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I'm going
to be really
annoyed...

. if all of you keep writing letters to Lulubel, my assistant. Lulu-
bel is just a tarantula, and I'm almost human. Of course, I’'m not as
good-looking as Lulubel, with her silky black hair and long spidery
legs, but I've got feelings just the same. Why don’t you dumbbells
address your mail to me?

Besides, if Lulubel keeps getting all the attention, | may just
ship her to one of you. That would be a nice surpriss—and | can
practically guarantee it will be your last. So let’s try to be fair
about this. Divide up the letters. Let all the tarantulas write to
Luluhel and all the people write to me. Heh-heh! If Lulubel keeps
getting more letters than | do, that will prove something about the
kind of readers we've got.

Meanwhile, for all our readers, this issue is a gruesome package
of ghoulish delight. There are bone-chilling stories by such masters
of the macabre as Roald Dahl, Ray Bradbury, Charles Beaumont
and Robert Bloch. You’'d better be prepared for the worst when
you turn to these paralyzing tales of terror—because they are
especially designed to keep you awake nights.

Horrifically yours,

and
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LETTERS TO THE EDITOR

KUDOS

I think your book is great, but
1 would like to neke a sugges-
tion. Try tO print The Shadow
Over Innsmouth, by H. P. Love-
craft. This story is a rea shock
classic.
Thomes D. Tracey, Jr.
Columbia, Tenn.
PS. My pet dog sas he lowes
Lulubel. 1 think he really nmeans
it too, heh-heh! Jdust lately he hes
developed a taste for human fin-
gers and SPIDERS! Watch out,
Lulubel!
Hear that Lulubel? Better be
or well send you to the
—Ed.

carefid,
nice dog.

Welcome to you, shock Mega-
zine. We fantasy fas have been
lost long enough in a desart of
gadget-and-ginmick science-fiction
stories, shock IS our welcome
cesis. My joy knew no bounds
when | found you on the news-

stard.
Reggie Capes
Porterdale, Georgia

Just picked up your Vol. 1, No.
2 (sory to have missed previous)
and am sending a subscription
with reliable check for two bucks.

I fed your megazine will meet

my necs admirably, since the
only time I'm happy is when I'm
disturbed.
Eugenia L. McGee
Chicago, 1
PS. Fesse note that | wse o
proof envelgpess—that’'s the only
way to do things of this sort.
We noted. Very clever. —Ed.

WHO?

Let me compliment you on the
fine blood-curdling tdes in your
lest isse of shock. | &peclally
enjoyed Baby Picture, by Mort
Golding. Lately, I'e been bored
with the sane old dribble in other
megazines and it’'s a pleesue to
s oe like yours come out—with
SATe fresh new blood.

Count Dracula
San Francisco, Calif.

So that's where you've been hid-

ing these past years. —Ed.

FOR LULUBEL

Dear Lulubel, When | wss a
litde boy, 1 had a pet tarantula
just like you. But my govermess
took him anay. Before he left,
though, he kissed her goodoye—
heh-heh. She wes never the sare

Frances Kroll
Biloxi, Miss.

Dear Lulubel, Fm looking for



a present for my wife. Do you
have a brother or sister 1 could
serd her?

lan Igdescu

Ravernsbek, Maine

Dear Lulubel, We have a dear
frienrd who lives in our cdlar.
She’s black and shiny, and there
is a bright red mark on her back
She’s a widow, poor thing. We
think ge's related to you.

Jon Carter
Bvansville, Pa

Dear Lulubel, We\e leamed to
know and o love you, but who is
that weird-Hlooking creature that
aways accorpanies you? Doesn't
he have a name? Probably not—
ught!

Alice Breen
New York City
See what I mean? Lulubel gets

all the nice letters. —Ed.

HOW ABOUT

I reed your megazine and there
are a few suggestions 1 would like
to meke:

How about getting somre good
stories?

How about getting some new
stories”?

How &bout getting a coobD
cover?

How about getting rid of that
norstrous editor (is it a man)?

Bill Pringle
Little Rock, Arkansas

5

How about drinking a nice

warm cup of cyanide? —Ed,

RUN DOWN

I read the first two issues of
your megazine. They both were
gedat, but | think the secod wes
twice as good.

This is what | thought about
the second issue:

A) The ocover wes better than
the first.

B) 1 liked the letters section

C) Bright Segment—Different,
like Ted Sturgeon stories usually
ae.

D) Mean Mr. Murray—Good,
but could have been better.

E) The House Party—Good.
The ending was a surprise.

F) Pin-up Girl—That mean
Prince Ahmed must know the
wrong kind of girls?

G) 9Finger Jac\—1
IT.

H) The Emissary—Great. It's
good you gave us waming.

) Baby Picture—T0O bad about
the photographer. He just wanted
t© know.

J) Laughing Moths—Great!
Now we heve weremoths.

K) sredni Vvashtar—(shudder)

L) The Frog Prince—A humor-
aus shodk, but a good story.

M) oOur Feathered Friends—I
used to like to hear birds in a
forest.

LIKED

Larry Hollis
Pampa, Texas






Theres nothing | admire more than a man who
is a master of his craft. | kjiew an undertaker
once—Ilovely fellow—who was without a peer in
dressing up a corpse to loo\ handsomer than in
life. He once offered to give me a free haircut,
and Yd have accepted—except for one thing. 1 was afraid he didn't
know how to cut hair in the bac\. Heh-heh. But that undertaker
was nowhere near as good as Rudolph Bitzner, the character in this

grisly masterpiece by one of our favorite macabre authors.

FINAL
PERFORMANCE

by ROBERT BLOCH

T he neon intestines had been the restaurant. One of them head-
twisted to form the word Eat. ed for a pile of crullers on the
I squinted up a it, the sand counter and the other alighted on
stinging my eyes, and shifted my the bald head of an eldery fat
ovemight beg to the left hand. As man who leaned behind it The
I opened the sagging screendoor man looked up and the fly buzzed
a trickle of perspiration ran dowmn  anay.
my am “BEvening,” he said “What'll it
Two flies accompanied nme into  be?”
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4nrc you Rudolph?” | asked.

He nodded.

I slid onto a stod. “Fellow
named Davis sernt ne”

“From the garage?’

“That’s right—the place up the
higrmay. My car conked out on
me coming through the moun-
tains. He had to phone Bakers-
field for a new connecting-rod.
They’re bringing it out first thing
tomorrow moming and he figures
he can ¢et it installed before eve-
ning. But tonight I'm looking for
a place to stay. He told ne to try
here—said you used to run a no-
tel.”

“Not ay nore. Ilsnt enough
traffic along this route.”

“l noticed a ocouple of cabins
out in back™

“Closed uwp.” The fat man
reeched under the ocounter and
care up with a half-empty bottle
of beer. He took a long gulp;
when he st the bottle down again
it wes enpty. “Look, you could
hitch a ride into Bakersfield and

“1 thought of that, but 1 hate
to leave all my belongings. Every-
thing | onwn is in that ca—guess
it broke down becaLee it wes over-
loaded. You ss2 I'm noving to
Holiywood, and 1 packed all my
books and—"

“Hollywood?” The fa& nan
blinked. ““You in show biz?”

“I'm a vuiter.”

“Television?”

“Short staries and books.”

He blinked again. “That’s bet-
ter. TV is lowsy. | cant under-
stand what they think they're do-
ing out there. Now you take a
owy like that Ed Sullivan—" He
broke off abruptly and stared at
me. “Book writer, you say. Bver
run into Amie Pringle?”

“No, | can't say thet 1 have”

“Before your time, | gess
Probably deed by non. He wsed
to wite my act”

“You were in show business?”’

“Are you kidding? Rudolph the
Great. Twenty years top billing,
Pantages, Albee, Keith-Orpheum
tine. Why, e gat three press-
books full of—"

I rose from the stodl.

“Here, where you going?”’

I shrugged. “Sorry, but if I'm
hitching a ride into Bakersfield,
I'd better get out there on the
highway before dark.”

“‘Never mind thet Quess we
can fix up a cabin for you. Put
sare dean deats on the bed” He
snayed along behind the counter
and it suddenly ococcured to e
that he was just a little bit drunk.

“Look, I wouldn’t want to put
you to any trouble,” | told him.

“No trouble. My pleasure.” He
jeked his head tonards the
swinging door behind him
“Rosiel” he yelled:

Rosie care into the room

She wes a tall gid, blonde and
anmply proportioned, her hair done
up in a ponytail. She wore a blue,
deadess ok and her legs
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were bare.

“Rosie, this is Mr.—"

“Chatham. Jim Chatham’™* 1
nodded at her and she wwrinkled
up her nose at ne. It took a mo-
ment before | realized de wss
smiling.

‘“Had a litde trouble with his
car,” Rudolph said. “Dawvis is fix-
ing it up at the aossroads. He
needs a place 0 stay overmight.
You think you can find sone
dean beddothes for Number
Qe

She nodded at him, still looking
at ne.

“Better take him out with you,
let him have a look™

“All right”” Her wvoice wss Oft,
Oeeper than 1I'd exqoected.

“Keys in my desk righthad
drawer.”

“1 know. I'll get them™

She tumed ad left the room
Rudolph readhed under the coun-
ter into the cooler and brought out
another bottle of beer; a full one,
this time. “Care for a brew?” he
asked

“Later, parhgps. Let me get set-
tled and then Il come badk for
dinner.”

“Suit yourself.” He bent to goen
the bottle, then raised it to his lips.

Rosie care back into the room
de caried a bundle of shests
wrgpped around a pillow. “All
set?’ dhe asked

I picked up my bag and fol-

loned her autside. The sun wes
setting and the desart wind was
ocool. Joshues cast their shedows
along the path leading to the cab-
ins in the rear, striping_the sand
and the badks of her bare calves
& de walked along before nme.

“Here we are”” She halted and
gpened the door of the tiny cabin.
The interior of the litdle shack
wes dark and stifing hot She
switched on the light. “Itll cod
off in a minute with the door
open,” e said “Ill meke up the
bed for you.”

I put down the suttese and
slunped into the single chair next
to the grey-filmed window. She
went to work, bending over the
bed She had fine lressts. As de
moved around to tuck in the
sheet, her leg brushed mire.

All a once, for no reeson &t all,
my mind wes filled with comy
dal(I}E. What's a nice girl like
you doing in such a godforsaken
hole? Let me take you away from
all this—

Suddenly 1 noticed she hed
stopped working. She stood there
with the pillow in her anrs, star-
ing a ne.

“l heard you talking to him,”
de sad “About being a wwiter.
What are you going to do aut in
Hollywwood, work for the novies?”

“l doubt it. Probably just keep
tuming out stories the sane a8
usual. But the dinmate’s better.”

‘“Yes, the dimate.”” She nodded
and wrinkled her nose at ne
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"Take nme with you”

"What?”’

"l said, take me with you.” *

"But Mrs. Rudolph—"

"His first name is Rudolph.
Rudolph Bitzner

"Mrs. Bitzner, then—"

"I'm not Mrs. Bitzner, either.”

"Oh, 1 just thought—"

"I know what you thought
Never mind that. Just take ne
with you. All I'd do is ride along.
There wouldn’t be any trouble.”
Se let the pillow fall on the bed
and noved doser. 'l wouldn't be
any bother at all. 1 promise.”

I stood up, but I didn't reech
for her. 1 didn’t have to reach for
her, because de care right into
my ams, and de said, “Plesse,
plesse, say youll take e, youe
got to, you don't know what it's
like all alone aut here, you don't
know what he’s like, he’s crazy—""

She had this trick of talking
without opening her mouth, keep-
ing her lips puckered up wait-
ing to be kissed, and she wrinkled
her nose and 1 could s= the tiny
freckles on the bridge, and her
skin wes marble-cod in all this
heat. And it's one thing to st
back and nmeke sophisticated re-
marks about dhegp waitressss
named Rosie (Rosie, for
sake!) and another thing entirely
to feel a waiting, willing woman
stiming hard against you and
whispering, ‘“Fleese ...promise
me you will... Il do any-
thing...”

So | opered My nouth to an-
swer, then let it remain gpen in
bewildenment as dhe stepped back
quickly and picked up the pillow
again. Then 1 heard him scuffling
along the path and understood.

“Rosiel” he yelled. ““You alnost
finished? Customers!”

“Be right in,” e called.

I stegoed over to the doorwvay
and waved at Rudolph.

“Bverything all right?” he
asked

“Bverything’s fine.”

“Come and edt, then. You can
wesh w inside.”

I danced back a Rosie She
wes bending over the bed and de
didn't look a ne. But se whis-
pered, “Ill s you later. Wait for
ne

That's what kept e going
through the long evening.

I folloned Rudolph, and |
deared nmyself up a bit in the
filthy weshvoom, and | dhared a
steek and french fries with the
two flies and their cousins. The
austorers were in and out for the
net couple of hours, and there
was no dance to talk to Rudolph
or even catcth a dlinpse of Rosie
aut in badk Then, finally, it wes
nine odock and the place wes
enpty again. Rudolph yawned
ad wdaked over to the door,
switching off the Eat sign.
“This condudes the evening's
performance,” he said 'Thanks
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for the use of the hall.” He went
over to the swinging door. ““You
fixing yourself something?’ he
yelled.

“Yes, just a hamburger. How
about you?” Rosie asked.

“‘Never mind. I'll have myself
another beer”” He looked at nme.
“You ready for ane now?”’

I shook my head and stood up.

“No, thanks. Its about time |
tumed in.”’
‘“What's your hurry? Stick

around, We'll go in back and dhew
the fat a while. To hell with the
bee—Ive got sonme hard stuff
there”

“Well, 1-~

might interest you. Man doesnt
oet much dance to talk to any-
body halfway intelligent around
here.”

“All right.”
He ran his wrist aocss the gray

studble around his nouth. “Tell
you what, I'll check the regster
first You go right on badk,
through thet door at the end Tl
be along.”

So 1 went badk, into the litde
room on the sice of the restaurant
which sened as a parlor. | sawv
the owerstuffed couch and the
essy chair and the desk;, the lanp,
the TV s, but I didn't do any
nmore than glance at them

Because 1 wes staring at the
walls—the walls of another world.

It wes the world of the Twen-
ties and the early Thirties; a
world that belonged to the half-
forgotten faces which peered out
a nme from a thousand photo-
graphs reaching from floor to ceil-
ing. Sore of the pictures had
peded and faded, just & ny
menories had peeled and faded
in the long yeas since eary
childhood. But 1 could still re-
menber the familiar countenances
ad | had at lesst heard of nost
of the mares saranwled in auto-
graph-fashion bereath the unfa-
miliar anes. | noved around the
room, noved around the menmen-
tos of what had once been a world
called Vaudeville

Here wes a skinny, gangling
kid called Milton Berle, and a
buxom young woman nared
Sophie Tucker. Here wes a youth-
ful Bert Wheeler holding an gpple
and a smiling Joe Cook holding
an Indian dub and explaining
why he would not imitate the
Four Hawalians. There wes an
etire section of faces In bumt
cork—Carttor, Jolson, Lou Holtz
in the preSam Lapidus days,
Frank Tinney Way before nmy
time) and one moumifully humor-
ous courttenance which needed no
spurious blackface; the signature
reed, “TO Rudolph Bert
Wiilliamsr

And there were the teans ad
the aadts—Moran and Mack, Gal-
lagper and Shean, CGoss ad
Dunn, Phil Baker and Ben Bamie,

from
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Smith and Dale (Dr. Kronkheit,
I presume?) and a surprisingly
handsome young ocoupe who
Slg"ed thenselves “George and
Grade!* And there wes an in-
credible Jimmy Durante—with
hair—and Clayton and Jackson.

“see? Itslike 1 told you, I knew
‘em all.” Rudolph had come up
behind me, carrying a bottle and
dgass. “Here, let e fix you a
sort and Pl show you ny press-

He nmede nme a drink, but he
didn't get around to the press-
books. Insteed he spranded out on
the sofa, uncorked the bottle
again, and uncorked himself.

I don't know how long he ram-
bled on about the old days ad
the old ways; about the Six Brown
Brothers and Herman Timberg
and Walter C. Kelly and Chic
Sale. At another time, under oth-
er drourstances, |1 might have
hung on to his every word. But
rignt now 1 wes hanging on to
other words. "1'Il see you later.
Wait for me."

so | really didn't listen to him;
to Rudolph the Great who used
to do Orpheum Time until vaude-
ville died and then wandered out
here into the desart to do a twen-
ty~year layoff es Rudolph Bitzner.
T we nty yeas—why, Rosie
couldn’t be much over twertty her-
selfl And here wes this fat old
man wheezing anay on the coudh,
drinking out of the bottle now
and slobbering. He wes getting

reedy to pess out; he had tO pess
out soon, he had to—

“Have ’'nother drink?” He st
wp, blinking at the bottle. “Oh, s
enpty, well whaddya know?”’

“That’s all right,” | told him
“Ive had enough.”

“Well, | haven'. Got nore
round here sorgplace.  Rosiel”
He yelled her name, then lonered
his woice & he tumed t© ne
“She’s aut front, told her to dean
up the joint. Won't cone near ne
when I'm drinking, aryhow, you
know?” He chuckled. “Don’t mat-
te—I1 locked the door before |
care back Got the key ri’ herg
0 ge can't get anay. Never get

He swayed t0 his feet “Know
what you're thinkin—just an old
lush, tha’s all, just an old lush.
But wait ‘til 1 show you the press-
books. Then you'll sse who | was.
Who | am.” He stunbled back
against the sofa “Rudolph the
Great. Tha’s ne. Keep in practice.
Jus’ as good a5 | ever wes. Bet-
ter. Why 1 could go on Sullivan's
show nexX weelk—"

Then the color drained from
his face and he fell back on the
couch. 1 never did get to see those
pressbodks. By the time | put his
feet up on the sofa held started
to soe

I took the keys from his pocket
and went back into the restaurant.
She was waiting for ne in the
dark. And we went out through
the dark to my cabin, and se
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dung to ne in the dark and that’'s
the ane thing 1 want to rerentoer,
have tO remenber now.

Afterwards se told ne about
herself. She'd been ten when shed
core to Rudolph—her parents
stopped by on their way to Texas
and dropped her off while they
filled a Fair date. They were a
ocouple of ex~vaudavillians them-
sehes; the Flying Keenos. They
knew Rudolph from the old days
and they aoccepted his suggestion
to leave her in his care while they
traveled on,

“Only they never cane badk”
ge sad “They never care back
And he tried to find them he
wrote to Billboard and everything,
but they just disggpeared. So |
stayed on. Rudolph—he wesn't 0
bad then, you know. 1 nean, he
didn’t drink so much or anything.
He sent ne to schod on the bous,
bought nme dothes and things.
Treated e just like he wes nmy
father—until 1 wes sixteen.”

She stated O ay, very softly.
‘He isn't eren in love with ng,
not redlly. It's because of living
out here all alore on this crazy
desart, and knowing he’s getting
old. Before it stated he uwsed O
talk about making a comeback on
TV. He sad it wes just like
vaudeville, hed aways known
thered be a revival. Then, that
summmer when | wes sixieen, he

decided the time wes right and
he took nme with him out to L.A.
He wet around and saw some
agets, had a few auditions. |
never did find out what really
happened. But when we came
back here in the fall, he started
to drink right anay, and that’s
when—"

That's when de tried to snesk
off, and he caught her, and he
daosed up the notel so se couldn't
e ayore or attenpt to hitch a
ride. He kept her inside the
restaurant, didn't even allow her
to go up to the aossroacks for
supplies, wouldn't let  anyone
core near her.

There were times when gshe
thought of running awnay in the
night, but something aways
stopped her. She redlized de
oned him something for all the
years he'd taken care of her, and
he needed her now. He wes just
an old man, not quite right in
the head, and he seldom bothered
her any nore. Most nights he just
drank and pessed out. She'd re-
signed herself to putting up with
it until this evening. Then, when
de saw ne—

“1 know. You figured you could
et a ride, and maybe I'd even
take care of you out on the Coast
for a week or sg, long enough
for you to find a job. That’s it,
isn't it?”

“No!” She dug her mails into
my ams. “Maybe | did think
something like that, at first But
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not now . Beliee ne, not now!*

I believed her. 1 believed her
wvoice and | believed her body;
even though it wes incredible that
I should be lying here in the
desart nignt with this stranger
whom I'd known forever.

“Its al right,” | sad “We'll
go anay. But I'd fed better if we
told him Maybe if 1 talked things
over with him, explained, 1 could
meke him understand.”

“Oh no—you can't do that! He’s
crazy jedlous, | didn't want to tell
you, but one time he caught this
truck driver talking to nme out-
side, just talking is all, ad he
took after him with that big
butcher-knife. He would have
killed him if he caught him, 1
know he would! And he beat e
up so that 1 couldn’t even get out
of bed for tthree days. No, he
mustn't even sugpect. Tomorrow
afternoon, when the car is fixed—"

We mede our sinple plans. The
restaurant wes dosed on Sundays,
and it would be better if 1 didn't
attenpt to take a nead there—
just went straigt to the garage
and saw to it that Davis got the
car fixed as soon as possible. Mean-
while, Rosie would have her suit-
e packed and reedy. She'd en
courage Rudolph to  drink—not
that he gererally needed any en+
couragement from her. Maybe
he’d even pess out. If not, she'd go
0 far as to aut the phone wire, if
necessary; just 0 she could Slip
out to me with the assurance of

getting a heed start.

So we talked it all over, calmly
ad sasibly, and de slipped out
of the cabin, and 1 lay there ad
tried t desp. It was anost dawn
when | dosed ny ees, ad the
kets were out, flying agairst the
caudy desart surise

I dept for a long tinre. When |
left the cabin and cut agwss t©
the highway, it wes anost two
ocdock | walked the mile to the
aossroads garage and found Davis
working with the car up on the
rack. We taked for a while, but
I didn't listen to what he said, or
t© what 1 said, either. From time
to time sonebody droe up for
ges and Davis would heve to stop
ad gwve them senice The car
wesnt reedy until a litde after
five; it was aready getting dark.

I paid him and drowe off. The
nmotor hummed snoothly, but 1
almost stripped gears as 1 shifted.
I wes rnenows, that's all; just
renows. | didn’t fed any guilt and
I didn't feel any fear. Certainly
I didn’t feel any horror.

That care later.

That came when | parked in the
degpening shedons on the side of
the darkened restaurant and went
up to the door.

This wes it If sonrething hed
gone Wong—

But nothing could go wwong. |
sguared my shoulders and took a
deep breath, then rattled the door-
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knob. That wes the signal; shed
be waiting to hear ne.

Nothing hepperned. A few flies
buzzed against the dass, awaiting
etry. | rattled the door again,
softly. It wes locked.

Then the figure emerged from
the back room

I recognized Rudolph.

He nowved briskly; there wes
no shuffle in his gait, and no stag-
oer, either. His face wes gray and
puffy, but his redrinmmed ees
werent blinking. He stogped ad
unlocked the door, nmotioning for
me to core inside.

“Good aftermoon,” 1 said There
wes nothing dse | could sy, not
yet, not until 1 knew what hed
heppened.

He nodded, moving behind ne
to lock the door again. | could
hear tre click of the key ad 1
didn’t bother to look around.

That’s when the horror care.

Horror is something cold and
sharp, biting agairst the badk of
your neck.

“Let’s go into the other room”
Rudolph said “Rosie hes sare-
thing to say to you.”

“What have you dorne to her?”’

“Nothing. She just waits to
talk to you. You'lll s==”

We went down the aide past
the counter, the flies buzzing in
our wake. Then we weare in the
back room and they were all wait-
ing for me there—George ad

Grade, Frank Tinney, Lou Holtz.
They were all staring, as | stared,
at the gpen sutcase on the floor.
Its cotents had been scattered
in a tom hegp; for a moment, in
the dim light, 1 thought it wes
Raosie lying there.

But no, Rosie wes sitting on the
sofa and de was looking at the
Suitcase too. She didn't say a word
when | cane in because there wes
nothing to say, now.

1 could feel Rudolph’s breath on
my neck, right behind ne. And
I could feel the cdldness too, the
shapress, the horror. All at once
it went anay. 1 heard the knife
datter to the floor.

“You can thank her for that,”
Rudolph  murmured. ““1  could
have killed you, you know. |1
wanted to kill you But de talked
me out of it And now de hes
something to say to you. Go aheed,
Rosie, tell him.”

He left me standing there in the
doornway ad walked over to
where Rosie wes sitting. He slid
down on the sofa beside her and
put his aim around her, smiling.
Rosie looked up, then, but de
didn’t smile.

The shedons cept aooss the
walls, aacss the faces of Williams
and Bemie and Jolson; acoss his
face and hers. But 1 wasn't watch-
ing the shadons, | was listening
to the girl.

“You s=e how it happened,” e
murmured. “He walked in while
I wes packing. He found out.”
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“All right,” I said “So he found
out. 1 wanted to tell him in the
first placee And now that he
knows, he can let us go.”

I wes already moving before 1
finished my last senterce; aoss-
ing the room in two strides and
scooping up the big, broad-bladed
butcher knife from the floor.

“Look,” 1 sad “IVe got the
knife now. He can’'t hurt s and
he'd better not try. We can walk
out of here whernever we please”

She sat there, tuming her heed
o stare at the knife. And he stared
too, tightened his arm around her
and stared and smiled while e
said, “No. I've changed my mind.
I’'m not going with you.”

“But | don't understand—"

“We talked it all over before
you care. | can't go. He needs
me 0. It's right that 1 should stay,
I belong with him. Can't you s
that?”’

I shook my head. There wes
something vwong with her words,
something wong with the way
de stared and he smiled. And all
at once it care to ne &as | looked
into his fat face off in the shad-
o “Maybe | can s=” | sad
“Rudolph the Great. You were a
hypnaotist, weren't you? That’s the
amswner, isn't it? Youwe hypno-
tized her, thats what you\e
done—"’

He started to laugh.

“Youre wrong, Mister,” he
said. “Tell him how wong e is,
darling.”

And then she wes laughing, too,
in a high, hysterical titter. But
there was no laughter in her faoe,
and her words, when they cane,
were soft and sarbore,

“He’s no hypnotist. 1 know
what I'm doing, bdiee me. I'm
telling you to get out Just get

to the Coast with you. |
don't want you pawing ne in
sore dirty cabin. | know what
you are. You're a—"

Se began to arse ne then;
the filth and the foulness poured
out of her nouth and she babbed
her heed a e in rage, while he
just sat there and siled.

Finally e wss finished. “All
right,” he said. “Have you heard
enough?’

“Ie heard enough,” 1 said “I'll
go.” And | dropped the knife
again. It rdled aooss the floor
and a thin ray of light from the
dying suset streaked the dulled
and darkened blade.

I tumed tO go ad neither of
them rose They just st therg
ams entwined, ad stared at ne
The shedons blotted out their
faces, then pursued e all the way
down the hall.

The car stood waiting for nme
in the twilight. 1 dimbed in,
switched on the ignition, pulled
anay. | must have driven two or
three miles before | remembered
to tum on my lights. | was in a
daze. There wes nothing but the
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shedons, the strange shadons.
Shadons in the room, on their
faoes, on the dulled and darkened
knife. The dulled and darkened
knife—

Then it hit me, and 1 goeeded
up. | found a phore just aead in
a filling-station outside Pono, ard
put in my cl.

The sae trogpers arrived in
fifteen minutes, and 1 told My
story as we roared back to the
restaurant in their patrol car.

“He nust have done something
to her; | said “That knife-blade
wes dark with dried blood.”

‘“We'lll s the sageant told
me

But a first we didn't s be-
caee Rudolph must have heard
s coming, and that's when he
ue=d the knife on himself. We
found it sticking out of his dest
there on the floor in the back
room, and he wes quite dead

Rosie still sat there on the sofg,
staring & ws. It wes the sergeant
who dsoovered Sed  been
strangled.

“Must heve happened a couple
of hours ago,” he told ne. “The
body’s getting stiff.”

“Strangled? A ocouple of hours?
But I wes just here, we were talk-
ing—"

I walked over and touched her
shoulder. She wes stiff and cold
and there were purple marks on
her neck Suddenly se toppled
forward, and that's when | saw

how the knife had been used—saw
the huge, foot-long gesh extend-
ing from the badk of her neck
down agcss the shoulders. The
wound was incredibly deep; |
couldn’t understand why. Not
even when the sargeant called my
attertion to the blood on Ru-
dolph’s right hand.

It wes't until 1 saw the
books that 1 really knew. Yes,
found his presstods and 1 fi
ly saw them there at the last; fi-
nally found out what nmust have
happened in his dark room, in his
dark mind, when he walked in
and discovered her getting ready
o leae.

That’s when he'd strangled her,
of couse, strangled her to death
in a crazy rage. But he wes sare
enough to redlize I'd be coming
by to get her, and that he'd have
to find away to get rid of ne.

So he wsed the knife, then, and
cut the hole; cut it wide and deep.
Wide and deep enough <o thet she
could bow and nod and tum her
head when he had his hand be-
hind her. Of course I'd heard her
talking to ne, but the presstods
eplained all that

He wesnt lying &bout his
notices; they were raves.

And he wasn't lying about hyp-
notism, either. Rudolph the Great
hadn't been a hypnotist He wes
just one of the best danmed ven-
triloguists in the business ... 1 1

£

o
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There*s been a lot of loose tal\ going around about witches lately.
1 don*t believe it. After all, have YOU ever seen a witch? More im-
portant, would you recognize a witch if you saw her?

THE WITCH

by RALPH E. HAYES

INITTLE JIMMY SMITH NUDGED THE
sardine can back oo the pave-
ment with the side ¢t his foot and
oave it a kick that sent it careen-
ing along the sidewalk aead of
him. Sardine cas, he conduded,
were not good for kicking; they
were too flat. You had to kind of
skid them along, and soretines,
if you weren't careful, you stubbed
your toe into the cement

Jimmy looked agoss the street
momentarily and saw  severa
girls from his dass at schod play-
ing in front of Suzy Adans'

house. They were charting in
unison to a ganme they were play-
ing.

Adeanie to clapsie, to twirlie
around to bac\sie,

Right hand, left hand, highest
adeanie, lowest adeanie,

Touch your \nee and your toe,
And your heel and under you

’ Even at his age, Jimmy felt an
odd uessiness when he heard
these vweird litde tunes that little
girls sang, and it added to his in-
herent distrust of the opposite sex

19
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Who could tell which of them
would grow up to be a witch, like
Old Mrs. Moore? The aes that
could chant best becanme witches,
he sygposed He tumed back to
the dnallenge of the can, and con-
tinued along his way. As he
reeched the next comer a man
walked briskly by, clutching his
ocoat and hat against an exqosive
fall wind.

“l kicked this can six blocks,”
announced Jimmy to the pessar-
by, who smiled and walked on.
“And 1 could kick it to China if
I wanted to,” he yelled after the
man. He rubbed a bit of dust out
of his e “Or even a hundred
miles.”

Jimmy tumed at the comer be-
carse his friend Leonard lived
down the block. Leonard’s moth-
e wes Mrs. Moore, whom every-
body called a witch just for fun,
but not when Leonard wes
around, because they liked Leon-
ard. In giving the can oe last
kick he stubbed his toe on the o
mert. “Ouch,” he cried, and his
ks grew noist for a brief mo-
ment. “Darn it,”” he added sullen-
ly, and limped anay from it

By the time he had gotten to
Leonard's house, he had forgotten
the can and the limp. Leonard had
not been at school today, and he
wondered if his friend were sick
Leonard and he had st together
all through the first grade last
year. They had had a lot of good
tines together, he and old Leon-

ard.

Jmmy tumed in at the faded
picket gate and wert up the rick-
ety stgs to the porch. He wes al-
ways a little scared when he cane
to Leonard’s house, because of
Leonard’s nother. She acted crazy
soretines, and ae se soueezed
Jimmy’s arm <0 hard it hurt for
two days.

Leonard had cone to schod
saverd times with blue marks on
him, and Jimmy knew The Witch
had done sonmething to him, but
the teadher didn’'t ss= them, ad
Leonard wouldn't talk about it
to the kids. Whenever Jinmy saw
marks on Leonard he remembered
his ovwn sore arm and becane even
nore afraid of Leonard’s nother.

"Leonard” sung out Jinmy.

The front door waes gpoen, ad
Jimmy looked through the soreen
to the dim interior. He couldn’t
S anyore.

Jmmy remenbered, & he
peered into the hallway, that Leon-
ard had told him ore time that
Mrs. Moore wss not his real moth-
er. And, shotly after e had
come to live with him and his
dad, his dad had gone anay, and
he nrever care back Since then,
Leonard and Mrs. Moore had
lived by thenmsehes, and Leonard
amost never got t play out with
the rest of the kids.

"Leon-ard.” His fasstto woice
rung dearly in the dry autumm
air.

In the net noment Leonard’s
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nother tonered in the doornay
behind the soreen. Her dark hair,
stresked with grey, hung along
her face. She wes tall and gaunt,
and her ees were gpen wide,
staring a him. She looked very
angry.

“Leonard is not here. He is vis-
iting his grandnother. Go anay
and quit yelling on the porch.”
Her woice wes not loud, like his
mother’s voice wes when de wes
angry with him, but it was fun-
ny sounding, and scarey.

Jimmy broke anay from what
seared a spellbinding look from
her, and hopped down the stes.
When he stopped in the yard and
looked badk, e was gone. Now
his courage retumed, and he re-
membered a riyme the dder boys
had mede up about Mrs. Moore,
and he blurted it out defiantly:

The Witch is mean and lazy,

Old Mrs. Moore is crazy.

He ran inpishly to the gate and
swung on it, looking owver his
shoulder tonward the house. He
wes just about to go when he saw
the novenment behind the low
pulled shede in the lage front
window. And it ssened thet he
heard Mrs. Moore talking to
soreore. The spirit of adventure
flushing his decks, he tiptoed to
the gate again, holding his breath.
Yes, she wes noving around in
there, and talking.

Jmmy mede a wide dircuit
around the inside perimeter of the
yard and care up besice the house

on the north side. Then he raised
himself up on his tiptoes and
looked into the interior, and his
ees wert wide. Leonard was
there.

Leonard wes bound to a straight
kitchen chair in the middle of the
large living room, a hand-tonel
tied agoss his nouth. He wes not
trying to talk or cry out, but mere-
ly st there, litle and scared, his
face white. He wes wearing his
small hom-rimmed dasses. Jim-
my listened a8 Mrs. Moore spoke
to him. She was leaning dose over
Leonard, shaking a long finger at
him.

“Didn’t 1 tell you?” she said
“‘Didn’t 1 tel you what would
happen to you if you disobeyed a
fundamertal law of God? There
is N0 esxcgoe, NO altemative. You
must be punished.”

She wes breathing hard. “Do
you think 1 didn’t sse you behind
the garage with that Perkins
girl?” Her unkempt hair fell for-
ward enveloping part of her face
& de leaned over him. ““You
think 1 don't know what dirty,
filthy things you were doing out
there?”

Leonard now attenpted to pro-
test, but only muffled noises came
from behind the tonel. He looked
very small sitting there; he wes
Jimmy’s age, only sireller.

“You could not have tainted
yourself this way if you had been
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of my body,” she said, walking to
the doorway and picking up a
square red can She brought it
back with her to the chair.

“Now that you have, you mmust
be deansed” de said “Cleansed
in body and spirit”

She uscrened a cgp from the
can and poured the contents over
Leonard’s clothing. Jimmy now
saw the lettering on the side that
read Kerosene, and knew what it
wes because his dad used it for a
srall stove in the garage. She wes
going to stat a fire. Jimmy saw
Leonard recoil from the feel and
sell of the liquid as de contin-
ued to pour it over him.

“Your father left this place to
you,” she said, “90 it’s only fitting
you should take it with you.” She
wes smiling as e threw some of
the kerosene about the room, on
the floor, sofa, draperies. “It is
God’s will,” she sad, “that you
suffer severe penance.” In a mo-
ment the can was enpty.

“Need sore nore. There’s an-
other can in the basament” de
said to herself. She tumed and
disappeared through the doonnay.

Jimmy thought what a big blaze
the house would meke and found
himself looking forward to s
ing it But then there wes poor
old Leonard there, tied to the
chair. He started to yell to him,
but thought better of it Mrs.
Moore might hear him. Some-
body, he dedded, should try to
help Leonard, though. Maybe he

should get hone and tell his
nother and dad. That sounded
like a good idea.

Jimmy Smith raised himself
oe nore to get a last look at
Leonard, then skipped out of the
yard and down the street tonard
home. He ocould s his house
from Leonard’s back yard, but his
father hed forbede him from cut-
ting through the saverd enpty
lots because of a barbed wire
fence there. Even o, it would take
only a few minutes to get home,
and meybe his dad would come
oer here and talkk Mrs. Moore
out of setting fire to Leonard. At
the first comer he ran into Bobby
Kempski and they alnost knocked
each other down.

“Hi,” said Jimmy.

“Hi. Aint you hore from
schod yet?” Boblby wes bouncing
a large red rubber ball on the o=
ment

“Nope. | stopped a Leonard’s
house,” said Jimmy, watching the
bouncing ball. ““Is thet your ball?”

“Unh-huh.”

“Did your dad buy it for you?”’
said Jinmmy, eyes on the ball.

“1 bought it myself,” said Bob-
by. “It aost fifty cants”

“Bet it didn't cost &8 much as
my magnifying dass,” said Jim-
my, digging into his pocket for
it “But I'd trade you if you want
to.”

“l wouldn't trade for that old
thing,” said Babby. “You didn't
even buy it; you got it from your
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ude. Anybody knons thet Ha,
ha, ha”

“Ha, ha. | don't care. Amyway,
I know sorething you don't
know.”

“Huh-uh.”

“Yes 1 do, ard it's about Leon-
ard Moore.”

“l know that. His nother is a
witch,” said Bobby triumphantly.

‘Ha, hae That's not it,” said
Jimmy in a mocking voice. “‘Leon-
ard’'s nother is going to bum him
with kerosere”

“That’s just sorething you
mece up,” said Bobby, bouncing
the ball.

“l did not. I'm going to tell my
dad and hell stop her and then
youll se=” Jimmy tumed haugh-
tily and walked anay. He would
show him all right He ran for
half a block because it was get-
ting late and he would get the
devil if he wes late for supper.

A gt distance from hore
Jimmy stopped being med at Bob-
by and thought again of Leonard.
That sure would ke a big fire.
He picked up a stick and let it
run oer a picket fence & he
welked. He hed better hurry, he
decided, if he were to help Leon-
ard. Just before he got to his own
front gate Nancy Bronson ran
from her house aotss the street
to geet him

“Hi, Jimmy,” she smiled, bar-
ring his path.

“l got to get home” he sad
He hated girls.

“Can you play over in my yard
tomorrow?” e said “It's Satur-

“l don’t think s0,”” he said, mowv-
ing slomy around her.

“You can, too, Jimmy Smith,
you just don't wat to” de
fronned, stepping into his path
aggin. “Pleese come over tonor-
ron, Jimmy.” She wes smiling
again.

“l got to go home”” he said
firmly. “lI got something to tell
my nother and dad.” He enwvi-
sioned Mrs. Moore lighting a
metch at that very nmoment.

“What you got to tel them?”

“Nothing,” he said, trying to
oet around her again. In a bold
rush he ran by her and into his
yard. “Ha, ha,” he said

“l don't warit you over now,”
de sad tuming and running
back aooss the street

“Ha, ha,” Jimmy soreaned af-
ter her. He tumed and walked
over 1 a dog house in the yard,
and called out a scraggly mongrel.

“You just wait a few minutes,”
he said. “I'll bring you your sup-
per.”” He knelt donn and petted
the dog for several minutes, seem-
ingly conpletely absorbed in the
exchange of affection, and then re-
membered it wes supper tine.
And there wes Leonard, too. He
forgot for a moment just what it
wes he wanted to remember about
Leonard, and then he saw in his
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mind’s eye the kerosene can.

When Jimmy bust into the
house, his father wes reading the
evening peper, and his nother
wes setting the table for supper.

“Where in the world have you
been?’ she asked when se saw
him.

“Nancy Bronson wouldn't let
me in the yard,” he said

“Oh, really!” said his nother.

“Youd better start getting right

nost dark. And don't use Nancy
&5 an exouse”’

“Honest, it's the truth, Dad,”
sad Jimmy, wiping his hand
aooss his cdeek and leaving a
smudge there. “Bxcept, | stopped
a Leonard’s house, too, and Ie
got something inportant to tell
you.” He tried to sse around the
peper his father was holding, but
wes unsucoessful.

“l told you to stay anay from
there,” said his nother.

“It's a good thing 1 went, moth-
er,” he said, skipping over to the
table. “Mrs. Moore is going to st
fire to Leonard.”

“Jimmy!”” said his nother.
‘“‘What have | told you about
that?”

“Gee, nother, | didn't call her a
witch,” Jimmy conplained.  “I
just mean dhe’'s going to bum
Leonard with kerosere. And their

“Jimmy,” said his father, his

tore ominous. “You heard your
nother. You forget about Mrs.
Moore, ace and for all, or youll
Qo up to your room right nowy,
minus your supper.”

“But, Dad, don't you fed sory
for Leonard?” Jimmy protested

“Did you hear me?” his father
said Jimmy knew from his tone
that he had better forget the whole
thing. Still, it seered a shane to
let The Witch bum old Leonard.
Jimmy sullenly went to the bath-
room and sloMy weshed up for
super. Leaving a bedly soiled
tonal in his wake, he retumed to
the table about ten minutes later,
just as his nother wes placing the
last hot dish on it

“All right, let's eat,” she said

Jimmy looked out the dining
room window just as he started
to sit down, the window facing
the rear of the house and the va-
cat lots, and what he saw mede
him forget about the meal. Excite-
ment filled his ees, and he ran
to the window. Orange and yellow
light reflected in kaleidosoopic
fashion aooss his faoe from aooss
the vacat lots. Leonard’s house
wes blazing brightly in the fad-
ing light.

“Well, there goes old Leonard,”
he said loudly. His face shoned
surprise when his parents sudden-
ly were beside him at the window.
They looked at the blaze in the
sky, and they looked at Jinmy.

“My God!” said his father. His
face looked awfully funny. = &
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lovely, lovely story. | can hardly wait until he takes his next bath ...

OPEN HOUSE

by CHARLES BEAUMONT

T here was a knock, only one,
but the dasssguared door shook
in its poor-fitting janmb and st
sharp souds trembling  through-
out the apartment.

Mr. Perce froze. His head
jerked wp like the head of a feed-
ing animal suddenly startled; then
he recognized the sound and fear
began to rearrange him, draining

the blood from his heed, stopper-
ing his throat, popping his heart
up into his craw. He listened and
watched his renees and his cour-
aoe and his future all eddy anay,
like rotted lace in a quick wind.
The knock rang again, louder
this time.
“Wait!” The word choked loose
s0 softly he could scarcely hear
25
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it; it was a prayer. “Wait—just a
second. Pl be there in just a sec-
ond” Then there wes another
sound; the tinny datter of the
carving knife that had slipped
slondy from his hands and fallen
to the pink tile floor.

Mr. Pierce rose and looked at
the bathtub. At the water that wes
not water any longer but, instead,
bright red ink, buming red
against the glistening white porce-
lain sides. At the pale things float-
ing in the bright red water, the
pale soft things, floating, drifting,
tuming, the pieoss of lamb in a
simmering stew

“Hey, Eddie!” The wvoice cane
muffled from behind the knock-
ings. “Anybody home?”

The litde man let sore air come
out of his lugs. He tried to
swallow and then started from the
bathroom “Just a minute, will
you!” He was alnmost to the door
when he stogped, retumed and
weshed his hands and renoved
the ailcloth apron that had once
been yellow and wes now other
ocolors. He dropped the apron to
the floor, pulled the showner cur-
tain agoss the tub—or very near-
ly aooss; it had never fit quite
snug—ingpected himself for stains
and wert out, closing the door.

Be logical, he told himself. Be
cam And quiet. And codl. Every-
thing is all right. Nothing hes
happened. Nothing  whatever.
Emma is... visiting friends. Yes.

He opered the door.

“Wie Geht’s!”

Two grinning men of nearly
middle years stood at the threshr
old. Mr. Fierce eyed them, dosdly.

It wes Lew Hoower, in a saup-
and-fish and a new nustache, and
soneore dse whom Mr. Pierce
had never seen before.

“Wes ist los mit der gesud-
heit?”

“My God, Lew!” How long had
it beer? A year?

“Eddie, you old son-of-a-gun!”
Hoover tumed to his companion
and delivered a sharp elbow. “This
is him, pal. Greatest guy there is.
Eddie Pierce. God dammn. Eddie,
want you to nmest—nman, what's
your name?”’

“Vernon,” the other said “Ver-
non F. Fein. e told you that
saventy-three tines.”

“All right; dont get smart”
Hoover leaned forard and whis-
pered hoarsely, “Jdust met him to-
night. At the bar. Square.”

Mr. Peirce said nothing. His
throat wes calcified. He felt a
pressure on his hand.

“Didn’t get you up or anything,
did we?” Hoover asked

“Oh, no. No. I wss just sart of
cleaning up a littde.”

“We come in for a few min-
ues?’

“Well...” Mr. Pierce dropped
his eyes. He thought of the tines
he had prayed to se the face of
Lew Hoower, or Len Brooks, or

Jimmy Vandergrift, or any of the
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old gang. How many tines. He
thought of all the lonely nights,
aone, with Ennma, here ... “Well,
isn't it kind of late, fellons?”

“Shank of the evening! Fein, |
want you to look at a guy thet
didn't uised to even know what
late wes. Three odock, four
odock, five— God, Eddie, remem-
ber?”’

Mr. Pierce smiled and nodded.

“Then come on—for old time’s
sake, what do you say? One drink.
Then well blon. All right?”

“It's anfully late, Lew.”

Hoover giggled and belded.
His breath srelled strongly of gin.
Vermon F. Fein looked plessantly
noncommittal.

“BEddie, | promised my pd
here, George, that wed al hae
ore short ane together. | promised
him. Don’t neke ne out a liar,
huh? Or>—Hoover's voice low
ered—would it disturb the littde
woman?”’

“No, a&s a nmetter of fact that
isn't it at all. Emma’s anay, Visit-
ing. She's not here.”

"Not herd” Hoover pushed
pest and weaved aooss the room
to the couch. He nmede a face and
said, ""was ist los mit der gesund-
heit?”

Mr. Fierce fought down the hys-
teria. He bedkoned the stranger in
and dosed the door. “Well,” he
said, “Just a short one, Lew. Got
to rise and shire in the moming.”

“That's what 1 wes talking
about, one short ong, isn't it?”

Mr. Pierce went into the kitchen
and quickly nmede three Scotch
and waters. When he retumed,
his visitors were laughing.

“Eddie,” Hoover chuckled.
“Lordy— I can't believe it's been

0 long.” He stopped chuckling.
“Man, what happened?”’

“l1 don't know what you mean,
Lew.”

“Don't know what 1 mean!
George, what your bloodshot orbs
envisage tonight is a miracle in
the flesh. You wouldn’t believe it,

Vemon F. Fein took a large
swalloww and shifted unconfort-
ably.

“You see that dried-up ness of
bones there?” Hoover renened his
giggling. “That, Fred, wes once
the snestest bastard that ever
walked on two legs. Fun? Oh my
God. Just two years ago. Two
stinking years. Every night, a ball.
Right, Eddie? Am 1 right or
wrong, every night a ball?”

Mr. Pierce threw down some
Sootch.

“No loot in his pocket, all right.
No jadb, all right. You want to get
cheered up, Who do you s==?
Eddie Pierce, that's who. Then—
whammo!”

“Whammo?” Fein finished his
drink and hiccoughed.

“It all goes bust. You know
what?” Hoover grabbed the beefy
man’s lapels, roughly. “He wanted
to be a writer. Like ne: I'm a
writer. Movies. Anything wrong
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with novies?”’

“Mhe aways like Claudette
Calbert/* Fein said.

“Yeah. Well, Eddie could have
had it all. But he wes going to
write nowels. And—you wart to
know something, stupid? He wes
good. I'm telling yaw™

“1 wonder,” Fein said, dreamily,
‘“‘Wwhat ever happered to Laird
Cregar. There wes a red ada/*

“Shut up, Fred. Are you listen-
ing to ne or not? Eddie, here, was
good is what I'm trying to get
through that hog's head of yours.
He would have mede it, too.
Right on the danm brink. He—
what the living hent is this?”’
Hoover wes oontorted on the
couch. His hand readed up to
touch the fringe of a greenly
floraled lanpshade. “Eddie, how
comre you let her keep such aap
in the house?”’

“Mr. Pierce,” Fein interrupted,
cordially. “May 1 inquire & re-
Socts the sort of work you do? |
mean your line of business. Do
you—"

Hoover howled. “I'll tell you,
Jm He’s a goddann butcher.
Yah! That's right, all right. His
wife’s uncle got him a real nice
Spot in a meat market. Ham hocks
and sides of beef—the greatest
writer, the sweetest son of a—adh,
hell!”

Mr. Pierce felt suddenly ill. He
could hear the ice auloes rattling
in his dass.

“Maybe wc ought to leave/

Fein said “Maybe we're keeping
pecple up.”

“Then he got married,” Hoover
went on, his words slurred and in-
distinct. “A Suth'n bele: very
nice, ch my. Course, you can't ex-
pect him to sperd 0 nuch time
with the old gang now he’'s mar-
ried, right? And, what the hell,
you can't eqect a wife to get out
and work and support her hus-
band while he's slaving over a hot
typewriter trying to get ahead,
now can you?”’

“1 understand,” Fein said.

“The hell you do, George, the

hell you do.”

“Lew...” Mr. Pierce stepgped
forward.

“Eddie, listen, remenbar the

paty oxr a Len’s where you
and me went t degp in the bath-
wb? And what'sherrame, Dot-
ty, care in and tumed on the
water. God dammn, we anost
drowned!” Hoowver chuckled; he
wes sinking farther down in the
oouch. “And that trip to Tiajuana
—huh? How Ilong wee we
drunk? Was it redlly a week?
Hey, and how about the ball we
tossad when you sold your first

“l wonder,” Vemon F. Fein
said, “if 1 could pleese have ancth-
er drink.”

“‘Damn right/* Hoover said He
rose and stunbled into the kitch-
en

Mr. Pierce sat remenbering it
all. His wonderful little bachelor
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gpartmert and all his things, just
s0; the parties; and, nost inmpor-
tant, his friends. Lew and Jimmy
and Len and Paul and Ron . ..
the best, the loyalest, dosest gang
of buddies that ever wss.

And then, as Lew had said,
Erma. Saest Emma, whod
caught him when the novel wesn't
going right and he wes feeling
loow for no reeson, low and—a
this he smiled—lonely.

What had mede him do it
finally? he wondered for perhbgps
the first time. Exactly how hed it
happened? he asked hinself ...

Things had been strange, that's
al he'd known right at the no-
ment

There had been a wind ard it
blew cty-breath into the brandhes
of the outside ens and nede
them groan like broken flutes; it
plucked up turbleneeds from
empty los and sent them rolling
ponderously down the night-dark-
ered strets like fat bronwn ghosts;
it made the windows and soears
of every house quiver together
with its sall fury.

But it wesnt the wind alone
that had mede things strange.

Work, perhgps? It hadnt been
a heawy day, espeddly. Oh, surg,
he'd caught the tip of his finger
in the grinder, but that wesn't
anything new. Hed aut and
saned and weighed the nmeat and
hated it no nore and No less than
ever before.

The agpartment? That clunp of

dust bereath the record cabinet
and that half-nibbled melting
block of choocolate on the couch

No. Not the wind, not the job,
not, the gpartment. Not singly,
aryway.

Then what?

Mr. Pierce got up and picked a
dgarette from the ooffee-table
humidor and eased back into the
dust-heavy chair, carefully, uncer-
tainly, as if he half eqected some-
ae to strap him in, attach elec-
trodes to his wwists and ankles and
throw a switch.

He remembered.

How he had st just sO many
hours earlier, and listened to the
nesal voice ...

“Eddie. Sweetheart!”

He had felt his heart come to
life, his head begin to throb.

“Eddie, be a lamb and come sit
with me.”

And he had let the held-in
breath rush away, realizing then
that the strangeness was not so
strange.

“Just a second,
called bac\.

The stubbed-out cigarette un-
coiled in the brass adhtray like a
dying animal. Mr. Pierce watched
it and yielded, while Hoover
talked on and on, to the mem-
ories ...

“Eddieeee, baby!”

honey!” he had

“0O\ay; coming.”
He had stood up and listened to
the splashing sounds. And then
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na\ed
living-room floor, past the spit-
shine whiteness of ceramic ducks

walked quickly across the

and ceramic geese afloat on the

varnished tops of his bookcases;
past the tinted Buddha—a gift
from Emma’'s mother—grinning
'with the ignorance of the ages
hidden in that bare white bursting
belly, past gold-framed
“Floral Group™ and his
“Odalisque,” past and through all
the freakish unbalance, the
ture of cheap and expensive, her
things, and his things, he walked,
and into the bathroom.

Emma’s
Matisse

mix-

She was reading.

“H
“Emma, /A"
But—she was reading. How he
loved that! N o matter what,

Donald Duck> Henry Miller, she
became hypnotized.

“l hate you,"

Her expression
She turned a page, smiling.

“l thinkr he said, “of all the
females in the world as a vast
regatta— full sails,

he said.
remained serene.

trim white
hulls, sleek, frail, swift. Thousands
And there, in the

midst of them all, you, my darling,

—miillions!

my dearest:
filled with
ghosts of

a great untidy barge,
rotting fruit and the
fled
straining, sinking; a gross smudge

rats, chugging,
on the clear water..."

Emma waved one of her hands.
“In a minute, dear,” she said.
“Just a couple more pages”

“Read on, until you putrefy mnA

have to be gotten up with a vacu-
Mr.
soft, reedy voice.

um cleaner,” Pierce said in a

“l love you,” Emma said.
But even “the game" did no
good. Mr. Pierce laid his horn-

rims on the medicine cabinet and
hoisted his trousers and rubbed his
eyes. The steam floated like layers
of mold in the room. He began to
perspire. Coldly.

He watched his wife. In the
gray water parts of her rose like
little pink islands. She studied the
pages of her magazine intensely as
always, as a rabbit stares in para-
lyzed fascination at a cobra.

Then, suddenly, without think-
ing or questioning or wondering,
Mr. Pierce snatched the magazine,
hurled
and stood up.

“Why ...Eddie!"

He then
of Emma’s

it across the small room

leaned over, took ahold
legs and pulled hard.
Her massive body shot forward in
the tub. Mr. Pierce put one foot
on her throat and pushed her head
beneath the soapy
thrashed and squirmed and bub-
bled, and splashed, but soon it was

water: she

quiet.

Then Mr. <*nd
trembled for almost half an hour.
A full
returned

Pierce shook
hour had passed before he
from the k~c”en
certain utensils—

‘Tm going to dear the air
now!” Hoover wes weaving un-
certainly: his face seerred utterly
like warm plastic. “Never had the
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aguts to say it all. But Ive got a
litde under my belt now, ad 1
don't care. Get sore. Get teed off!
Fein—we were all for him when
he mamried this chick Really.
Hell, e had ws all sroned. Pre-
tended to be understanding—ssg,
de lored him just the way he
wes, N0 danges. His friends? Her
friends. And that's the way it
went—for the first two nonths.
Then it stats. And like megic,
kid, like magic, this sweet-talking
chubby IiT gal tums a goddanm—

I don't know what. Shrew, fish-
wife, harridan: you name it Any
of ws, the minute we found out
de wes what de wes, wed of
booted her out on her ear. But
that's not Eddie. No-oo! He
wants to do the right thing. So
instead, we get booted out. And
its all ovser. His buddies arent
welocome any nore. He gives wp
his anbitions, his friends, ad
ewary other goddanmn thing. Ka-
put. Schiuss.”

Listening, Mr. Pierce relived the
transformation of his life; all of
it, over two years. He relived it in
those minutes. How his  uncon-
sciosly ordered edsterce  hed
been sloMy uprooted and de-
stroyed. How Emma had changed
into a new parson, ore he'd never
knowmn. A fat, candy-eating,
novie-megazinereading, dirty-
bathrobewearing wife, with a
million nauseating habits. She
squeezed his pinples. She nmede
pattems with her feet She fixed

breskfast egys that glistened with
mucus. She threatened to leave—
and never did. Refused to, stood
adamant. And then, just yester-
day, how ge had cept up ad
put her visdike thumbs upon a
tender neck-boll and pressed and
cooed (her very words!), “Honey,
what would you think about hav-
ing a little stranger in the house?”’
Oh, how ge had nmurdered him,
by indhes, centineters, by days
and nights, each time with a new
weapon

Well, it wes all right now. He
had nmede it al rignt Hed sy
de ran off with a Turk or an
Italian—no are dse knew how he
had hated her, he'd aways been
0 pdite. And if it were dore a
litde at a timeg, just a littde: parts
in the freezer, put through the
grinder, distributed to a hundred
astorers over a hundred days ...
who would notice? Who would
gess? And without a copus de-
lecti, of course. ...

Hoover had poured new drinks.
He wes standing now, weaving
like a nmovie comic. “I'm somy,
Eddie,” he said “Didn’t nean to
run off at the mouth like that,
honest. She'd drive ne crazy, per-
sonally, but she’'s your baby
well, sory.”

“That’s okay, Lew,” Mr. Pierce
said, graciously.

“Mosey along now. 1 wes a jerk
to think we could get it back, |
guess.”

‘“No, Lew—" Mr. Pierce hesi-
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tated. “It1l come back, some day.
You waeit and s=”’

Hoover slapgped the face of his
companion, who had fallen adeep.
“Come 6n, Max. Let’'s go talk
about Claudette Colbert.”

Mr. Fein opened his ees
Hoowver picked up his white silk
scarf and started for the door. He
tumed, then, and there wes an
eqression of great somow on his
face. “And you don't even know
what tonight is,”” he said

“Who—me?” Fein asked

“Tell him, Eddie. Or have you
forgotten?”

Mr. Pierce shook his head. “I
don’'t think 1 follow you, Lew.”

“Like I told you,” Hoover said
to Fein, “he’s forgotten. Fred, to-
night used to be the biggest in the
year for us. All Fools Day. For
years. And he didn't even remem-
ber. Its why | care by in the
first place, and 1 wes waiting, just
hoping there that he would—but,
Eddie, Eddie! You're dead, kid.
Dead.” He whedled, snorted and
stopped. “Wait. Got to use the
bathroom,”” he said.

Mr. Pierce pulled hinself from
his regret and from his menories
of the parties they had all thronwn
on this menorable date so many
times in the pest. He jumped up.
“You can't do thet, Lew.”

“Huh?”

“It's—broken, Lew. Sonme trou-
ble with the pipes.”

Fein had wandered back to the
kitchen.

“But,” Hoowver said, “I've got
t0.”
“It doesn't work. I'm sorry.”
Hoowver grinned bitterly. “l got
people to round up,” he muttered.
“Pegple that's friends, that remem-
ber what the hell tonight is. Time

and tide, besides . ..”

“It is out of order,” Mr. Pierce
said, fimmly.

“Okay, then I'll wash my handcs.
Can | wash my hands?”’

“The sink is stopped up.”

“Eddie, youre telling ne the
sink is stopped up?”’

“Yes, that's right!” Mr. Pierce
alnost shouted.

‘“What ae you 0
about?”

“I'm not jumpy, Lew. I'm tired.
Its all broke, that's all. Can’t you
uderstand a sinple fact like
that?”

Hoover sdoered slightly, or
seened to. He looked dosaly at
his friend. “I'm not sue” he said,
and pushed forward, stumbling
into the bedroom

“Stop!”” Mr. Pierce blanched and
threw out his ams. But the tall
man in evening dress had already
aossed the room

“Lew, don't spol everything!
It be dkay. Just leave, will you?”

Hoover paused at the bathroom
door. His hand dlipped on the
knob, crept badk upon it and re-
volved.

Mr. Pierce spoke in a strong,
soft wvoice now. “Don't go in
there” He looked terribly smell,

jumrpy
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terribly frail, terribly helpless.

“WWhen you gotta go,” Hoover
grinned, “you gotta go. If you
don't think so, Eddie, youre all
wet. Aryway, | fed a littde sidk
Sick. verstay?”

As the @l man tumed ad
started in, Mr. Pierce sighed ad
folloned.

Hoover had a dass partially
filed with water when he hap-
pered to gance at the curtained
tub.

His eyes noved to the dlit.

“Holy God! Eddie, what—"

Mr. Pierce’s am traveled in a
wide arc. The deaver, which he
had plucked off the medicine
shelf, sank degp. He wwenched it
loocse and swung it another tine.

Then he pulled gpen the show
e cautain and lifted the now
crunpled figure and tunbled it
into the tub and did not look a
it

With a soft rag he wiped his
hands, thinking, Lew! Thinking.
Well, that leaves Jimmy, aryway,
and Len and... It would still ke
all right.

Trembling, Mr. Pierce suneyed
himself in the mirror and re-
tumed to the living room

Mr. Fein wes not adegp any
nore. He wss holding a Miro re-

“Howd it go?”’ Fein inquired.

‘“Well,” Mr. Pierce said, ‘Lew
isn't feeling so good. He’s decided
to stay a while.”

“1 mean about the toilet.”

“It’s still broken.”

Fein got up, staggered, giggled
and quickly regained himself.
“Take alook at it,” he said

“No—no need. Thanks armnay.
I think it'll probably be all right
until tomorrow. I've got a plum-

“Save you norey. That's my
business, plumbing. Don’t have a
seke here, do you? What's de

“Who?”

“Toilet.”

“Oh. Yes, backed up on ne.”

“Well, we'll take a look-see.”

“Ah—have a drink first.”

“All righty. Say, tough about
Mr. Hoover.”

“Too much liquor.”

“Uh-huh. It's okay, though, we
care in ny car.”

Mr. Pierce poured two stiff ones
and handed a dass to the red-
faced man. ““You tvwo just et to-
night, is that it?” he asked, hope-
fully.

“’S right. Fine fella, Hoover.
Speeks very high of you. Made a
bet you'd remeamber what tonight
wes. Well, bottons up! Over the
lips and pest the guns, look out,
stomrech, here it comes!”

“Shame about it, you ask ne.
No woman is worth losing your
friends over, Mr. Ferst.”

“1 suppose not. Uh—you just de-
cided on the spur of the moment
to vist ne? 1 nean, Lew—he
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didn’t happen to mention to any-
body dse you were coming over
here?”

‘Didn’t exactly know it myself
till we were here. Crazy fella
what he told e wes we were
goin’ to see sone broads. 1 nmean,
you knowy, girls. Then,” Fein gig-
ded, “we tum up here. 1 think—
sy, you got a sreke? Take a jiffy
if you do. See, I'm on vacation
now, otherwise I'd have my toodls.”

“1 think perteps 1 do.”

“Well, let’s get at it Maybe a
plunger would do the trick.”

“We'll find something for you,”
Mr. Pierce said, and led the way.

“Must really be nice,” Fein said,
“to have buddies. Little town
where | hail from, not too many
friends. That Hoover fella, he told
me you got nore buddies than
anybody he ever knew.”

“l had a lot of friends ance,
yes” Mr. Pierce said. “1 will
again.”

“Sure you will,” Fein said

He had taken no nore than
two sHs inside the bathroom
when he gagped, whedled, gasped
again and fell, dawing, to the
pink tile floor.

Mr. Pierce steadied hinself, re-
nmoved from Mr. Fein’s neck the
long thin knife used for trimming
fat, ad lifted ad pulled and
strained and at lest managed to

oet the heawy figure into the bath-
b

Water sloshed over the Sides,
now, but it wes not esen like red
ink any nore, but deeper red, and
gunny.

Mr. Pierce sighed, permitted ane
shot spesm to sake his body,
sighed two nore tines, ad
slipped on the ailcloth apron.

He had it anost tied, when:

There wes a knock. Only ag,
but the dasssquared door shook
in its poor-fiting jarb and st
sharp souds trenbling through-
out the gpartmrent.

Mr. Pierce froze.

Then there wes another sound;
a latch gpening, a squeak, a voice,
“Happy All Fools Day! Hey—
anybody home? Eddie, you od
sea-dog, where the devil are your?
Hey! It's Len! Just dropped in t©

“Hi!” Mr. Pierce called out. He
renmoved the goron. “Be with you
in a second.”

“Jimmy get here yet?”’

“No. Not yet”

Mr. Pierce stood erect in the
tiny bathroom, looked about, ard
weshed his hands.

Then he walked out with a
brandew sat of smile ad a
brandew look in his ees.

“Good to s you, Len. It's been
along time,” he said, wearily. 1 1



A little knowledge is a dangerous thing. Everybody \nows that.
But too much knowledge is more dangerous—it*s often fatal.

THE MAN WHO
KNEW EVERYTHING

by EDWARD D. HOCK

T he first time i ever met him
Wes in France, just before the war.
I wes attadhed to the Tribune's
Paris office then, and the deep-
less virility of youth often led nme
to the dinmess of the Left Bank

cafes when night had drifted over
the caity.

It wes in one of these places
that 1 saw him, doing an act as
part of a third-rate floor show that
barely managed to keep the audi-

35
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oaxc aneke. He care on just af~- though 1 wes still a foreign cor-
ter the sequined, nearly-nude gifls, respondent. The place this time
and quite often only a handful of wes Cairo, in the middle of the
drunks stayed around to watch Suez trouble, and my mind wes
him. on far different things when 1

He wes billed then as mantay- care upon the mention of a Pro-
na, The Man Who Knows Every- fessor I\/kantayna in a nns dis-
thing, and it wes a pretty fair patch
menory act as such things went. He’d been living in Egypt, ap-
One night over a drink 1 got parentdy for a nurber of years,
talking to him, and | realized with and teaching at the University of
a bit of a start thet gt wes really Cairo. | waes happy to hear the
an educated man. He knew a lot rews, and one night after the
nore than just the population of excitement of my current assign-
India or the Kings of England or ment had died down, | hired a
the elocity of a falling dject car to take ne to his house on the
And we'd sit there by the hour outskirts of Cairo.
sometines, talking of the war that “Well,” he welcomed ne with
wes then almost upon us, and of a familiar smile, “my old friend
what might follow it from Paris!”

“My friend,” he’d say, sipping at “Your menory is as good &
his dass of wine, “l sonetines ewer, Professor.”
think that an educated nman—a He led ne through a pink paint-
really educated man—is the great- ed arch and down a wide curving
et evil in the world today.” flight of st@irs to a lonerled

“Bvil? How can intelligence living room
and knonledge ever be evil?” “Memory and knowledge are

“Haven't you ever redlized that * my business,” he armswered.
evil—at lesst in its principal foms “l know—Mantayna, The Man
—is founded upon knowledge? A who Knows Everything. But real-
poor ignorant fellow can prectice Iy, I'm glad to s=e you're teaching
the sinpler forms of sin, but the now. It's a bit nore respectable—
nmore advanced vices are unknown  and  profitable, too—from  the
to him.” looks of this house.”

At the time it was just conversa- Mantayna smiled, a thin, tired
tion, and | never thought too smile. Perbaps it wes only an dder
much about it smile.

It wesnt until sore sixteen “More profitable, but nore tir-
years later that our paths were ing, too. 1 sometines feel com-
destined to atss again. | v« old- pletely drained of all energy.
er, and pahgps a bit wise— Would you care for a drink?”
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I acoepted his offer and he
poured a single gass of wine.

“Aren't you joining me?” |
asked

“No, Ive given it up.”

I sipped the warming liquid
with unconcealed pleesure.

“Well, it certainly testes good.
But tell me, what have you been
doing in Egypt besides teaching?”’

“Leaming. Always leaming.”

“1 thought you knew everything
already.”

He dosed his ees and learned
back on the pink-cushioned couch.
“There are aways new things t
leam. Things buried and forgot-
ten by the pessage of tine. That
wes the main reeson for my com-
ing to Egypt. Here, nore than
aywhere ds= on earth, is the
burial ground for the mysteries of
the distant pest.”

I puzzled a bit over this. “Mys-
teries of what kind? Certainly
wee discovered everything im-
potant about ancient civiliza-
tions, if that's what you mean.”

“Ah, but we havent Take
Egypt, for exanple. We know the
raes of their rders, and the loca-
tion of their torbs. We know that
woren often sheved their heeds
and wore colored wigs. We know
that they worshipped cats ad
sacred birds like the ibis. But what
do we know of the intimate de-
tails of their private lives? Do we
know their particular virtues ...
and their vices?”’

This last was spoken anost in

a whisper, and 1 had to lean to-
ward him a bit to catch it
“What's the matter?” | asked
“l sad owe, long ago, that
knowledge and evil often go hand
in hand. |, for exanple, have in-
ageesed my knowledge of the
world’s good, only to leam aso
of its evil. | know things....”
His woice trailed off into nothing.
“Are you well, Professor?’ |
asked, not without a bit of alarm
“Can | get you anything?”
“No, nothing. Stay with e,
though, old friend. Stay, and 1
will give you a story bigger than

Professor Mantayna rose slonly
to his feet and led ne deeper into
the cofines of his house. We
pessed down a long hall, subdued
in lighting and lined with book-
shehves. The titles, many of them
were strage O Me—Fountain-
head of Knowledge, Mysteries of
the East, Before Adam . The books
stood in rneat, dusty rons, marny
of their soines old and faded,
showing the raveges of time.

Presently we reached another
room, which | supposed to be
Mantayna’s bedroom But the
walls were covered with a strange
writing that seened to my un-
trained ee like soe sot of
hieroglyphics.

“What is this place?’ | asked
him.

“You noticed that we went
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downstairs when we entered nmy
house? And the hallway out there
adso is slightly graded We are
now sone thirty fest below
ground, in a room over four thou-
sad yeas old .... ”

“You found this? Was there a
mummy or something here?”

“Nothing. Only the wwitings
you s on these walls of store
But they told ne the lest seoet—
the final bit of knonedge.”

He gestured tonard the walls
and 1 studied them for a noment,
but the ancient markings meant
nothing to ne.

“What does it say?’ | asked.

He sighed, the sound of an old
man. ‘“Today there ae only a
certain number of actual Vioes
known to man—s=x, drink, drugs,
gambling.... Here, from long
ago, is the record of another way
tonard pleasure—a vice lost in the
peges of history.”

“An unknown vice,” | said. “It
seaTs inpossible. What is it?”

Mantayna only shook his head.
“By our Twentieth Century stand-
ards it would be unspeakable. Yet
I bdieve it wes oxe the nmgjor
vice of half the known world.”

“An ultimate vice,” | nused,
“lost to mankind and now redis-
ocovered. | think there’s a story in
it, all right.”

He nodded slony. “A story
that can never be printed in full,
of couse. A vice that helped
destroy Egypt, Greece and Rome
—and could ke just as fatal to the

modem world.”

“You nmean you don't intend to
publish your findings?”

“That’s right,” he said

“But you said you had a story

“I have, but no details. You
mey report s much as e told
you. No nore”” Even as we talked
Mantayna’s face seeed to grow
nore tired and winkled. It wss
anuost as if he were fighting off
a great deep that threatened O en-
velop him at any noment

“Listen, Professor,” 1 persisted

“Civilization hes progressed a
great deal in four thousand years.
How do you know that modem
men and womren would even find
plessure in this longHost vice of
your andent Egyptians?”’

He looked a ne for a long
moment before he replied.  “I
know,” he said sinply. “l1 know.”
And then he wes silet, his s
slondy dosing es the great deep
seared about to overcome him
ag@ain.

“I'd better be going, Professor,”
I said gently. “Pertgps | can coe
again tomorrow?”’

“Perhgps,” he nmumbled. ““You
can find your way out.”

“Of course”

As 1 left the ancient stone room
ad started back along the dim
halvway he seemed to stagger to
his feet. 1 left the house and went
into the cooling night air, and
breathed deeply of its fresh, un
musted smell. ...
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For two days | wes busy at the
port, watching shiploads of troops
moving in and out with a de-
cessing saee of urgancy. The
worst of the Suez aisis wes over
now, and finally 1 had time again
to remenber my strange conversa-
tion with Professor Mantayna. On
Friday 1 retumed to my hotel
room to find a letter from him
awnaiting ne.

It wes a single sheet of paper,
oe of his od letterheads from
the Paris days.

“Dear friend,” it began, “l must
write to you just once after our
conversation. You nmust have
noticed thet | seened to tire as
the evening wore on, and 1 fed
that 1 must tell the hommible truth
you nust aready sugpect. 1, Man-
tayna, am in the grip of the ulti-
mate horo—the nost  vicious
form of degereration ever prac-
ticed by nmen. It is now to late
for anything to sae ne. Already
degth is vary near, the sare hide-
as dissolution that hes claimed
millions all through history. The
ultimate pessure, horrible as it s,
is beyond human resistance. 1 only
pray that the few to whom | have
entrusted the saaet will never at-
tenpt its practice.”

The letter ended there, without
exen a sigatue, and that laest
sentence sart a brief chill through
my bores.

I left the hotel at once and head-
ed for Mantayna’s house on the
edoe of the city. When 1 reached

it, all wes silent, and only the
nmoverrent of the warm desert air
through the date palms reminded
me that life still exsted here. |
pushed the buzzer and waited, but
no oe care. Then | tried the
door and it opened at my touch—
he muwst hae knownn I'd come
after receiving his letter.

I went in, and down the steps
to his living room, then down the
long halvway he must have cut
from the andient rock. Down the
hallway, lined with books that
held all the worlds knowledge.
To the room at the end.

And there | found Mantayna,
what wss left of him, in ancient
splendor. He had draped his body
in a floning rabe of many colors,
and with his last breath of life he
had covered his face with a wicker
besket. *

1 lifted it, and saw the wrinkled,
etemally old face of a mummy.
But in the glazed eyes, there wes
a look of indescribable ecstesy.
Even through the horror 1 recog-
nized it....

After the funeral | went back
to the house, and | searched
among the mountains of persoral
docurents for sore further clue
to this strange vice. What wes
this pleesure that drove Mantayna
to destroy himself so conpletely—
and to whom had he revedled the
secret?

I found the answer on the sec-
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ond day of searching, anong his
notes for the dasses he taught a
the university. His students! They
had been the “few” he'd told. And
in tum they might hawe told
others...

I looked further, and presently
I care upon Mantayna’s searet,
the instructions wwitten in a rest,
floning hand. It is before e now
& | put down these fadts on pa-
per.

Martayna died because he knew
too much, because he knew every-
thing. Now, & the nonths have
pesed since his fureral, 1 se fre-
quertly in the Cairo pgpers the

litde boxed itens reporting still
another death—the victim's wrin-
Ked body with the dreadful
glazed look of unutterable joy.
The knowledge is spreading, and
the euvil.

But when 1 remerrber the look
in Mantayna’s ees, | know that
it will not be long before 1 pick
up the sheet of instructions and
follow in the fatal footsteps of
The Man Who Knew Everything.

And | am still among the first.
Soon the whole world will know
it again—the plessure .... ad the
pain.... and the tarible, terrible
end. [ |



Are your bones starting, to ache?
Thinly it's just a twinge of rheu-
matism? Heh-heh. After you read
this story, you wont be so sure.

THE
SKELETON

by RAY BRADBURY

| t was past time for him to see
the doctor again. Mr. Harris
tumed palely in at the stairrnall,
and on his way up the flight he
saw Dr. Burleigh’s name gilded
over a pointing arrow. Would Dr.
Burleigh sigh when he walked in?
After all, this would nmeke the
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tenth trip 0 far this year. But
Burleigh shouldn't complain; af-
ter all he got noney for the ex
aminations!

The nurse looked him over and
smiled, a bit anusedly, as de tip-
toed to the glazed dlass door and
opened it t put her head in. Har-
rnis thought he heard her sy,
“Quess who's here, Doctor?” And
didn’t the doctor’s acid voice re-
ply, faintdy, “Oh my God, again?”
Harris swalloned unessily.

When Harris walked in, Dr.
Burleigh snorted thinly. “Aches in
your boes aganl Ah!” He
soonled a Harris and adjusted
his dasses “My dear Harris,
youve been curried with the fin-
et toothcombs and bectena
brushes known to sdece. You're
only nenous. Let’'s ss= your fin-
oers. Too many dgarettes. Let ne
smell your breath. Too much
whiskey. Let's s= your ees. Not
enough deep My respose? Go
homre to bed, stop drinking, stop
smoking. Ten dollars, pleese™

Harris stood there, sulking.

Dr. Burleigh looked up from his
pepers. “You still here? You're a
hypochondriac! That's eleven dol-
lars, now.”

“But why should my bones
ache?’ asked Harris.

Dr. Burleigh addressed him like
a child. “You ever had a pained
musde, and keep at it, irritating
it, fussing with it, rubbing it? It

oets worse, the nore you bother
it Then you leave it alone and
the pain vanishes. You redlize you
caused nost of the sorerness. Well,
son, that’'s what's with you. Leave
yourself alone. Take a dose of
sts. Get out of here nond Take
that business trip o Phoenix
youe been stewing about for
nonths. Do you good to et

Mr. Harris riffled through a
dassified phone directory five min-
ues later, at the comer druggists.
A fine lot of sympathy are got
from blind fods like Burleigh!
He pessad his finger down a list
of BONE SPECIALISTS, found
ae nanmed M. Munigant. Muni-
gat lacked an M.D. or any other
academical lettering behind  his
nae, but his office wes easily
reeded Three blods down, one
block ower....

M. Munigant, like his office,
wes g1ell and dark Like his of-
fioe, he smelled of iodoform, io-
dine and other odd things. He
was a good listener, though, ad
listened with eager, shiny ees
ad when he talked to Harris, he
had an accent and seered to wWhis-
tle every word, undoubtedly due
to inperfect dentures. Harris told
all.

M. Munigant nodded. He had
sn s like this before. The
bones of the body. Man wes not
anare of his bones. Ah, yes the
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bones. The skeleton Most diffi-
cult. Something conceming an im-
balace, an usynpathetic coor-
dination between soul, flesh and
bore. Very oonplicated, softly
whistled M. Munigant. Harris lis-
tened, fascinated. Nowv, here Wes
a doctor who understood his ill-
ness! Psychological, said M. Muni-
gant. He noved swiftly, delicate-
ly to a dingy wall and rattled
down half a dozen X-rays and
paintings of the human skeleton.
He pointed at these Mr. Harris
must become anare of his prob-
lem yes He pointed at this ad
that boe, and these and those,
and sare others.

The pictures were quite awful.
They had something of the gro-
tesouerie and off-bound horror of
a Dali painting. Harris shivered.

M. Munigant talked on. Did
Mr. Harris desire treatirent of his
bones?

“That all depends,” said Harris.

M. Munigant could ot help
Harris uiess Harris wes in the
proper nood. Psychologically, ane
had to NEED help, or the doctor
wes of no = But (shrugging)
Mr. Munigant would “try.”

Harris lay on a tabe with his
mouth goen. The lights were off,
the dedess dravwn. M. Munigant
gpproached his patient. Something
touched Harris’ tongue. He felt
the janbones forced out They
cracked and mede moises. One of

those pictures @n the dim wall
seaned to legp. A violent shiver-
ing went through Harris and, in-
voluntarily, his mouth snapped
shut.

M. Munigant cried out. He had
alnost had his nose bitten off! It
wes no = Now wes not the
time. M. Munigant raised the
shedes. He looked dreadfully dis-
appointed. When Mr. Harris felt
he could cooperate psychologically,
when Mr. Harris really needed
help and trusted M. Munigant to
help him, then maeybe something
could e done. M. Munigant held
out his litle hand. In the mean-
time, the fee was only two dol-
lars. Mr. Harris must begin to
think. Here wes a sketch for Mr.
Harris to study. It would acquaint
him with his body. He nmust be
anare of hinself. He nmust be
careful. Skeletons were strange,
unwieldy things. M. Munigant’s
ees dlittered. Good day to Mr.
Harris. Oh, and would he hae a
breadstick? He proffered a jar
of long hard saty breadsticks to
Harris, taking ore himself to
chew on, and saying that chewing
breadsticks kept him  in—ah—
practice. See you soon, Mr. Har-
ris. Mr. Harris wert home.

The next day wes Sunday, and
Mr. Harris started the moming
by feeling all sats of new ades
and pains in his body. He spent
sone time glancing at the funny
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papers and then looking with new  her  kneecgp, suspidously. It

interest at the litle painting, ana-
tomically perfect, of a skeleton M.
Munigant had given him.

His wife, Jarisse, startled him
at dinner when se cacked her
exquisitely thin knuckles, one by
one, until he dapped his hands t©
his eas ad caied, “Don’t do
that!”

The remainder of the day he
quarantined hinself in his room
Clarisse wes sedted at bridge in
the living room with three other
ladies, laughing and corversing.
Harris himself spent his time fin-
gering and weighing the limbs of
his body with growing curiosity.
After an hour of this he suddenly
stood up and called:

“Clarisse!”

She had a way of dancing into
any room, her body doing all sarts
of soft, agreegble things to keep
her feet from ever quite touching
the nap of a rug. She exaused her-
self from her friends and cane to
see him now, brightly. She found
him reseated in a far comer ad
she saw that he was staring at
that anatomical sketch. “Are you
still brooding, darling?” she asked
“Flease don't” She sat upon his
knees.

Her beauty could not distract
him now in his absorption. He
juggled her lightness, he touched

ssaed to nove under her pale,
gloning skin. “Is it suygposed to
do that?” he asked, sucking in his
breath.

“Is what supposed to do what?”
se laughed. ““You nmean my knee-
cap?”

“Is it sugposed to run around on
top your knee that way?”’

She exqerimented. “SO it does,”
de maneled. “Well, now, o it
does. Icky.” She pondered. “No.
On the other hand—it doesrit. It's
only an optical illusion. The skin
nowes over the bone; not vioe-
versa See?’ She denorstrated

“I'm glad yours dlithers too,” he
sighed. “l wes beginning to wor-

He patted his ribs. “My ribs
don't go all the way donwn, they
stop ha-e. And 1 found sare con-
founded anes that dangle in mid-

Bereath the cune of her sall
bressts, arisse dasped her hancs.
“Of course, silly, everybody's ribs
stop a a given point. And those
funny litde short ones are floating
ribs.”

“lI just hope they don't float
around to much,” he said, mak-
ing an uessy joke. Now, he de-
sired that his wife leeave him, he
had sore important discovering to
do with his o body and he
didnt want her laughing at him
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and poking fun.

“Ill fed al right,” he said
“Thanks for coming in, dear.”

“Any time,” de said, kissing
him, rubbing her small pink Nose
warm agairst his.

“Ill be damned!” He touched
his nose with his fingers, then
hars. “Did you ever redlize that
the nose bore only comes down o
far and a lot of gristly tissue takes
up from there on?”

She wrinkled hers. “So what?”
And, dancing, she exted.

He felt the sweat rise from the
poos and hollons of his face,
forming a sdten tide to flow
down his desks. Next on the
agenda wes his spinal cord and
columm. He examined it in the
sare manner & he operated the
numerous pushHouttons in his of-
fice, pushing them to sunTon the
messager boys. But, in these
pushings of his spinal colunm,
fears and terros amswared, rushed
from a million doors in Mr. Har-
riss mind to confront and sheke
him. His spire felt awfully—bony.
Like a fish, freshly eaten and skel-
etonized, on a china platter. He
fingered the litdle rounded knob-
bins. “My God.”

His teeth began to dwatter. “God
All-Mighty,” he thought, “why
havenr't 1 redlized it all these years.
All these years I've gone aroud
the world with a—SKELETON—
inside me!” He saw his fingers

blur before him, like motion films
triply speeded in their quaking ap-
prehension. “How is it that we
tae ausehves so much for grant-
ed How is it we never question
our bodies and our being?”’

A skeleton. One of those jointed,
sowy, hard things, one of those
four, dry, britde, goudge-eyed,
skull-faced, shake-ffingered, rat-
tling things that sway from neck-
chains in  abandoned webbed
dosets, ore of those things found
on the desert all long and scat-
tered like dicel

He stood upright, because he
could not bear to remain seated
Inside me now, he grasped his
storech, his head, inside my head
is a—skull. One of those curnved
cargpeoss wWhich holds my  brain
like an electrical jelly, one of those
cracked dels with the hdes in
front like two holes shot through
it by a double-barreled shotgun!
With its grottoes and caverms of
bore, its nvetments and place-
ments for my flesh, my smelling,
my seeing, My hearing, my think-
ing! A skull, encompassing my
brain, alloning it ext through its
britle windows to s the outside
world!

He wanted to desh into the
bridge party, ysset it, a fox in a
chickenyard, the cards fluttering
al around like chicken feathers
bust upward in douds! He
stopped  himself only with a vio-
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lent, trembling effort. Now, now,
man, control yourself. This is a
revelation, take it for what it is
worth, understand it, savor it
BUT A SKELETON! screared
his suboonscious. 1 won't stand for
it Its wgar, its temrible, it's
frightening. Skeletons are horrors,
they clink and tinkle and rattle in
old castless hung from oaken
bears, making long, indolertly
rusting pendulums on the
wind ....

“Darling, will you come in and
nect the ladies?’ called his wife’s
sneet, dear voice.

Mr. Harris stood upright. His
SKELETON wes holding him
upright. This thing inside him,
this invader, this horror, wes sup-
porting his amrs, legs and heed
It wes like feeling somreore just
behind you who shouldnt be
there. With every step he took he
realized how dependent he wes
upon this other Thing.

“Darling, Il be with you in a
moment,” he called weakly. To
hinself he said, “Come on, now
brace up. You'e got to go back
to work tomorrow. And Friday
youe got to meke that trip to
Phoenix. Quite a drive. Over six
hundred miles. Got to be in shepe
for that trip or you won't get Mr.
Creldon to put his nmoney into
your ceramics business. Chin up,
Now.

Five minutes later he stood

anong the ladies being introduced
t© Mrs. Withers, Mrs. Abblematt
and Miss Kirthy, all of whom hed
skeletons inside them but took it
very calmly, becase rature hed
carefully dothed the bare nudity
of davide, tibia and fenur with
bregsts, thighs, cahves, with coif-
fure and eyrow satanic, with
bee-stug lips and—LORD! shout-
ed Mr. Harris inwardiy—nhen
they talk or eat part of their skele-
ton sons—their teetht 1 never
thought of that.

“Bxause me,” he said, and ran
from the room only in time to
drop his lunch anong the petu-
niss over the garden balistrade.

That night, seated on the bed
as his wife undressed, he pared his
toenails and fingemails  scrupu-
lously. These pats, too, were
where his skeleton wes shoving,
indignantly groning out. He nmust
have muttered sonmething con-
ceming this theory, because next
thing he knew his wife, in negdli-
oeg, slithered on the bed in anineal
addesomreress, yawning, “Oh,
my darling, fingemails ae not
bone, they're only hardened skin
gronths.”

He threw the sdssors anay with
relief. “Glad t hear that. Feel bet-
ter.” He looked at the ripe cunves
of her body, maneling. “I hope
al people ae nmede the sae

“If you arent the damdest
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hypochrondriac 1 ewver, saw” de
said. She snuggled to him. “‘Come
on, what's wrong, tell manma.”

“Something inside me,” he said
“Something 1 ae”

The next moming and all after-
noon at the office donntown, Mr.
Harris found that the sizes, dgpes
and construction of various boes
in his body dispeased him At
ten am he asked to fed Mr.
Smith’'s elbow one noment. Mr.
Smith obliged but gave foth a
suspidous scond. And  after lunch
Mr. Harris asked to touch Miss
Laurel's shoulderblade and de
inmediately pushed herself back
against him, shutting her eyes in
the mistaken belief that he wished
to examine a few other anatomical

ddlicadies. “Miss Laurel”” he
sgpped. “Stop  that!™”

Alone, he pondered his neuro-
£ The war, the pressure of his
work, the uncertainty of the fu-
tue, prooebly had nmuch t do
with his mental outiook. He wart-
ed o leave the office, get into his
own business, for himself. He had
nore than a little talent at artistic
things, had dabbled in ceramics
and pottery. As soon as possible,
hed go to Phoenix, Arizona ard
borow thet norney from Mr.
Creldon. It would build him his
kiln and st up his oownn shop. It
wes a worry. What a hypochron-

driac he wes. But it wes a good
thing he had contacted M. Muni-
gant, who had ssemed to under-
stand and be eager to help him.
He would fight it out with him-
self. He wouldn't go back to ei-
ther Munigant or Dr. Burleigh
unless he was forced to. The alien
feeling would pess. He st staring
into nothing.

The alien feeling did not pess.
It grew. On Tuesday and Wednes-
day it bothered him terrifically
that his outer denis, epidenis,
hair and other gopendages were
of a high disorder, while the in-
tegumented skeleton of  himself
wes a slick, dean structure of effi-
dent organization. Somretines, in
certain lights while his lips were
draawn nmorosely downward,
weigited with nelancholy, he
imagined he saw his skull grin-
ning at him. 1t had its nerve, it
did!

“Let go of mel” he cried. “Let
go of me! Youlwe caught ne,
youe captured me! My lungs,
youe got them in a vise! Re-
leese them!”

He exqperienced vidlernt gags a8
if his ribs were pressing in, chock-
ing the breath from him.

“My brain, stop squeezing it!”

And temible hot headaches
caught his brain like a bivave in
the oconpressed cdanp of skull-
bores.

“My vitals! All my organs, let
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them be for Gods sake! Stay
anay from my heart!” His heart
seerred to cringe from the fanning
neamess of his ribs, like pale
spiders crouched and fiddling with
their prey.

Drenched with sweat he lay
upon the bed orne night while
Clarrise wes out attending a Red
Cross neet. He tried to gather his
wits again, and aweys the con-
flict of his disorderly exterior and
this cool calciumed thing inside
him with al its exact synmetry
continued.

His conplexion, wasn't it aoily
and lined with worry?

Observe the flawless snow-white
perfection of the s\ull.

His nose, wesn't it too large?

Then
bones

the
s\ull’s

observe small
of the

that monstrous nasal cartilege be-

tiny

nose before

gins forming Harris' lopsided pro-
boscis.

His body, wasn't it a bit plump?

Well,
ton;

then, consider the skele-

so slender, so svelte, so eco-
nomical of line and contour. Li\e
exquisitely carved oriental ivory it

is, perfected and thin as a reed.

His eyes, weren't they protuber-

ant and ordinary and numb look-
ing?

Be so \ind as to note the eye-
sockets of the skeleton's s\ull; so
deep and rounded, sombre, quiet,
dark pools, all \nowing, eternal.
Gaze deeply into skull sockets and
you the
their dark understanding with any
plumb line. AIll irony, all sadism,
all life, all everything is there in
the cupped darkness.

never touch bottom of

He raged for hours, glib and
eqposive. And the skdeton, ever
the frail and solermn philosopher,
quietly hung inside of Harris, say-
ing not a word, quietly suspended
like a ddicate insect within a
chrysdlis, waiting and waiting.

Then it care to Harris.

“Wait a minute. Hold on a min-
ute’ he edaimed. “You're help-
less, too. I've got you, too! 1 can
meke you do anything 1 want you
10, and you can't prevert it! 1 sy
put up your carpels, metacarpels
and palanges and—swift—up
they 0o, a8 | wave tO someone!l”
He gigdled. “lI order the fibula
ad femur to looconote and
HUMM two three four, Humm,
two three four—we walk around
the block. There!”

Harris grinned.
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“Its a fifty-fifty fight Bven-
stoven. And welll fight it out, we
two, we shall. After all, I'm the
part that thinks!” That wes good,
it was a triunph, he'd remember
that. “Yes. By God, yes. I'm the
part thet thinks. If 1 didn't have
you, even then 1 could still think!”

Instantly, he felt a pain strike
his heed His cranium, cronding
in slonly, began giving him some
of his onwn treatment right back

At the end of the week he had
postponed the Phoenix trip be-
cae of his health. He weighed
hinself on a parny sHEHes ad
watched the slow dlide of the red
arrow &s it pointed to: “164”

He groaned. “Why I've weighed
175 for ten years. | can't have lost
ten pounds” He examined his
desks in the fly-dotted mirror.
Cold primitive fear rushed owver
him in odd litde shivers. “Hold
on! 1 know what’re you're about,
you.”

He shook his finger at his bony
face, particularly addressing his
remarks to his superior mexillary,
his inferior mexillary, to his cra-
nium and to his cervical vertebree.
“You rum thing, you. Think you
can stane ne off, neke ne lose
weight, eh? A \victory for you, is
it? Peel the flesh off, leave noth-
ing but skin on bore. Trying to
ditch ne, so you can be suyprene,
ah? No, no!”’

He fled into a cafeteria imme-

diately.

Ordering turkey, dressing, pota-
toes, aream, three dessarts he soon
found he could not eet it, he was
sick to his stomech. He forced
hinself. His testh began to ade
“Bad teeth, is it?” he wanted to
know, angrily. “Ill eat in spite of
evary tooth clanging and banging
and rotting so they fall in my
grawy.”

His head ached, his breathing
care hard from a oonstricted
dest, his teeth pulsed with pain,
but he had one small victory. He
wes about to drink milk when he
stopped and poured it iNto a vese
of naesturtiums. “No calcium for
you, my boy, no nore calcium for
you. Never will 1 eat foods again
with calcium or other bone-fortify-
ing minerals in them I'll eat for
are of us, not both, my lad.”

“One hundred and fifty
pounds,” he wailed the following
V\eek to his wife. “Do you s==

how Ie changed?”’

“‘For the better,” said Clarisse.
“You were awvways a little plump,
for your height, darling.” She
stroked his chin. “I like your face,
it's 0 much nicer, the lines of it
are 0 firm and strong now.”

“They’re nrot MY lines, theyre
his, dann him! You mean to say
you like him better than you like
me?” he demanded indignartly.

“Him? Who’s him?”’

In the parlor mirror, beyod
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Qarisse, his skull smiled back at
him behind his fleshy grimece of
hatred and despair.

Fuming, he popped malt tadlets
into his mouth. This wes one way
of gaining weight when you
couldn’t eat other foods. Clarisse
noticed the malt cgosules. “But,
darling, redlly, you don't have to
regain the weight for me” de
said.

“Oh, shut up!” he felt like say-
ing.

She care over to him and st
down and mede him lie 0 his
head was in her lap. “Darling,”
she said, “Ie watched you lately.
Youre so—badly off. You don't
say anything, but you look—hunt-
ed. You toss in bed at night. May-
be you should go to a psychiatrist
But 1 think I can tell you every-
thing he would say. I've put it all
together, from hints you\e
dropped. 1 can tell you that you
and your skeleton are one and the
sare, one nation, indivisible, with
liberty and justice for all. United
you stand, divided you fall. If
you two fellons can't get along
like an old married couple in the
future, go back and sse Dr. Bur-
leigh. But, first, relax You’re in a
vicious circle, the nore you worry,
the more your bores stick out, the
more your bones stick out, the
nore you fret. After all, now, who
picked this fight—you or that
anoynmous  entity  you claim is

lurking around behind your ali-
mentary canal?”’

He dosed his ees “l did. |
gess | did. Oh, my darling | love
you so”

“You rest now,” e sad softly.

Mr. Harris felt buoyed up for
half a day, then he began to sag
again. It wes all right to say every-
thing wes imegination, but this
particular skeleton, by God, wes
fighting back

Harris st out for M. Muni-
gant’s office late in the day. He
welked for half an hour until he
found the address, ad then, at
the sight of the nanme M. Muni-
gant initialled in gold on a dass
sign outside, Harris’ bones seened
o eqlode from their nmoorings,
blasted and erupted with pain. He
could hardly s in his wet, pain-
filled eyes So videt were the
pains that Harris staggered anay,
and when he ogpered his ees
again, he had rounded a comer,
and M. Munigant’s office was out
of sight. The pains csesed

M. Munigant, then, wes the
man to help him. He must bel! If
the sigt of his giltlettered name
could case 0 titanic reaction in
the degaess of Harris’ body, why,
or couse, M. Munigant must be
just the men.

But, not today. Each time he
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tried to retum to that office, the
terrible pairs layed him low. Per-
spiring, he had to give uwp, ad
stagger into a beer saloon for re-
soite.

Moving agoss the floor of the
beer paace, he wondered briefly
if a lot of blame couldn’t be put
on M. Munigant’s shoulders; after
al, it was Munigant whod first
draawn his attertion to his skele-
ton, and brought home the entire
psychological inpect of it! Could
M. Munigant be using him for
sore nefarious purpose? But what
purpose? Silly to even suspect him.
Just a litle doctor. Trying to be
helpful. Munigant and his jar of
bread-sticks. Ridiculous. M. Muni-
gant was okay, okay.

But there was a sight within the
beer parlor to give him hope. A
large fat man, round & a butter-
ball stood drinking consecutive
beers at the bar. Now here wes a
suocessful fellow for you. Harris
nmomentarily repressed a desire to
go wp, dap him on his shoulder
and enquire as to how he'dd gone
about impounding his bores. Yes,
the fat man’s skeleton wes luxuri-
ously doseted There were pillons
of fat here, resilient bulges of it
there, with several round chan-
deliers of fat under his chin. The
poor skeleton wes lost, it could
never fight dear of that blubber;
it may have tried once—but now,
overwhelmed, not a bony edo

of the fat man’s supporter re-
mained.

Not without envy, Harris ap-
proached the fat man a one
might cut aooss the bow of an
cocean liner.

“Glands?” inquired Harris.

“You talking to me?” asked the
fat man.

“Or is there a gpedd diet?”
wondered Harris. “l beg your par-
don, but, as you ==& I'm down t
the marrow. Adding weight sears
an impossibility. I'd like a belly
like that one of yours, it's tops.
Did you grow it because you were
afraid?”

“You,” announced the fat nan,
“are drunk. But I like drunkards.”
He ordered nore drinks. “Listen
dose Il tell you—"

“Layer by layer,” sad the fat
I built this” He held his vest
stomech like a globe of the world,
teaching his audience its gestro-
nomical geography. It wes no
overmight circus. The tert wes not
raised before dawn on the won-
ders installed within. 1 have cul-
tivated my inner orgars &s if they
were thoroughbred dogs, cats and
other animels. My storech is a
fat pink Persian tom slumbering,
rousing at intervals to purr, mew,
gow and cry for chooolate tit-
bits. 1 feed it well, it will nost sit
up for me. And, my dear fellow,
my intestines are the rarest pure-
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bred Indian anacondes you ever
viewed in the dedkest, coiled, fine
and ruddy health. Keep 'em in
prime, | do, all my pets. For fear
of something? Perhaps?”’

This called for another drink
for everybody.

“Gain weight?” The fat man
savored the words on his tongue.
“Here’s what you do. Get your-
self a quarreling bird of a wife, a
baker’s dozen of relatives who can
flush a covey of troubles out from
behind the veriest molehill; add
to these a sprinkling of business
is snatching your last lonely quid,
and you are well on your way to
getting fat. How s3? In no time
you'll begin subconsciously build-
ing fat betwixt yourself and them
A buffer epidermal dtate, a cellu-
lar wall. You’ll soon find that eat-
ing is the only fun on earth. But
oe neads to be bothered by out-
side souces. Too many peodle in
this world haven't enough to wor-
ry about, then they begin picking
ON themselves, and ﬂ’w lose
weight. Meet all of the vile, ter-
rible people you can possibe
know, and pretty soon youll be
adding the good old fat.”

And with that advice, the fat
man launched himself out into the
dark tide of night, swaying might-
ily and wheezing.

“That’'s exactly what Dr. Bur-
leigh told ne, slightly changed,”

said Harris thoughtfully. “Per-
hgps that trip to Phoenix at this
time—"’

The trip from Frisco to Phoenix
wes a sweltering ane, aossing, &
it did, the Death Valley on a
broiling yellow day. It wes only
to be hoped thet Mr. Creldon the
man in Phoenix with the noney
would be in an inspired nmood
about lending an amount neces-
say to setting Mr. Harris up in
his ceramics business.

The car noved in the hot sluice
of desart wind. The ane Mr. H.
st inside the other Mr. H. Per-
haps both perspired. Perhaps both
were miserable.

On a aune, the inside Mr. H.
suddenly oostricted the outer
flesh, causing him to jerk forward
on the hot steering wheel.

The car ran off the road into
Oeepest sand. It tumed half over.

Night cane on, a wind rose
the road wes lonely and silent
with no trafficc, and Mr. Harris
lay unconscious until night roused
a sandstorm out of the enpty val-
leys.

Morning found him aneke ad
gritty-eyed, wandering in. drdes,
having somehow gotten anay
from the road, pertaps because
sad had layered it over. At noon
he spranled in the poor shede of
a bush, and the sun struck at him
with a keen sword edge, seegping
into his bones. A buzzard circled.
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Harris' pardhed lips cradked
aoen weskly. “So that’s it,” he
whinpered, red-eyed, bristle-
cheeked. “One way or another
youll wreck me, walk e, stane
e, thirst ng, kill ne.”” He swal-
loned dry burs c&E dust. “Sun
ocook off my flesh 0 you can peek
forth. Vultures lunch and break-
fast from ne, and then there
youll lie, grinning. Grinning with
victory. Like a bleached xylophone
strewnn and played by wiltures
with an ear for odd nusic. Youd
like thet, e? Freedom”

He walked on and on through
a landscape that shivered and bub-
bled in the direct pour of sun-
light; stunbling, falling, lying to
feed himself litde nouths of
flame. The air wes blue alcohol
flame; and wultures roested and
steared and dlittered as they flew
in glides and cirdes. Phoenix. The
road. Car. Safety. \Water.

“Hey!” somebody called from
way off in the blue alcohol flane.

Mr. Harris propped hinself up.

“Hey!” somebody called again.
A crunching of footsteps, quick.

With a ay of unbelievable re-
lief, Harris rosg, only to odlasse
again into a park ranger’s anms.

The car tediously repaired,
Phoenix readhed, Harris found
hinrself in such an unholy state
of mind that any business trarsac-

tion would have to wait. This
business of the Thing within him
like a hard white sword in its
scabbard tainted his eating, colored
his love for Clarisse, mede it un-
safe to trust an autonobile; all in
all it must be settled before he
could have any love for business
or anything! That desert incident
had brushed too dosely. Too near
the bone, e might say with an
ironic twist of one’s mouth. Har-
ris grimly phoned Mr. Creldon,
apologized, tumed his car around
and notored along a safer route
to Los Angeles, thence up the
ocoest to Frisco. He didnt trust
that desart But—careful! Salt
waves boomred, hissing on the
beach & he drove through Santa
Barbara Sand, fish and custacia
would dearse his bones as swiftly
& wltures. Slow down on the
anes over the surf.

If anything happened, he de-
sired casket burial. The two of
themid rot together, that way!
Damn Him! And what about this
litte man—M. Munigant? Bone
spediadlist. Oh God, where wes one
to twum?

“Darling!” trilled Clarisse, kiss-
ing him 0 he winced at the solid-
ress of her teeth and jaw behind
the pessioate exdhange.

“Darling,” he said slony, wip-
ing his lips with his wwist, trem-
bling.

“You look thinner; oh, darling,
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the business deal—it didnt go
through!”

“l have to go back again. Yes,
I have to go back again. That’s
it.”

She kissed him again. Lord, he
couldn’'t even kiss her any nore
and enjoy it because of this ob-
session They ae a slow, unhap-
py dinner, with Clarisse trying to
cheer him. He studied the phore,
several times he picked it up in-
decisively, then laid it aside. His
wife walked in, putting on her
coat and hat. “I'm sonry to have to
leave now, when you're feeling so
low. But Il be back in three
hours from the Red Qross. | sim+-
ply have tO go.”

When Clarisse wes gone, Harris
dialed the phone, nenvously.

“Mr. Munigant?”’

The eplosions and the sidkness
in his body after he st the phore
down were unbelievable. His
bones ware racked with every
kind of pain, cold and hat, he had
every thought of, or eqerienced
in wildest nightmare. He swal-
loned as many aspirin as he could
find in an effort to stae off the
assault; but when the door-bell
finally rang an hour later, he
could not mowe, he lay weak and
edausted, panting, tears stream-
ing down his chesks, like a man
on a toture rack Would M.

Munigant go awnay if he didn't
amswer the door?

“Come in!” he tried to gasp it
out. “Come in, for God’s sakel”

M. Munigant care in. Thank
God the door had been unlocked.

Oh, but Mr. Harris looked ter-
rible. Harris nodded. The pains
rushed through him, hitting him
with large iron hanmmers ad
hooks. Mr. Munigant’s eyes glit-
tered as he saw Harris’ protuberant
bores. Ah, he saw that Mr. Har-
ris wes now psychologically pre-
pared for aid. Was it not so? Har-
ris nodded again, feebly, sobbing.
Through his shimmering eyes he
ssened to s M. Munigant
shrink, get smeller. Imegination
of course. Harris sddoed out his
stary of the trip to Phoenix. M.
Munigant synpathized. This skel-
eton wes a—traitor! They would
FIX him once and for all! “Mister
Munigant,” sighed Harris, faintly.
“1 never noticed before, you have
sudh an odd tongue. Round.
Tube-like. I'm reedy. What do |
do?”’

If Mr. Harris would relax in
his chair, and gpen his nouth? M.
Munigant whistled softly, appre-
ciatively, coming dosar. He
switched off the lights, peering
into Harris’ dropped jaw. Wider,
pleess? It had been 0 hard, the
first time, tO help Harris, with
both body and bore in rebellion.
Now, he had cooperation from the
flesh of the man ayway, even if
the skeleton was acting up saTe-
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what In the darkness M. Muni-
gant’s voice got sall, sall, tiny,
tiny. The whistling became high
and shrill. Now. Relax, Mr. Har-
ris. NOW!

Harris felt his jaw pressed vio-
lentdy in all directions, his tongue
Opressed a8 with a spoon, his
throat dogged. He gasped for
breath. \Whistle. He ocould not
breathe. He wes corked. Some-
thing souined, corkscrewed his
dhecks out, bursting his jans. Like
a hot water douche, something
squirted into his sinuses, his ears
danged! “Ahhhh!” shrieked Har-
ris, gagging. His head, its cara-
pecss riven, shattered, hung loose.
Agony shot into his lungs, around.

Harris could breathe again. His
watery ees sprang wide. He
shouted His ribs, like stids
picked u and bundled, were
loosered in hime Pain! He fell to
the floor, rocking, rolling, wheez-
ing out his hot breath.

Lights flickered in his sasdess
eyedls, he felt his limbs unloos-
ered swiftly, eqertly. Through
steaming eyes he saw the parlor.
The room wes enpty.

“Mr. Munigant? Where are
you? In God’'s name, where are
you, Mr. Munigant! Come help
me!”

M. Munigant wes gone!

“Help!”

Then he heard it

Deep down in the subterranean

fissres of his bodily well, he
heard the minute, unbelievable
noises; litle smackings and twist-
ings litdle dry chippings ad
grindings and nuzzling sounds—
like a tiny hungry nmouse down
in the red blooded dinmess, gnaw-
ing ever 0 eamestly and exqertly
a what may have been, but wes
not, a submerged tinber ... !

Qarisse, walking along the side-
walk, held her head high and
marched straight tonard her house
on Saint Jares Place. She wes
thinking of the Red Cross and a
thousand other things & de
tumed the comer and alnmost ran
into this litde man standing there.

Clarisse would have ignored him
if it were not for the fact that as
she pessed he took something long,
white and oddly familiar from his
coat and proceeded to chew on it,
& on a peppermint stick s end
devoured, his extraordinary tongue
darted within the white confec-
tion, sucking out the filling, mak-
ing contented noises. He wes still
crunching his goodie as she pro-
ceeded up the sidewalk to her
house, tumed the doorknob and
walked in.

“Darling?” de caled, smiling
around. “Darling, where are you?”

She shut the door, walked down
the hall into the living room

“Darling...”

She stared at the floor for twen-
ty seconds, trying to understand.
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She screanred. That soream came
from her like a ghastly white fish
tom from her vitals by sone un-
godly fisherman.

Qutside in the sycanore dark-
rness, the little man, pierced a long
white stick with intermittent
hdes, then softly, sighing, lips
puckered, played a litle sad tune
upon the inprovised instrument
to accompary the shrill and awful

singing of ClarissC’s woice as de
stoad in the living room

Many times & a litde girl
Clarisse had run on the beach
sands, stepped on a jelly fish and
screaned. It was not 0 bad, find-
ing an intact, gelatin-skinned jelly-
fish in one’s living room One
could step back from it

It was when the jelly-fish called

you by name.... 11



Why did the snooping police officers suspect that he had murdered
his wife? He hated her, to be sure. He was glad she was gone. But
how could there have been a murder when there was no body?

-B ]

COLD CASE

by ED RITTER

T he front doorbell rang, ed
Caine laid down his book, careful-
ly adjusted his tie, and armswered
it

The plaindothes man wes fa-
miliar. Lieutenant Donleavy, and
two policemen in uniform.

The lieutenant touched his hat,
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and smiled a genial smile that
seered to say he knew Mr. Caine
wes innocent, innocent as a bird,
but they were just passing through
the neighborhood, and thought to
drop in to dat

What he actually said wes,
“Good aftermoon, Mr. Caine, mind
if we come in?”

“Again?”’ said Mr. Caine peew
ishly, “and what good would it do
me if 1 did?”

The lieutenant remeined ami-
able. “Just one of these routine
things you know.” He seered as
big as the doorframe as he stepped
through it, and the two nen in
dark blue who folloned were
scarcely ary smeller. They filled
Mr. Caine’s tiny living room to
overfloning, leaving hardly any
room for the fumiture or for air
to breathe.

Donleavy pulled up a straight
backed chair and straddled it
pushed back his hat, and smiled
“Mr. Caine, | understand how you
must feel.... ”

“You don't a all,” Ed Caine
replied. “The only thing that wor-
ries ne is that she might comre
back. 1 don't care where she's
goe, o who with, or if d¥e’s
nmurdered or alive or dead. 1 just
don’t give a damn!”

“Pretty harsh words,” said Don-
leavy softly.

“Its my business how | feel

about my wife. I've had nothing
but a living hell with her for fif-
teen years”” He glared at the lieu-
terart “Do 1 have to loe ny
wife? Tell ne, do you lowe
yours?”’

Lieutenant Donleavy’s face red-
dered. He looked hard at Ed
Caine. Finally, he said, “We're
here on business. We don't have a
warrant, but we want to search
the place. Do we have your per-
mission?”’

‘“Wait a minute,” said Caine.
“What'’s going on; what's the idea

“Your wife’s folks are raising
quite a stink down at headguar-
tas, Mr. Caine. Mr. Mason sas
his daughter just isn't the kind of
girl to run off like this!”

“Girl" snoted Ed Caine.

“He says she's had her troubles
with you, but de's the type that
sticks. He sas d¥s an honest,
faithful girl who just wouldnt
run off like this.”

“That's what he says, does he?”

“Yes, although he told v he
didn't understand why, because
if shed left fifteen years ago sheld
have been a lot better off.”

“That a fact, huh?”’

“No, Mr. Caine, that’s just what
Mr. Mason says. He also says that
he sugmects foul play on your

“Well, hed just better watch
where he shoats his mouth off like
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that,” said Ed Caine, glonering
darkly. “lI don't give a danm for
his dear daughter, but I didn't
have nothing to do with her dis-
"
“It's been about ten days Nowy,
hasn't it, Mr. Caine?”

“Ten best dys Ive had in
years.”’

“And you didn’t, uh... harm
her in any way?”’

“Huh!” said Mr. Caine.

“‘Now tell ne again. The last
time you saw her?”

“It wes Thursday ewvening, a
week She was going to shop be-
care the stoes ware ogpen. SO
se went out the door, oh about
saven o'dock. Just after dark.”

“You give her a ride down to
the shopping center?”

“l did not She could walk. She
her" spent enough without my  helping

Donleavy let his gaze wander
about the room seeing the degp
lace aurtains, the wom brown rug,
the faded, fly-specked lanpshade.
Even he, on his sdlary, with all his
kids, had better things than these
It didn’t look like Mrs. Caine had
been squandering noney, not on
the house aryhow.

“So she walked out of the house
wtih saven ddllars in her podket,
and hasn't been back since.”

Caine didn't bother to answer.

Donleavy scratdhed his heed,

watching this shot, dark-haired,
middle-aged man standing awk-
wardly before him, arxious for
him to go.

“l1 tell you what, you mind if
we search this place?’

“No, 1 dont care. Search all
you like. What do you hope to
find?”

“Nothing,” said Donleavy. I
hope to find nothing. Then we
can go back and tell Mr. Mason
we didn't find his daughter all
hacked to pieces, and she probably
just took off, and it's a wise man
who understands his oawn daugh-

“Do you think if 1 uh-hacked
her up & you say, I'd keep the
pieces here on permranent display,
waiting for the police to come and
dosene them?”

“Well,” said Donleavy, “people
have been known to do wery
strange things. Mind if we look
then?”

‘“‘Hell, no,” said Ed Caine.
“Have a ball. 1 don't care Just
don't ness up the house. 1 got to
dean it

Patrolman O’Brien took the
dusty and unfinished second floor.
Blum did the first floor, the liv-

ing quarters. That left the dreary
besement to Donleavy.

Caine sat in the living room,
smoking one dgarette after an-
other. He heard footsteps upstairs,
soreone opening trunks. In the
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kitchen the oven door wes pried
open and slanmed shut, then the
cabinets, the flour bin. In the bese-
ment he heard the earie careak of
the fumace door, the soatch-
scratch of aghes being soraped into
a can, the faint swish of the open-
ing of the deep freeze lid, the
soft sguish as it wes dosed again.
He wes perspiring, and mashing
out half-lit dgarettes, and half-
lighting fresh anes.

After what seered like hours,
but wes only ten minutes by the
desk dlock, he got up and stanrped
through the kitchen and down
into the basarent, just in time to
s the lieutenant pull his head
out of the wesher.

“Look,” he said, “this silliness
hes gone far enough. What do
you say you and your men pack
up and get out?”

“Sure,” asid Donleavy, “l guess
we're just about through. Just one
more thing though.” He opened
the cracked wooden door to the
coal bin, reached in, and flipped
the light switch. The dlare re-
vealed an alnost enpty bin, just
a few chunks left over from last
year, hardly enough to concedl
the body of a tom cat, let alone
that of a full-groonwn woman.

“Okay,” Donleavy said, picking
up the rusty can of ades, “somry
we disturbed you. Just part of the
job. You know, we like to dear
the innocent, too.”

“Pll bet,” said Mr. Caine.

They talked it over in the squed
car, during the slow drive back
L(e]

“1 couldn’t find anything,” said
Blum. “The knives were dean
Plastic handles. Don’t think the
lab would find much.”

“Nothing in the attic either. Old
books, dust, junk. Closest thing
t0 a body 1 found wes the dress-
maker's dummy. Pretty cold case™

“J ever s such a cold-blooded
charecter?’ asked Blum.

“Lots of 'em” said Donleavy
wearily, as they pulled into the lot
back of City Hall.

Caine sat quietly for a long
time, to meke sure they were real-
ly gone. He was shaking just a lit-
tle. Slight trenors played around
his face, daced through his
storech. He managed t get up
and peer out the sice and front
windows. They hadn’t core back

He looked at the dock on the
desk Six pm the hands said
Dinner time.

He went down into the bese-
ment and ogpened the deep freeze.
He looked at the stacked cartors
of frozen com and bears and
squesh. At the neatly wwapped
padkages of meat and bone, gristle
and skin and hair. He picked out
oe of vegetables and one of
meat. He dosed the lid and slomy
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walked back up the stgps, into  his big hands.

the kitchen. He sat down on a He’'d have to est. Bveryday, un-
kitchen chair and stared dully at til it wes all gone. There wes no
the frozen padkages he held in other way. (I |






If you've read the previous story by Ray Bradbury, then you're a
little worried about that skeleton of yours. It isn't just an innocent
bag of bones hanging inside your s\in, is it? Well, now another

master of the horrific wants to give you a warning: don't get too

smug about your shin, either. It can serve a lot of different pur-
poses—other than covering your bones*®

SKIN

by ROALD DAHL

T hat year—]%—winter was a
long time going. Although it wes
April, a freezing wind blew
through the streets of the city, and
overhead the snow douds noved
aooss the sky.

The old man who wes called
Drioli shuffled painfully along the
sidewalk of the Rue de Rivoli. He
wes cold and miserable, huddled
up like a hedgehog in a filthy
black coat, only his eyes and the

top of his head visible aowe the
tumed-up collar.

The door of a cafe gpered ad
the faint whiff of roasting chicken
brought a pain of yeaming to the
top of his stomech. He noved on,
glancing without any interest at
the things in the shopwindonws—
perfume, silk ties and shirts, dia-
monds, porcelain, antique furmi-
ture, finely bound books. Then a
picture gallery. He had aways

63
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liked picture galleries. This one
had a single carvas on display in
the window. He stopped to look
a it He tumed to go on. He
checked, looked back; and now,
suddenly there care to him a
slight uneesiness, a novenment of
the menory, a distant recollection
of something, somewhere, he had
seen before. He looked again. It
wes a landscape, a clunp of trees
leaning madly over to one side as
if bloann by a tremendous wind,
the sky swirling and twisting all
around. Attached to the frame
there wes a little plague, and on
this it said: “CHAIM SOUTINE

A84-1943).”

Drioli stared at the picture,
wondering vaguely what there
wss about it that seered familiar.
Crazy painting, he thought. Very
strange and crazy—but 1 like it...
Chaim Soutine ... Soutine ... “By
God!” he cried suddenly. “My lit-
tle Kalmuck, that's who it ist My
litle Kalmuck with a picture in
the finest shop in Paris! Just imag-
ine that!”

The old man pressed his face
doser to the window. He could
remenmber the boy—yes, quite
dearly he could remember him.
But when? When? The rest of it
Wes Not S0 essy to recollect. It wes
0 long ago. How long? Twenty
—no, nore like thirty years,
wesnt it? Wait a minute. Yes—it
wes the year before the war, the

first war, 1913 That wes it. And
this Soutine, this ugly little Kal-
muck, a sullen brooding boy
whom he had liked—alnost loved
—for no reeson at all that he could
think of ewxept that he oould

paint.

And how he could paint! It
wes coming back nore dearly
now—the street, the line of refuse
cas along the length of it, the
rotten sell, the bronn cats walk-
ing delicately over the refuse, and
then the women, noist fat women
on the doorsteps with their feet
upon the odddestones of the
street. Which street? Where wes
it the boy had lived?

The City Falguiere, that wes it!
The old man nodded his head
severa tines, pleased to have re-
marrbered the nane. Then there
wes the studio with the single
chair in it, and the filthy red
ocouch that the boy had used for
slegping; the drunken parties, the
cdegp white wing, the furious
quarrels, and aways, aweys the
bitter sullen face of the boy brood-
ing over his work.

It wes odd, Drioli thought, how
egsily it all canre back to him nowy,
how each single small remem-
bered fact seered instantly to re-
mind him of ancther.

There wes that nonsarse with
the tattoo, for instance. Nowv, that
wes a med thing if ever there wes
one. How had it started? Ah, yes



SKIN 65

—he had got rich one day, that
wss it, and he had bought lots cE
wine. He ocould s=e himself now
as he entered the studio with the
parcel of bottles under his anm—
the boy sitting before the easd,
and his (Drioli’'s) onwn wife stand-
ing in the center of the room, pos-
ing for her picture.

“Tonight we shall oderate”” he
said “We shall have a littde odle-
bration, s three”

“What is it that we odlebrate?”’
the boy asked, without looking up.
“Is it that you have decided tO
divorce your wife so ge can mar-
ry me?’

“No,” Drioli said “We odebrate
because today 1 have mede a great
sum of noney with my work.”

“And 1 have made nothing. We
can celerate that also.”

“If you like.”” Drioli wes stand-
ing by the table urvwapping the
parcel. He felt tired and he want-
ed to get a the wine. Nine dients
in one day wes all very nice, but
it could play hell with a man’s
ees. He had never dore as many
as nine before. Nine boozy sddiers
—and the remarkable thing was
that no fener than saven of them
had been ade to pay in cash. This
had mede him extremely rich. But
the work was terrible on the ges.
Drioli’s eyes were half dosed from
fatigue, the whites streaked with
little connecting lines of red; ad
about an inch behind each eyeball
there was a siall concentration of
pain. But it was ewining now and

he wes wealthy as a pig, and in
the parcel there were diree bottles
—one for his wife, one for his
friend, and one for him. He had
found the ookscrew and wes
draning the corks from the bot-
tles, each making a small plop as
it cane out.

The boy put down his brush.
“Oh Christ,” he said “How can
one work with all this going on?”’

The girl came agoss the room
to look at the painting. Drioli
care over also, holding a bottle in
one hand, a dass in the other.

“No!” the boy shouted, blazing
up suddenly. “Pleese—no!” He
snatched the canves from the essdl
and stood it against the wall. But
Drioli had seen it.

“1 like it.”

“It's terrible.”

“It's mansellous. Like all the
others that you do, it's manvellous.
I love them all.”

“The trouble is,” the boy said,
soowling, “that in thersghves they
are not nourishing. 1 cannot eat
them”

“But still they are marvellous.”
Drioli handed him a tumbler full
of the pale-yellow wine. “Drink
it,” he said. “It will make you hap-

py”

Never, he thought, had he
known a nmore unhappy person,
or one with a gloomier face. He
had spotted him in a cafe some
saven noths  before,  drinking
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alone, and because he had looked
like a Russian or soe sort of an
Asiatic, Drioli had sat down at his
table and talked.

“You are a Russian?’

“Yes.”

“Where from?”

“Minsk.”

Drioli had jumped up and em+
braced him, crying that he too had
been bom in that city.

“It wasn't actually Minsk,” the
boy had said “But quite near.”

“Where?”

“Smilovichi, about twehve miles

“Smilovichi!” Drioli had shout-
ed, embracing him agan “I
walked there several times when
I was a boy.” Then he had st
down again, staring affectionately
at the other's face. “You know,”
he had said, “you don’t look like
a westem Russian. You're like a
Tartar, or a Kalmuck. You look
eactly like a Kalmuck.”

Now, standing in the studio,
Drioli looked again at the boy as
he took the dass of wine and
tipped it down his throat in one
swallow. Yes, he did have a face
like a Kalmuck—wvery broad and
high-cheeked, with a wide coarse
nose. This broadness of the deeks
wes accentuated by the ears which
stood out sharply from the head.
And then he had the narrow eyes,
the black hair, the thick sullen
mouth of a Kalmuck; but the
hands—the hands were awvways a
surprise, 0 small and white like

a lady’s, with tiny thin fingers.

“Give nme some nore,” the boy
said. “If we are to odeorate, then
let us do it properly.”

Drioli distributed the wine and
sat himself on a chair. The boy
sat on the old couch with Drioli’s
wife. The three bottles were
placed on the floor betvween them

“Tonight we dshall drink &s
much as we possibly can,” Drioli
said “lI am exceptionally rich. |
think perhaps | should go out now
and buy sore nore bottles. How
many shall | get?’

“Six nmore,” the boy said “Two
for each™

“Good. 1 shall go now and fetch
them”

“And 1 will help you.”

In the nearest cafe Drioli bought
six bottles of white wine, and they
carried them back to the studio.
They placed them on the floor in
two rons, and Drioli fetched the
corkscrew and pulled the oorks,
all six of theny then they =t
down again and continued to
drink.

“It is only the very wealthy,”
Drioli said, “who can afford to
celebrate in this manner.”

“That is true”” the boy said
“lsn't that true, Josie?’

“Of course”

“How do you fedl, Josie?”’

‘“Fine”

“Will you leave Drioli and mar-
ry me?”’



SKIN 67

“NO.”
“Beautiful wine,”” Drioli
“It is a privilege to drink it.”

said

Slowy, methodically, they st
about getting themsehves drunk
The process wes routine, but all
the sare there was a certain cere-
mony to be dosened, and a grav-
ity to be maintained, and a great
number of things to be said, then
said again—and the wine nust be
praised, and the sloanness wes im-
portant too, so that there would
be time to savour the three deli-
dous stages of transition, exqedial-
ly (for Drioli) the one when he
began to float and his feet did not
redlly belong to him. That wsas
the best period of them all—when
he could look down at his feet
and they were 0 far anay that
he would wonder what crazy per-
son they might belong to and why
they were lying around on the
floor like thet, in the distance.

After a while, he got up to
switch on the light. He was sur-
prised to se that the feet cane
with him when he did this
espedially because he couldn't fed
them touching the ground. It
ogave him a plessant sensation of
walking on air. Then he began
wandering around the room, peek-
ing sy at the canveses stacked
against the walls.

“Listen,” he said at length. “I
have an idea” He came agoss and
stood before the couch, swaying

gertly. “Listen, my litde Kal-
muck.”

“What?”’

“l1 have a tremendous idea. Are
you listening?”

“I'm listening to Josie.”

“Listen to Ne, please. YOU are
my friend—ny ugly little Kal-
muck from Minsk—and to ne
you are such an artist that 1 would
like to have a picture, a lovely pic-
ture—"’

‘Have them all. Take all you
can find, but do not interrupt mMme
when 1 am talkking with your
wife.”

“No, no. Now listen. 1 mean a
picture that 1 can have with nme
alvxays . forever ... wherever 1
al\/\ays with me... a plcture by
you. He readed forward and
shook the boy’s knee. “Nowv listen
1O Mg, please.”

“Listen to him,” the girl said.

“It is this. 1 want you to paint
a picture on my skin, on My back.
Then 1 want you to tattoo over
what you have painted 0 that it
will be there avways.”

“You have crazy idess.”

“1 will teach you how to use the
tattoo. It is eesy. A child could do
it”

“l am not a child.”

“Please...”

“You are quite med. What is it
you want?’ The painter looked
up into the slow, dark, wine-
bright eges of the other man.
‘“‘What in heaven’s name is it you
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want?”’

“You could do it easily! You
could! You could!”

“You mean with the tattoo?”’

“Yes, with the tattoo! 1 wiill
teach you in two minutes!”

“Inmpassible!”

“Are you saying 1 don't know
what I'm talking about?”

No, the boy could not paossibly
be saying that because if anyone
knew about the tattoo it wes he—
Drioli. Had he not, only last
nonth, cormred a man’s whole
belly with the nost wonderful and
delicate design conposed  entirely
of floners? What about the client
who had had so much hair upon
his dest that he had dore him a
picture of a grizzly bear s0 de-
signed that the hair on the dest
became the furry ooet of the bear?
Could he not draw the likeness of
a lady and position it with such
subtlety upon a man’s am that
when the musde of the arm wes
flexed the lady care to life ad
performed astonishing contortions?

“All 1 am saying,” the .boy told
him, “is that you are drunk and
this is a drunken idea.”

“We could have Josie for a
model. A study of Josie upon my
back. Am 1 not entitled to a pic-
ture of my wife upon my back?”’

“Of Josie?”’

“Yes.” Drioli knew he only had
to mention his wife and the boy’s
thick bronn lips would loosen and

begin to quiver.

“No,” the girl said.

“Darling Josie, please. Take this
bottle and finish it, then you will
feel nore gerneraus. It is an enor-
mous idea. Never in ny life have
I had such an idea before.”

“AWhat idea?”’

“That he should meke a picture
of you upon my back Am | not
entitled to that?”

“A picture of me?”’

“A nude study,” the boy said
“It is an agreegbdle idea”

“Not nude,” the girl said

“It is an enomous idea,”” Drioli
sad

“Its a dam crazy ideg,” the
girl sad

“It is in any evert an ideg,” the
boy said “It is an idea that calls
for a oelebration.”

They enptied another bottle
anong them Then the boy said,
“It is no good. 1 could not pos-
sibly manage the tattoo. Insteed, |
will paint this picture on your
back and you will have it with
you S0 long as you do not take a
bath and wesh it off. If you never
take a bath again in your life then
you will have it aways, as long
a6 you live.”

“No,” Drioli said

“Yes—and on the day that you
decide to take a bath 1 will know
that you do not any longer value
my picture. It will be a tet of
yoter admiration for my art”
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“I do not like the idea,” the girl
said. “His admiration for your art
is 0 great that he would be un-
dean for many years. Let us have

“Then just the head,” Drioli
said.

“1 could not manege it.”

“It is immensely sinple. 1 will
udertake to teach you in two
minutes. You will ss= | shall go
now and fetch the instrurents.
The needes and the inks. | have
inks of many different cdlors—as
many different colors as you have
paints, and far nore beauti-
fu__~”

“It is impossible.”

“1 have many inks. Have | not
many differert ocdors of  inks,
Josie?”

“Yes.”

“You Will s=2” Drioli said “I
will go now and fetch them” he
got up from his chair and walked
usteedily, but with determina-
tion, out of the room

In half an hour Drioli wses
back. “l have brought everything,”
he cied, waving a broawn suit-
e “All the neossdties of the
tattooist are here in this bag.”

He placed the bag on the table,
opened it, and laid out the electric
needes and the small bottles of
oolored inks. He plugged in the
electric neede, then he took the
instrument in his hand and
pressed a switch. It mede a buz-

zing sound and the quarter inch
of neede that projected from the
end of it began to vibrate swiftly
up and down. He threw off his
Jacket and rolled up his left deave.
“Now look. Watch me and 1 will
show you how essy it is. | will
meke a design on my arm, here.”

His forearm wes already cov-
ered with blue markings, but he
sdected a smeEll dear patch of
skin upon which to demonstrate.

“First, | doose nmy ink—let s
e ordinary blue—and 1 dip the
point of my neede in the ink ...
L...and | hold the neede up
straight and | run it lightly over
the surface of the skin ... like this
... and with the litde motor and
the electricity, the needle junyps
up and down and punctures the
skin and the ink goes in and there
you are... Scehow essy it is...
se how | draw a picture of a
greyhound here upon myam ...~

The boy wes intrigued. “Now
let me practice a litle—on your
am”’

With the buzzing needle he be-
gan to draw blue lines upon
Drioli's am  “It is sinple,” he
sad “It is like draning with pen
and ink. There is no difference ex-
oept that it is sloner.”

“There is nothing to it. Arc you
ready? Shall we begin?”’

“At once”’

“The model!” cried Drioli.
“Come on, Josie” He wes in a
bustle of enthusiasm now, totter-
ing around the room arranging
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everything, like a child preparing
for some exciting gare. “Where
will you have her? Where shall
se stad?’

“Let her be standing there, by
my dressing table. Let her be
brushing her hair. 1 will paint her
with her hair dowmn over her
shoulders and her brushing it.”

“Tremendous. You ae a gen
ius.”

Reluctartly, the girl walked
over and stood by the dressing
table, carrying her dass of wine
with her.

Drioli pulled off his shirt and
stepped out of his trousers. He
retained only his underpants and
his sods and shoes, and he stood
there swaying gently from side to
side, his small body firm, white-
skinned, alnost hairess. “Now,”
he said, “l am the carves. Where
will you place your canves?’

“Don’t be crazy. | am the can-
vas”

“Then place yourself upon the
eaesdl. That is where you belong.”

“How can 1?7
“Are you the carves or are you
not?”’

“1 am the carves. Already | be-
gin to fed like a carves.”

“Then place yourself upon the
eesdl. There should be no diffi-
culty.”

“Truly, it is not possible.”

“Then sit on the chair. Sit back
to front, then you can lean your
drunken head against the back of

it. Hurry now, for 1 am about to
comence.

“l am ready. 1 am waiting.”

“First,” the boy said, “l1 shall
meke an ordinary painting. Then,
if it dessss ne, 1 shall tattoo over
it.” With a wide brush he began
to paint upon the naked skin of
the man’s badk

“Ayee!l Ayee!” Drioli screared
“A nmonstrous centipede is march-
ing donwn My spinel”

“Be still nond Be still'” The boy
worked rapidly, applying the peint
only in a thin blue wesh so that
it would not aftervard interfere
with the prooess of tattooing. His
concentration, as soon as he began
to paint, was 0 great thet it ap-
peared somehow to supersece his
drunkerness. He agpplied the
brush strokes with quick short
jas of the arm, holding the wwrist
stiff, and in less than half an hour
it was finished.

“All right. That's all,” he said
to the girl, who inmediately re-
tumed to the couch, lay down,
and fell edep

Drioli remained aneke. He
watched the boy take up te
needle and dip it in the ink; then
he felt the sharp tickling sting as
it touched the skin of his back
The pain, which wes upleasant
but never edrene, kept him from
going to degp. By folloning the
track of the neede and by watdh
ing the different codlors of ink
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that the boy wes using, Drioli
amused hinself trying to visualize
what was going on behind him.
The boy worked with an astonish-
ing intensity. He appeared to have
becomre conpletely absorbed in the
little mechine and in the unusual
effects it wes able to produce.

Far into the small hours of the
moming the meching buzzed and
the boy worked. Drioli could re-
member that when the artist final-
ly stepped back and said, “It is
finished,” there wes daylight out-
side and the sound of people walk-
ing in the strecet

“1 want to s it,” Drioli sad
The boy held up a mirror, a an
angle, and Drioli craned his neck
to look.

“Good God!” he aied. It wes
a startling sight. The whole of his
back, from the top of the shoul-
ders to the bese of the spine, wes
a blaze of colo—gold and green
and blue and black and scarlet.
The tattoo wes applied so heavily
it looked alnost like an inpesto.
The boy had folloned as dosely
& possibe the original brush
strokes, filling them in sdlid, and
it was mansllous the way he hed
mede use of the spine and the pro-
trusion of the shoulder blades =0
that they became part of the com-
position. What is nore, he had
sorehow nmanaged to achieve—
even with this slow process—a cer-
tain spontaneity The portrait wes
quite alive; it contained much of
that twisted, tortured, quality so

characteristic of Soutine’s other
work. It wes not a good likeness.
It was a mood rather than a like-
ness, the model’s face vague and
tipsy, the background swirling
around her head in a mess of
dark-green curling strakes.

“It's tremendous!”

“l rather like it myself.” The
boy stood back, examining it
critically. “You know,” he added,
“1 think it's good enough for nme
to sign.” And taking up the buz-
zer again, he inscribed his name
in red ink on the right-hand side,
over the place where Drioli’s kid-
ney Wes.

The old man who wes called
Drioli wes standing m a sort oi
trance, staring at the painting in
the window of the picture-dedler’s
shop. It had been s0 long ago, all
that—almost as though it had hap-
pered in another life.

And the boy? What had become
of him? He could remenber now
that after retuming from the war
—the first war—he had missed
him and had guestioned losie.

“Where is ny little Kalmuck?””

“He is gone,” de had armswered.
“l do not know where, but 1
heard it said that a dedler had
taken him up and sent him anay
to Ceret to make nore paintings.”

“Perhaps he will retum.”

“Perhaps he will. Who knows?”

That wes the last time they had
mentioned him. Shortly afterward
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they had noved to Le Havre
where there were nore sailors and
business wes better. The old man
smiled & he remarbered Lc
Havre. Those were the plessant
years, the years between the wars,
with the small shop near the
docks and the comfortable rooms
and aways enough work, with
every day three, four, five sailors
coming and wanting pictures on
their anmrs. Those were truly the
pleasant years.

Then had come the secod waer,
and Josie being killed, and the
German’s arriving, and that wes
the finish of his business. No one
had wanted pictures on their ams
any nore after that. And by that
time he wes too old for any other
kind of work. In desperation he
had mede his way back to Paris,
hoping vaguely that things would
be easier in the big city. But they
were not.

And now, after the war wes
over, he possessed neither the
mearns nor the energy to start up
his small buainess again. It wasn't
very essy for an old man to know
what to do, egpecialy when one
did not like to beg Yet how dse
could he keep alive?

Well, he thought, still staring
at the picture. So that is my lit-
tle Kalmuck. And how quickly
the sight of one small dgject such
as this can stir the menory. Up
to a few noments ago he had

even forgotten that he had a tat-
oo on his back It had been ages
since he had thought about it. He
put his face doser to the window
and looked into the gallery. On
the walls he could sse many oth-
e pictues and all seened to be
the work of the sare artist. There
were a great nuber of pegple
strolling around. Cbviously it wes
a gpeda exhibition.

On a sudden inmpulse, Drioli
tumed, pushed gpen the door of
the gallery and went in.

It was a long room with a thick
wine-colored carpet, and by God
how beautiful and wam it wes!
There were all these peode stroll-
ing about looking at the pictures,
wellweshed,  dignified  pecple,
each of whom held a catalogue in
the hand. Drioli stood just inside
the door, renvouwsly glancing
around, wondering whether he
dared go forward and mingle with
this crond. But before he had had
time to.gather his ocourage, he
heard a woice beside him saying,
“What is it you want?”’

The speaker wore a black nom-
ing aoat. He was plunp and ot
and had a very white face. It was
a flabby face with so much flesh
upon it that the deds hung
donwn on either sice of the nouth
in two fleshy odlops, spanicwise.
He care up dose to Drioli ad
said again, “What is it you want?”

Drioli stood still.
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“If you pleese” the man wes
saying, “take yourself out of my
odllery.”

“Am | not peritted to look at
the pictures?”’

“1 have asked you to leae.””

Drioli stood his ground. He felt
suddenly, overwhelmingly out-
raged

“Let s not have trouble,” the
man wes saying. “‘Come on nowy,
this way.” He put a fat white paw
on Drioli’s arm and began to push
him firmly to the door.

That did it. “Take your goddam
hands off me!” Drioli shouted
His woice rang dear donwn the
long gallery ad all the heads
jerked around & oe—al the
startled faoes stared down the
length of the room at the person
who had nmede this moiss A
flunky camre running over to help,
and the two nmen tried to hustle
Drioli through the door. The peo-
ple stoad still, watching the strug-
de. Their faces eqyessed only a
mild interest, and seened to be
saying, “It's all right. There’s no
danger to W It's being taken care
of.”

“I, too!”” Drioli wes shouting. ““I
too, have a picture by this paint-
erl He wes ny friend and | have
a picture which he gave me!”

“He’s med.”

“A lunatic. A raving lunatic.”

“Someone should call the po-
lice”

With a rapid twist of the body
Drioli suddenly junped dear of

the two men, and before anyone
could stop him he wes running
down the gallery shouting, “I’ll
show you! I'll show you! Ill show
you!” He flung off his overcoet,
then his jacket and shirt, and he
tumed o that his naked back was
tonard the people.

“There!” he cried, breathing
quickly. “You sse? There it is!”

There wes a sudden absolute si-
lence in the room, each person
arested in what he wes doing,
standing notionless in a kind of
shocked, unessy  bewilderment
They were staring at the tattooed
picture. It wes still there, the colors
as bright as ever, but the old man’s
back wes thinner now, the shoul-
der blades protruded nore sharply,
and the effect, though not grest,
wes to give the picture a curiously
wrinkled, squashed gppearance.

Somebody said, “My God, but
it is!”

Then cane the excitemrent ard
the noise of woicess as the people
surged forward to crond around
the old man.

“It is unmistakable!”

“His early manner, yes?’

“It is fantastic, fantastic!”

“And look, it is signed!”

“Bend your shoulders forward,
my friend, so that the picture
stretches out flat.”

“Old one, when wes this done?”’

“In 1913 Drioli said, without
tuming around. “In the autumm
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of 1913/

‘Who taught Soutine to tat-
too?”’

“1 taught him.”

“And the worman?”’

“She wes ny wife.”

The gallery onner wes pushing
through the crond toward Drioli.
He wes cam now, deadly serious,
making a smile with his mouth.
“Monsieur,” he said, “l will buy
it.” Drioli could s the loose fat
upon the face vibrating & he
nmoved his jaw. “l said 1 will buy
it, Monsieur.”

“How can you buy it?” Drioli
asked softly.

“1 will give two hundred thou-
sand francs for it” The dealer’s
ees were sell and dark, the
wings of his broad nosetese were
beginning to quiver.

“‘Don’t do it!” someone mur-
mured in the crond. ““It is worth
twenty tines as much.”

Drioli opened his nmouth to
speak No words care, s0 he shut
it; then he gpered it again and
said slonMy, “But how can | sl
it?” He lifted his hands, let them
drop loosgly to his sides. “Mon-
sieur, how can | possibly sl it?”
All the sadress in the world wes
in his voice.

“Yes!” they ware saying in the
cond. “How can he sl it? Itis
a part of himself!”

“Listen,” the dedler said, com-
ing up dose. “l will help you. |

will maeke you rich. Together we
sl meke sore private arrange-
ment over this picture, no?”’

Drioli watched him with slown
you buy it, Monsieur? What will
you do with it when you have
bought it? Where will you keep
it? Where will you keep it to-
night? And where tomorrow?”’

“Ah, where will 1 keep it? Yes,
where will 1 keep it? Now, where
will I kegp it Well, now...” The
dedler stroked the bridge of his
e with a fat white finger. “It
would seem” he said, “that if |
take the picture, | take you dso
This is a dsadvatage” He
paused and stroked his nose again.
“The picture itself is of no value
until you are deed How old are
you, nmy friend?”

“S|xty—one

“But you are petgps not very
robust, N0?”’ The dealer lonered
the hand from his nose and looked
Drioli up and down, slownly, like
a famer appraising an old horse.

“l do not like this,” Drioli said,
edging anay. “Quite honestly,
Monsieur, | do not like it” He
edoed straight into the anmrs of a
tall man who put out his hands
and caught him gently by the
shoulders. Drioli glanced around
and apologized. The nman smiled
down at him, patting one of the
old fellows naked shoulders re-
assuringly with a hand encased in
a canary-colored glove.

“Listen, my friend,” the stranger
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said, still smiling. “Do you like
to swim and to bask yourself in
the sun?”

Drioli looked up at him, rather
startled.

‘Do you like fine food and red
wine from the great dhateaux of
Bordeaux?’1 The man wes still
smiling, showing strong white
teeth with a flash of gold anong
them He spoke in a soft coaxing
manner, one gloved hand still rest-
ing on Drioli’s shoulder. “Do you
like such things?”

‘“Well—es,” Drioli  amswered,
still greatly perplexed. “Of course.”

“And the company of beautiful
women?”’

“Why not?”

“And a cupboard full of suts
and shirts mede to your own per-
somal  messurements? It would
seem that you are a little lacking
for dothes.”

Drioli watded this suave men,
waiting for the rest of the propo-
sition.

“Have you ever had a shoe con-
structed especially for your own
foot?”

“No.”

“You would like that?”

“Well...”

“And a man who will shave you
in the momings and trim your
hair?”

Drioli sinply stood and gaped.

“And a plump attractive girl to
manicure the rails of your fin-
gers?”’

Someore in the crond giggled.

“And a bell beside your bed to
sunmon a maid to bring your
breakfast in the moming? Would
you like these things, my friend?
Do they appedal to you?”’

Drioli stood still and looked at
him.

“You s, 1 am the owner of the
Hotel Bristol in Cannes. 1 now
invite you to come down there
and live as my guest for the rest
of your live in luxury and com-
fort.” The man paused, alloning
his listener time to savor this
cheerful prospect.

“Your only duty—shall 1 call it
your pleesure—will be to spend
your time on my beach in bathing
trunks, walking among my gLests,
sunning yourself, swimming,
drinking cocktails. You would like
that?”

There waes N0 amBWer.

“Don’t you se—all the guests
will thus be able to dosene this
fascinating picture by Soutine.
You will becore fanous, and
men will say, ‘Look, there is the
fellow with ten million francs
upon his back” You like this idea,
Monsieur? It peasss you?”

Drioli looked up at the tall man
in the canary dlowes, still wonder*
ing whether this wes sone sart of
a joke. “It is a comical idea,” he
said slonly. “But do you really
mean it?”’

“Of course | mean it”

“Wait,” the dedler interrupted.
“See here, old orne. Here is the an-
swer to our problem 1 will buy
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the picture, and | will arange
with a surgeon to renowve the skin
from your beck, and then you will
be adle to go off on your own ad
enjoy the great sum of norey |
shall give you for it.”

“With no skin on my back?”’

“No, no, pleese! You misunder-
stand This surgeon will put a
new piece of skin in the place of
the old ore. It is sinple.”

“Could he do that?”

“There is nothing to it.”

“Inpossible!” said the man with
the camary dloves. “He’s too old
for suth a mgjor skingrafting
operation. It would kill him It
would kill you, my friend.”

“It would kill me?”

“Naturally. You would never
sunvive. Only the picture would
come through.”

“In the name of God!” Drioli
cried. He looked around aghest at
the faces of the pegple watching
him, ad in the silence that fol-
loned, ancther man’s voice, speak-
ing quietly from the back of the
goup, ocould be heard saying,
“Perhgps, if ane were to offer this
old man enough norey, he might
ocorsent to kill himself on the oot
Who knows?” A few people snig-
gered. The dealer noved his feet
uneasily on the carpet.

Then the hand in the canary

gove wes tapping Drioli again
the man wes saying, smiling his

broad white smile. “You and 1
will go and have a good dinner
and we can talk about it soe
nmore while we east. How's that?
Are you hungry?”’

Drioli watched him, frowning.
He didn't like the man’s long flex-
ible nedk, or the way he aaned it
formard at you when he spo<e,
like a sreke.

“Roast duck and Chambertin,”
the man wes saying He put a
rich succulent accent on the words,
splashing them out with his
tongue. “And perhgos a souffle
aux marons, light and frothy.”

Drioli’s eyes tumed up tonard
the ceiling, his lips becane loose
and wet. One could s the poor
old fellow beginning literally to
drodl at the mouth.

“How do you like your duck?”
the man went on. “Do you like
it very broann and crisp outside,
orshal itbe...”

“l am ooming,” Drioli sad
quickly. Already he had picked
up his shirt and wes pulling it
frantically over his head. “Wait
for me, Monsieur. 1 am coming.”
And within a minute he had dis-
appeared out of the gallery with
his new patron.

It wes’t nore than a few weeks
later that a picture by Soutine, of
a woman's head, painted in an un-
usual manner, nicely framed and
heavily vamished, tumed up for
sde in Buenos Aires. That—and
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the fact thet there is no hotel in
Cannes called Bristo—cases one
to wonder a little, and to pray for
the old man’s health, and to hope
fervently that wherever he may be
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at this moment, there is a plump
to manicure the
nails of his fingers, and a maid to
bring him his bregkfest in bed in

attractive girl

the momings.



The moral:don't drive into a strange town, ft may be almost im-
possible for you to ever get out again. Alive, that is.

CHANCEYVILLE

by JOHN ANTHONY WEST

| t was a blue sedan that stopped
for him.

“Where yall headir’, Sonny?”’

“New York.”

“Kind a long way from there. ..
two, three days hitchin’.”

“That’s what | figure. I’'m in no
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hurry. How far are you going,
Mister?"

“Well now, that depends.”

The driver was a big man, un-
kempt, in grey trousers, khaki
shirt and poplin jacket. His hair
was shaved up a rdbgh weathered
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neck alnost to the cronn of his
head.

“If youre going & far &s S
vanrah I'd gporediate it =. 7

“Hop in, hop in, Sonny.”

Galliano dimbed in, tossed his
rusksack in the back

“Know what town youre in
yhah?” the driver said

“No. I didn’t notice.”

“Town of Chancewille, Gaw-
gia.”’

“| sgo”

“Fahn town, Chancewille. Sort
a sell. Sort a quaht. Fahn town.”

“You ocone from Chancey-
ville?”

“Yep. Honeycutt's the name.
Henry Honeycutt.”

“Well . . . thanks for the ride,
Mr. Honeycutt.”

He drowe at twenty miles an
hour. Galliano looked at him with
just a shede of apprehension; the
road wes desarted, straight, dry;
it wes early moming.

“Soeed limit's twenty nmehls a
hour, town of Chancewille”
Honeycutt elained. “Wouldn’t
ssem raht to go tearin’ round.
Ah'm Constable round these
parts.”

“Oh ... I's==... | guess things
must be pretty quiet nost of the
time.” He could think of nothing
detossy. N

“Pretty gmijt Fight oce in a
while. Drunk driver . . He
sloned to ten miles an hour.

“Yal know that hitchhiking's
‘gainst the law in Chancewville?”

“Is it? No, | didn't know. |
mean, | didn't sse a sign or any-
thing.”

“There’s a sam.”

“Oh! Sorry. 1 didn't s=e it. Must
have missed it”’

“Sahn blew down two, three
yesrs ago.”

Galliano laughed. “l guess it
wesnt my fault 1 missed it then,
Wes it?”

“Guess not . . . Town of Chan-
cewille still don't ’low hitchhik-
s

“Listen, Mr. Honeywell . .

Honeycutt.

“Mr. Honeycutt. What's the
gane? I'm sory | hitched
through your town. If I'd seen a
sign I'd have walked through.”

“Town of Chancewille don't
low vagrants neither”

“I'm not a vagrant, Mister. I'm
a guy hitching his way to New
York. 1 don't meke trouble for
anyore. If 1 can't hitch through
your tooon and 1 can't walk
through it, I'd gppreciate it if
youd drive me back to the town
limits and I'll wait and catch a
bus through.”

“Couldn’t do that, Sonny.
Picked you up insahd town lim-

The Constable pulled off the
road and stopped the car; tumed
in his seet to face Galliano.

“Y’all American, Sonny?”’

“Sure. Sure I'm American.”
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“Yall dont look American.
What’s your name?”’

“In New York it's as American
as any other nanre.”

“You ain’t in New York, Son-

“Nobody knows it better than

The Constable bit off the ed
of a degp cigar and lit it with
the lighter from the car. “Folks
round Chancewville nostly South-
em Methodist,” he said, “Don’t
ocotton much to popery round

“To tell you the truth, Mr.
Honeycutt, 1 don't ocotton much
to popery nmyself. All 1 wart is
to get to New York without ... ”

“What you do for a livin’, Son-
ny?”

“Im a painter.”

“Hell, Sonny, painter gets two,
three dollahs a hour. No reason t©
be hitchin’. Ought to travel like
a white man.”

“Not that kind of pairter. |
paint pictures.”

“Pitchers! Ah’ll be damned...
Don't seem like rruch of a occu-
paljon for a man.”

“Maybe not in Chanoeyvllle"
Galliano readhed the door
handle. “Look, Mr Honeycutt,
howv about letting e go my way?
I won't make any .

The Constable patted a holster
that Galliano had not noticed be-
fore. “That'd be resisin’ amrest,

Sonny. More serious dharge than
jest hitchin’.”

Oh Lord! Galliano thought, a
night in a southem jail. He had
four dollars and sixty five cents
with him, enough, he hoped, t©
keep him in harburgers to New
York. Certainly not enough to
pay the fine he eqected The
Constable blew cigar sroke at
him.

“What you doin’ round these
parts, Sonny?”

“l wes painting in Mexico and
ran out of noney. 1 thought I'd
0o back to New York to try for a
show | went to FHorida to s a
friend. That’s why I'm coming up
through Georgia.”

“Hell. You get around, don't
you, Sonry? Never been further
than Atlanta myself... Didn’t
like it”

“Living’s chegper in Mexico,”
Galliano explained.

The Constable eyed him sharp-
ly. “Where you got all them pit-
chers you talk about?”

“I waited around the Grey-
hound terminal until 1 found a
guy whod check them on his
ticket. I'll pick them up in New
York.”

“Right dever idea.”

Galliano tried persuesion “So
you s, Costable. 1 have just
enough noney to'get me to New
York. 1 couldn’t pay your fine for
hitching and what's the point of
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using Chancewville noney to feed
a stranger in jail? Why don't you
jl,stletrremrryV\ay?lp'orﬁse
I won't..
Jedgell decide that, Sonny.
Mah job's to uphold the law.”” He
shifted the car into first and nosed
back on the road.

“Mawnin’ Henry”

“Mawnin’ Jedge.” Chancewille’s
Justice of the Peace was a sl
paunchy man with watery ees
behind steel-rinmed dasses.

“Caught this fellah hitchin’ in

“Hitchin’s ‘gainst the law in
Chancewille, Young Fellah.”

“So I've been told.”

“Yew talk when the Jedoe asks
a question.”” The Constable’s voice
had a hard ring to it; it ocourred
to Galliano that this might tum
out to be nore than an amusing
anecdote to tell at parties.

“Hitchin’s twenty-falve dollah
fine in Chancewville. Guilty or
not guilty?”

‘“‘Look, Your Honer...” The
Constable cracked him aoross the
mouth with the back of his hand.
Galliano stifled the inpulse to
strike back The slap sent blood
rushing to his face.

“The Jedge ast guilty or not
guiilty. That mears yes or no, Son-
ny. He don't \yat no stories.”

Galliano thgpght quickly. Not
guilty would cone to the sane
thing and a bigger fine. He fore-

saw a week in some bug-infested
Jail.

“Guilty,” he said

“That means you one the Town
af Chancewville twenty-fahve dob
lahs, Young Fellah.”

Galliano said nothing. The Con-
stable stood poised in front of
him. He waited for someore to
break the silence.

“You heard the Jedge, Sonny.
Twenty-fahve dollahs.”

“] told you before 1 don't have
any noney. | have four dollars
and change. You can have that if
you want it... Your Honor, 1
don't want to nmeke any trouble.
I wes on my way from Mexico to
New York. All 1 want to do is

“Sorry, Young Fellah. You
broke the law. Twenty-fahve dol-
lars an’ you're back on your way.”

The Justice was slightly palsied.
Probably alcohal, Galliano
guessed; the burst blood vessdls in
the nose, dheeks and earldoes.

“Young fellah like you ought to
have twenty-fahve dollahs on him,
Seens o e’

“I told you, 1 don't have it.”” He
saw that the Constable had his
fists denched and wes staring at
a point out the windowv.

“What you do for a livin',
Young Fellah?”
he’ls a painter, Jedoe.
Paints pitchers.”

“Don’t say! What kind a pit-
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“I'm an aostract painter.”

“That’s them lahns and things?”’

“1 guess you could call it that.”

“How much you get for one of
them pitchers, Sonny?”

“Not enough.” He spoke with-
out thinking. The Constable hit
him hard. He tasted blood in his
mouth.

“Ah ast you a question, Sonny.
You a wase gah?”

Soreday, sorehow, Galliano
voned he would even the socore.

“How much you get for ore of
them pitchers?”’

“Hundred dollars or so. When
I sal ore 1 don't sell many.”

“Henert dollahs! Js for a
pitcher?”
“Why, hell, Young Fellah.

Seens to e yought to havwe
twenty-fahve dollahs for breakin’
Chancewville law.”

The Constable had an alnost
boyish smile on his face. “Hey,
Sonny! How much you want to
paint me?”’

Galliano knew it wes not the
time for schoolboy heroics. The
words care in spite of hinself. “I
don't paint portraits.”

The Constable doubled him
over with a jab in the solar pleas.
His grin had disgppeared.

“Ill do it for nothing if youll
let me out of here””

“Trahn to bribe a officer of the
law, Jedge. Yew hear that?”’

“Twenty-falve  dollah  fahn.
That mekes fifty, Young Fellah.”

“What the hell kind of frame-
up dedl is thisl 'm trying to do
a sinple thing like get to New
York ...” The Constable doubled
his fist.

“Jedge, Ah'd call
tenpt 0 court’.”

“Contempt O court aosts fifty
dollahs, Town © Chancewille.
You’re up to a hunderd, Young
Fellah.”

that ‘Con-

Galliano wondered if he could
survive a nonth in - Chancewville
jail. The Constable seened lost in
thought. He brightened suddenly.

“Hey, Sonny. Kin you draw ne
a naked woman?”’

“If | fed like it” He had no
idea why he had to sy these
things. The cak in the face
care as no suprise. “Yeah. Tl
draw you a naked woman.”

The Justice got him pencil and
paper. He waited for his hands to
steady and drew a nude.

“Chrassake! That's no naked
woman. Ah wart to s what e
looks lahk.”

Galliano drew an doscerdy
naked woman. The Constable wes
smiling broadly. The Justice ran
his tongue owver his lips. Galliano
watched them pretending not to.
It seered &s good a way & ay
to get aut of a jam He signed
it with a flourish. b . Galliano.

“That's nore like it, Sonny.
Now put a man on top of her.”

Galliano drew a man.



CHANCEYVILLE 83

‘Right purty job, Young Fel-
lah.”

They savored the picture a
while. “Now draw us another one,
Sonny.” Galliano drew another;
nore grotesque than before.

He waited for them to tell him
he could leave.

“Boys at the stoell sue pre-
date them things, eh, Henry?”

“Guess they will, Jedge ... But
yew know what Ah think. Ah
think we better corffiscate them

‘“What do you mean, ‘confis-
cate’? 1 drew them for you
They’re yours.”

“Shut up, Sonny! Can't let this
fellah go walkin® round Chancey-
ville with them there pitchers.”

“Ah think Ah see what you're
drivin’ at, Henry. Possesson O
dosoere  lititure.  Twenty-fahve
dollah fahn in Chanceyville.”

Galliano had been frightened
before; it wes pure terror now.
“Then let me make a phore cll.
Il get the noney for you It
ke here in the moming. You have
to let e meke orne call. That's
the law, isn't it?”

“Not in Chancewille, Sonny.”

“1 snear I'll get the noney for
you. Can | meke one call?”

“What Ah think Jedge, is
that a fellah that kin draw them
kahnd o pitchers is dangerous.”

“l drew them for you. You
know 1 did.”

“lmagine if them pitchers went
circlatim  Chanceyville  school.
Thatd be what Ah call a cor-
ruptin’ influence.”

“Don’'t quaht follow you, Hen-
ry”

“Ah mean that a fellah oughtn't
ke alloned to draw them kahnd o’
pitchers.”

He tumed Galliano’s chair
around; pulled his manacled
hands onto the desk  Galliano
fought because there wes nothing
ds= to do. The Constable took
out his pistol.

At first Galliano didn’'t believe
his onwn eyes. Then he heard him-
self screaming.

“No! Christ! Not my hands!
Leave my hands alone!”

He dendhed his fists and the
Constable brought the butt down
on them Then again. Through
the pain he heard the Justice of
the Peace weakly admonishing the
Constable to go essy. He heard the
bones crushing. Before the pain
knocked him unconscious he real-
ized that no ane, arywhere, hed
the vaguest notion of his where-
abouts. Then he pessed out.

When the Constable was done
with the hands, he started on the
head. When he finished Galliano
fell off the chair. The Justice had
tumed anay sonme time ago but
care to his sasss and watt for
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a paill &E water and tonels. He “No.”
listened at Galliano’s heart for a “Still, you oughtn't have dorne
while, then stood up and shrugged.  thet, Henry
“You oughtn't have done thet, The Constable tumed on him
Henry.” with blue eyes fooussing on noth-
The Constable wes staring out ing &t all.
the window, clenching and un- “That’ll teadh them bestards to
clenching his fists. nmess around Chancewille” 1
“Anyone sse you with him?”



Don't loo” bac\. Ever. Something evil might be catching up to you.

JOHNSON
LOOKED BACK

by THOMAS BURKE

D on't look behind you, john-
son. There’s a man folloning you,
but don’t look behind. Go on just
& you ae going, down that
bromfoggy street where the
lamps nmeke diffuse and fecble
silashes on the brown. Go straight
on and don't look behind, or you
might be sory. You might s=e
sorething that youll wish you
hadn't ssen

He’s a blind man, Johnson, but
that nakes little difference to him,
and is of no use to you. You can't
hear the tapping of his stick be-
cause he hasn't got a stick He

can't cary a stick He hasn't any
hands. But he’s been blind so long
that he can walk the streets of
this district without a stick He
can sell his way about, and he
can feal traffic and other dangers
through his skin.

You can tum and twist as you
like, and == your nortal ees a5
much & you like, but that man
without eyes will be dose on your
trail. He’s faster than you. He’s
not impeded by percgption of
the dgects that reach you
through the ees. You are ot
used to the uncertain cloud of fog

‘Johnson Looked Back* from NIGHT PIECES, by Thomae Burke.
Copyright 1t9t, D. Appleton-Century-Croft* Company, Inc.

8
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and blears of light; you have to
pick your stgs. He can march
boldly, for he marches awvways in
dear, certain darkness. If you use
cunning he can neet all your
cunning. Without seeing you, or
hearing you, he will know just
where you go, and he will be
dose behind you. He will know
what you are going to do the no-
ment you have decided to do it;
and he will be at your hedls.
No; it won't help you at all to
look behind you. It will only sick-
en you. It's not a pleasant spectade
—this man, blind and without
hands, silently and steadfastly
dogging you through the curling
vapour. It's much better for you
not to know that you are being
pursued by this aeature. The re-
sult will be the sare aryway; you
won't escgoe him, and it nmay
save you a few minutes of misery
not to know what is coming.
But why is he pursuing you?
Why did he wait 0 long at the
entrance to that dim street, whose
very lanps sesem to be ghosts of
its darkness, to pick out your
step from many others, and to
follow you with this wolf-stride?
You will not know that until you
e him face to face. You have for-
gotten 0 many things; things that
the strongest effort of menory
will not recall, but your pursuer
hasn't He remenbers; and all
these years he hes been seeking
you, selling about the streets of
London, knowing that sone day

he is certain to strike the forbid-
ding street dovwn which you went
when you first shook him off, and
that he will find you there. And
tonight he hes found it and hes
srelt your presace there, and is
with you ance again.

Purpose is pursuing inpulse.
You are idle and at ees2 He is in
ferment. You are going to wisit
that abandoned house becase it
occurred to you to visit that abban-
doned house. He is following you
becase he hes been waiting for
nothing ds= So there you go—he
patient and intent; you, with free
mind, picking your stes through
the fogsmeared strest. You have
nothing to worry about. You walk
through the fog with care, but
with that saree of security which
even the darkest streets of London
camnot shalke in Londoners famil-
iar with them and with their peo-
ple. You don't know what is
catching up with you, and so long
&5 you go straight ahead and don’t
look—

Oh, you fool! Johnson—you
fool! 1 said—Don't look behind

And now youe looked. And
now youve seen And now you
knowv.

If you hadn’t looked behind you
would have escaped all the years
of pain that are now coming upon
you. It would have been all over
in a few seoonds. Now youve
mede it nore dreadful. You've
filled your mind with knowedge
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of it, and you're going to increase
your toment by trying to get
anay. And above those two pains
will cone the pain of a strugdle.
You won't get anay. You have
no dance at al. The man behind
you is blind, and hes no hands;
but he hes ams and he hes fest,
and he can use them Don't think
you can escge by dodging down
that alley... That wes a silly
thing to do. Alleys hold fear nore
firmly than open streets. Fear gets
dotted in their recessss and hangs
there like cdonebs. You thought
you were doing something dever
which would perplex him, but you
won't perplex him He is driving
you where he wants you. You
thought thet if you could get into
the alleys, and twist and tum arnd
double along the deserted whanes,
you could shelke him off. But you
can't. Itsjust in the dlleys that he
wants t have you, and you went
there under his direction.
Already you're helping him be-
carse youre feeling the dotted
fear which hes been hanging in
these dlleys through the centuries.
You're getting muddled. Youve
lost count of the tums you'e tak-
en, and youre not sure whether
you're going anay from him or
fleeing breest to breast upon him.
You saw him in all his meimed
ugliness, and you s=e him now in
every moving hegp of fog that
loiters at the mouth of each new
alley. Long before he is upon you,
he has got you.

If you hadn't looked back, doom
would have fallen upon you out
of nothing. But you looked back,
and now you know the source of
that doom

You might as well give up pad-
ding through the dleys. Their
universe of yellonspotted black-
ress is only deluding you with
hope of refuge. No comer is dark
enough to hide you from gyes that
live in darkness. No doors can
ocover you from sasss & keen &
air. No tum that you take wiill
cary you farther from him; you
are taking the tums he wants you
to take.

There! Youe tumed into a lit-
tle square which hes no opening
sae that by which you entered.
You're dore. You cant hear him
coming because he’s wearing thin
list dslippers; but he's very near
you. He’s vary rear that entry.
Youve no hope of getting out
When he saizes you it would be
better to yield everything, cat-like,
and go with his desire and his at-
tack Better that than to fitt
Only fods fight the invincible.
But of course you will fight.

Hush—he's here. He’s at the
entry. He’s in the square. You
know that he’s moving towards
you; you know it as certainly as
sed knows nmegnet. And  then,
though the fog-filled sguare gives
you no nore sight than your ene-
my, you know that he hes halted;
and you fedl the silence dripping
about your ears, oot by soot
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And now he has mede his
spring. He is upon you, and your
fists fly against him. But you can-
not beat him back. His blons fall
upon you, and they wound and
sting. You cannot fight him as
you would fight another man.
Your blood is cold but your brain
is hot, and your renees and nus-
des receive confused conmmands.
They begin to act by thenmsahves,
autometically and without force.
Your brain is preoccupied by this
man.

It's no good, Johnson. Better to
give in. You’re only prolonging it
Your fists are usdess against
handless ams, or against feet. The
fight is unequal. You have fists
to fight with. He hes none. And
this lack of his puts all the advan-
tage on his side. For a blow with
the fist is painful and damaging;
on the right point it may be fatal.
But a blow with a sturp, while
equally painful and dameging, is
something nore. You're realizing
that. It stains honest combat with
something anomelous. s inpact
on the face is not only a blow; it
is an innuendo. It nmekes you
think when you ought to be fight-
ing.
%nd with the blons from those
handless anmrs there are the blons
from what sears to be an open
hand. They tear along your face
and about your neck, and each
blow brings nausea. Not because
it's a blow from an ogpen hand,
but becase you know that this

man hes no hands, and because
the feel of it is too long for a
hand. And then you know what
it is. The man with no hands is
fighting you with his feet You
could put up with that if he were
using feet as men do use therm; if
he were kicking you. What sudks
the strength from your krees is
that his feet are behaving like
hands. You fed &s a dreanmer feds
when fighting the dead. You are
already beaten, not by superior
strength, but by bloas from hand-
less ams and from feet behaving
& hands. And you know thet it
wes your work that roblbed him
of his hands and left him to wee
his feet as hands.

And now youre down. And
now one of those feet, nore flex-
ible and nore full of life than any
common hand, is on your neck
And the fog in this litde derelict
sqare degpas from brown to
black. The foot pressss and press-
e very softty and very heavily;
and your eyes become black fog
and your mind becones black fog.
Black upon black, increasingly,
until with the last rush of breath
you are swalloned into a black
void and a black silence and a
black cessation of being.

And so, Johrnson, you destroyed
yourself, and because you looked
back you had the full bittermess of
knowing that you destroyed your-
saif. For this blind and maimed
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and ferocious creature of the vel-
vet sies wes, of course, yourself.
This ceature without sight and
without hands was your other seif,
your innemost guide, whom you
0 constantly thwarted and denied
and broke. It wes you who blind-
ed him that he might not see your
deeds, and it wes the things you
did with your hands which cor-
rupted his, until he was left with
none, ad a last tumed upon
you. And then you looked badk,
and you saw yourself stalking
yourself to destruction; ad in the
last bladkess of terror you un-
derstood

Happier for you if you had not
looked back, and had not under-

stood. For then, after a sojoum in
the still dusk of Devachan, you
would have retumed to amend a
wested life by another pilgrimage.
You would have retumed blind
and maimed to a life of struggle
and frustration, poverty and con-
tumely and pain. And you would
have called it, with a shrug, what
nmost men call it—Luck.

But you looked back You are
one of the few who die with full
knowedge of their pursuer. So,
with the blindness and mutilation,
and the poverty and the pain, you
will carry yet ancther tribulation.
You will carry the tribulation of
remerbering why you are suffer-
INg. [ |






He was a very logical man.So he kjiew she couldnt come bac\.

BEAUTIFUL
DREAMER

by TL A. LAFFERTY

S tephen knight had a healthy
digestion, an gopetite of wide
range, a tolerably dear consdence,
and a nmessure of youth. His mind
had a darity and drectness that
wes disconcerting to those who
had fallen into illogical patterms.
He had an anost autometic gift
for coming up with the sensible
amwer, in the manner of a cat
aways landing on its feet

His life was full of brimming
smel pessias for al the direct
and sudden things of the world.
He was interesting, interested, and
happy.

And he had Vivian.

At any are tinre (by the nature

of a nmonoganous world) it is
possible for only ane man to have
the finest wife in the world. That
man at that particular time was
Stephen Knight. It had been
planned: a logical man ssss the
logic of having the best wife.

There are tods unsuited t© cer-
tan tasks, and words are inade-
quate tods t desaribe Vivian
Knight. She mede her presence
and her comings felt. Cther men,
friends or stragars, would lift
their heacs like odts before se
wes even in sight She wes the
heart of any group. When de
wes gone e left nothing at all
tangible; but O the intangibles

a
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that surrounded that worman!

Actually, a Professor Schlauch
had told Stephen, e wes only a
woman with a high vitality, brim-
ming friendliness, and a magnet-
ism that should have flicked in-
struments on Mars. But Stephen,
who amalyzed her as he did all
things, knew that intelligence
(like iogbergs and the mounting
of dianmonds) should be four-
fifths below the suface. With
Vivian her intelligence wes en-
tirely below the suface, deeply
hidden and of subliminal force.

On the suface de wes a scat-
tarbrain, a small intense cycdone
with a curious calm at her center.
Nobody who redlly understands
such things ocould doubt that
Stephen Knight had the finest
wife in the world.

And she was coming now.
Stephen could sense it from a dis-
tance as any man could saee it;
but he could amalyze the sensing
of it, sorting out the conplex of
sounds that wes her coming,
dredging the subliminal up owver
the limin. He liked to break up
sersdtios  into  their  component
parts and analyze them—Ilogically.

On the two or three evenings a
week when they were not together
be waes sometines in before ge
wes. Now he wes in bed, for in
four nore hours he must be up
and off on a field trip. He wes a

petroleum geologist with a pecu-

liar flair for seeing below surface
indications, five thousand feet be-
low surface indications. His talent
for preliminary visual suney wes
unequaled. Fine logic and sound
information can reech very deep.

He wes right, as avways, e to
her coming. Her small car tumed
in. He saw the sweep of the lights
pest his window, and heard the
car crunch on the soft sow. Viv-
ian, brimful and bubbling!

The bird donnstairs broke into
ected song;, it aways becane
edted when Vivian arrived. And
just es her key wes in the door its
whistled song tumed into ‘Beauti-
ful Dreamer’ as de had taught it

She was in with a loud rustle,
and her footsteps like music e
de started up the stairs (the ring
of them at a frequency of 285
just above middle ¢, compounded
with a vagrant, two hammonics,
and a mute). Few men could so
analyze their wives' footsteps. Eve-
rything about her wes in ture,
and she hummed the Dreamer as
de asceded

A ringing knife cut aocss the
rustle, a frequency of 313 wedded
to a false harmonic 3 vibrations
higher. The phorne. The extersion
wes on the stairs and e would
be right at it It rang again and
the rustic had stopped. But de
did not answner it

“Catch it, Vivian,” he called
But se did not. It rang again and
again and he roee grumbling to
aswner it
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“Knight here”

“Steady yourself, Mr. Knight.
Something hes happened to your
wife. We will ask you to core
down to the main station.”

“My wife is here. She hes just

“In that case there hes been a
misidentification, and another
WOoImen wes carrying her creden-
tials. Are you sure ge is there?’

“Yes. Just a minute.”

He left the phore and wart to
the top of the stairs and switched
on the light. He called loudly for
Vivian there, and down the hall,
and dowrstairs. He went down,
switched on the outside light, and
went out on the front porch.

There were no footprints there
but his onwn of an hour before
now sifted over with a quarter
of an inch of fresh stow. Her car
wes not in the drive, nor had any
car tumed in after his own. He
went back in to the waiting phone.

“I wes mistaken. She is not here.
I will be down at once”

Vivian Knight wes dead in a
brutal and sarsdess nmurder. That
wss the fact that could not be un-
done. But that wes not the fact
that seered primary to Stephen.
Indeed, to his friends, he gppeared
to be a litde callos about the
whole thing. Such a shodk does
not affect all men the sane, ad
an interior desolation may be cov-
ered by an outward dullness.

Still it wes thought that he
should have showed a litle nore
emotion.

“It may be, Stephen, that you
stil do not redlize that de is
dead,” ore friend told him.

“No. 1 am not absoutely sure
of it, but for reesons too fonmless
1o even try to woice.”

“You surely do not doubt the
identity?”

“Oh, no. That is her body.
There is no doubt of that. \What
I feel is something ds= 1 aways
knew thet | would lose her.”

“You did?”

“Yes. She was too good to be
true. 1 never believed that se wes

After that people began to think
of Stephen Knight as a littde odd.

He took no interest in the fu-
neral armrangements.

‘O, put her aywhere. She
won't mind. Wherever she's gorne
se aready hes them charmed.”

Nor wses he vengeful nor even
particularly curious as to who her
killer might be.

“Any man might have dore it
There’s an inpulse to take any
perfect piece gpart to == wWhat
notivates it, and to mar whaet is
parfect. She hadn't a flawv in her.
If sed had any fault at all de
might not have been killed. Can’t
you understand the feeling that
nobody hes the right to be per-
fect? | can understard it.”

“Man, that wes your wife Who
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“l know that | am not as far
gone as you imegine. But 1 aso
understand that it had to happen:
if not by that unknown, then by
another; if not now, then a a
later time.”

From the funeral Stephen went
directly to the doctor. He wes not
one to keep mysteries bottled up
inside himself, and he knew that
time is no ally in things like this.
He told the whole story, conplete-
ly and dully.

“Well, | don't pretend tO un-
derstard this, Knight,” the Doc-
tor told him. ““It isn't a new story
to me in its essentials. An old doc-
tor never hears anything new. In
literature and lore there are a few
hundred casss (none of them real-
ly authenticated by their very na-
tue) of death-instant \isitations
of the Departed to the one dosest
Are you sue you were fully
anake when you heard Vivian
coming in that last night?”

“Of course I'm not sure, in the
light of what | now know to have
happened. But | have never been
mistaken in my dsake before. |
have no history of hallucinations,
and | have always been considered
a well-balanced man. | redlize that
the latter is meaningless, and that
there is no such thing.”

“True enough, there is not. But
a few come doser to what we be-
lieve should be the norm, and you
core quite dose. In other words

you are less cazy than anost
anyore | know. You are hardly
crazy a all. In a long life in the
practice (ad 1 wes bom to the
profession) | have never known a
single human whom 1 could call
unqualifiedly sarne”

“Vivian wes sare. That wes the
whole strange thing about her.”

“Possibly. The Scatterbrain may
be only ancther name for a wide-
ranging intuitive corprehension.
Now then, Knight, there is a st
of things which you must say to
yourself, and say over and over
till you come to beliee them |
do not know whether they are
true, but you must acogpt them as
rue.

“On that night, three nights
ago, you were adeep. You stirred
to a feeling of articipation, and
you lay half-anake waiting. The
bird (tuned to the life of you
tvwo) caught your articipation and
broke into song, and this senved
&5 a feedback to your o sars
tions, for the bird only whistled
the Dreamer when it felt that
Vivian wes nearing. It was a
bright night with the snow man-
tle, and the light on your window
might have been a nore distant
reflection. It wes a gusty night,
and the rustle that you thought
wes your wife wes only the wind
having its way wilh the wooden
house, and her footsteps were like-
wise. But ge wes dead, and had
been dead for at lesst a half hour.
You are a logical man, and you
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nmust go over that and over it un-
til you beliee it implicitly

“But we do not know if it is
actually true, do we, doctor?”’

“No, we do not But we tum
that ‘ro* into a ‘yes by careful
credulity. The world is built on
such a system of creduliies and
we have no wish to pull it doan.
Now then, this is what heppened,
and there is no altemative. You
may well hae fifty years ahead
of you, and there is no point in
your nmeking problens where

“l can s the logic of that. You
“Yes. And, nore important, you
must dso assure yourself of it
It is dosed You had a wonderful
wife and you will have none but
wonderful menories of her.”

“l have not dept in the house
since that night.”

“Then you must deep in it to-
night. Bven if you intend to <Al
the house and neke other arrange-
ments yet you caot have it
hanging over you that you were
afraid to go back™

“Yes, | will stay there tonight.”

He went home and opered the
house again after dark He had
an asoetic’'s supper of tea and dry
toest The bird needed nothing,
nothing that he could do for it
It esssyed a few bas of the
Dreamer, but its heart was not in
it. Still, it wes something to have

the bird. Its woice wes redlly an
extension of that of Vivian.

Stephen played sone of the
stark dry fragments of Strilke.
Stephen played the piano incom-
parably better than Vivian, yet
he was sure that the playing that
the piano would remember wes
that of Vivian and not his own
messured, oerebral performance.

He went to bed He wote on
the bedside pad the figure he
would ask for the house. He dlept
fitfully, and when he woke he
marked out that figure and wote
another one two thousand dollars
loner. People would not under-
stand that it had been a magic
house; and vanished nmegis is not
a marketable commodity.

Then later he woke to the sase
of her distant approach.

If only it could be! If wishing
could bring her back, then de
would be here, he thought

Her car tumed in, and the bot-
tom dropped out of his stomach.
But what if 1 were not a craven?
What if 1 were maen enough to <o
want her back that it would not
metter if it were impossible? But
I am not that nan, and to ne
such things do not happen. They
are not logical.

He saw the snweep of the lights
pest his window, and heard the
crunch of the car over the soft
snow. | must be dgective. That
hes aways been natural for me.
The doctor said that it was only
a gusty night and that I mistook
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the moises. He said that | had to
believe it
And for a moment he did be-
lieve it Then he wert cold and
all the juice drained out of his
heart: | am dbjective. And tonight
is not gusty. Tonight is still.

The bird donnstairs woke and
broke into excted song. It awvways
became exdted when Vivian ar-
rived.

Perhgps it is that | do not have
an dojective bird. That will be a
litle hard to remedy, he thought
And just as her key wes in the
door, the whistled song of the bird
tumed into Beautiful Dreaner,
dear ad fine as de had taught it.
God, why didn’t 1 bar the door?
She hes her key. But no, e doss
not have her key. It is with the
rest of her effects locked in the
deposit box. She is dead! 1 have t©
remember that de is dead! Let
nothing confuse this issLe. A logic-
a man can acoount for every
phenomenon. Somehow | will ac-
court for this.

She was in with a loud rustle,
and her footstes like nmusic as
de started up the stairs, the tore
of them just above middle C.

Everything about her was in tune,
and she hummed the dreaner as
she ascended.

But deis dead! Isit that | am
afraid of my own wife? She nev-
er hamed anything in her life.
But—but—she is not in her life.
Am 1 redlly afraid of Vivian?

And for armswer he piled chairs
and desk and wardrdbe in front
of the door in frartic terror.
is nore objective than a pile of
fumiture?”’

And se care to the top of the
stairs like music, humming the
Dreamer.

“Vivian!! Youre dead! You'e
got to bdlieve that you're deed. Go
backl Go! Go!”

Her hand wes on the door. But
in all reeson her hand could not
e on the door, dead or alive. And
if she were a ghost, it would not
metter what fumiture wes piled
there. Still she would come in.

But in logic she could not be
and could not core.

She care through the door.

“Vivianl No! No! Youre
dead! You'e got to bdieve—

It m
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This fellow Bierce Is d caution. He can ma\e you laugh at murder,

and even—heh-heh—at a corpse risen from

its grave. But even

while you re laughing he turns your blood to jelly in your veins.

A BOTTOMLESS
GRAVE

by AMBROSE BIERCE

IM[r NAME IS JOHN BRENWALTER
My father, a drunkard, had a pat-
et for an invention for making
ooffeeearries out of day; but he
was an honest man and would not
hinrself engage in the manufac-
ture. He wsas, therefore, only
noderately wedlthy, his royalties
from his really valuable invention
bringing him hardly enough to
pay his eqoarses of litigation with
rogues guilty of infringerment.

So | lacked many advantages en-
joyed by the children of unscru-
pulous and dishonorable parerts,

and had it not been for a noble
and devoted nother, who neglect-
ed all my brothers and sisters and
persorally supenvised my educa-
tion, 1 should have groan up in
ignorance and been compelled to
teach sdhod. To be the favorite
child of a good woman is better
than gold.

When | was nineteen years of
ace ny father had the misfortune
to die. He had alwvways had perfect
health, and his death, which oc-
cured at the dinner table with-
out a moment’s waming™ surprised

97
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no ore nore than himself. He
had that very moming been
notified thet a patent had been
grarted him for a device to burst
open safes by hydraulic pressure,
without noise.

The Commissioner of Patents
had pronounced it the nost in-
genious invention that had ever
been submitted to him, and nmy
father had naturally looked for-
ward to an old age of prosperity
and honor. His sudden death wss,
therefore, a degp disappointment
to him; but my nother was appar-
ently less affected. At the dose of
the meal, when my poor father’s
body had been removed from the
floor, de caled us al into an
adjoining room and addressed us
as follows:

“My children, the unconmon
occurrence that you have just wit-
nessed is one of the nost dis-
agreedble incidents in a good
man’s life, and one in which 1
take litle plessure, | assure you.
1 beg you to believe that 1 had no
hand in bringing it about Of
ocourse,” she added, after a paLse,
during which her ees were st
down in degp thought, “of course
it is better that he is dead.”

She uttered this with so evident
a s=rse of its doviosess as a
self-evident truth that none of ws
had the courage to brave her sur-
mother’s air of suprise when any
of us went wrong in any way wes
very terrible to us. One day, when

in aﬁtofpeevishterrper,
taken the liberty to cut off
beby's ear, her sinple V\UCB,

‘John, you suprise me!” ap-
peared to e 0 shap a reproof
that after a degdess night 1 went
to her in tears, and throning my-
self at her feet, exclaimed: “Moth-
er, forgive me for surprising you.”

So now we all—including the
ane-eared beby—felt that it would
keep matters smoother to acoegpt
without question the statenrent
that it wes better, somrehow, for
our dear father to be dead. My
nmother continued:

“l must tell you, my children,
that in a case of sudden and mys-
terious death the law reguires the
Coroner to cone. For this the
Coroner gets a large sum of mon-
ey. 1 wish to avod that painful
formality in this instance; it is one
which never had the approval of—
of the remains. John” —here nmy
nmother tumed her angel face to
me— “‘you ae an educated lad,
and very discoreet. You have now
an opportunity to show your grati-
tude for all the saarifices that your
education hes entailed upon the
rest of s John, go and renowve

Ineqressibly delignted by this
proof of my nmother’s confidence,
and by the dance to distinguish
myself by an act that souared with
my natural disposition, 1 knelt be-
fore her, carried her hand to nmy
lips and bathed it with tears. Be-
fore five odock that aftermoon |
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had renoved the Coroner. ™

I was immrediately arrested and
thronwn into jail, where | pessed a
nost uncomfortable night, being
unable to deep because of the pro-
fanity of my fellon~prisorers, two
cdergymen. But along toward
moming the jailer, who, slegping
in an adjoining room, had been
equally disturbed, entered the cell
and with a fearful cath wamed
the reverend gertleren thet if he
heard any nore swearing their
saged calling would not prevent
him from tuming them into the
street. After that they noderated
their dbjectionable conversation,
and 1 dept the peaceful and re-
freshing degp of youth and inno-
cene

The next moming | was taken
before the Superior Judge, sitting
& a committing nmegstrate, and
put upon My preliminary exami-
nation. | pleaded not guilty, add-
ing that the man whom 1 had mur-
dered wes a notorious Denmocrat.
(My good nother was a Repub-
lican, and from early childhood |
had been carefully instructed by
her in the principles of honest
govemmet and the necessity of
suppressing  factional  opposition.)
The Judge, dected by a Repub-
lican ballot-box with a sliding bot-
tom, was Vvisibly inpressed by the
cogerncy of my plea and offered
me a dgarette.

“May it dease your Honor,” be-
gan the District Attormey, “l do
not deem it necsssary to submit

any evidence in this cas= Under
the law of the land you sit here
& a committing negistrate. It is
therefore your duty to conmmit.
Testimony and argument alike
would imply a doubt that your
Honor meas to perform your
swom duty. That is my case”’

My counsel, a brother of the de-
oceesed Coroner, rose and said:
“May it pesse the Court, my
learmed friend on the other side
hes 30 well and eloquently stated
the law goveming in this e
thet it only remains for me to in-
quire tO what extent it hes been
already complied with. It is true,
your Honor is a committing
megistrate, and as such it is your
duty to commit—what? That is
a matter which the law hes wisely
and justy left to your onn discre-
tion, and wisely you have dis-
charged aready every obligation
that the law inposes.

“Since | have known your
Honor you have done nothing but
commit. You have committed em-
adultery, murder—every crime in
the cdendar and ety eoss
known to the sersual and de-
praved, including my leamed
friend, the District Attomey. You
have done your whole duty as a
committing negistrate, and &s
there is no evidence agairst this
worthy young man, my dlient, 1
nowve that he be discharged.”

An inpressive silence ensued
The Judge arose, put on the black



100

cap and in a voice trembling with
enmption sentenced e to life and
liberty. Then tuming to nmy
ocounsel he said, coldly but signifi-
cantly:

“I will sseyou later.”

The next moming the lanwer
who had so conscentiously de-
fended me against a charge of
murdering his onn brother—with
whom he had a quarrel about
sore land—had disgppeared and
his fate is to this day unknown.

In the meantimre my poor fa-
thers body had been seocetly
buried a midnight in the back
vard of his late residence, with
his late boots on and the contents
of his late storach unanalyzed.
“He was gpposed to display,” said
my dear nother, as se finished
tamping down the earth abowe
him and assisted the children to
litter the place with straw; “his
instincts were all domestic and he
loved a quiet life

My nmother’s application for let-
tas of administration stated that
she had good reeson to believe
that the deceesad wes deed, for he
had not come homre to his nedls
for several days; but the Judge of
the Crowbait Court—ss se ever
aftervard contemptuously  called
it—decided that the proof of death
wes insufficient, and put the estate
into the hands of the Public Ad-
ministrator, who was his sorHn-
lawv.

It wes found that the liabilities
were exactly balanced by the as-
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sts, there was left only the patent
for the device for bursting open
safes without noise, by hydraulic
pressure and this had pessed into
the ownarship of the Probate
Judge and the Public Adminis-
traito—as my dear nother pre-
ferred to godl it Thus, within a
few brief nonths a worthy ad
respectable family wes  reduced
from prosperity to crime; necessity
copelled s tO go to work.

In the sdection of occupations
we were govermed by a variety of
considerations, sudh as  persod
fitness, indlination, and so forth.
My nmother gpened a sdect private
schod for instruction in the art of
changing the soots upon leopard-
skin rugs, mnmy edest brother,
George Henry, who had a tum for
music, becare abugler in a neigh-
boring asylum for deaf mutes; my
sister, Mary Maria, took orders for
Professor Purmpemickel’s Esserce
of Latchkeys for flavoring mineral
springs, and 1 st up as an adjuster
and gilder of aossbeans for gib-
bats The other children, too
young for labor, continued to stedl
svall artides exqosed in front of
shoos, as they had been taught.

In our internvals of leisure we
decoyed travdlers into our house
and buried the bodies in a cdllar.

In one part of this celar we
kept wines, liquors and provisions.
From the rapidity of their disap-
pearance we acquired the super-
stitious belief that the spirits of
the parsos buried there care a
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dead of night and held a festival.
It wes at lesst certain thet fre-
quertly of a moming we would
discover fragrents of pickled
meats, caned goods and such
debris littering the place, although
it had been securely locked and
barred agginst human intrusion.

It was proposed to remove the
provisionrs and stoe them ese
where, but our dear nother, al-
ways generous and hospitable, said
it wes better to endure the loss
than risk eqoosure: if the ghosts
were denied this trifling gratifica-
tion they might st on foot an in-
vestigation, which would over-
throw our sdhene of the division
of labor, by diverting the energes
of the whole family into the single
industry pusued by nme—we
might all decorate the aossteans
of gibbets. We acoepted her deci-
sion with filial submission, due t©
our reverence for her worldly wis-
dom and the purity of her dharac-
ter.

One night while we were all in
the cella—none dared to enter it
alone—engaged in best owing
upon the Mayor of an adjoining
town the solen offices of Chris-
tian burial, my nother ad the
younger children holding a candle
eadh, while George Henry ad |
labored with a spade and pick, my
sister Mary Maria uttered a shriek
and covered her epes with her
hands.

We were all dreadfully startied
and the Mayor’s dosequies were
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instantly suspended, while with
pele faces and in trembling tones
we begged her to say what had
alammed her. The younger chil-
dren were 0 agitated that they
held their candles unsteadily, and
the waving shedows of our figures
danced with uncouth and gro-
tesoue noverents on the walls
and flung thensehes into the
nost uncanny attitudes. The face
of the dead man, now gleaming
ghastly in the light, and now ex-
tinguished by soe floating shad-
ow, gopeared at each energence
to have taken on a new and nore
forbidding eqoression, a maligner
menace.

Frightened even nore than our-
sehves by the girl’s soeam rats
reced in multtudes about the
place, squeaking shrilly, or starred
the black opacity of sore distant
comer with steedfast ees, nere
poirts of green light, matching the
faint phogphorescence of  decay
that filled the half-dug grave and
seenred the visible manifestation of
that faint odor of mortality which
tainted the uwholesome air.

The children now sddbed and
clung about the limbs of their
elders, dropping their candles, and
we were near being left in total
darkness, exoegpt for that sinister
light, which slonMy welled upward
from the disturbed earth and over-
floned the edges of the grave like
a fourtain.

Meanwhile my sister, crouching
in the earth that had been thrown
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out of the excavation, had re-
nmoved her hands from her face
and wss staring with equanded
eyes into an dosoure goece between
t\wo wine casks.

“There it is! —there it is!” de
shrieked, pointing, “God in heaw
en! can't you se it?”

And there indeed it was! —a
human figure, dimly discemible
in the gloom—a figure that
wavered from side to side &5 if
about to fall, clutching at the
winecasks for support, hed
stepped  unsteadily  forward and
for one moment stood revealed in
the light of our remaining can-
des; then it surged heavily and
fell prone upon the earth. In that
moment we had all recognized the
figure, the face and bearing of our
father—dead these ten nonths ad
buried by our own hands! —our
father indubitably risen and
ghestly drunk!

On the incidents of our precipi-
tate flight from that horrible place
—on the extinction of all human
sentiment  in that  tumultuous,
mad scranble up the danp ad
nmouldy stairs—slipping, falling,
pulling ore another donn ad
clambering over one another's
bads—the lights extinguished,
bebes tranpled berneath the feet
of their strong brothers and hurled
backward to death by a nother’s
arm! —on all this 1 do not dare to
dwell.

My nother, my eldest brother
and sister and | escaped; the oth-
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as remained below, to perish of
their wounds, or of their terro—
sarg, perhgps, by flame. For with-
in an hour we four, hastily gather-
ing together, what noney ad
jends we had and what clothing
we could canry, fired the dwelling
and fled by its light into the hills.
We did not even pause to cdllect
the insurance, and my dear noth-
a said on her deathbed, years
aftervard in a distant land, thet
this wes the only sin of omission
that lay upon her consdence. Her
confessor, a holy man, assured her
that under the drourstanoss
Heaven would pardon the neglect.
About ten years after our re-
nmoval from the staes of ny
childhood I, then a progperaus
forger, retumed in disguise to the
oot with a view to dbtaining, if
possidle, sore tressure belonging
to w5, which had been buried in
the odlar. 1 nay sy that | wes
usuccessful:  the  discovery  of
mary human bones in the ruins
had ==t the authorities digging for
nore. They had found the treesure
and hed kept it for their honesty.
The house had not been rebuilt;
the whole suburb wes, in fact, a
desolationn. So marny  unearthly
sights and sounds had been report-
ed thereabout that nobody would
live there.

As there wes none to question
nor nolest, 1 resoved to gratify
my filial piety by gazing axe
nore upon the face of my beloved
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father, if indeed our eyes had de-
ceived s and he wes still in his
gae. | remembered, too, thet he
had awaeys wom an enommous
diamond ring, and never having
sen it nor heard of it since his
death, 1 had resson to think he
might have been buried in it Pro-
curing a spede, 1 soon located the
gave in what had been the back-
yard and began digging. When 1|
had got down about four feet the
whole bottom fell out of the grave
and 1 wss precipitated into a large
drain, falling through a long hole
in its crumbling ardh. There wes
no body, nor any vestige of ae.
Unable to get out of the ex
cavation, 1 caegpt through the
drain, and having with sare diffi-
culty renoved a ness of charred
rubbish and blackened mesonry
that choked it, emerged into what
had been that fateful cellar.

All wes dear. My father, what-
ever had caused him to be “taken
bad” at his meal (and 1 think my
sainted mother could have throan
soe light upon that matter) had
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indubitably been buried alive. The
gave having been accidentally
dug above the forgotten drain, and
down anost to the cromwn of its
arch, and no coffin having been
used, his strugdles on reviving had
broken the rotten mesonry and he
had fallen through, escaping final-
ly into the cellar.

Feeling that he was not wel-
core in his oown house, yet hav-
ing no other, he had lived in sub-
tarranean sedusion, a witness to
our thrift and a pensioner on our
providence. It wes he who had
eaten our food; it wes he who had
drunk our wine—he wes no bet-
ter than a thiel! In a moment of
intoxication, and feeling, no
doubt, that need of companionship
which is the one sympathetic link
between a drunken man and his
race, he had left his place of con-
ceadlment at a strangely inoppor-
tune time, entailing the nost de-
plorable consequences upon those
nearest and dearest to him—a
blunder that had alnost the digni-
ty of crime. [ |



Here 1 am bac\ again. The editor sent me on an
errand to fetch something, and when 1 came bac\
and gave him a friendly little nip on the hand,
he turned the most peculiar blue color and fell
over lile a dead man. Maybe he iS dead. Til let

you \now when you come bac\ for the next issue. Even

if he

survives, he'll never send anybody to fetch anything again. For that
matter, neither will the lead character in this famous shod[ story

by one of the world's best hjiown writers .

MOON-FACE

by JACK

J ohn claverhouse was a moon-
faced man. You know the kind,
dheekbones wide apart, chin and
forehead melting into the deeks
to conplete the perfect round, and
the nose, broad and pudgy, equi-
distart from the crcumference,
flattened against the very centre
of the face like a dough-ball upon
the ceiling. Perhaps that is why |
hated him, for truly he had be-
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core an offence to Ny ees, and
I believed the earth to be cumr
bered with his preseroe Perhaps
my nother may have been super-
stitiouis of the noon and looked
upon it over the wong shoulder
at the wrong tine.

Be that as it may, | hated John
Claverhouse. Not that he had
done e what sodety would con-
sider a wong or an ill tum. Far
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from it. The evil was of a degper,
subtler sort; 0 elusive, s intangi-
ble, as to defy dear, definite anal-
ysis in words. We all exqperience
such things at soe period in our
lives. For the first time we s= a
certain individual, one who the
very instant before we did not
dream exdsted; and yet, a the
first moment of meeting, we say:
“I do not like that man.” Why do
we not like him? Ah, we do not
know why;, we know only that
we do not. We hae taken a dis-
like, that is all. And 0 1 with
John Claverhouse.

What right had such a man to
ke happy? Yet he was an optimist.
He wes aways dleeful and laugh-
ing. All things were aways all
right, arse him! Ah! how it grat-
ed on ny sou that he should be
0 happy! Other men could laugh,
ard it did not bother me. 1 even
u=d to laugh myself—before |
met John Caverhouse.

But his laugh! It inritated ne,
meddened e, as nothing dse un-
der the sun could irritate or mad-
den ne It haunted ne, gripped
hold of ne, and would not let me
. It wes a huge, Gargantuan
laugh. Waking or slegping it wes
aways with e, whirring and jar-
rnng agoss ny heartstrings like
an enomous rasp. At bresk of day
it came whooping aocss the fields
to spoil my pleasant moming rev-
ay. Under the aching noonday
dare, when the green things
drooped and the birds withdrew
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to the depths of the forest, and all
nature dronsed, his great “Hal
ha!” and Ho! ho!” rose up to the
sky and challenged the sun. And
at black midnight, from the lone-
ly aosstroads where he tumed
from town into his own place,
care his plaguey cachinnations to
rouse e from my degp and nake
me writhe and dench ny nails
into my palns.

I went forth privily in the night-
time, and tumed his cattle into
his fields, and in the moming
heard his whooping laugh & he
drove them out again. “It is noth-
ing,” he said; “the poor, dumb
bessties are not to be blamed for
straying into fatter pestures.”

He had a dog he called “Mars,”
a big, splendid brute, part deer-
hound and part blood-hound, and
resermbling both. Mars wes a great
delight to him, and they were al-
ways together. But | bided my
time, and one day, when oppor-
tunity wes ripe, lured the animal
anay and settled for him with
strychnine and beefsteak It mede
positively no inpression on John
Claverhouse. His laugh wes &as
hearty and frequent as ever, ad
his face as much like the full
nmoon &s it avways had been.

Then 1 =t fire to his haystadks
and his bam. But the next mom-
ing, being Sunday, he went forth
blithe and cheerful.

“Where are you going?”’ | asked
him, as he wat by the aoss
roeds.
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“Trout,” he said, and his face
beamed like a full noon. “I just
dote on trout.”

Was there ever such an inpos-
sible manl His whole hanvest had
gore up in his haystadks and bam.
It was uninsured, 1 knew. And
yet, in the face of famine and the
rigorous wirter, he went out gay-
ly in quest of a ness of trout, for-
sooth, becase he “doted” on
them! Had gloom but rested, no
metter how lightly, on his brow,
or had his bovine ocountenance
groon long and sarioss and less
like the noon, or had he removed
that smile but once from off his
face, 1 am sue | could have for-
given him for existing. But no, he
grew only nore cheerful under
misfortune.

I insulted him. He looked at
me in slow and smiling surprise.

“l fight you? Why?” he asked
slondy. And then he laughed.
“You ae 0 funny! Ho! hol
You'll be the death of me! He!
he! he! Oh! Ho ho! ho!”

What would you? It was pest
endurance. By the blood of Judss,
how 1 hated him! Then there wes
that name—Claverhouse! What a
name! Wasn't it absurd? Claver-
housel  Merciful heaven, why
Claverhouse? Again and again |
asked myself that question. |
should not have minded Smith,
or Brown, or Jones—but Claver-
house! | leave it to you. Repeat
it to yourself—Claverhouse. Just
listen to the ridiculous sound of it

SHOCK MAGAZINE

—Claverhouse! Should a man live
with such a name? | ak of you
“No,” you say. And “No” said I.

But I bethought me of his mort-
ogege. What of his agps and bam
destroyed, | knew he would be
uable to neet it So | got a
shrend, dose-nouthed, tight-fisted
nmoney-lender to get the nortgage
transferred to him. | did not gp-
pear, but through this agent 1
foroed the foredosure, and but few
days (o nore, believe ne, than
the law alloned) were given John
Claverhouse to renove his goods
and deattels from the premises.
Then 1 strdled down to s how
he took it, for he had lived there
upward of twenty years. But he
met me with his sauer-ey/es twin-
King, and the light gloning and
spreading in his face till it wes a8
a full-risen noon.

“Ha! ha! ha!” he laughed. “The
funniest tike, that youngster of
mine! Did you ever hear the like?
Let ne tel you He was down
playing by the edge of the river
when a piece of the bank caved in
and siashed him ‘O papal’ he
cried; ‘a great big puddle fiewed
up and hit me.””

He stogped and waited for nme
to join him in his infemal dee.

“l don't s= any laugh in it,” |
said shortly, and | knew my face
wert sour.

He regarded me with wonder-
ment, and then cane the danm-
able light, gloning and spreading,
& | have desaribed it till his face
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shore soft and wam, like the
sunrer noon, and then the laugh
—“Ha! hal That's funny! You
don’t e it, en? He! he! Ho! ho!
hol He doesnt s=e it! Why, look
here. You know a puddle—"
But 1 tumed on my hed and
left him. That wes the last. 1 could
stard it no longer. The thing must
end right there, 1 thought, ause
him! The earth should be quit of
him. And as 1 wart over the hill,
I could hear his nornstrous laugh
reverberating against the sky.
Nowv, 1 pride myself on doing
things neatly, and when | resoived
to kill John Claverhouse | hed it
in mind t do o in such fashion
that 1 should not look back upon
it and fed ashaned | hate bun-
gling, ad | hate brutality. To ne
there is sorething repugnant in
merely striking a man with one’s
naked fisk—faugh! it is sickening!
So, to shoat, or stab, or cub John
Claverhouse (ch, that name!) did
not gopeal to ne. And not only
wes | inpelled to do it neatly and
artistically, but dso in such man-
ner that not the dlightest possible
suspicion could be directed aggainst
me

To this end | bent my intellect,
and, after a week of profound in-
cubation, 1 hatched the sdene
Then 1 =t to work 1 bought a
water spaniel bitch, five nonths
old, and devoted my whole atten-
tion t her training. Had any one
spied upon e, they would have
remarked that this training con-
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sisted entirely of one thing—e-
trieving. 1 taught the dog, which
I called “Bellona,” to fetch sticks
I threw into the water, and not
only to fetch, but to fetch at once,
without mouthing or playing with
them The point wes that she wes
to stop for nothing, but to deliver
the stick in all heste | mede a
practice of running anay and leav-
ing her to dese e, with the stick
in her mouth, till e caught ne.
She was a bright animal, and took
to the gare with such esgamess
that 1 was soon content.

After that, at the first casual op-
portunity, 1 presented Bellona to
John Claverhouse. 1 knew what |
wes about, for 1 wes anare of a
little weakness of his, and of a lit-
tle private sinning of which he
wes regularly and inveterately
guilty.

“No,” he said, when | placed
the end of the rope in his hand.
“No, you don't mean it”” And his
nouth opened wide and he
grinned all over his danmable
noon-face.

“I—I1 kind of thought, some-
how, you didn't like me” he ex
plained. “Wasn't it funny for nme
t© nmeke such a mistake?” And
a the thought he held his sides
with laughter.

“What is her name?’ he man-
aged to ask betvwween paroxysiTs.

“Bellona,” | said

“Hel he!” he tittered. ‘“What a
funny name!”

I gritted My teeth, for his mirth
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put them on edge, and smapped
out betneen them, “She wes the
wife of Mars, you know.”

Then the light of the full nmoon
began to suffuse his face, until he
eploded with: “That was my oth-
er dog. Well, 1 guess she's a wid-
ow now. Oh! Ho! ho! E! he! hel
Ho!” he whooped after e, and 1
tumned and fled swiftly over the
hill.

The week pessed by, and on
Saturday evening | said to him,

“You go anay Monday, don't
you?”’
He nodded his head and
grinned.

“Then you won't have another
chace O gt a nes of those
trout you just ‘dote’ on.”

But he did not notice the sneer.
“Oh, 1 don't know,” he chuckled.
“I'm going up tonomow t try
Thus wes assurance nede dou-
bly sue, and 1 went back to my
house hugging myself with rap-
ture.

Early net moming 1 saw him
go by with a dipnet and gunny-
sack, and Bellona trotting at his
heds. | knew where he wss
bound, and cut out by the back
pesture and dlimbed through the
uderbrush to the top of the
mountain. Keeping carefully out
of sigt, 1 folloned the crest along
for a couple of miles to a natural
anphitheatre in the hills, where
the litle river raced down out of
a gorge and stopped for breath in
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a lage and placid rock-bound
pool. That wes the spotd 1 sat
down on the croup of the moun-
tain, where | could s== all that oc-
curred, and lighted my pipe.
Ere many mintues had pessed,
John Caverhouse cane plodding
up the bed of the sream Belloma
wes ambling about him, and they
were in high feather, her short,
sgppy barks mingling with his
Oeeper destHotes. Arrived at the
pod, he threw down the dipnet
and sadk, and drew from his hip-
pocket what looked like a large,
fat candle. But 1 knew it t be a
stick of “giant”; for such was his
method of catching trout He
dynamited them He attached the
fuse by wapping the “giant”
tightly in a peice of cotton. Then
he ignited the fuse and tossed the
eqlosive into the pool.

Like a flash, Bellona wes into
the pod after it | ocould have
shriecked aloud for joy. Claver-
house yelled at her, but without
avail. He peted her with dods
and rocks, but de swam steadily
on till e got the stick of “giant”
in her mouth, when se whirled
about and headed for shore. Then,
for the first tine, he realized his
danger, and stated tO run. As
foreseen and planned by e, de
mede the bank and took out after
him Oh, 1 tell you, it was great!
As | have said, the pod lay in a
sort of anphitheatre. Above and
below;, the stream could be cossed

on steppingstones. And  around
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and around, up and down and
aogoss the stoes, raced Claver-
house and Bellona. 1 could never
have believed that such an un-
gainly man could run so fast. But
run he did, Belloma hot-footed
after him, and gaining. And then,
just as e caught up, he in full
stride, and de leaping with nose
at his kneg, thare was a sudden
flash, a burst of snoke, a terrific
detonation, and where nan ad
dog had been the instant before
there wes naught to be ssen but
a big hoe in the ground.

“Death from acddent while en-
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gaoed in illegal fishing.” That wes
the verdict of the cororer’s jury;
and that is why | pride myself
on the neat and artistic way in
which 1 finished off John Claver-
house. There wes no bungling, o
brutality; nothing of which to be
ashamed in the whole transaction,
& 1 am sure you will agree. No
nmore does his infemal laugh go
echoing anmong the hills, and no
more does his fat nmoonHace rise
up to vex me. My days are peace-
ful now, and my night's degp
deep. [ |



Time was that when a man was dead they buried him. But that
was in a different country. Customs do change, you \now.

THE KENNEL

by MAURICE LEVEL

As TEN OCLOCK STRUCK, M. DE
Hartevel enptied a last tankard
of beer, folded his newspaper,
stretched himself, yanwed, and
slonly rose

The hanging-lamp cast a bright
light on the table-doth, over which
were scattered piles of shot and
cartridge wads. Near the fireplace,
in the shadow;, a woman lay back
in a degp anmchair.

Cutside the wind blew violent-
ly against the windows, the rain
beat noisily on the dass, and from
time to time degp hayings care
from the kennel where the hounds
had struggled and strained since
moming.
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There were forty of themx big
mestiffs with ugly fangs, stiff-
haired griffons of Vendee, that
flung thenmsehves with ferocity on
the wild boar on hunting days.
During the night their sullen hay-
ings disturbed the country-side,
evoking respose from all the
dogs in the neighborhood.

M. de Hartevel lifted a curtain
and looked out into the darkness
of the park The wet brandes
shoe like sted blades, the au-
twunn leaves were blown  about
like whirigigs and flattened
against the walls. He grumbled.

“Dirty weather!”

He walked a few deps, his
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hands in his pod<ets, stopped be-
fore the firgplace, and with a kick
broke a half-consumed log. Red
enters fell on the aghes; a flare

Madame de Hartevel did not
nmove. The light of the fire played
on her face, touching her hair
with gold, throning a rosy glow
on her pale deds and, dancing
about her, cast fugitive shadows
on her forehead, her eydids, her
lips.

The hounds, quiet for a nmo-
ment, began to gromd again; and
their bayings, the roaring of the
wind and the hiss of the rain on
the tress mede the quiet room
seem wamer, the presance of the
silent woman nore intmete.

Suboconsciously  this  influenced
M. de Hartevel. Desires stimulat-
ed by those of the beests and by
the warmth of the room crept
through his veins He touched his
wife’s shoulders.

“It is ten o'dock. Are you going
to bed?”’

She sad “yes” and left her
chair, as if regretfully.

‘“Would you like ne to come
with you?”’

“No—thank you—n

Frowning, he bowed.

“As you like.”

His shoulders against the man-
telshelf, his legs apart, he watched
her go. She walked with a grace-
ful, undulating novement, the

m

train of her dress moving on the
capet like a little flat wave. A
suge of anger stiffened his mus-
des.

In this dateau where he hed
her all to hinself he had in by~
gone days imagined a wife who
would like living in sedusion with
him, attentive to his wishes, smil-
ing acguiescence to all his desires.
She would welcome him with gay
words when he came back from a
day’s hunting, his hands blue with
cold, his strong body tired, bring-
ing with him the freslness of the
fields and noos, the svell of
hasss, of game and of hounds,
would lift eager lips to nmeet his
onwn. Then, after the long ride in
the wind, the rain, the snow after
the intoxication of the crisp air,
the heawy walking in the furrows,
or the gallop under branches that
anmost caught his beard, there
would have been long nights of
loe, oges of caesses of which
the thrill would be mutual.

The difference between the
dream and the reality!

When the door had shut and
the sound of stes died anay in
the corridor, he went to his room,
lay down, took a book and tried
o read
The rain hissed louder than
evwer. The wind roared in the
chinmey; out in the park, branch-
e were snapping from the trees;
the hounds bayed without cessing,
their howling sounded through
the creaking of the trees, dominat-



112

ing the roar of the storm; the door
of the kennel strained under their
Weight.

He opened the window and
shouted:

“Down!”

For sonme seoonds they were
quiet. He waited. The wind that
drore the rain on his face re-
freshed him. The barkings began
again. He banged his fist agairst
the shutter, threatening:

“Quiet, you devils!”

There was a singing in his ears,
a whistling, a ringing; a desire
to striike, to ransack, to fed flesh
quiver under his fists took pos-
session of him He roared: “Wait
a moment!”” slammed the windowy,
seized a whip, and went out.

He strode along the corridors
with no thought of the slegping
house till he got rnear his wife’s
room, when he walked slomy and
quietly, fearing to disturb her
deep. But a ray of light from un-
der her door caught his lowered
ees, and there wes a sound of
hurried footsteps that the carpet
did not deaden. He listened. The
noise oceesed, the light  went
out.... He stood notionless, ad
suddenly, impelled by a suspicion,
he called softly:

“Marie Therese...”

No reply. He called louder.
Curicsity, a doubt that he dared
not formulate, held him breath-

less. He gave two sharp little tas
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on the door; a voice inside asked:

“Who is there?’

“—open the door—"

A whiff of warm air laden with
various perfumes and a suspicion
of other odors pessed over his face.

The wvoice asked:

“What is it?”

He walked in without replying.
He felt his wife standing dose in
front of him; her breath was on
him, the lace of her dress touched
his dest He felt in his pocket for
metdhes. Not finding any, he or-
dered:

“Light the lamp!”’

She doeyed, and &s his ees ran
oer the room he saw the cur-
tains dranwn dosely, a shawl on the
capet, the gpen bed, white ad
very large; and in a comer, near
the fireplace, a man lying aotss a
long restdir, his collar unfes-
tened, his head drooping, his ams
hanging loosdly, his eyes shut

He gripped his wife’s wrist:

“Ah, you ... filth! ... Then this
is why you tum your back on
nmel” ...

Se did not shrink from him,
did not nove. No shedow of fear
pessed over her pallid face Se
only raised her head, murmuring:

“You are hurting mel—”’

He let her go, and bending over
the inert body, his fist raised,
cried:

“A lover in my wife’'s bed-
room .. .And ... what a lover! A
friend... Almost -a son...
Whore!-"
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She interrupted him:

“He isnot my lover ...

He burst into a laugh.

“Ah! Ah! You eqect ne to be-
lieve that!”

He seized the codllar of the re-
curbent men, and lifted him up
tonards him But when he saw
the livid face, the half-opered
nouth showing the testh ad
gurs, when he felt the strange
chill of the flesh that touched his
hands, he started and let go. The
body fell back heavily on the
ashions, the forehead beating
twice against a chair. His fury
tumed upon his wife.

“What have you to sy?... Ex-
plain! ...”

“It is very sinple,” de said “I
wes just going to bed when |
heard the sound of footsteps in
faltering ... and a woice begging,
... 1 thought you might be ill. 1
gpened the door. Then he cang,
or rather, fell into the room... 1
knew he wes subject to heart-
atads... 1 lad hm there... |
Wes just going to bring you when
you knocked ... That's all... ”

Bending over the body, and ap-
parently quite calm again, he
asked, every word pronounced dis-
tinctly:

“And it does not surprise you
thet no one heard him ocone
in?...”

“The hounds beyed ...”

“And why should he cone here
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at this hour of the night?”

She mede a vague gesture:

“It does seem strange ... But...
I can only suppose that he felt ill
and that... quite alone in his
omn house... he wes afraid to
stay there ... cane here to beg for
help... In any a2 when he is
better... as soon as he is ade to
speak... he will be ade to ex-
plain...”

M. de Hartevel drew himself up
to his full height, and looked into
his wife’s gyes.

“It gpopears we shall have to ac-
ogpt your supposition, and that we
shall never know exactly what un-
derlies his being here tonight . ..
for he is dead.”

Se held out her hands and
stamrered, her teeth chattering.

“Its not possible... He is...”

“Yes—Cead ...”

He seerred to be lost in thought
for a noment, then went on in
an easier voice:

“After all, the nore 1 think of
itt the nore natural it seens...
Both his father and his uncle died
like this, suddenly ... Heart dis-
eae is hereditary in his family ...
A shodk ... a violent emotion...
too keen a sensation... a great
joy... We ae wesk ceatures at

He drew an amchair to the
fire, sat down, and, his hands
stretched out to the flanes, con-
tinued:

“But however sinple and nat-
ural the evartt in itself may be
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nothing can ater the fact that a
man hes died in your bedroom
during the night... Is that not
so?’

She hid her face in her hands
and mede no reply.

“And if your explanation satis-
fies e, | am not able o meke
others acoept it. The servants will
have their onn idess, will talk ...
That will be dishonor for you, for
me, for my family... That is not
possible... We must find a way
out of it...and | have aready
found it... With the exception of
you and ne, no one knows, no
one will ever know what hes hap-
pered in this room... No ae
saw him core in... Take the
lamp and cone with ne...”

He seized the body in his ams
and ordered:

“Walk on first...”

She hesitated as they went out
at the door.

“What ae you going M
do?...”

“leeave it Ne.,. Goon...”

Slomy and very quietly they
wet tonards the stbircase, de
holding high the lap™ its light
flickering on the walls, he care-
fully placing his feet on stair after
stair. When they got to the door
that led to the garden, he said:

“Open it without a sound.”

A gust of wind mede the light
flare up. Beaten on by the rain,
the dass burst and fell in pieces
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on the threshold. She placed the
exdinguished lanp on the sail.
They went into the park. The
gravel crunched under their stes
and ran beat upon them He
asked:

“Can you s= the walk?...
Yes?... Then core dose to ne
... hold tre legs... the body is

They went formard in silence.
M. de Hartevel stopped near a
low door, saying:

“Feel in my right-hand pock-
et... There is a key there...
That’s it... Give it o nme...
Now let the legs go... It is &
dark s a gave ... Feel about till
you find the keyhole ... Have you
oot it?>—Turn ...”

Excited by the noise, the hounds
began to bay. Madame de Harte-
el started back

“You are frightened?... Non-
sree... Another tum ... That's
it—Stand out of the way ...~

With a thrust from his krnee he
pushed ogpen the door. Believing
thensahves freg, the bhounds
bounded agairst his legs. Pushing
them back with a kick, suddenly,
with one great effort, he raised
the body above his heed, balanced
it there a noment, flung it into
the kennel, and shut the door
violently behind him

Baying at full voice, the bessts
fell on their prey. A frightful
deathrattle: “Help!” pierced their
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cdanmor, aterrible cry, superhumen. her husband, digging her nails in

It wes folloned by violent growi-  his face as Se shrieked:

ngs. “Fiend! ... He wasnt dead ... ”
An unspeakable horror  took M. de Hartevel pushed her off

posession of Madame de Harte*  with the back of his hand, and

vel; a quick flash of understand- standing straight up before her,

ing dominated her fear, ad her jeared

ees wild, she flung herself on “Did you think he wasl” 1 1



Anybody for a game of soccer? Those guys
on the other team are a crazy bunch. When
I say crazy, | mean just what I say ...

PRISON BALL

by JOHN RUBLOWSKY

R udolf baumer shuddered in-
wardly as he felt the first throb of
migraine—a faint pulse above the
left eye that would grow in in-
tensity until each spesm seened to
tear the head from his shoulders.
The third time, he thought bitter-
ly, and the new warden’s been
here less than two weeks.

Sneat began to ooze from the
loose folds of flesh that hung over
his tightly buttoned oollar. Rudolf
Baumer wiped his neck nenvously,
leaving red welts where he rubbed
with a coarse linen handkerchief.

By the time he dimbed to the
third tier, Rudolf's face wss
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flushed and his heaw gag>s
edoed in the huge, square build-
ing. Save for the three tiers of cells
built out from the walls, the struc-
ture wes a hollow shel. An iron
catwak ran the length of each
tier and the single circular stair-
well provided the only aoess to
the three levds.

Each tier held 2 cdls—cags
redlly, arranged in four rons about
the central square. The top ad
three sides of each cage were mede
up of iron hbars; the floor—iron
grate; the wall—dull, yellow in-
stitutional tile. Above the enpty
central wall wes a skylight whose
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large paes, spotessly  dean,
framed a panorama of sky ad
clouds.

Each cage held ore man.

Cell-block D, the maxinum
security section of the State Prison
for the Criminal Irsane, wes de-
signed by eqerts to be esae
proof. Rudolf Baumer wes mak-
ing the final beddhedk after lights-
out. His shadow legped grotesque-
ly from bar to bar as he walked
in the earie glow of the red safe-
ty-lights shining at intervals along
the catwalk

The block cam al-
nost still, but Rudolf felt the
hairs along the back of his neck
rise. Twenty-seven veas & a
prison guard had sharpened his
sersitivity until he could detect
even the dlightest nuance of eno-
tion from the inmates. Now he
felt the wave of hate and hostility
that emanated from each cell.

It wes like this every time they
appoirted a new warden. The
new man couldn't leae well
enough alone. Each oe had to
make danges—sasdess, stupid
chages to denostrate his au-
thority. What did they know of
the inportance of routine in keep-
ing order here? Bveryday ritual
formed a bond of habit and fa-
miliarity stonger than any
shackle.

This one is no better, Rudolf

Baumer thought bitterly. He
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doesn't understand and he doesnt
cre. All he wants is to neke a
good showing, and nove on to a
better appointmrent.

“Just once,”’ he nmuttered to him-
salf. “Why won't they appoint a
man with experience who under-
stands?’

As he waddled along the cat-
walk, Rudolf peered ddliberately
into eech cage. Long ago, he had
leamed never to cosider his
dharges human, to naeke No eno-
tional attadrent Each cage
housed a number, an inpersonal
entity for whose presence and be-
havior he, Rudolf Baunmer, wss
resporsible.

This waes not an ordinary pris-
on, ad these wee dangerous
prisorers.  Criminally insane.
These in cdl-block D were the
worst.  Killers whose  arimes—
hideous and unspeakable—read
like a medman's tally dheet
Most of the prisoners lay quiet-
ly in their beds, lost in whatever
reverie their twisted minds sum-
nmoned for the night. Some stared
sullenly at the patch of sky that
goned through the central sk~
light.

One of the prisoners stood on
his chair, his amrs reaching up to
the top of the cage. His hands
gripped the cold iron bars ad
his head leaned against the crook
of his elbon. The prisoner brood-



PRISON BALL

cd on the bright star that glim-
mered into a comer of his cell.

“Into bed,” Rudolf hissed. ““You
know the rules.”

The prisoner tumed slowly,
focusing two buming eyes on the
guard, but said nothing.

“You can't hang there like an
ae. You know that””

The prisoner dinmbed down and
walked to his bed, slonly, never
taking his ees from the guard.
Rudolf Baumer felt the familiar
knot of fear in his stomech.

This prisoner had been in odl-
block D for 23 years—alnost &
long as Rudolf—and during these
years he never said ane word to
anyore.

There was only one thing that
inerested him—his plaits. He
had built a shelf in his cell that
commmanded the patch of sunlight
that filtered down through the
skylight. On this shelf he raised
his odllection of plants—cacti and
succulents—desart  plants,  adapted
t an arid, tortured ervironment
In their nomal state they grow
in weirdly gotesque dges—
prickly spines and fleshy, misshep-
en pads, with floners that sl
of putrid carion and others that
bloom, with extravagantly delicate
beauty, only in the heart of the
darkest night.

But the prisoner grew only
aristates—malformed  speciners of
the nomal plants thet pess their
deformities through cuttings. He
begged specimers from Botanical
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Gardens all over the world and,
over the years, his cdllection had
developed into an inpressive gal-
lery.

When Mr. Kurtz, the new ward-
en, mede his first tour of inspec-
tion, he had ordered all of the
plants removed.

“Mr. Baumer,” he said in that
predse, dipped way he hed, “this
is a cdl, not a geenhouse. |t
houses a criminal, not a botanist.””

The episode of the plants wes
only the beginning. Mr. Kurtz
wes a thorough man, and he dis-
ocovered nmuch to find fault with:

“Mr. Baumer, | s82 no resson
why the State’s noney should be
wested by encouraging night read-
ing. Lights-out will go into effect
at 800 pm, not 10~

Lunch wes pushed up a half
hour to 1:00 p.m; Mmoming recre-
ation wss eliminated.

“‘No rneed to wear out the
State’s  equipment unnecessarily
with two recreation periods. Is
there, Mr. Baumer?”’

Supper was cut short and library
privileges were suspended. Revellle
wes noved up an hour earlier.

Mr. Kurtz eqlained. He sooke
softly, in a nonotone, to force the
listener to dose attertion. “Mr.
Baurrer, it may seem that my ac-
tions are arbitrary and capricious,
but they are carefully calculated.
I have been assigned to administer
this prison, and this | will do—
efficiently and economically. |
had eqoected a better post, but |
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will do my best even here*

Hostility among the prisoners
grew until it hung like a deadly
fog about the prison. The guards
walked warily along the corridors
and catwalks, and fingered the
heavily leaded riot stids they had
not carried for seven years.

Even “Angel” had become nmo-
rose and sullen, Rudolf Baumer
noted, and he wes aways the
nost eventenpered and  likable
prisoner in cell-block D. He had
a soft cherubic face, pink-skinned
with red arched lips and dear
blue ees. This combination had
inspired his fellow prisoners to
bestov upon him his unlikely
name.

“Angel” wes the prison’'s star
soocoer player. Fast and  resource-
ful with an uncanny ability to
pick out weak spots in his op-
ponents’ deferses, he had sparked
his team to five prison chanmpion-
ships in a row. Tomorrow he wes
going to play in the final elimi-
nation for the cell-block D cham-
pionship. The game was sched-
uled just after supper at 6:30 p.m

When Rudolf Baumer pessed
his cell, Angel wes awneke. His
cherubic face wes dravwn into a
vicious scomd and he punched at
the wall with a tightly denched
fist

“BEasy, Angel,” Rudolf whis-
pered. “Get sonme degp You'll
need it for the gane tomorrow.”

When he finished the inspec-
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tion, Rudolf checked out with the
cell-block guard.

“All quiet,” he said

“Yeh,” the guard agreed. “But
you can aut the tersion with a
knife. If that new warden don't
stop soon, they're gonna explode.
Remember how it wes the last
time?”

“Joe Patterson and Mike Wilo-
ski died,” Rudolf muttered. “They
both had children. Mike had only
three nore years to go for his
persion. Poor Mike, we never did
find enough of him for a decent
funeral.”

After saying goodnight, Rudolf
walked into the yard. The night
wes wam  and  high-moving
douds doscured the noon. In the
darkness, the prison looked bleak
and inhospitable.

Rudolf Baumer weddled to-
wards the administration build-
ing with his peculiar, rolling fat-
man's gait. Lost in his thoughts,
he didn’t notice Mr. Kurtz.

“Mr. Baunmer,” the new warden
sad acidly. “A prison is no place
to dream”

Rudolf flushed and looked up
a Mr. Kurtz, tonering thinly al-
nost a foot above him

“1 am sorry,” he stamrered. “I
didn’t notice you in the dark.”

Rudolf fidgeted nervously. Mr.
Kurtz’s height mede him fed
small and foolish.

“1 understand there was trouble
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in the nesstal at sugper, Mr.

"No, Mr. Kurtz, no trouble.
The prisoners are a litde sullen
You push them too hard, Mr.
Kurtz. They<are disturbed, rest-
less”

"Mr. Baurer, what happened
during supper?”’

"What happened?”  Rudolf
Baumer wiped his face nenvously
with the handkerchief. *Nothing
hepperned. Sone of the prisoners
wouldn't est and wouldn't get up
from their dairs. Nothing.”

Mr. Kurtz looked down a Ru-
dolf. His smHll, oddly round heed
bobbed up and down on his long
neck “Nothing! You cal that
nothing? Mr. Baunmer, thee ae
maedmen—criminally  insane—and
any breach of discipline is sore-
thing. No metter how small.”

As he gode, a sligtt hysteria
aept into his woice and littde
beads of perspiration gleamed on
his forehead. Baumer thought
with surprise: Kurtz is frightened,
too That may ke why he does
sore of the things he doss.

"Bvery breech of discipline
must be dealt with,” Mr. Kurtz
continued, the bobbing of his heed
groning nore pronounced. "We
cavot codde insane criminals,
Mr. Baumer. They must be taught
absolute, unquestioned  discipline.
I am canceling tomorrow's soooer

Rudolf Baumers head wss
throbbing now in the full bloom
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of migraine. The pain from each
spasm staggered him.

"Mr. Kurtz,” he said, "they have
been looking forward to this ganme
for months. We cannot cancel it

"These men nust be taught dis-
cipline. They nust leam to doey.
They will pay for every infraction
of prison rules.”

Mr. Kurtz dabbed at the beads
of perspiration on his forehead.

"Is that understood? No soooer

"Yes,” said Rudolf.

At lunch the next day, the ness-
hall wes charged with ternsion that
anost crackled in the air. The
prisoners ae sullenly. For the first
time in years, the guards on the
cat-walks overlooking the dining-
room carried sawed-off shotgurs.

Rudolf decided to talk to Mr.
Kurtz once nore. He would rea-
son with him, show him why the
men nust play their soooer gare.
Perhaps he could meke the ward-
en change his mind.

At the warden’s office, the secre-
tary told Rudolf that Mr. Kurtz
had left

"He said something about the
dining room,”” ghe said. ""He might
e there, but I’'m not reallv sure.”

"Look here, Mr. Kurtz,” Rudolf
muttered to hinself on the way
to the dining hall. He wes re-
hearsing a geech he knew he
would never deliver. "You must
stop this mosanse. You cannot
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destroy routine and eqect things
to run snoothly. This is a prison
and it must be run along certain
lines.”

No ae a the nes hall had
sen Mr. Kurtz, but one of the
guards thought he might be at the
storehouse,

“1 saw him walking that way,”
he said. “Must have been an hour

“You have aeated an inpaossible
situation, Mr. Kurtz,” Rudolf con-
tinued his soliloquy as he walked,
faster now, tonards the store-
house. “l redlize you ae fright-
erned. But you ae doing every-
thing wong. You have destroyed
routine. Routine, Mr. Kurtz, is
the only thing that can control

No ae a the storehouse had
seen the warden.

“That’s strange,” Rudolf said to
the derk “Where can he be? |
hope he hasn't gone into D-block.
No telling what they're liable to
do. No, he probably checked aut.
rll oy the gate”

He hurried to the big cate-
block, but the guards there hadn't
seen M. Kurtz, either.

“Nope,” ane of them said, “he’s
still in here, somewhere. He
didn't check out—not this after-

“Must be in ane of the odl-
blocks,” Rudolf nuttered.

“Yes,” the guard agreed, “‘snoop-
ing around and looking for
trouble.”
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The day-guards were retuming
to the gate to check out after be-
ing relieved by the new shift. One
of them must know where the
warden \Wes.

“Seen Kurtz?” Rudolf asked

‘“No,” the men shook their
heacs.

Rudolf began to fed uressy.

“Listen,” ane of the guards said
“What's that?”

There wes a deer from the ath-
letic field. The guards rushed to
the window. The prisonars, they
saw, were lining up for the soocer
metch.

“He let them play!” Rudolf
Baumer could hardly believe it
He went out of the gate-blodk and
tonards the field. The surge of re-
lief that he felt was tenpered by a
curious andety. It was not like
Mr. Kurtz to dange his mind.

As he weddled tonards the
playing field, Rudolf Baumer felt
the tension mounting again. It
wes @& though a switch were
pulled to tum on a dangerous
electric curent. But why? he
wondered. They're playing the
cgane and thet is part of the ritual.
Mr. Kurtz was using his head at
lest.

The storederk pessed ad
stopped to talk to Rudolf.

“The warden cdhanged his
mind,” he said

“Looks like it.”
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“l thought sure wed have an-
other rict. They were in an ugly
mood this aftermoon.”

They watched the prisoners line

up.

“What did he say?’ Rudolf
aked. “When he dhanged his
mind and ageed to let them
play?”

There wes another deer as the
prisoners started the game. Angel
kicked off for his side. He ran to-
wards the far goal, carefully boot-
ing the ball in front of him & he
ran.

“I ain't seen Kurtz since lunch,”
the store-derk said

“You had to” Rudolf sad
“You had to give him the ball.”

The storedek wses paying
nore attention to the gane than
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to the conversation. ““I didn’t give
the ball to Kurtz. 1 thought you
did.”

Angel had anost readhed the
far goal when one of the opposing
players got in front of him ad
pessed the ball tonards the near
goal with a powerful kick. With
a roar the action headed now to-
wards the two guards. A \vicious
kick sert the ball rolling pest the
boundary line. It rolled dose
enough to the guards for them to
et a good look at it Rudolf
Baumer felt his migraine coming
back—norse than he had ewer
known it He heard the store-
clerk’s incredulous wvoice coming
from a far, far distance:

“My God, Rudolf—look what
they're using for a ball” 1 &



How do you feel about cats? They say that whether you li\e cats

or not can be a clue to your character. Heh-heh.

1 li\e cats—

especially ugly blac\ ones, with yellow eyes, who prowl the tomb-
stones at night.But | won't argue if you hate them.Every man to

his own taste, | say, provided that, unli\e Donald E.

Westlake,

he is able to foresee all of the consequences ...

CAT

KILLERS

by DONALD E. WESTLAKE

JHORTY HATED CATS, THEY SLUNK
along the ground and ate garbage.
They hissed and scratdhed ad
their teeth were shamp. And their
ees were like devil's ees, wide
and cold and cruel and unblink-
ing. BEvery time Morty saw a cat,
he shivered and trenbled and was
afraid.
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He hated that nost of all, being
afraid. He wss fifteen, he be-
longed to the Forty-Fourth Street
Avengers, he had oce knifed a
guy in the arm during a runble.
He wesnt scared of anything in
the world, nobody he knew, not
his od man or the teaders in
scdhod or the fuzz on the beat
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with his lousy tin badge. He
wesn't scared &£ anything exogpt
cas.

And that nede him med. He
wes med a every cat in the worldd,
for making him shiver and trem
ble and be afraid. He hated them,
he wanted to kill them cats! He
wanted them deed.

At first, he just threw rodks at
them Or beer cas, or whatever
he could find. He'd be walking
along, on his way home from the
metinee a the novies because
schod wes a drag and the tead
ers didn't care if he shoned up or
not, and he'd s== a cat core slink-
ing out of an alley. And held get
scared. He’d want t tum around
and run, he wes 0 scared But
he'd get angry, too, and he'd look
around for something to throw. A
coke bottle out of a garbage can,
a store out of the gqutter, any-
thing. He’d throw it at the cat &5
hard as he could.

If he coected, the cat would
yoM and hiss ad jump around
with his feet rigid and straight
and the hair on his back standing
up in the air, and Morty would
keep throning things until the
cat took off and disgppeared.

Only that wesn't enough. You
throw a beer can & a cat, een if
you hit him on the head, you don't
kill him. You don't even hurt him
very much. Cats have hard heads,
hard solid heads. So Morty would
holler and aurse and throw things
and wish he had a gun =0 he
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could blast the goddam cat right
into the sidewalk

The other guys couldn’'t figure

out why Morty wes 0 hopped up
about cats. They'd say, “Come on,
Morty, quit foolin’ around with
the goddam cat. Come on, we got
a meetin’. Come on, whadaya 0
hot about cats for?”

And Morty would say, “l hate
their lousy guts.”

One day, it was a Saturday,
Morty wes sitting on the stoop,
waiting for a couple of the guys
o come around and meybe they'd
seak into the natinee, and this
cat care out from the litle pes-
ssgenay Where the garbege cas
were kept, and went right by
Morty and up the stoogp. Morty
practically died. He shrank back
against the railing and stared at
the cat and he could fedl his heart
pounding anay like a wild drum.
The cat wes tiger-striped and thin
and filthy, and as it went up the
stes its tongue cane out and
licked its dops.

Morty didn't even think. He
just reeched out and grabbed the
cat by its tail ad lifted it over
his heed and threw it down on
the sidenalk. He threw it as hard
as he could, ad the cat didnt
have time to get its fest under
it. It landed on its back and head,
and jumped right up. It staggered
around for a couple of secods,
and then took off, back into the
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pessagevay.

Morty stared after it, breathing
hard. Then he looked at his hand,
and he redlized that he had
touched a cat, touched OnNg, With
this hand. He ran upstairs ad
weshed his hands, over and owver
again, and all of a sudden he
threw up in the sink.

After that, he got medder than
eer. The thing wes, he was
ashamed to even talk about it to
anybody. He couldn't go up to
ae of the guys and sy, “Look,
I'm afraid of cats. 1 toudhed one
and 1 threw up.” The guy would
look a& him and say, “Youre
nuts.” Or meybe, even worse, he'd
sy, “You're chicken.”

And he couldnt tell his od
man. Hell, he couldn't tell his
old men anything. Six years ago,
when Morty’s nother died, his old
man got drunk, and they were
still waiting for him to sdoer up.
If Morty said, “Pop, I'm scared of
cas,” his old man would say,
“Open nme a can of beer on your
way aut, will ya?”

And he couldn't tell any of his
teaders in schodl. If he told one
of them he wses afraid of cas,
theyd go off into that double-
Dutch they talked to each other
in, and he'd wind up on a couch
in front of a nut doctor.

So there wesn't arybody he
could talk to about it He had to
keep it inside, where it could

SHOCK MAGAZINE

fester and gnaw anay at him and
meke him twist and tum in bed
at night, staring at the ceiling and
biting his lip. And soetines,
when the cais would be out in
the dleys and the pessagenays,
anmong the gatege cas, ad
they'd all start wailing and crying
like danmed sous in hell, Morty
would lie in bed, soaking with
sneet, and held get o0 tarified
and 0 enraged held wart to go
out and rip them gpart, rip their
legs off, rip their tails off, rip
their heads off, and hed grab
handfuls of dwest and thrash
around in the bed, furious ad
afraid.

The rnext time he grabbed a cat,
he didn’t throw up. This one wes
sitting on the sidewalk, weashing
itself, and Morty grabbed it ad
threw it agairst a wall. The cat
maneged O leae a long red
scraich on the back of his hand
before he threw it, and as Morty
stared with horror a the tiny
drops of blood oozing out of the
aut, the cat ran anay under a car.
Morty went homre and weshed his
hands and put iodine on the aut
and waited t©O s= what would
heppen. After a while, the aut
hedled, but it left a thin pale scar
on the badk of his hand that
wouldn't eo anay.

Morty wented to kill them nore
than ever, now. They had cut him,
they had put a mark on him. It
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wes the sare a8 in a runble. If
a guy touched you with a knife,
if he cut you, left a mark on you,
you had to cut him back. You had
to, sore day, and until you did
you were nothing. Once a guy aut
you, you hed to get him
That'’s the way Morty felt about
cs. They had aut him, ad he
had to get them He had to.
Now he stated looking for
them started prowing around the
dleys and the pessagevays, pok-
ing aroud the gabege s
craming around the oonorete-
ocovered “yards” behind the gpart-
ment buildings. Practically all of
his fear hed been tumed into rage.
He was no longer afraid to touch
s He wanted to touch them
now, he wanted to get his hands
on them

At first, held just throw them
ard if thov were stunned the first
time they hit, he'd pick them ud
and throw them again, and just
keep throning untl they were
dead. But nost of the tine the cat
would get anay after the first
time he threw it, 0 he dhanged
his tadtics. Now, he'd grab a cat
by the tail and swing it agairst a
wall, smeshing the cat's head
against a wall, and he’'d hold onto
the tail ad keep swinging until
the cat’s head wes just a bloody
pulp, ad then hed throw the
dead thing anay.

But thet west enough, either.
They still yonled late at night,
they still kept him anake when
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he should be Sleeping, they still
wandered around the neighbor-
hood in the daylight. He wanted
them dead, every one of them No
nore cas, that's what he wanted.
No nmore cis aywwhere in the
worid.

And it wesn't enough any nore
to just kill them He warted to
punish them, o, nake them suf-
fer, because they had nmede him
suffer for o long.

So he found ways to punish
them He’'d come up on a cat and
he'd slam it into a wall to stun it
Then held take the piers he al-
ways carried in his back pocket,
and held bresk its legs, snep the
bores with pliers. Then held st
down and wait for the cat to weke
up. When the cat wes aneke ad
struggling to get up and get anay,
Morty would lift it high in the
air and drop it onto the concrete.
The cat would try to land on its
legs, and would scream when the
legs crunpled under it, and a the
sound Morty would finally fed
good. He'd fed relieved, freed,
ad hed keep lifting the cat wp
in the air and dropping it, and
the white boes would stick
through the furred skin of the
cat’s legs, and the conarete would
be gpattered with the cat’'s blood,
until finally it died.

He found other things to do,
too He'd pull out the cat’s fur,
hair by hair, with a pair of
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tweezers. He'd take a thin netal
rod and hold it over a natch un-
til the end was too hot to touch,
and he'd showe the rod down the
cat’s throat.

He hated the eyes worst of all.
Cat’s eyes, huge and oval-sheped,
staring a him with hate, no mat-
ter what he did. They newer
looked afraid, they never begged
for mercy with their eyes. The
ees stared at him, and he could
anost teste the hate. And he'd
hold the cat’s head with one hand
and dowe a stick into the eyes
grinding them into nothingness,
leaving bloody hdes where the
tarrible eyes had been
And still they yonled at night,
beneath his window, and he lis-
tened to their high shrieking and
he thought he ocould s them
looking in the window at him,
and finally, one night, he’d had
enough. He got out of bed, got
dressed, took his pliers and his
tweezers and the thin netal rod,
and aept out of the apartment
It wes after three odock in the
moming, and the street wes de-
serted, exxegpt for ane fuzz in his
blue uniform, walking along,
swinging his billy.

Morty waited in the halway
for the fuzz to go by, and then
he went out on the street. He lis-
tered. In an aleyway, off to his
left, he heard the yowling of a
cat; he heard a scuffling and a
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running, and then slece. He
said, “All right, you bestard,” ad
started after him.

It wes dark in the alley, and he
waited until his eyes were used to
it, until he could meke out the
dges of the gabege cas ad
the piles of nubbish. The cat wes
silent now, and he waited for it
to nake a noise, waited for it to
let him know where it wes.

He stood there for a couple of
minutes, and then he heard a soft
cat-wailing donwn at the end of
the alley. Cautiously, silenty, he
worked his way doan tonard the
sourd.

When he got to the end of the
alley, the cat was gore. There was
a srell square of coaete therg,
ringed by buildings, and another
dleyway that went off to the
right. Down in thaet aleynay, he
heard noverrent, a soud like pa-
per rattling, and then the soft cat-
wail again. He went after it, mov-
ing slondy and carefully.

It kept ahead of him, moving
through the dleys ad pessage-
ways, the goeces behind and be-
tween the terements. Once, Morty
had to climb over a tall wooden
fence after it And the longer it
took to catch up, the madder he
got. And the medder he got, the
nore things he thought of to do
to it

Ancther alley, with a litde bit
of reflected light at the end, com-
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ing from a streetlight somrewhere.
The cat called from down there,
and he caught a dglimpse of it as
it scurried aocss the oval of light.
It was a deaded dley, ad
Morty smiled. He muttered, “I've
he started down the alley.

He had to nowe dlow, be care-
ful the cat didn't get by him ad
ecge He had tO ke sue this
time. And this time he wes redlly
going to gwe that cat the busi-
ress. He hed sone idess he'd nev-
er tried before.

He got dowmn to the lighted
place, a the ed of the aley, ad
he saw it, peeking a him from
behind a garbage can He started
for it, and heard a sound to his
right. He tumed. There wes an-
other one there, coming out from
under a pile of old Newsgpers.
Morty grinned. “You're next,” he
said

But then another cat came out
from the other sice of the pile of
papers, and when Morty looked
back, thare ware three cals com-
ing out from behind the garbege
pail. A mumur care from be-
hind him, and he looked down
the alley. There were nore cats
there, nore than he could court,
they were pouring into the alley,
they were coming doawn tonard
him.

He stared at them, too terrified
to nove or think or spesk or do
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a thing. They care dose to him,
meybe three or four fest anay,
and stood there looking up at him.
They were in a ring around him,
looking at him out of their wide
cold ees. The lest of them cane
into the alley and stopped, ad
there was silence.

Morty started to breathe again,
a choking, rattling breathing. He
had to get anay. Cats, what could
they do to hin? He could get
anay. Run down the dley, tum,
out to the streest—which way? He
wes lost back herg, it was a naze,
he didn’t know how to ¢t to the
strect. But he could still get anay
from them They couldn’t do any-
thing to him. He stared at them,
the drde of cat faces and hate-
filled cat efes. He breathed deep-
ly, and started to run. And they
roce up in front of him, and he
saw the daws conme out, and as
the bodies hit him, he screamed.

An hour later, the fuzz found
him. Morty wes crawling out of
the aley when the fuzz cane
along, whistling, swinging his
billy, and the fuzz stopped walk-
ing, stogped whistling, and stared
down at him

Morty wes cranling. Not with
his ams and legs, they were
broken, and the bones were stick-
ing ragged ponts through the
bleeding flesh. He was squirming
on his stomech, inching forward,
painfully, blindly. Becase he
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didn’t have eyes any nore. Blood
trickled down his scared face
from his mangled ee sodets
And out of his scorched and black-
ened throat there cane a soud,
a mewing, a mewing like a cat.
The cop stared down at Morty,
and as he stared a cat ran out of
the dley. The cat stopped for a

minute and looked at Morty, and
then it ran way. The aop looked
after the cat “Scared out of its
wits,” he said to hinself. “And
no wonder.”

And Morty inched along the
paement, and from his nouth
care the sound, the mewing, the
mewing. (|
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