong.

“But | didn't. | was afraid to
lose him. | kept hoping that per-
haps somehow, in spite of every-
thing, he would stop fighting it
and come over—"’

“We understand. We don't
blame you, and you mustn’t blame
yourself,” her mother said.

“You've come back to us now,
and we'll help you all we can to
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get over it.”

Her father snapped, “Ellie’s a
good girl. She’s strong and she
has sense. Come on, both of you,
and get ready. The moon’s up.

It's time to go.”

“Oh, no!” Elbe shrank back.
“Not yet—not tonight-
couldn’t!”

“Tonight above all,” said her
father firmly. “They all know
you're home again. Where’s your
pride, girl? It’s been a long time,
nearly a year, and our people have
talked. You have to show your-
self.”

“There’s nobody else from
away, Ellie,” her mother soothed
her. “I know how you'd feel right
now if somebody elss— But it’s
all right. We're just ourselves, as
we've always been, with no in-
truder, no intruder at all.”

“We'll be late.” Her father
glanced at the clock. “We don't

want to be the last ones there,
with  everybody wondering if
we're coming. Come on, Ellie;
the first time will be the hardest—
brace yourself and get it over with.
“Get the epithem, Mary—
enough for three this time.”

In the dark deep wood beyond
the hedges, the great white moths
swarmed and frolicked in the
moonlight. Too high for the ears
of untuned beings, their eerie
laughter swelled and echoed. In
the joy of their likeness and their
differences and the only true com-
panionship they could know, the

happy moths laughed and
laughed.
All  except Ellie. Fluttering

alone in the dark fringes of the
joyous throng, she wept—ong-
drawn-out, hopeless, intolerable
weeping. EE



A SHOCK CLASSIC

SREDNI VASHTAR

by SAKI

CoNRADIN WAS TEN YEARS OLD, AND
the doctor had pronounced his
professional opinion that the boy
would not live another five years.
The doctor was silky and effete,
and counted for little, but his
opinion was endorsed by Mrs. De
Ropp, who counted for nearly
everything. Mrs. De Ropp was
Conradin’s cousin and guardian,
and in his eyes she represented
those three-fifths of the world
that are necessary and disagree-
able and real; the other two-fifths,
in perpetual antagonism to the
foregoing, were summed up in
himself and his imagination. One
of these days Conradin supposed
he would succumb to the master-
ing pressure of wearisome neces-
sary things—such as illnesses and
coddling restrictions and drawn-
out dullness. Without his imagi-
nation, which was rampant under
the spur of loneliness, he would
have succumbed long ago.

Mrs. De Ropp would never, in
her honestest moments, have con-
fessed to herself that she disliked
Conradin, though she might have
been dimly aware that thwarting
him “for his good” was a duty
which she did not find particular-
ly irksome. Conradin hated her
with a desperate sincerity which
he was perfectly able to mask.
Such few pleasures as he could
contrive for himself gained an
added relish from the likelihood
that they would be displeasing to
his guardian, and from the realm
of his imagination she was locked
out—an unclean thing, which
should find no entrance.

In the dull, cheerless garden,
overlooked by so many windows
that were ready to open with a
message not to do this or that, or
a reminder that medicines were
due, he found little attraction. The

87
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few fruit-trees that it contained
were set jealously apart from his
plucking, as though they were
rare specimens of their kind
blooming in an arid waste; it
would probably have been diffi-
cult to find a market-gardener
who would have offered ten shill-
ings for their entire yearly pro-
duce. In a forgotten corner, how-
ever, almost hidden behind a dis-
mal shrubbery, was a disused tool-
shed of respectable proportions,
and within its walls Conradin
found a haven, something that
took on the varying aspects of a
playroom and a cathedral. He had
peopled it with a legion of fa-
miliar phantoms, evoked partly
from fragments of history and
partly from his own brain, but it
also boasted two inmates of flesh
and blood. In one corner lived a
ragged-plumaged Houdan hen, on
which the boy lavished an affec-
tion that had scarcely another out-
let. Further back in the gloom
stood a large hutch, divided into
two compartments, one of which
was fronted with close iron bars.
This was the abode of a large
polecat-ferret, which a friendly
butcher-boy had once smuggled,
cage and all, into its present
quarters, in exchange for a long-
secreted hoard of small silver.
Conradin was dreadfully afraid of
the lithe, sharp-fanged beast, but
it was his most treasured posses-
sion. Its very presence in the tool-
shed was a secret and fearful joy,

to be kept scrupulously from the
knowledge of the Woman, as he
privately dubbed his cousin. And
one day, out of Heaven knows
what material, he spun the beast
a wonderful name, and from that
moment it grew into a god and a
religion. The woman indulged in
religion once a week at a church
near by, and took Conradin with
her, but to him the church service
was an alien rite in the House of
Rimmon. Every Thursday, in the
dim and musty silence of the tool-
shed, he worshipped with mystic
and elaborate ceremonial before
the wooden hutch where dwelt
Sredni Vashtar, the great ferret.
Red flowers in their season and
scarlet berries in the winter-time
were offered at his slirine, for he
was a god who laid some special
stress on the fierce impatient side
of things, as opposed to the Wom-
an’s religion, which, as far as Con-
radin could observe, went to great
lengths in the contrary direction.
And on great festivals powdered
nutmeg was strewn in front of
his hutch, an important feature of
the offering being that the nut-
meg had to be stolen. These
festivals were of irregular occur-
rence, and were chiefly appointed
to celebrate some passing event.
On one occasion, when Mrs. De
Ropp suffered from acute tooth-
ache for three days, Conradin
kept up the festival during the en-
tire three days, and almost suc-
ceeded in persuading himself that
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Sredni Vashtar was personally re-
sponsible for the toothache. If the
malady had lasted for another day
the supply of nutmeg would have
given out.

The Houdan hen was never
drawn into the cult of Sredni
Vashtar. Conradin had long ago
settled that she was an Anabaptist.
He did not pretend to have the
remotest knowledge as to what
an Anahaptist was, but he private-
ly hoped that it was dashing and
not very respectable. Mrs. De
Ropp was the ground plan on
which he based and detested all
respectability.

After a while Conradin’s ab-
sorption in the tool-shed began to
attract the notice of his guardian.
“It is not good for him to be
pottering down there in all
weathers,” she promptly decided,
and at breakfast one morning she
announced that the Houdan hen
had been sold and taken away
overnight. With her short-sighted
eyes she peered at Conradin, wait-
ing for an outbreak of rage and
sorrow, which she was ready to
rebuke with a flow of excellent
precepts and reasoning. But Con-
radin said nothing: there was
nothing to be said. Something
perhaps in his white set face gave
her a momentary qualm, for at
tea that afternoon there was toast
on the table, a delicacy which she
usually banned on the ground that

it was bad for him; also because
the making of it “gave trouble,”
a deadly offense in the middle-
class feminine eye.

“l thought you liked toast,” she
exclaimed, with an injured air, ob-
serving that he did not touch it.

“Sometimes,” said Conradin.

In the shed that evening there
was an innovation in the worship
of the hutch-god. Conradin had
been wont to chant his praises, to-
night he asked a boon.

“Do one thing for me, Sredni
Vashtar.”

The thing was not specified. As
Sredni Vashtar was a god he must
be supposed to know. And chok-
ing back a sob as be looked at that
other empty corner, Conradin
went back to the world he so
hated.

And every night, in the wel-
come darkness of his bedroom,
and every evening in the dusk of
the tool-shed, Conradin’s bitter
litany went up: “Do one thing for
me, Sredni Vashtar.”

Mrs. De Ropp noticed that the
visits to the shed did not cease,
and one day she made a further
journey of inspection.

“What are you keeping in that
locked hutch?” she asked. “I be-
lieve it's guinea-pigs. I'll have
them all cleared away.”

Conradin shut his lips tight, but
the Woman ransacked his bed-
room till she found the carefully
hidden  key, and forthwith
marched down to the shed to com-
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plete her discovery. It was a cold
afternoon, and Conradin had been
bidden to keep to the house. From
the furthest window of the din-
ing-room the door of the shed
could just be seen beyond the
corner of the shrubbery, and there
Conradin stationed himself. He
saw the Woman enter, and then
he imagined her opening the door
of the sacred hutch and peering
down with her short-sighted eyes
into the thick straw bed where
his god lay hidden. Perhaps she
would prod at the straw in her
clumsy impatience. And Conradin
fervently breathed his prayer for
the last time. But he knew as he
prayed that he did not believe.
He knew that the Woman would
come out presently with that
pursed smile he loathed so well
on her face, and that in an hour
or two the gardener would carry
away his wonderful god, a god no
longer, but a simple brown ferret
in a hutch. And he knew that the
Woman would triumph always as
she triumphed now, and that he
would grow ever more sickly un-
der her pestering and domineer-
ing and superior wisdom, till one
day nothing would matter much
more with him, and the doctor
would be proved right. And in
the sting and misery of his de-
feat, he began to chant loudly and
defiantly the hymn of his threat-
ened idol:

Sredtii Vashtar went forth,

His thoughts  were red
thoughts and his teeth were
white.

His enemies called for peace,
but he brought them death.
Sredni Vashtar the Beautiful.

And then of a sudden he
stopped his chanting and drew
closer to the window-pane. The
door of the shed still stood ajar
as it had been left, and the min-
utes were slipping by. They were
long minutes, but they slipped by
nevertheless. He watched the star-
lings running and flying in little
parties across the lawn; he count-
ed them over and over again,
with one eye always on that
swinging door. A sour-faced maid
came in to lay the table for tea,
and still Conradin stood and
waited and watched. Hope had
crept by inches into his heart,
and now a look of triumph began
to blaze in his eyes that had only
known the wistful patience of de-
feat. Under his breath, with a
furtive exultation, he began once
again the paean of victory and
devastation. And presently his
eyes were rewarded: out through
that doorway came a long, low,
yellow-and-brown beast, with eyes
a-blink at the waning daylight,
and dark wet stains around the
fur of jaws and throat. Conradin
dropped on his knees. The great
polecat-ferret made its way down
to a small brook at the foot of the
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garden, drank for a moment, then
crossed a little plank bridge and
was lost to sight in the bushes.
Such was the passing of Sredni
Vashtar.

“Tea is ready,” said the sour-
faced maid; “where is the mis-
tress?”

“She went down to the shed
some time ago,” said Conradin.

And while the maid went to
summon her mistress to tea, Con-
radin fished a toasting-fork out of
the sideboard drawer and proceed-
ed to toast himself a piece of
bread. And during the toasting of
it and the buttering of k with
much butter and the slow enjoy-

ment of eating it, Conradin lis-
tened to the noises and silences
which fell in quick spasms beyond
the dining-room door. The foolish
screaming of the maid, the an-
swering chorus of wondering ejac-
ulations from the kitchen region,
the scuttering footsteps and hur-
ried embassies for outside help,
and then, after a lull, the scared
sobbings and the shuffling tread
of those who bore a heavy burden
into the house.

“Whoever will break it to the
poor child? | couldn't for the life
of me!” exclaimed a shrill voice.
And while they debated the mat-
ter among themselves, Conradin
made himself another piece of
toast. | |



Here is a world-famous master of the macabre in a gayer mood
—for him. We hope all our bloodthirsty readers enjoy it...

THE FROG PRINCE

by JOHN COLLIER

Two YOUNG MEN WERE DISCUSSING
life. Said the richer of them to the
poorer, “Paul, you had better mar-
ry my sister.”

“That is a very strange thing to
say,” said Paul, “considering |
have told you all about my debts.”

“l am not worldly,” replied
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Henry Vanhomry. “I should pre-
fer my sister to marry a clean, de-
cent, and kindly fellow like your-
self, than some rich but blase roue,
cynic, near-man, sub-man, or half-
man.”

“l am certainly not blase,” said
Paul. “On the other hand, | had
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not the pleasure of meeting your
family when | was in Boston.”

“l am very fond of my sister,”
said Henry, “in a way."

“How delightful! No doubt she
was a mother to you when you
were small. A little mother!”

“No. No. She is ten years
younger than | am; only twenty-
eight, in fact.”

“Aha! She would have come
into her fortune just in the rocki-
est year of our financial history.”

“Fortunately it is well invested,
and vyields her an income of forty
thousand dollars.”

“An objection occurs to me. We
are men of the world, Henry. If
we were of the other sex, we
might also make mistakes. Fond
as | am of children—"

“That would be a matter en-
tirely for you to decide.”

“Henry, your sister sounds
charming. Tell me more about
her. She is not by any chance a
teeny little woman?” And Paul
held his hand some thirty inches
from the floor.

“Quite the reverse.”

“Quite the reverse, eh?”

“My dear Paul, I do not mean
that she is six feet four.”

“Six feet three, perhaps?”

“And a half. But perhaps I
should tell you she is rather
plump. Disproportionately so, in
fact.”

“Upon my word! | hope she is
good-tempered.”

“Angelically. You should hear

her petting her dolls.”

“Pardon me, Henry, but is she
at all—backward?”

“A matter of opinion. She reads
and writes admirably.”

“How delightful. We could cor-
respond, if | happened to be
away.”

“I will be frank with you, Paul:
her letters to famous hoxers are
quite amazingly expressive,
though by no means perfect in
orthography.”

“Henry, she is capable of hero
worship; she has an affectionate
nature.”

“Almost embarrassingly so. It
appears from these letters of hers,
which we censor, that she would
make a devoted wife. However,
my family is old-fashioned, and
the boxers are cowardly brutes. |
should like to see her safely mar-
ried.”

‘But, as yet, if | understand you,
she is pure as the driven snow?
Charming!”

“Hers has been a cloistered girl-
hood. Yet there is something ro-
mantic in her nature which causes
me alarm. Supposing one of the
boxers responded. He might not
treat her politely.”

“l, on the other hand, would
write her the most devoted letters,
and bow, with old-world courtesy,
whenever we met. Hm! All | fear,
to be perfectly candid, is that a
certain confounded coldness, a de-
fect of my nature, might be a
cause of pain, dissatisfaction, or
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longing.”

“Well, my dear Paul, that is
hardly a matter for me to specu-
late upon. | can only remind you
that faint heart never won fair
lady.”

“Very well, Henry. | will at
least come with you and see your
sister.”

“l am afraid | cannot accom-
pany you. You forget that | am
off to Europe next week. How-
ever, I'll give you a letter of intro-
duction to the family.”

All this being arranged, our
good Paul took leave of his friend,
and after walking about for a lit-
tle with an air of distraction, he
paid a visit to the apartment of
another friend of his.

“My dear Olga,” he said, after
a time, “I'm afraid | have some
very ridiculous news for you. | am
going to be poor no longer.”

“Tell me only one thing, Paul.
Is she beautiful?”

“Not very, it seems. | have not
seen her, but she is over six feet
three, and disproportionately fat.”

“My poor Paul' She is simply
bound to have hair on her face.
What will become of you?”

“Besides all this, she is not very
bright, | hear.”

“And, now | come to think of
it, what will become of me?”

“She has forty thousand a year,
my dear Olga.”

“Paul, we women are given to

incredible follies when we are
jealous. 1 might refuse everything.
I find myself capable of jealousy.”

“But, on the other hand, are
you, or am |, capable of living any
longer without a little of that forty
thousand a year?”

“Or some other.”

“But what other, my dear Olga?
Where is another forty thousand?”

“It is true, Paul. Am 1| right in
believing that your gigantic bride-
to-be is mentally nine years, or is
it twelve years old?”

“Seven, | should think, by all
that Henry told me of her. She
has an exuberant innocence. She
writes to boxers, but caresses
dolls.”

“Really? That is very interest-
ing. Dolls are so featureless. Now,
is there any great hurry, Paul? I
have still that bracelet you found
at Palm Beach. It would provide
us with a few last weeks together.”

“l was going to suggest, as a
matter of fact, that it should be my
present to the bride, for | like to
do things in good style. However,
something may turn up. | admit
that | love you.”

“You shall promise me not to
go near Boston for at least a
month. | shall be busy; I have de-
cided to wear my hair short, but
at least we shall meet at week
ends. In between, you may say
farewell to all your bachelor life.”

“Yes, that is true, Olga. | shall
have to do that, | suppose.”

Everything being agreed, this
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young couple spent the next
month or so as Olga had suggest-
ed, and at the end of it, she saw
him off to Boston, with a restraint
that he found almost too admir-
able.

He arrived at Boston, presented
his letter of introduction, and was
very well received by old Mrs.
Vanhomry.

They got on admirably. “You
are still a bachelor?” she asked.

“l cannot,” he replied, “bring
myself to regard the modern girl
as a true mate. Those clipped
locks, that flat masculine figure,
that hardness, that ultra-sophistica-
tion! Where are the curves, the
innocence, the warm-heartedness
of yesteryear? But why am | tell-
ing you all this—?”

“You would have liked our dear
Ethel. Such a big, healthy, affec-
tionate, old-fashioned girl! You
must meet her, and her fiance.
Perhaps you will come to the wed-
ding?”

“Nothing could be more de-
lightful. Unfortunately, | have to
return to New York almost im-
mediately.”

On his return, Paul called at
once on Olga, but found that her
flat was locked up. She had left
no address; you may depend he
sought her everywhere.

He saw in the papers an ac-

count of the wedding of Miss
Vanhomry to a Mr. Colefax. It
appeared that the happy pair were
on their way to the Ritz-Carlton.

“l really must go and sit in the
lobby,” said he, “and console my-
self with a peep at the disadvan-
tages attached to that forty thou-
sand a year.”

Very well, he sat in the lobby.
Before very long, he saw the
enormous form of what was evi-
dentlv the happy bride crossing
from the elevator.

“Upon my word!” he thought.
“There is a great deal to be said
for the simple life after all. One
at least preserves one’s individual-
ity.”

He peered about for the hus-
band. At last he saw a sensitive
face in the neighbourhood of the
bride’s hips. “That must be the
husband,” he said. “Very charm-
ing! Very charming indeed. But
surely 1 have seen him before.”

In order to make sure, he edged
closer, and was amazed to find
that this husband was none other
than his own Olga, in male attire.

He at once applied for a private
interview. “My dear Olga, this is
a very pretty trick you have played
on me. And what can your bride
—soi-disant—think of it all?”

“You must regard the matter
rationally, my dear Paul.”

“l am so afraid there may be a
scandal. You have no idea what
spiteful tongues might make of
it.”
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“You underestimate the inno-
cence of my wife, whose dolls, as
I suspected, were very ordinary
dolls. And you must admit, Paul,
that if either of us is to be in this
position, | at least offer less
grounds for jealousy. You had bet-
ter be my secretary.”

Paul submitted with a good
grace, and for a long time en-
joyed his occupation very tolera-
bly. Fortunately, Henry Vanhom-
ry remained in Europe.

On one occasion there was a
dinner party at the Colefax home,
and a few of the male guests,
with Paul the friendly secretary,
and dapper little Mr. Colefax, re-
mained smoking together long
after the gigantic bride had retired
to bed. The conversation turned
on women, a subject which the so-
called Mr. Colefax enjoyed more
than his secretary. They talked of
attractions.

“My wife,” said this charming
imposter, “is disarmingly simple;
why try to disguise it? Nevertne-
less, she has an amazing person-
ality buried, as it were, beneath
her naivete. 1 am convinced it is
there, | sense it, and yet | could
hardly find an example to describe.
How do you account for that?”

“It is very simple, my dear Cole-
fax,” said a very eminent doctor.
“Your wife, if 1 may say so, owes
her adorable simplicity, as she
does her admirably robust phy-

sique, to a little glandular malad-
justment, which (always suppos-
ing you should desire what pro-
fessionally we should regard as an
improvement) could easily be put
right. Who knows what she is like
underneath?”

“It would certainly be interest-
ing to find out,” said her false
husband, intrigued.

“She might be slim, vivacious,
a positive butterfly,” continued the
doctor.

“It would be like carving out
ambergis from a whale,” observed
a well-known adventurer who was
present.

“Or opening a neolithic bar-
row,” added a famous archaeolo-
gist.

“Or undressing an Eskimo girl
af Christmas,” put in a notorious
Don Juan.

“You might find more than you
bargain for,” observed Paul, over-
come by an inexplicable forebod-
ing.

He spoke too late. Everyone
was desperately keen on the ex-
periment.

“You must bring your dear wife
to a little home that | have in
Paris,” said the doctor, “where |
have every facility for the treat-
ment.”

“We shall come at once. You,
Paul, had better remain behind, to
deal with everything we shall have
to leave unsettled.”

Paul, therefore, was left. Ethel
and her spouse went on the next
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boat to Paris, accompanied by the
doctor, and, as a matter of fact, by
the adventurer, the archaeologist,
and the Don Juan as well.

My Dear Paul,

You will be amazed at the re-
sult of our experiment, and pos-
sibly a little disconcerted, though
you were always a connoisseur
of poetic justice. Under the
treatment Ethel has lost no less
than a hundred pounds. The re-
moval of this prodigious quan-
tity of blubber has left her ex-
posed as a lean, agile, witty, and
very handsome man. “How ab-
surd that | should have been
called Ethel so long!” he ob-
served to me when first he was
apprised of this transformation.
In order to put him at his ease,

I replied at once, “No more ab-
surd than that | should have
been called your husband.” Af-
ter all, the cat was, so to speak,
out of the bag, and there was
nothing else to do.

He took it extremely well,
saying with a smile, “We must
make the punishment fit the
crime.” On my part, | was not
long in promising never to de-
ceive him again.

We are remaining on this side
to avoid gossip, for the situation
has a ludicrous side which we
might find painful. But not
nearly so ludicrous or painful,
my dear Paul, as it might have
proved, in all the circumstances,
had you had your original wish.

Once more,

Olga.
961 [ |



This story has just the proper balance—quiet charm and gris-
ly terror. 1 have a fondness for that \ind of story myself. It
brings bac\ those old happy, happy days—when 1 was dead ,..



OUR
FEATHERED
FRIENDS

by PHILIP MACDONALD

T he hot, hard august sunshine
poured its pale and blazing gold
over the countryside. At the crest
of the hill, which overlooked a
county and a half, the tiny motor-
car drawn up to the side of the
dusty road which wound up the
hill like a white riband looked not
so much mechanical as insectile.

It looked like a Brobdingnagian
bee which, wings folded, had set-
tled for a moment’s sleepy basking
in the fierce sunshine.

Beside the car, seeming almost
ludicrously out of proportion with
it, stood a man and a woman. The
sum of their ages could not have
exceeded forty-five. The dress of
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the girl, which was silken and
slight, would not, at all events
upon her charming body, have
done aught save grace a car as
large and costly as this one was
minute and cheap. But the clothes
of the boy, despite his youth and
erect comeliness, were somehow
eloquent of Norwood, a careful
and not unintelligent clerkliness
pursued in the city of London,
and a pseudo-charitable arrange-
ment whereby the bee-like motor-
car should be purchased, for many
pounds more than its actual
worth, in small but almost eternal
slices.

The girl was hatless, and her
clipped golden poll glittered in the
sunrays. She looked, and was,
cool, despite the great heat of the
afternoon. The boy, in his tweed
jacket, thick flannel trousers, and
over-tight collar, at whose front
blazed a tie which hoped to look
like that of some famous school or
college, was hot, and very hot.
He pulled his hat from his dark
head and mopped at his brow
with a vivid handkerchief.

“Coo!” he said. “Hot enough
for you, Vi?”

She wriggled slim, half-covered
shoulders. “It's a treat!” she said.
She gazed about her with wide
blue eyes; she looked down and
round at the county-and-a-half.
“Where’s this, Jack?”

The boy continued to puff and

mop. He said:

“Blessed if / know! ... | lost me
bearings after that big village
place—what was it? __ ”

“Greyne, or some such,” said
the girl absently. Her gaze was
now directed down the hillside to
her right, where the emerald roof
of a dense wood shone through
the sun’s gold. There was no
breath of wind, even right up
upon this hill, and the green of the
leaves showed smooth and un-
broken.

The boy put on his hat again.
“Better be getting on, | s’pose.
You've had that leg-stretch you
were wanting.”

“Ooh! Not yet, Jack. Don't let’s
yet!” She put the fingers of her
left hand upon his sleeve. On the
third of these fingers there spar-
kled a ring of doubtful brilliance.
“Don’t let’s go on yet, Jack!” she
said. She looked up into his face,
her lips pouted in a way which
was not the least of reasons for
the flashing ring.

He slid an arm about the slim
shoulders; he bent his head and
kissed thoroughly the red mouth.
“Just’s you like Vi ... . But what
you want to do?” He looked
about him with curling lip. “Sit
around up here on this dusty
grass and frizzle?”

“Silly!” she said, pulling herself
away from him. She pointed down
to the green roof, “I want to go
down there-----Into that wood.
Jest to see what its like. Haven't
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been in a reel wood since the sum-
mer holidays before last, when
Effie an’ me went to Hastings.
..Cummon! Bet it’s lovely and
cool down there....”

This last sentence floated up to
him, for already she was off the
narrow road and beginning a slip-
ping descent of the short rough
grass of the hillside’s first twenty
feet.

He went sliding and stumbling
after her. But he could not catch
up with the light, fragile little
figure in its absurdly enchanting
wisp of blue silk. The soles of his
thick shoes were of leather, and,
growing polished by the brushing
of the close, arid grass, were
treacherous. Forty feet down, on
the suddenly jutting and only
gently sloping plateau where the
wood began, he did come up with
her: he ended a stumbling, sliding
rush with an imperfect and in-
voluntary somersault which land-
ed him asprawl at her feet.

He sat up, shouting with laugh-
ter. With a shock of surprise
greater than any of his short life,
he felt a little foot kick sharply—
nearly savagely—at his arm, and
heard a tensely whispered “SSH!”

He scrambled to his feet, to
see that she was standing facing
the trees, her shining golden head
thrust forward, her whole body
tense as that of a sprinter waiting
for the pistol's crack. As, won-

101

deringly, he shuffled to take his
stand at her shoulder, she said:

“JListen!... Birds!.... Jever
hear the like? ... ” Her tone was
a hushed yet clear whisper—ike
none he had ever heard her use
before.

He said nothing. He stood
scowling sulkily down at the grass
beneath his feet and rubbing at
the spot where her shoe had met
his arm.

It seemed to him an hour be-
fore she turned. But turn at last
she did. He still had his hand at
the kicked arm, for all the world
as if it really were causing him
pain. From beneath his brows he
watched her, covertly. He saw the
odd rapt look leave the small face
once more its pertly pretty self;
saw the blue eyes suddenly widen
with memory of what she had
done....

And then soft warm arms came
about his neck and by their pres-
sure pulled down his head so that,
close pressed against him and
standing upon tiptoe, she might
smother his face with the kisses
of contrition.

He said, in answer to the pleas
for forgiveness with which the
caresses were interspersed:

“Never known you do a thing
like that before, Vi!”

“No,” she said. “And you never
won't again! Reely, Jack darling!

t...it...7—a cloud came
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over the blue eyes—it...1 don't
rightly know what came over
me.... | was listening to the
birds. ... I never heard the like ...
and ... and | never heard you till
you laughed ... and | dunno what
it was, but it seemed s if | jest
had to go on hearing what the
birds were...’s if it was ... was
wrong to listen to anything
else .... Oh, / dunno!”

The small face was troubled and
the eyes desperate with the realiza-
tion of explanation’s impossibility.
But the mouth pouted. The boy
kissed it. He laughed and said:

“Funny kid, you!” He drew her
arm through the crook of his and
began to walk towards the first
ranks of the trees. He put up his
free hand and felt tenderly at the
back of his neck. He said:

“Shan’t be sorry for some shade.
Neck’s gettin’ all sore.”

They walked on, finding that
the trees were strangely further
away than they had seemed. They
did not speak, but every now and
then the slim, naked arm would
squeeze the thick, clothed arm
and have its pressure returned.

They had only some ten paces
to go to reach the fringe of the
wood when the girl halted. He
turned his head to look down at
her and found that once more she
was tense in every muscle and
thrusting the golden head forward
as if the better to hear. He

frowned; then smiled; then again
bent his brows. He sensed that
there was somewhere an oddness
which he knew he would never
understand—a feeling abhorrent to
him, as, indeed, to most men. He
found that he, too, was straining
to listen.

He supposed it must be birds
that he was listening for. And
quite suddenly he laughed. For
he had realized that he was listen-
ing for something which had been
for the last few moments so inces-
santly in his ears that he had for-
gotten he was hearing it. He ex-
plained this to the girl. She
seemed to listen to him with only
half an ear, and for a moment he
came near to losing his temper.
But only for a moment. He was a
good-natured boy, with sensitive
instincts serving him well in place
of realized tact.

He felt a little tugging at his
arm and fell into step with her as
she began to go forward again. He
went on with his theme, ignoring
her patently half-hearted attention.

“Like at a dance,” he said. “You
know, Vi—you never hear the
noise of the people’s feet on the
floor unless you happen to listen
for it, an’ when you do listen for
it an’ hear that sort of shishing—
then you know you've been hear-
ing it all the time, see? That's
what we were doing about the
birds .... ” He became suddenly
conscious that, in order to make
himself clearly heard above the
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chattering, twittering flood of
bird-song, he was speaking in a
tone at least twice as loud as the
normal. He said:

“Coo! ... You're right, Vi. /
never heard anything like it!”

They were passing now through
the ranks of the outer line of
trees. To the boy, a little worried
by the strangeness of his adored,
and more than a little discomfited
by the truly abnormal heat of the
sun, it seemed that he passed from
an inferno to a paradise at one
step. No more did the sun beat
implacably down upon the world.
In here, under the roof of green
which no ray pierced but only a
gentle, pervading, filtered softness
of light, there was a cool peace-
fulness which seemed to bathe
him, instantly, in a placid bath of
contentment.

But the girl shivered a little.
She said:

“Oh! It's almost cold in here!”

He did not catch the words.
The chirping and carolling which
was going on all about and above
them seemed to catch up and ab-
sorb the sound of her voice.

“Drat the birds!” he said. “What
you say?”

He saw her lips move, but
though he bent his head, did not
catch a sound. There had come,
from immediately above their
heads, the furious squeaks and
flutterings of a bird-quarrel.
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“Drat the birds!” he said again.

They were quite deep in the
wood now. Looking round, he
could not see at all the sun-
drenched grass plateau from
which they had come. He felt a
tugging at his arm. The girl was
pointing to a gently sloping bed
of thick moss which was like a
carpet spread at the foot of an old
and twisted tree.

They sauntered to this carpet
and sat down upon it, the boy
sprawling at his ease, the girl very
straight of back, with her hands
clasped tightly about her raised
knees. Had he been looking at
her, rather than at the pipe he was
filling, he would have seen again
that craning forward of her head.

He did not finish the filling of
his pipe. The singing of the birds
went on. It seemed to gather vol-
ume until the whole world was
filled with its chaotic whistling.
The boy found, now that he had
once consciously listened for and
to it, that he could not again
make his ears unconscious of the
sound; the sound which, with its
seemingly momentarily increased
volume, was now so plucking at
the nerves within his head—in-
deed over his whole body—that he
felt he could not sit much longer
to endure it. He thrust pipe and
pouch savagely back into his pock-
et and turned to say to the girl
that the quicker they got away
from this blinking twittering the
better he'd be pleased.
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But the words died upon his
lips. For even as he turned he be-
came aware of a diminution of
the reedy babel. He saw, too,
calmer now with the decrease of
irritation, that the girl was still
in rapt attention.

So he held his tongue. The sing-
ing of the birds grew less and
lesser with each moment. He be-
gan to feel drowsy, and once
caught himself with a startled jerk
from the edge of actual slumber.
He peered sideways at his com-
panion and saw that still she sat
rigid; not by the breadth of a hair
had she altered her first attentive
pose. He felt again for pipe and
pouch.

His fingers idle in the jacket-
pocket, he found himself listening
again. Only this time he listened
because he wanted to listen. There
was now but one bird who sang.
And the boy was curiously con-
scious, hearing these liquid notes
alone and in the fullness of their
uninterrupted and almost unbear-
able beauty, that the reason for
his hatred of that full and some-
how discordant chorus which a
few moments ago had nearly driv-
en him from the trees and their
lovely shelter had been his inabil-
ity to hear more than an isolated
note or two of this song whose
existence then he had realized only
subconsciously.

The full, deep notes ceased their

rapid and incredible trilling, cut-
ting their sound off sharply, al-
most in the manner of an operatic
singer. There was, then, only si-
lence in the wood. It lasted, for
the town-bred boy and girl caught
suddenly in this placid whirlpool
of natural beauty, for moments
which seemed strained and incal-
culable ages. And then into this
pool of pregnant no-sound were
dropped, one by one, six exquisite
jewels of sound, each pause be-
tween these isolated lovelinesses
being of twice the duration of its
predecessor.

After the last of these notes—
deep and varying and crystal-pure,
yet misty with unimaginable beau-
ties—the silence fell again; a si-
lence not pregnant, as the last,
with the vibrant foreshadowings
of the magic to come, but a silence
which had in it the utter and
miserable quietness of endings
and nothingness.

The boy's arm went up and
wrapped itself gently about slim,
barely covered shoulders. Two
heads turned, and dark eyes
looked into blue. The blue were
abrim with unshed tears. She
whispered:

“It was him | was listening to
all the while. I could hear that
all... all through the others___”

A tear brimmed over and rolled
down the pale cheek. The arm
about her shoulders tightened,
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and at last she relaxed. The little
body grew limp and lay against
his strength.

“You lay quiet, darling,” he
said. His voice trembled a little.
And he spoke in the hushed voice
of a man who knows himself in
a holy or enchanted place.

Then silence. Silence which
weighed and pressed upon a man’s
soul. Silence which seemed a liv-
ing deadness about them. From
the boy’s shoulder came a hushed,
small voice which endeavoured to
conceal its shaking. It said:

“I...1... felt all along...we
shouldn’t ... shouldn't be here.
... We didn’t ought to ‘ve
come__ "

Despite its quietness there was
something like panic in the voice.

He spoke reassuring words. To
shake her from this queer, re-
pressed hysteria, he said these
words in a loud and virile tone.
But this had only the effect of
conveying to himself something
of the odd disquiet which had
possessed the girl.

“It's cold in here,” she whis-
pered suddenly. Her body pressed
itself against him.

He laughed; an odd sound. He
said hastily:

“Cold! You're talking out of the
back of your neck, Vi”

“It is,” she said. But her voice
was more natural now. “We bet-
ter be getting along, hadn’t we?”

He nodded. “Think we had,”
he said. He stirred, as if to get to
his feet. But a small hand sudden-
ly gripped his arm, and her voice
whispered:

“Look! Look}” It was her own
voice again, so that, even while
he started a little at her sudden
clutch and the urgency of her
tone, he felt a wave of relief and
a sudden quietening of his own
vague but discomfortable uneasi-
ness.

His gaze followed the line of
her pointing finger. He saw, upon
the carpeting of rotten twigs and
brown mouldering leaves, just at
the point where this brown and
the dark cool green of their moss-
bank met, a small bird. It stood
upon its slender sticks of legs and
gazed up at them, over the plump
bright-hued breast, with shining
little eyes. Its head was cocked to
one side.

“D'you know,” said the girl’s
whisper, “that’s the first one
we've seen!”

The boy pondered for a mo-
ment. “Gosh!” he said at last. “So
it is and all!”

They watched in silence. The
bird hopped nearer.

“Isn't he sweet, Jack?” Her
whisper was a delighted chuckle.

“Talk about tame!” said the
boy softly. “Cunning little beg-
gar!”

Her elbow nudged his ribs. She
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said, her lips barely moving:

“Keep still. If we don’t move,
I believe he’ll come right up to
us.”

Almost on her words, the bird
hopped nearer. Now he was ac-
tually upon the moss, and thus
less than an inch from the toe of
the girl’s left shoe. His little pert
head, which was of a shining
green with a rather comically long
beak of yellow, was still cocked
to one side. His bright, small eyes
still surveyed them with the un-
winking stare of his kind.

The girl’s fascinated eyes were
upon the small creature. She saw
nothing else. Not so the boy.
There was a nudge, this time
from his elbow.

“Look there!” he whispered,
pointing. “And there!”

She took, reluctantly enough,
her eyes from the small intruder
by her foot. She gazed in the di-
rections he had indicated. She
gasped in wonder. She whispered:

“Why, they’re all coming to see
us!”

Everywhere between the boles
of the close-growing trees were
birds. Some stood singly, some in
pairs, some in little clumps of
four and more. Some seemed,
even to urban eyes, patently of
the same family as their first vis-
itor, who still stood by the white
shoe, staring up at the face of its
owner. But there were many more

families. There were very small
birds, and birds of sparrow size
but unsparrowlike plumage, and
birds which were a little bigger
than this, and birds which were
twice and three times the size.
But one and all faced the carpet
of moss and stared with their shin-
ing eyes at the two humans who
lay upon it.

“This,” said the boy, “is the
rummest start | ever...”

The girl's elbow nudged him
to silence. He followed the nod
of her head and, looking down,
saw that the first visitor was now
perched actually upon her instep.
He seemed very much at his ease
there. But he was no longer look-
ing up at them with those bright
little eyes. And his head was no
longer cocked to one side: it was
level, so that he appeared to be
in contemplation of a silk-clad
shin.

Something—perhaps it was a
little whispering, pattering rustle
among the rotting leaves of the
wood’s carpet—took the boy’s fas-
cinated eyes from this strange
sight. He lifted them to see a
stranger, a sight perhaps more
fascinating, but with by no means
the same fascination.

The birds were nearer. Much,
much nearer. And their line was
solid now; an unbroken semicir-
cle with bounding-line so wide-
flung that he felt rather than saw
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its extent. One little corner of his
brain for an instant busied itself
with  wild essays at numerical
computation, but reeled back de-
feated by the impossibility of the
task. Even as he stared, his face
pale now, and his eyes wide with
something like terror, that semi-
circle drew yet nearer, each unit
of it taking four hops and four
hops only. Now, its line un-
marred, it was close upon the edge
of the moss.

But was it only a semicircle? A
dread doubt of this flashed into
his mind.

One horrified glance across his
shoulder told him that semicircle
it was not. Full circle it was.

Birds, birds, birds! Was it pos-
sible that the world itself should
hold such numbers of birds?

Eyes! Small, shining, myriad
button-points of glittering eyes.
All fixed ution him ... and—God!
—upon her ....

In one wild glance he saw that
as yet she had not seen. Still she
was in rapt, silent ecstasy over her
one bird. And this now sat upon
the outspread palm of her hand.
Close to her face she was holding
this hand ....

Through the pall of silence he
could feel those countless eyes
upon him. Little eyes; bright, glit-
tering eyes_

His breath came in shuddering
gasps. He tried to get himself in
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hand; tried, until the sweat ran
off him with the intensity of his
effort, to master his fear. To some
extent he succeeded. Lie would no
longer sit idle while the circle ...
while the circle ...

The silence was again ruffled
upon its surface by a rustling pat-
ter .... It was one hop this time.
It brought the semicircle fronting
him so near that there were birds
within an inch of his feet.

He leapt up. He waved his arms
and kicked out and uttered one

shout which somehow cracked
and was half-strangled in his
throat.

Nothing happened. At the edge
of the moss a small bird, crushed
by his kick, lay in a soft, small
heap.

Not one of the birds moved.
Still their eyes were upon him.

The girl sat like a statue in liv-
ing stone. She had seen, and terror
held her. Her palm, the one bird
still motionless upon it. still was
outspread near her face.

From high above them there
dropped slowly into the black
depths of the silence one note of
a sweetness ineffable. It lingered
upon the breathless air, dying
slowly until it fused with the si-
lence.

And then the girl screamed.
Suddenly and dreadfully. The
small green poll had darted for-
ward. The yellow beak had struck
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and sunk. A scarlet runnel coursed
down the tender cheek.

Above the lingering echo of
that scream there came another of
those single notes from on high.

The silence died then. There

was a whirring which filled the
air. That circle was no more.
There were two feathered
mounds which screamed and ran
and leapt, and at last lay and were
silent. [



Doctors think they know everything. If you listen
to doctors, you get into trouble. Only a while ago,
I was suffering front an .,uh .. spider bite, and
I still haven’t found the doctor who can help me.
Bahl Don't ever talk to me about doctors againl

THE DOLL

by PAT GIBBONS

Il t all started over scrambled
eggs. At least the incident which
precipitated things did, for as Dr.
Garber himself would insist, the
true causes undoubtedly went a
lot deeper.

The Garbers were having break-
fast together when four-month-

old Benjamin, who was sitting on
his nurse’s lap and sucking his
orange juice, swung his bottle
around and squirted some of the
liquid on his two-and-a-half-year-
old brother. Martin, outraged at
the assault, grabbed a handful of
scrambled eggs from his high-
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chair tray and flung it in the in-
fant’s face.

“Did you see that?” Dr. Garber
asked in a calm voice that carried
above the screeches of his sons.

“Yes, dear,” his wife answered.
She motioned the nurse to take
the infant from the room and
turned Martin, who was through
eating, over to the maid.

“l don’'t mean just seeing what
happened,” Dr. Garber said pa-
tiently. “I mean knowing what it
signifies: We're dealing with a
case of sibling rivalry!”

“Now, Allen. Benjamin just got
exuberant and Martin thought he
did it on purpose. That's all.”

“My darling Amy,” the doctor
said, “l know you are an intelli-
gent woman who graduated from
Vassar, but in this sort of affair
I'm afraid you must defer to me.
I realize what Benjamin did and
what Martin thought. But | am
interested in why they behaved as
they did. As a psychiatrist 1 am
paid $25 an hour in order to tell
people whv they behave the wav
they do. When | attempt to use
my skills to help my family, you
should be grateful.”

Amy shrugged her shoulders.
“Of course, dear.”

The doctor smiled. One of the
things he liked about the sleek,
violet-eyed girl he had married
four years ago was that she never
opposed him in important matters.
She concentrated on managing
their social life and left weightier

problems to him.

“You see, darling,” he said in a
kindly tone, “rivalry between
brothers—sibling rivalry—can be-
come serious. Both Benjamin and
Martin are competing for our love.
Since Benjamin is still an infant,
he gets more attention, a fact
which  makes Martin  hostile.
When Martin threw those eggs
in his brother’s face he was actu-
ally trying to destroy his smaller
rival.”

“What's the answer?”

“l don't know,” the doctor re-
plied, shaking his head. “Not yet.”

The answer came to Dr. Garber
later that day, in the drugstore
where he habitually ate lunch dur-
ing the free hour between his
twelve and two o'clock appoint-
ments.

After paying for his sandwich,
he wandered to the rear of the
store where toys and games were
sometimes offered for sale at bar-
gain prices. His eyes lit upon a
bin filled with small plastic dolls:
They were pink-skinned and al-
most naked, clad only in white
cloth diapers.

“How much are they?” the doc-
tor asked idly.

“Thirty-five cents,” the clerk

answered. “They  manufacture
them real cheap in Haiti these
days.”

“Haiti. The home of the Voo-
doo.”
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The clerk answered Dr. Ger-
ber’s smile. “l guess even Voodoo
doctors are going in for mass pro-
duction techniques today. They
have to compete in today's mar-
ket.”

All the way back to the office,
however, Dr. Garber could not get
the little doll out of his mind.
The idea of Voodoo had meaning
for him if he could only grasp it.

And then the answer came to
him out of his sub-conscious. As a
way of life, as black magic, voo-
doo meant nothing. But as a psy-
chological phenomenon, it was an
almost perfect method of satisfy-
ing hostile impulses that might
otherwise be frustrated.

A man has an enemy he cannot
get at. He builds a little doll to
resemble the person and does to
the doll what he would like to do
to his enemy. Whether or not his
action has a harmful psychological
effect on the enemy, of course, has
no connection with the Voodoo
addict’s satisfaction.

The doctor stood stock still in
the lobby of his building, causing
passersby to stare at him. The
same solution that worked for a
primitive native in Haiti could
also solve the problem of an equal-
IyId primitive two-and-a-half year
old.

That evening he showed the
little doll to his wife as soon as
he reached home. “We'll give it to

Martin as a substitute for Ben-
jamin,” he explained. “Actually,
it is the kind of technique that is
often used on disturbed children.
But we're using it as preventive
treatment.”

“A substitute ... P’

“Yes, a kind of fetish,” he said,
impatiently. “The prehistoric clans
who wished to murder their tribal
father used a totem animal in-
stead. Well, we're giving Martin
a little doll in place of his broth-
er.”

“But do you really think Mar-
tin’s problem is as serious as all
this?”

The doctor sighed. “Tell Elsa
to bring Martin in to see the
baby.”

The nurse did as she was told.
Martin—bright-eyed and hand-
some with his halo of golden hair
—ignored his parents to approach
the play-pen where his brother lay
peering through the bars.

“Nice Benjamin,” the little boy
said in his high, unsure voice.
“Sweet Benjamin.” He reached
through the wooden bars and
stroked the baby’s hair once, twice,
three times. Then, on the fourth
stroke, he slapped his hand hard
on Benjamin’s forehead.

Benjamin gave a sharp cry of
pain and outrage. Amy, galva-
nized into action, streaked across
the room to thrust Martin out of
the way.

Dr. Garber smiled and cleared
his throat. “You see, my dear?”
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It was time now for the next step.
“Martin,” he said.
“What?” the

frowning.

child  replied,

The doctor took no notice of
his son’s sullen tone. In addition
to just having been frustrated, the
boy was beginning to develop his
Oedipus complex. The doctor was
satisfied that the hostility Martin
directed against him was no more
than right and proper. “l have
something for you Martin,” he
said pleasantly.

“For me? Present?”

“Yes. A present.” He took the
shiny, pink object from his pocket
and showed it to the little boy.

“Doll"” Martin said, happily.

“This is a very special kind of
doll. This is a baby brother doll.
A Benjamin doll.”

“Benjamin doll?”

“Yes. A baby Benjamin doll.”
Dr. Garber used repetition to get
the idea across to the child. “You
can play Benjamin with the doll
and whatever you want to do with
Benjamin you can do with the
doll. You understand?”

“Understand. Benjamin doll.”

With his mother and father
watching, Martin began to pet
the doll gingerly. “Nice Benja-
min,” he said. “Sweet baby.”
Then, and with the same expres-
sion he had used with the real
baby, he slapped the doll as hard

as he could.

Martin  looked up guiltily,
flinching from the expected pun-
ishment.

Dr. Garber chuckled. Things
were working just the way he pre-
dicted. He was already planning
the article about his experiment
for the Psychoanalytic Journal.

“That’s a good boy,” he told his
son. “You play Benjamin.”

“Really Benjamin?” the child
asked him curiously.

“Yes.. It's really Benjamin. You
play Benjamin.”

Confidently, now, the boy be-
gan to manhandle the little toy.

Amy put her arm about her
husband’s waist and smiled admir-
ingly at him as they left the room.
“You were right,” she said. “It
does seem spooky, though. Almost
like black magic.”

Dr. Garber could afford to be
indulgent. “It is magic in a way.
All psychotherapy is a sort of
magic. | like to think of it as a
white magic.”

Suddenly, they stiffened. A
choked-off scream came from the
bedroom, drawing them there on
the run.

It was the baby. His little face
was blue and his tiny lungs were
laboring in a futile effort to
breathe.

“My God! My God!” Amy cried
running to him.

Dr. Garber moved her aside and
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took over. He worked with furi-
ous skill at artificial respiration.
In those last few moments of
their baby’s life, both Dr. Garber
and his wife were too busy to

notice Martin, sitting on the floor
in the corner of the room. Martin
was holding the doll and his tiny
hands were twisting and twisting
the thin plastic neck. EE
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The moral of this tale is simple: Let sleeping Jac\s liel

YOURS TRU
JACK THE RI

LY,
PPER

by ROBERT BLOCH

| LOOKED AT THE STAGE ENGLISH-
man. He looked at me.

“Sir Guy Hollis?” | asked.

“Indeed. Have | the pleasure of
addressing John Carmody, the
psychiatrist?”

I nodded. My eyes swept over
the figure of my distinguished
visitor. Tall, lean, sandy-haired—
with the traditional tufted mus-
tache. And the tweeds. | suspect-
ed a monocle concealed in a vest
pocket, and wondered if he'd left
his umbrella in the outer office.

But more than that, | won-
dered what the devil had impelled
Sir Guy Hollis of the British Em-
bassy to seek out a total stranger
here in Chicago.

Sir Guy didn't help matters any
as he sat down. He cleared his
throat, glanced around nervously,
tapped his pipe against the side
of the desk. Then he opened his
mouth.

“Mr. Carmody,” he said, “have
you ever heard of—Jack the Rip-
per?”
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“The murderer?” | asked.

“Exactly. The greatest monster
of them all. Worse than Spring-
heel Jack or Crippen. Jack the
Ripper. Red Jack.”

“I've heard of him,” | said.

“Do you know his history?”

“Listen, Sir Guy,” | muttered.
“l don't think we’ll get any place
swapping old wives’ tales about
famous crimes of history.”

Another bull’s-eye. He took a
deep breath.

“This is no old wives’ tale. It's
a matter of life or death.”

He was so wrapped up in his
obsession he even talked that way.
Well— was willing to listen. We
psychiatrists get paid for listening.

“Go ahead,” | told him. “Let’s
have the story.”

Sir Guy lit a cigarette and be-
gan to talk.

“London, 1888,” he began. “Late
summer and early fall. That was
the time. Out of nowhere came
the shadowy figure of Jack the
Ripper—a stalking shadow with
a knife, prowling through Lon-
don’s East End. Haunting the
squalid dives of Whitechapel,
Spitalfields. Where he came from
no one knew. But he brought
death. Death in a knife.

“Six times that knife descended
to slash the throats and bodies of
London’s women. Drabs and alley
sluts. August 7th was the date of
the first butchery. They found her
body lying there with 39 stab
wounds. A ghastly murder. On

August 31st, another victim. The
press became interested. The slum
inhabitants were more deeply in-
terested still.

“Who was this unknown Killer
who prowled in their midst and
struck at will in the deserted alley-
ways of night-town? And what
was more important—when would
he strike again?

“September 8th was the date.
Scotland Yard assigned special
deputies. Rumors ran rampant.
The atrocious nature of the slay-
ings was the subject for shocking
speculation.

“The Killer used a knife—ex-
pertly. He cut throats and re-
moved—certain  portions—of the
bodies after death. He chose vic-
tims and settings with a fiendish
deliberation. No one saw him or
heard him. But watchmen making
their gray rounds in the dawn
would stumble across the hacked
and horrid thing that was the Rip-
per’s handiwork.

“Who was he? What was he?
A mad surgeon? A butcher? An
insane scientist? A pathological
degenerate escaped from an asy-
lum? A deranged nobleman? A
member of the London police?

“Then the poem appeared in
the newspapers. The anonymous
poem, designed to put a stop to
speculations—but  which only
aroused public interest to a fur-
ther frenzy. A mocking stanza:

I'm not a butcher, I'm not a

Yid
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Nor yet a foreign skipper,

But I'm your own true loving
friend,

Yours truly—Jack the Ripper.

“And on September 30th, two
more throats were slashed open.”

I interrupted Sir Guy for a mo-
ment.

“Very interesting,” | comment-
ed. I'm afraid a faint hint of sar-
casm crept into my voice.

He winced, but didn’t falter in
his narrative.

“There was silence, then, in
London for a time. Silence, and
a nameless fear. When would Red
Jack strike again? They waited
through October. Every figment
of fog concealed his phantom
presence. Concealed it well—for
nothing was learned of the Rip-
per’s identity, or his purpose. The
drabs of London shivered in the
raw wind of early November.
Shivered, and were thankful for
the coming of each morning’s sun.

“November 9th. They found
her in her room. She lay there
very quietly, limbs neatly ar-
ranged. And beside her, with
equal neatness, were laid her head
and heart. The Ripper had out-
done himself in execution.

“Then, panic. But needless pan-
ic. For though press, police, and
populace alike waited in sick
dread, Jack the Ripper did not
strike again.

“Months passed. A vyear. The

immediate interest died, but not
the memory. They said Jack had
skipped to America. That he had
committed suicide. They said—
and they wrote. They've written
ever since. Theories, hypotheses,
arguments, treatises. But to this
day no one knows who Jack the
Ripper was. Or why he killed. Or
why he stopped killing.”

Sir Guy was silent. Obviously
he expected some comment from
me.

“You tell the story well,” I re-
marked. “Though with a slight
emotional bias.”

“I've got all the documents,”
said Sir Guy Hollis. “I've made a
collection of existing data and
studied it.”

I stood up. “Well,” | yawned,-
in mock fatigue, “I've enjoyed
your little bedtime story a great
deal, Sir Guy. It was kind of you
to abandon your duties at the
British Embassy to drop in on a
poor psychiatrist and regale him
with your anecdotes.”

Goading him always did the
trick.

“l suppose you want to know
why I'm interested?” he snapped.

“Yes. That's exactly what I'd
like to know. Why are you in-
terested?”

“Because,” said Sir Guy Hollis,
“I am on the trail of Jack the
Ripper now. I think he’s here—in
Chicago!”

I sat down again. This time |
did the blinking act.
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“Say that again,” | stuttered.

“Jack the Ripper is alive, in
Chicago, and I'm out to find
him.”

“Wait a minute,” | said. “Wait
—a—minute!”

He wasn’t smiling. It wasn't a
joke.

“See here,” | said. “What was
the date of these murders?”

“August to November, 1888

“1888? But if Jack the Ripper
was an able-bodied man in 1888,
he’'d surely be dead today! Why
look, man—f he were merely
born in that year, he'd be 72 years
old today!”

“Would he?” smiled Sir Guy
Hollis. “Or should | say, ‘Would
she?” Because Jack the Ripper
may have been a woman. Or any
number of things.”

“Sir Guy,” | said. “You came
to the right person when you
looked me up. You definitely need
the services of a psychiatrist.”

“Perhaps. Tell me, Mr. Car-
mody, do you think I'm crazy?”

I looked at him and shrugged.
But | had to give him a truthful
answer.

“Frankly—no.”

“Then you might listen to the
reasons | believe Jack the Ripper
is alive today.”

“I might.”

“I've studied these cases for
thirty years. Been over the actual
ground. Talked to officials.
Talked to friends and acquaint-
ances of the poor drabs who were

Killed. Visited with men and
women in the neighborhood. Col-
lected an entire library of material
touching on Jack the Ripper.
Studied all the wild theories or
crazy notions.

“l learned a little. Not much,
but a little. 1 won't bore you with
my conclusions. But there was an-
other branch of inquiry that yield-
ed more fruitful return. 1 have
studied unsolved crimes. Murders.

“l could show vyou clippings
from the papers of half the
world’s great cities. San Francis-
co. Shanghai. Calcutta. Omsk.
Paris. Berlin. Pretoria.  Cairo.
Milan. Adelaide.

“The trail is there, the pattern.
Unsolved crimes. Slashed throats
of women. With the peculiar dis-
figurations and removals. Yes,
I've followed a trail of blood.
From New York westward across
the continent. Then to the Pacific.
From there to Africa. During the
World War of 1914-18 it was
Europe. After that, South Amer-
ica. And since 1930, the United
States again. Eighty-seven such
murders—and to the trained
criminologist, all bear the stigma
of the Ripper’s handiwork.

“Recently there were the so-
called Cleveland torso slayings.
Remember? A shocking series.
And finally, two recent deaths in
Chicago. Within the past six
months. One out on South Dear-
born. The other somewhere up on
Halsted. Same type of crime, same
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technique. | tell you, there are un-
mistakable indications in all these
affairs—indications of the work of
Jack the Ripper!”

I smiled.

“A very tight theory,” | said.
“I'll not question your evidence at
all, or the deductions you draw.
You're the criminologist, and I'll
take your word for it. Just one
thing remains to be explained. A
minor point, perhaps, but worth
mentioning.”

“And what is that?” asked Sir
Guy.

“Just how could a man of, let us
say, 102 years commit these
crimes? For if Jack the Ripper
was around 30 in 1888 and lived,
he'd be 102 todav.”

Sir Guv Hollis was silent. |
had him there. But—

“Suppose he didn’t pet any old-
er?” whispered Sir Guy.

“What'’s that?”

“Suppose Jack the Ripper didn’t
grow old? Suppose he is still a
young man today?”

“All right,” I said. “I'll suppose
for a moment. Then I'll stop sup-
posing and call for my nurse to
restrain you.”

“I'm serious,” said Sir Guy.

“They all are,” | told him.
“That’s the pity of it all, isn't it?
They know they hear voices and
see demons. But we lock them up
just the same.”

It was cruel, but it got results.
He rose and faced me.

“It's a crazy theory, | grant

you,” he said. “All the theories
about the Ripper are crazy. The
idea that he was a doctor. Or a
maniac. Or a woman. The reasons
advanced for such beliefs are flim-
sy enough. There’s nothing to go
by. So whv should my notion be
any worse?”

“Because people grow older,” |
reasoned with him. “Doctors,
maniacs, and women alike.”

“What about—sorcerers?”

“Sorcerers?”

“Necromancers. Wizards.
ticers of Black Magic?”

“What’s the point?”

“l studied,” said Sir Guy. “I
studied everything. After awhile |
began to study the dates of the
murders. The pattern those dates
formed. The rhythm. The solar,
stellar rhythm. The sidereal as-
pect. The astrological signifi-
cance.”

He was crazy. But | still lis-
tened.

‘Suppose Jack the Ripper didn't
murder for murder’s sake alone?
Suppose he wanted to make—a
sacrifice?”

“What kind of a sacrifice?”

Sir Guy shrugged. “It is said
that if you offer blood to the dark
gods that they grant boons. Yes,
if a blood offering is made at the
proper time—when the moon and
the stars are right—and with the
proper  ceremonies—they  grant
boons. Boons of youth. Eternal
youth.”

“But that’s nonsense!”

Prac-



120 SHOCK MAGAZINE

“No, That's—Jack the Ripper.”

| stood up. “A most interesting
theory,” | told him. “But Sir Guy
—there’s just one thing I'm in-
terested in. Why do you come
here and tell it to me? I'm not an
authority on witchcraft. I'm not a
police official or criminologist. I'm
a practicing psychiatrist. What's
the connection?”

Sir Guy smiled.

“You are interested, then?”

“Well, yes. There must be some
point.”

“There is. But | wished to be
assured of your interest first. Now
I can tell you my plan.”

“And just what is that plan?”

Sir Guy gave me a long look.
Then he spoke.

“John Carmody,” he said, “you
and | are going to capture Jack
the Ripper.”

That'’s the way it happened. I've
given the gist of that first inter-
view in all its intricate and some-
what boring detail, because | think
it's important. It helps to throw
some light on Sir Guy’s character
and attitude. And in view of what
happened after that—

But I'm coming to those mat-
ters.

Sir Guy’s thought was simple. It
wasn't even a thought. Just a
hunch.

“You know the people here,”
he told me. “I've inquired. That’s
why | came to you as the ideal

man for my purpose. You number
amongst your acquaintances many
writers, painters, poets. The so-
called intelligentsia. The Bohe-
mians. The lunatic fringe from
the near north side.

“For  certain  reasons—never
mind what they are—my clues
lead me to infer that Jack the
Ripper is a member of that ele-
ment. He chooses to pose as an
eccentric. I've a feeling that with
you to take me around and intro-
duce me to your set, I might hit
upon the right person.”

“It's all right with me,” | said.
“But just how are you going to
look for him? As you say, he
might be anybody, anywhere. And
you have no idea what he looks
like. He might be young or old.
Jack the Ripper—a Jack of all
trades? Rich man, poor man, beg-
gar man, thief, doctor lawyer—
how will you know?”

“We shall see.” Sir Guy sighed
heavily. “But I must find him. At
once.”

“Why the hurry?”

Sir Guy sighed again. “Because
in two days he will kill again.”

“Are you sure?”

“Sure as the stars. I've plotted
this chart, you see. All of the
murders correspond to certain as-
trological rhythm patterns. If, as
I suspect, he makes a blood sacri-
fice to renew his youth, he must
murder within two days. Notice
the pattern of his first crimes in
London. August 7th. Then Au-
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gust 31. September 8th. Septem-
ber 30th. November 9th. Intervals
of 24 days, 9 days, 22 days—he
Killed two this time—and then
40 days. Of course there were
crimes in between. There had to
be. But they weren't discovered
and pinned on him.

“At any rate, I've worked out a
pattern for him, based on all my
data. And | say that within the
next two days he kills. So | must
seek him out, somehow, before
then.”

“And I'm still asking you what
you want me to do.”

“Take me out,” said Sir Guy.
“Introduce me to your friends.
Take me to parties.”

“But where do | begin? As far
as | know, my artistic friends,
despite their eccentricities, are all
normal people.”

“So is the Ripper. Perfectly
normal. Except on certain nights.”
Again that faraway look in Sir
guy’s eyes. “Then he becomes an
ageless pathological monster,
crouching to Kill, on evenings
when the stars blaze down in the
blazing patterns of death.”

“All right,” 1 said. “All right.
I'll take you to parties, Sir Guy.
I want to go myself, anyway. I
need the drinks they’ll serve there,
after listening to your kind of
talk.”

We made our plans. And that
evening | took him over to Lester
Baston’s studio.

As we ascended to the pent-

house roof in the elevator | took
the opportunity to warn Sir Guy.

“Baston’s a real screwball,” |
cautioned him. “So are his guests.
Be prepared for anything and
everything.”

“l am.” Sir Guy Hollis was per-
fectly serious. He put his hand in
his trousers pocket and pulled
out a gun.

“What the—" | began.

“If 1 see him I'll be ready,” Sir
Guy said. He didn’t smile, either.

“But you cant go running
around at a party with a loaded
revolver in your pocket, man!”

“Don't worry, | won't behave
foolishly.”

I wondered. Sir Guy Hollis was
not, to my way of thinking, a
normal man.

We stepped out of the elevator,
went toward Baston’s apartment
door.

“Bv the way,” | murmured,
“just how do you wish to be in-
troduced? Shall I tell them who
you are and what you are looking
for?”

“l don't care. Perhaps it would
be best to be frank.”

“But don't you think that the
Ripper—if by some miracle he or
she is present—will immediately
get the wind up and take cover?”

“l think the shock of the an-
nouncement that I am hunting the
Ripper would provoke some kind
of betraying gesture on his part,”
said Sir Guy.

“You'd make a pretty good psy-
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chiatrist yourself,” 1 conceded.
“It's a fine theory. But | warn
you, you're going to be in for a
lot of ribbing. This is a wild
bunch.”

Sir Guy smiled.

“I'm ready,” be announced “I
have a little plan of my own.
Don't be shocked at anything |
do,” he warned me.

I nodded and knocked on the
door.

Baston opened it and poured
out into the hall. His eyes were as
red as the maraschino cherries in
his Manhattan. He teetered back
and forth regarding us very
gravely. He squinted at my
square-cut homburg hat and Sir
Guy’s mustache.

“Aha,” he intoned. “The Wal-
rus and the Carpenter.”

I introduced Sir Guy.

“Welcome,” said Baston, gestur-
ing us inside with over-elaborate
courtesy. He stumbled after us
into the garish parlor.

I stared at the crowd that
moved restlessly through the fog
of cigarette smoke.

It was the shank of the eve-
ning for this mob. Every hand
held a drink. Every face held a
slightly hectic flush. Over in one
corner the piano was going full
blast, but the imperious strains
of the March from The Love for
Three Oranges couldn’'t drown
out the profanity from the crap-

game in the other corner.

Prokofieff had no chance
against African polo, and one set
of ivories rattled louder than the
other.

Sir Guy got a monocle-full
right away. He saw LaVerne
Gonnister, the poetess, hit Hymie
Kralik in the eye. He saw Hymie
sit down on the floor and cry un-
til Dick Pool accidentally stepped
on his stomach as he walked
through to the dining room for
a drink.

He heard Nadia Vilinoff the
commercial artist tell Johnny Od-
cutt that she thought his tattoo-
ing was in dreadful taste, and he
saw Barclay Melton crawl under
the dining room table with John-
ny Odcutt’s wife.

His zoological observa-
tions might have continued indef-
initely if Lester Baston hadn’t
stepped to the center of the room
and called for silence by drop-
ping a vase on the floor.

“We have distinguished visitors
in our midst,” bawled Lester,
waving his empty glass in our di-
rection. “None other than the
Walrus and the Carpenter. The
Walrus is Sir Guy Hollis, a
something-or-other from  the
British Embassy. The Carpenter,
as you all know, is our own John
Carmody, the prominent dispen-
ser of libido liniment.

He turned and grabbed Sir Guy
by the arm, dragging him to the
middle of the carpet. For a mo-
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ment | thought Hollis might ob-
ject, but a quick wink reassured
me. He was prepared for this.

“It is our custom, Sir Guy,”
said Baston, loudly, “to subject
our new friends to a little cross-
examination. Just a little formality
at these very formal gatherings,
you understand. Are you prepared
to answer questions?”

Sir Guy nodded and grinned.

“Very well,” Baston muttered.
“Friends— give you this bundle
from Britain. Your witness.”

Then the ribbing started. |
meant to listen, but at that mo-
ment Lydia Dare saw me and
dragged me off into the vestibule
for one of those Darling-1-waited-
for-your-call-all-day routines.

By the time | got rid of her and
went back, the impromptu quiz
session was in full swing. From
the attitude of the crowd, | gath-
ered that Sir Guy was doing all
right for himself.

Then Baston himself interjected
a question that upset the apple-
cart.

“And what, may | ask, brings
you to our midst tonight? What
is your mission, ch Walrus?”

“I'm looking for Jack the Rip-
per.”

Nobody laughed.

Perhaps it struck them all the
way it did me. | glanced at my
neighbors and began to wonder.

LaVerne  Gonnister.  Hymie
Kralik. Harmless. Dick Pool.
Nadia Vilinoff. Johnny Odcutt

and his wife. Barclay Melton.
Lydia Dare. All harmless.

But what a forced smile on
Dick Pool's face! And that sly,
self-conscious smirk that Barclay
Melton wore!

Oh, it was absurd, | grant you.
But for the first time | saw these
people in a new light. 1 wondered
about their lives—their secret lives
beyond the scenes of parties.

How many of them were play-
ing a part, concealing something?

Who here would worship Hec-
ate and grant that horrid goddess
the dark boon of blood?

Even Lester Baston might be
masquerading.

The mood was upon us all, for
a moment. | saw questions flicker
in the circle of eyes around the
room.

Sir Guy stood there, and | could
swear he was fully conscious of
the situation he'd created, and en-
joyed it.

I wondered idly just what was
really wrong with him. Why he
had this odd fixation concerning
Jack the Ripper. Maybe he was
hiding secrets, too ....

Baston, as usual, broke
mood. He burlesqued it.

“The Walrus isn't kidding,
friends,” he said. He slapped Sir
Guy on the back and put his arm
around him as he orated. “Our
English cousin is really on the
trail of the fabulous Jack the Rip-
per. You all remember Jack the
Ripper, | presume? Quite a cutup

the
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in the old days, as I recall. Really
had some ripping good times
when he went out on a tear.

“The Walrus has some idea that
the Ripper is still alive, probably
prowling around Chicago with a
Boy Scout knife. In fact”—Baston
paused impressively and shot it
out in a rasping stage-whisper—
“in fact, he has reason to believe
that Jack the Ripper might even
be right here in our midst to-
night.”

There was the expected reaction
of giggles and grins. Baston eyed
Lydia Dare reprovingly. “You
girls needn’'t laugh,” he smirked.
“Jack the Ripper might be a wom-
an, too, you know. Sort of a lill
the Ripper.”

“You mean you actually suspect
one of us?” shrieked LaVerne
Gonnister, simpering up to Sir
Guy. “But that Jack the Ripper
person disappeared ages ago,
didn’t he? In 1888?”

“Aha!” interrupted Baston.
“How do you know so much
about it, young lady? Sounds sus-
picious! Watch her, Sir Guy—she
may not be as young as she ap-
pears. These lady poets have dark
pasts.”

The tension was gone, the mood
was shattered, and the whole
thing was beginning to degenerate
into a trivial party joke. The man
who had played the March was
eyeing the piano with a Scherzo
gleam in his eye that augured ill
for Prokofieff. Lydia Dare was
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glancing at the kitchen, waiting
to make a break for another drink.

Then Baston caught it.

“Guess what?” he yelled. “The
Walrus has a gun.”

His embracing arm had slipped
and encountered the hard outline
of the gun in Sir Guy's pocket.
He snatched it out before Hollis
had the opportunity to protest.

| stared hard at Sir Guy, won-
dering if this thing had carried far
enough. But he flicked a wink my
way and | remembered he had
told me not to be alarmed.

So | waited as Baston broached
a drunken inspiration.

“Let’s play fair with our friend
the Walrus,” he cried. “He came
all the way from England to our
party on this mission. If none of
you is willing to confess, | suggest
we stive him a chance to find out
—the hard way.”

“What's up?”
Odcutt.

“PIl turn out the lights for one
minute. Sir Guy can stand here
with his gun. If anyone in this
room is the Ripper he can either
run for it or take the opportunity
to—well, eradicate his pursuer.
Fair enough?”

It was even sillier than it sounds,
but it caught the popular fancy.
Sir Guy’s protests went unheard
in the ensuing babble. And before
I could stride over and put in my
two cents’ worth, Lester Baston
had reached the light switch.

“Don’t anybody move,” he an-

asked Johnny
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nounced, with fake solemnity.
“For one minute we will remain
in darkness—perhaps at the mercy
of a killer. At the end of that
time, I'll turn up the lights again
and look for bodies. Choose your
partners, ladies and gentlemen.”

The lights went out.

Somebody giggled.

I heard footsteps in the dark-,,
ness. Mutterings.

A hand brushed my face.

The watch on my wrist ticked
violently. But even louder, rising
above it, | heard another thump-
ing. The beating of my heart.

Absurd. Standing in the dark
with a group of tipsy fools. And
yet there was real terror lurking
here, rustling through the velvet
blackness.

Jack the Ripper prowled in
darkness like this. And Jack the
Ripper had a knife. Jack the Rip-
per had a madman’s brain and a
madman’s purpose.

But Jack the Ripper was dead,
dead and dust these many years—
by every human law.

Only there are no human laws
when you feel yourself in the
darkness, when the darkness hides
and protects and the outer mask
slips off your face and you feel
something welling up within you,
a brooding shapeless purpose that
is brother to the darkness.

Sir Guy Hollis shrieked.

There was a gristly thud.

Baston had the lights on.

Everybody screamed.
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Sir Guy Hollis lay sprawled on
the floor in the center of the room.
The gun was still clutched in his
hand.

I glanced at the faces, marveling
at the variety of expressions hu-
man beings can assume when
confronting horror.

All the faces were present in the
circle. Nobody had fled. And yet
Sir Guy Hollis lay there ....

LaVerne Gonnister was wailing
and hiding her face.

“All right.”

Sir Guy rolled over and jumped
to his feet. He was smiling.

“Just an experiment, ehp If Jack
the Ripper were among those
present, and thought | had been
murdered, he would have be-
trayed himself in some way when
the lights went on and he saw me
lying there.

“l am convinced of your in-
dividual and collective innocence.
Just a gentle spoof, my friends.”

Hollis stared at the goggling
Baston and the rest of them
crowding in behind him.

“Shall we leave, John?” he
called to me. “It’s getting late, |
think.”

Turning, he headed for the
closet. | followed him. Nobody
said a word.

It was a pretty dull party after
that.

I met Sir Guy the following
evening as we agreed, on the cor-
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ner of 29th and South Halsted.

After what had happened the
night before, 1 was prepared for
almost anything. But Sir Guy
seemed matter-of-fact enough as
he stood huddled against a grimy
doorway and waited for me to ap-
pear.

“Boo!” 1 said, jumping out sud-
denly. He smiled. Only the betray-
ing gesture of his left hand in-

dicated that he'd instinctively
reached for his gun when |
startled him.

“All ready for our wild goose
chase?” | asked.

“Yes.” He nodded. “I'm glad
that you agreed to meet me with-
out asking questions,” he told me.
“It shows you trust my judg-
ment.” He took my arm and
edged me along the street slowly.

“It's foggy tonight, John,” said
Sir Guy Hollis. “Like London.”

I nodded.

“Cold, too, for November.”

I nodded again and half-shiv-
ered my agreement.

“Curious,” mused Sir Guy.
“London fog and November. The
place and the time the Ripper
murders.”

I grinned through darkness.
“Let me remind you, Sir Guy,
that this isn’t London, but Chica-
go. And it isn't November, 1883.
It's over seventy years later.”

Sir Guy returned my grin, but
without mirth. “I'm not so sure,
at that,” he murmured. “Look
about you. These tangled alleys

and twisted streets. They're like
the East End. Mitre Square. And
surely they are as ancient as seven-
ty years, at least.”

“You're in the colored neighbor-
hood off South Clark Street,” |
said, shortly. “And why you
dragged me down here 1 still
don’t know.”

“It's a hunch,” Sir Guy admit-
ted. “Just a hunch on my part,
John. | want to wander around
down here. There’s the same geo-
graphical conformation in these
streets as in those courts where the
Ripper roamed and slew. That's
where we’ll find him, John. Not
in the bright lights of the Bohe-
mian neighborhood, but down
here in the darkness. The dark-
ness where he waits and crouches.”

“Is that why you brought a
gun?” | asked. | was unable to
keep a trace of sarcastic nervous-
ness from my voice. All of this
talk, this incessant obsession with
Jack the Ripper, got on my nerves
more than | cared to admit.

“We may need a gun,” said Sir
Guy, gravely. “After all, tonight
is the appointed night.”

I sighed. We wandered on
through the foggy, deserted streets.
Here and there a dim light
burned above a gin-mill door-way.
Otherwise, all was darkness and
shadow. Deep, gaping alley-ways
loomed as we proceeded down a
slanting side-street.

We crawled through that fog,
alone and silent, like two tiny
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maggots
shroud.

When that thought hit me, |
winced. The atmosphere was be-
ginning to get me, too. If | didn't
watch my step 1I'd go as loony as
Sir Guy.

“Can’t you see there's not a
soul around these streets?” | said,
tugging at his coat impatiently.

“He’s bound to come,” said Sir
Guy. “He’'ll be drawn here. This
is what I've been looking for. A
genius loci. An evil spot that at-
tracts evil. Always, when he slays,
it's in the slums.

“You see, that must be one of
his weaknesses. He has a fascina-
tion for squalor. Besides, the wom-
en he needs for sacrifice are more
easily found in the dives and stew-
pots of a great city.”

I smiled. “Well, Jet’s go into one
of the dives or stewpots,” | sug-
gested. “I'm cold. Need a drink.
This damned fog gets into your
bones. You Britishers can stand i,
but I like warmth and dry heat.”

We emerged from our side-
street and stood upon the thresh-
old of an alley.

Through the white clouds of
mist ahead, | discerned a dim
blue light, a naked bulb dangling
from a beer sign above an alley
tavern.

“Let’s take a chance,” | said.
“I'm beginning to shiver.”

“Lead the way,” said Sir Guy.
I led him down the alley passage.
We halted before the door of the

floundering within a

dive.

“What are you waiting for?” he
asked.

“Just looking in,” | told him.
“This is a tough neighborhood,
Sir Guy. Never know what you're
liable to run into. And I'd prefer
we didn’t get into the wrong com-
pany. Some of those Negro places
resent white customers.”

“Good idea, John.”

I finished my inspection through
the doorway. “Looks deserted,” |
murmured. “Let’s try it.”

We entered a dingy bar. A
feeble light flickered above the
counter and railing, but failed to
penetrate the further gloom of the
back booths.

A gigantic Negro lolled across
the bar—a black giant with prog-
nathous jaw and ape-like torso.
He scarcely stirred as we came in,
but his eyes flicked open quite
suddenly and | knew he noted our
presence and was judging us.

“Evening,” | said.

He took his time before reply-
ing. Still sizing us up. Then, he
grinned.

“Evening, gents. What's your
pleasure?”

“Gin,” | said. “Two gins. It's a
cold night.”

“That’s right, gents.”

He poured, | paid, and took the
glasses over to one of the booths.
We wasted no time in emptying
them. The fiery liquor warmed.
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I went over to the bar and got
the bottle. Sir Guy and | poured
ourselves another drink. The big
Negro went back into his doze,
with one wary eye halfopen
against any sudden activity.

The clock over the bar ticked
on. The wind was rising outside,
tearing the shroud of fog to rag-
ged shreds. Sir Guy and | sat in
the warm booth and drank our
gin.

He began to talk, and the shad-
ows crept up about us to listen.

He rambled a great deal. He
went over everything he'd said in
the office when | met him, just
as though I hadn't heard it before.
The poor devils with obsessions
are like that.

I listened very patiently. |
poured Sir Guy another drink.
And another.

But the liqguor only made him
more talkative. How he- did run
on! About ritual killings and pro-
longing the life unnaturally—the
whole fantastic tale came out
again. And of course, he main-
tained his unyielding conviction
that the Ripper was abroad to-
night.

I suppose | was guilty of goad-
ing him.

“Very well,” | said, unable to
keep the impatience from my
voice. “Let us say that your theory
is correct—even though we must
overlook every natural law and
swallow a lot of superstition to
give it any credence.

“But let us say, for the sake of
argument, that you are right. Jack
the Ripper was a man who dis-
covered how to prolong his own
life through making human sacri-
fices. He did travel around the
world as you believe. He is in
Chicago now and he is planning
to Kill. In other words, let us sup-
pose that everything you claim is
gospel truth. So what?”

“What do you mean, ‘so
what’?” said Sir Guy.

“l mean—so what?” | answered.
“If all this is true, it still doesn't
prove that by sitting down in a
dingy gin-mill on the South Side,
Jack the Ripper is going to walk
in here and let you kill him, or
turn him over to the police. And
come to think of it, | don’t even
know now just what you intend
to do with him if you ever did
find him.”

Sir Guy gulped his gin. “I'd
capture the bloody swine,” he said.
“Capture him and turn him over
to the government, together with
all the papers and documentary
evidence I've collected against him
over a period of many years. I've
spent a fortune investigating this
affair, | tell you, a fortune! His
capture will mean the solution of
hundreds of unsolved crimes, of
that 1 am convinced.

“l tell you, a mad beast is loose
on this world! An ageless, eternal
beast, sacrificing to Hecate and
the dark gods!”

In vino veritas. Or was all this
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babbling the result of too much
gin? It didn't matter. Sir Guy
Hollis had another. | sat there
and wondered what to do with
him. The man was rapidly work-
ing up to a climax of hysterical
drunkenness.

“One other point,” | said, more
for the sake of conversation than
in any hopes of obtaining infor-
mation. “You still don’t explain
how it is that you hope to just
blunder into the Ripper.”

“He’ll be around,” said Sir Guy.
“I'm psychic. | know.”

Sir Guy wasn't psychic. He was
maudlin.

The whole business was begin-
ning to infuriate me. We'd been
sitting here an hour, and during
all this time I'd been forced to
play nursemaid and audience to a
babbling idiot. After all, he wasn't
a regular patient of mine.

“That’s enough,” | said, putting
out my hand as Sir Guy reached
for the half-emptied bottle again.
“You've had plenty. Now I've got
a suggestion to make. Let’s call a
cab and get out of here. It's get-
ting late and it doesn’'t look as
though your elusive friend is go-
ing to put in his appearance. To-
morrow, if | were you, I'd plan
to turn all those papers and docu-
ments over to the F.B.l. If you're
so convinced of the truth of your
wild theory, they are competent to
make a very thorough investiga-
tion, and find your man.”

“No.” Sir Guy was drunkenly

obstinate. “No cab.”

“But let’s get out of here any-
way,” | said, glancing at my
watch. “It’s past midnight.”

He sighed, shrugged, and rose
unsteadily. As he started for the
door, he tugged the gun free from
his pocket.

“Here, give me that!” I whis-
pered. “You can't walk around the
street brandishing that thing.”

I took the gun and slipped it
inside my coat. Then | got hold
of his right arm and steered him
out of the door. The Negro didn't
look up as we departed.

We stood shivering in the alley-
way. The fog had increased. |
couldn’t see either end of the alley
from where we stood. It was cold.
Damp. Dark. Fog or no fog, a
little wind was whispering secrets
to the shadows at our backs.

The fresh air hit Sir Guy just
as | expected it would. Fog and
gin-fumes don’t mingle very well.
He lurched as | guided him slow-
ly through the mist.

Sir Guy, despite his incapacity,
still stared apprehensively at the
alley, as though he expected to see
a figure approaching.

Disgust got the better of me.

“Childish foolishness,” | snort-
ed. “Jack the Ripper, indeed! I
call this carrying a hobby too far.”

“Hobby?” He faced me.
Through the fog | could see his
distorted face. “You call this a
hobby ?”

“Well, what is it?” | grumbled.
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“Just why else are you so interest-
ed in tracking down this mythical
Killer?”

My arm held his. But his stare
held me.

“In London,” he whispered. “In
1888 ... one of those nameless
drabs the Ripper slew ... was my
mother.”

“What?”

“Later | was recognized by my
father, and legitimatized. We
swore to give our lives to find the
Ripper. My father was the first to
search. He died in Hollywood in
1926—on the trail of the Ripper.
They said he was stabbed by an
unknown assailant in a brawl. But
I know who that assailant vtos.

“So I've taken up his work, do
you see, John? I've carried on.
And | will carry on until | do
find him and kill him with my
own hands.

“He took my mother’s life and
the lives of hundreds to keep his
own hellish being alive. Like a
vampire, he battens on blood.
Like a ghoul, he is nourished by
death. Like a fiend, he stalks the
world to kill. He is cunning, dev-
ilishly cunning. But I'll never rest
until 1 find him, never!”

I believed him then. He

wouldn’t give up. He wasn't just
a drunken babbler any more. He
was as fanatical, as determined, as
relentless as the Ripper himself.

Tomorrow he'd be sober. He'd
continue the search. Perhaps he’d
turn those papers over to the
F.B.l. Sooner or later, with such
persistence—and with his motive
—he'd be successful. I'd always
known he had a motive.

“Let’s go,” | said, steering him
down the alley.

“Wait a minute,” said Sir Guy.
“Give me back my gun.” He
lurched a little. “I'd feel better
with the gun on me.”

He pressed me into the dark
shadows of a little recess.

| tried to shrug him off, but
he was insistent.

“Let me carry the gun, now,
John,” he mumbled.

“All right,” | said.

I reached into my coat, brought
my hand out.

“But that's not a gun,” he pro-
tested. “That’s a knife.”

“l know.”

I bore down on him swiftly.

“John!” he screamed.

“Never mind the ‘John’," |
whispered, raising the knife. “Just
call me ... Jack.” EE
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