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THE EDITOR'S VIEWPOINT

It is not without careful thought and extreme reluctance
that we violate the established format of our magazines—
Amazing Science Fiction Stories or Fantastic—by publishing
special issues. In recent years this has been done on three
occasions—each time in response to what we considered a
clear-cut demand from our readership. The 30th Anniversary
Issue of Amazing (April, 1956) was prepared in response to
a long-continued and insistent request for a reprinting of well-
remembered stories of earlier years. The Flying Saucer Issue
of Amazing (October, 1957) was published at the crest of
reader inquiry and discussion relative to that subject.

In both instances, sales of the magazine vindicated our in-
terpretation of reader-interest.

The third temporary departure from established pattern is
in your hands—this special Shaver Mystery issue of Fantastic.
So far as this editor is concerned, the most phenomenal aspect
of the Shaver Mystery is the tenacity with which it not only
clings to life, but becomes more robust as time goes on; this
to a point where—some ten years after the last Shaver-au-
thored story saw print—inquiry and interest have shaped a
clear question: What is the Shaver Mystery all about?

In all candor, it must be stated that this editor does not be-
lieve there is any foundation of truth whatever behind the
Shaver Mystery. In fact, we feel that the word mystery, ac-
cepted as a definition of the phenomenon, is a misnomer in
that there is certainly no mystery involved. We believe it to
be solely the product of Richard S. Shaver’s brilliant imagina-
tion. We sincerely admire Shaver for a remarkable creative
ability, and we do not criticize Shaver, Palmer or any of the
Mystery’s adherents for their faith and belief. But authen-
ticity is not created by devotion, however staunch and loyal.

(Continved on page 130)
]



THE
DREAM
MAKERS

By RICHARD S. SHAVER

ILLUSTRATOR FINLAY

This is the only authoritative
Shaver now in print; a kind of
fiction that generated fanatical
praise and bitter condemnation.
RMMany call it fact, others refuse
to define it one way or another,
asserting only that it is highly
dangerous (A. J Steichert, page
105, this issue). It is printed so
that you nay judec for yourself.

CHAPTER ONE

HE road slid like a hot gray

river under the Ford’s ra-
diator cap. I was eighteen, the
date was 1926, the Ford was a
Model T. I was on my way to
Thiladelphia to join my older
brother.

The drummer who had picked
me up chattered volubly of his
line of silk underwear, of che-
mises, dealers, his wife, the
weather and the effect of ice
cream on an empty stomach.

We stopped for a sandwich,
comiug into Coatesville. The
drummer wisecracked steadily,
and I looked at the girl behind
the counter, then down at my
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striped sweater and the flannel
pants I was wearing. I wonder-
ed if I looked like a yokel to
these near-city dwellers. The
girl grinned swiftly at me and
I decided not.

The world brightened, the
chatter of the drummer glittered
to me, the hot sun on the col-
ored summer clothes and shiny
cars was grand. The road—a
steady swush swush of passing
cars and trucks—was a great
route of wealth and merchan-
dise, pouring into the mecca to-
ward which I was headed. The
sandwich was good ; and the girl
had smiled at me instead of be-
ing made mysteriously to look
the other way. Maybe I was go-
ing to lose my jinx. The world
had somehow become a glitter-
ing place of promise since I had
set out. People’s faces wore a
kind of holiday smile, colors be-
came more vivid, everyone seem-
ed more active and interested.
The city was close, now. In my
ear a tiny voice whispered, un-
heard by any but myself : “I am
with you, and the jinx is nmot.”

I thought of people who heard
voices in their mind. Insane, the
experts said. But the voice I
heard wasn’t that kind of a
voice. I knew that only too well.
Thi:.* voice—and the others—
said things that proved them-
selves. Insanity can’t do that.
The same voice, coming over a
telephone wire, making an ap-
pointment to demonstrate a
vacuum cleaner (and then keep-
ing the appointment), can’t be
called an illusion. That’s what

the voice I heard was like. And
since it wasn’t a telephone line,
it must be something else.
Something as real as a telephone
wire. Radio, maybe. I kind of
beamed radio ray. That’s what I
called it—a ray. It was some-
thing like that. It proved itself
to be something like that.

We were moving again, a
little corpuscle in the blood-
stream of traffic flowing into the
city. The sun was settling out
of sight. The drummer chattered
on and I listened vaguely.
Around me I sensed the earth
breathing deeper into sleep.
Lights were flashing up in
houses and people were—getting
supper. Now we were in the city,
the houses were closer together,
the streets narrowed.

We drove interminably beside
the rows of road flares; they
were repairing the tracks, and
the torches stretched beside the
trolley line before and behind,
all flickering yellow, with black
smoke hanging, raising in slow
evil twists in the heavy, dusty
air.

My eyes were full of dust, too,
and sleepy from the wind; but
in me was a hunger, a sensing
of something wanted aroused by
the smell and sight of the city.
Or was that hunger aroused by
the mysterious powers of my in-
visible little companion, testing
all the sensuous thoughts of the
great city with her far-reaching
telepathic ray mechanism? Or
was it a hunger made greater by
a touch of the vital rays under
her fingers? Rays that you felt,
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rather than heard. Other kinds
of rays.

The strolling, thin-clad girls,
the low laughs, an occasional
snatch of music—and all the
dark hot dusk full of a man
smell and a woman smell. A hot
asphalt smell; a smoky smell; a
garbage smell; a sex smell; a
dryness of the throat and a lust-
ing for the sensuous life I felt
all around was in me. Yet there
was a repulsion about the whole
vaguely sensed thing, a feeling
something of fear and something
of desire.

The dark houses, old and dim-
lit, lived in so long they had a
sentient life of their own, stared
at me sorrowfully, saying:
“poor men, poor men” over and
over.

We drove slowly into an open
Square where a dozen sick trees
held a maze of footpaths apart,
and all the tall old brick houses
held out signs saying “Hotel.”
The drummer gestured toward
one that held aloft a horseshoe
of sickly yellow bulbs that
squinted as they stated that this
was the “Clarabelle Theatrical
Hotel.”

“Here’s where I always stop,”
he said. “Do you know how to
get where you are going?”

I took the written address
from my pocket and after many
and precise instructions started
off on foot, the address being
only some ten blocks away. I
turned a corner into a darker
street; the street lamps were all
off or non-existent. There was a
strange and furtive quietness

THE DREAM MAKERS

about these streets. The gloom
was thick and viscous, filled with
a summer sensuality, as of a
great night-blooming flower’s
heavy odor.

I passed the crowded markets,
the penny arcades, the swinging
doors of the saloons, the shoot-
ing galleries, the tattoo artists.
I was aware of the pressure of
pleasure-hungry crowds of
young and old, lame and blind,
cripples, beggars. The swaying
hips of the short-skirted, sweat-
ered girls were everywhere. In
and out darted dirty urchins
shrilling cries that held no
childish glee but only pursuit or
anger, begging or vending; and
now and then a panhandler start-
ed his “gillette me h&ave nickel”
but I had only a little change
myself and did not know wheth-
er my brother would have more
when I arrived.

I was soon knocking at the left
valve of an old double doorway
with three stone steps, deep-bit-
ten by the teeth of city-time.
The black bricks gave off the
odor of many damp days, many
long wet nights.

The inner door opened and a
white and ghoulish face peered
at me mournfully, hardly cu-
rious, only just awakened from
what seemed to have been the
sleep of the dead. I was directed
upward two flights of long
abruptly twisting stairs and I
entered the room at the end of
the hall.

My blond brother, his hair
curled with sweat, looked up
from the stack of paper on which
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he wrote and grinned an as-
tounded welcome. I grinned
back.

There were two rooms, about
eight by twelve each, at right
angles to each other. The whole
end of one was glass, on a bi-
zarrely curved framework.
There had once been a stair, but
it was gone. The door was off
and the opening covered with
netting. Through this end one
could see the heart of the city
spread out, a glittering promise
of wonder in the night. Here
and there the tall upthrusts were
lit by searchlights. Just a short
distance away was City Hall—
and the light made Billy Penn
stand out in the darkness, hold-
ing his scroll in his hand.

The whole city roared and
crawled, ascended and descended
outside this window. The legs of
the “L” stalked stiffly past, the
presses thundered intermittently
in the Daily Mirror building
next door. In the yard an ailan-
thus thrust tropical fronds lux-
uriously against the netting—
a tree, I knew already, was lux-
ury here in the city. A delicious
odor of frying doughnuts waft-
ed in through the opening from
a bakery across the street.

“Is that Billy Penn, and the
City Hall?” 1 asked pointing—

“The guardian spirit of the
city of brotherly love is almost
in our backyard. Yes that’s him.
But don’t put too much trust in
his warding. How’s mother?
Have any trouble on the trip?”

So, the hot white highways,
the lum{rious color of the sum-
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mer full of young life and
gleaming vehicles and laughter,
the beauty of the Water Gap,
the country under the hot sun,
home, the swimming hole, and
the family, had all to be told
about with picturing details.
But I made no mention of my
whispering friends, or of Max,
my jinx, and my hope of shak-
ing him.

As I talked excitedly—full of
the stimulation of travel and
many swift sights and sharp
new impressions—the stairs
clattered up under our shoes,
the great high door swung sul-
lenly behind us, the ancient
pavements raced beneath our
feet, and the shuffling crowds of
Market Street eddied behind us
as we turned in to eat.

To me this was a pleasant
place. It was a cafeteria to
ordinary eyes, but to my fresh
country viewpoint, it was a
stretch of glistening white table
tops and clever people beautiful-
ly dressed conducting laughing
conversations of great import;
of green tiled floors like emer-
ald, and floating realistic fishes
of rainbow beauty on transpar-
ent walls of ultramarine; of
gleaming silver rails and rows

.of luscious dishes artfully pre-

pared to entice young hunger;
of smiling white-gowned girls
with curling ringlets under
tricky caps; of mysterious
nozzles that, properly persuaded,
poured . forth chocolate, cream,
coffee, tea, lemonade or orange
juice, magically as in a fairy
tale.
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That night I slept, knowing
they would come in my sleep to
see who this was who knew, and
what I was doing in their city.
In my sleep they came, and that
is always like a dream. But I
was one who knew, and this is
what happened . . .

CHAPTER TWO

HE map of the caverns below
the city came to me by re-
flection when the ray found me.
Like a modern city had it been
built by gods instead of puny
men. The reflection narrowed as
she adjusted the focus to one
great room in the rock. Nearby
her a great weaving machine of
the Elder construction, so infi-
nitely complex, clicked its myriad
little metal hands; the three-
pronged turntable slowly took
the cloth away; the many little
loops pushed up miraculously to
make the gleaming nap—and her
face looked down into mine as
she bent over the screen and
shut out all the reflections.
That face, like Mother Hull’s
—long nose, grave mouth with
huge under-lip, utter weary
wisdom in her eyes, and that
kind, faintly curious interest
with which she was obeying my
little friend’s injunction to make
sure I would be all right here in
the city. For the hidden people
always look out for their
friends, and they have so many
enemies making everything hard
for them.
“You are the boy who knows
us, and you have come to the
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city to get away from Max, the
crazy horla?”

She knew my answer was
“yes,” for they always know all
one’s thought over the rays. Her
voice—that was so much woman
with the electric augmentation
making her so greatly more than
human—shook me as she said:

“Now, begin at the beginning
and tell me about yourself. Tell
everything, and swiftly, for you
know I cannot waste time. And
you must be worth our care or
you will not get 1t.”

My mind began' its work, and
she watched with that greater-
than-human understanding, and
the pain of the necessity that
they always have of deciding
whether they can afford to care
for one or not; for there are so
many, and so much trouble and
death that they can only ward
the death and the cutting rays
off from a few. The others must
take the stupefying ancient
rays from the mad ones and be
the ordinary unthinking people
who are called “the masses” and
who live their life out in horror,
unknowing ever what it might
have been.

And this is what the woman
who ruled under my feet in
Earth’s ancient caves saw in my
head as I told her how it had
been, and why I was one who
should and did receive their
care. I was no longer myself,
but the little boy that had gone
to school, a very small boy...

Before me was the invitation
of the sheet of blank paper,
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clean and virginal, seductive to
me as a girl’s skin to the amo-
rous male.

On it I could put strange sym-
bols that would tell other people
of my imaginings, of my dreams
and their curious forms that
grew like giant fungi in the dark
galleries of my mind.

With my will I clutched a pen-
cil in my fist, and striving to put
away the blankness of tle desert
that was life around me, my
knuckles whitened and the pen-
cil quivered before my eyes.
Strangely it lengthened and be-
came a tapping pointer in Miss
Petty’s hands. I was hunched
over my desk staring at Miss
Petty, a great figure in black, a
lace collar around her fat neck
reaching its incongruously dain-
ty pattern over her great bulge
of bosom.

The pointer tap - tapped
against the blackboard. What
was she tapping about? At the
end of the pointer were great
English capital letters. The
whole alphabet stretched along
the blackboard to the end of the
room. Tap ... tap ... That tap-
ping was ominous; she was
looking at me. She was getting
bigger; like the giantess in the
fairy book. Those great bosoms
of hers were above me all at
once; her face was stiff like a
board; the pointer menaced in
her hand. What was the matter?
Why didn’t she say something?

Suddenly she seized me and™

hauled me across my desk; now
she was striking me with the
pouiter. I smelled dust from the
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dirt of my pants and from the
floor.

My face was screwed up with
the effort not to howl. Some-
thing was in my neck; I could
hardly get my breath. I felt my
ribs rub against the boards of
the desk. That hurt like blazes.
The pointer suddenly snapped,
clattered to the floor. I rose in
the air again and felt myself
bounce horribly as I was thrown
back in my seat. Everybody was
staring at me like I had done
something terrible. Miss Petty’s
face was an ugly red.

“Maybe you’ll remember to sit
straight in your seat after this.”
She put her teeth tight together.
Her face was as stiff as before,
but redder. The lace had curled
up around her chin; she pulled
it down and straightened it with
her hand. She picked up the
broken pointer and went back
to the blackboard.

I looked straight ahead. The
girls would be laughing at me;
I could not look around. My face
was wet and tight as if clamps
were on it.

It was soon time to go home.
I gathered up the books and got
out of there in a hurry. After
supper I went to bed right away,
saying nothing to anyone. As I
drifted off to sleep a little fa-
miliar voice began to talk to me.

“She only licked .you because
Max made her. Max 1is jealous
of you, because I like you and
make dreams for you. I don’t
like Max and he takes it out on
you. But don’t worry, I won’t let
it happen often. Miss Petty
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couldn’t help it; Max made her
do it.”

The little voice went on while
she sprinkled the soft ray sand
of sleep on me as was their cus-
tom since time forgot when—
with their friends. I knew about
that from hearing the big peo-
ple think around her. I listened
with great comfort; and the soft
sand got in my eyes more and
more. But in the daytime I
couldn’t remember all the things
I knew when I was asleep.

“Now, let’s go up through the
trapdoor, and float and float and

see the funny people and play in

all the strange machines.”

The little girl who talked
from so far away, yet was so
close to me that I knew her bet-
ter than my sister, turned a
lever beside her; and the bed
seemed to drift down and away.
The two of us drifted up through
the ceiling, which opened like
two great trapdoors. The place
above was strange and beautiful,
like a ballroom filled with aban-
doned wonderful costumes and
billiard cues and comic false
faces and hobby horses and air
guns and all the wonder of
Christmas plus the wonder of
being able to float where we
wanted and see -everything we
wanted. The people we saw were
all funny; different from real
people in a wonderful way like
circus clowns. Then the two of
us got onto a great belt that
rolled and rolled over great rub-
ber wheels and gave us a ride
for hours. We held each other in
our arms and life was all joy. It
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was much much better than a
roller-coaster.

The face of Mother Hull with

her great underlip intruded
upon my thought from the far
past.

“You will have to go faster.
You are telling an adult, you
know.”

I made answer. “How can you
understand what it is I have to
do unless I tell you what formed
me? All these little things of
that far time made me the mind
that understands. And I think I
have the answer that you need:
that everyone looks for and can-
not find. I must have help to
work it out. Let me tell you how
it was .. .”

“Go on, but faster.” Her face
was kind, but grim with that
grimness of those who have had
to let many die'that the best
might live. I had to show her I
was of the best and that my life
would make life a ‘greater thing
for all men—or she would let
Max do what he willed with me
—and even if I lived I would
have no mind and would be like
other people, content with a
workbench and no ability to
think at all. She must listen.

I skipped a long time and
when I felt that again in that
swift unrolling of my past was
something she must see closely to
understand, I opened my mind
and again I was not myself, but
a little boy.

The little boy looked down at
the paper, top sheet on a tablet.
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It was covered with scribblings,
hardly legible. My hand hurt;
the pencil lay broken in my
palm. I lay down the pencil
pieces. That was Henry Traugh’s
neck in front of me, and I didn’t
like Henry Traugh’s neck. Just
beyond his fat ears were the
two’s multiplication tables on
the blackboard. Miss Hinkle was
pointing at them with a steel
ruler. It was a two-foot ruler. It
shone like a big knife in her
hand. She looked like Babi Yaga.
She wore a hat like a peach bas-
ket when she went out. She was
too skinny. She talked through
her nose.

I could see leaves through the
window. The birds were doing
stuff with sound outside. The
light shone on the ruler. It made
me think of the “crick.” I wish-
ed I was fishing in the “crick.”

I didn’t like Henry Traugh’s
neck. I didn’t like Miss Hinkle.
I didn’t like peach basket hats.
I tore a strip of paper from the
tablet. It was just as wide as
Henry’s neck was long. Henry's
old man was school director. He
was fat and wore black suits.
His feet turned out. I spit on the
paper. Plenty. It was properly
sopping. Deftly I slapped the wet
paper around Henry Traugh’s
neck.

Henry yowled. Henry put up
his fat paws and pulled off the
spit paper. Henry shook his wet
hands like a cat. Miss Hinkle
was coming down the aisle; her
knees made sharp bumps in her
skirt. I didn’t like green and
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plaid skirts. The color made me
sick. She was too tall, standing
above Henry. Too thin. She was
a bean pole.

“He spit all around my neck,”
Henry squealed. Henry was a
natural born squealer. So was his
old man.

“To spit on people is the worst
thing you could do!” Miss Hinkle
was looking down at me. That
steel ruler was cold and still in
her fingers. Her hands were fun-
ny white and red; her eyes were
the same blue as the ruler and
just as cold in her bony face.

I looked at her. There was nev-
er anything to say to teachers
except the old answers in the
books. What was the answer for
that look in her eyes?

“Why did you do it?” Her
voice was shrill, She was making
herself mad by staring at me. I
stared back and then looked down
at my desk. My face was hot. My
face burned. Everybody was look-
ing at me. What else was there to
think about but Miss Hinkle on
earth? They looked at houses like
that when they hung a bunch of
flowers with black ribbons in the
front. They were quiet and didn’t
yell or laugh till they got way
past.

I couldn’t swallow. My throat
started to swell up and I knew my
face was red. Nobody moved or
turned a page or scribbled.

“Hold out your hand!”

Her voice shook; she was mad
now. I stuck out my hand, cupped.
She grabbed it, pulled and bent
it to straighten it out. Desperate-
ly I struggled to keep my hands
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cupped for the blow. It didn't
hurt then, so much.

Whack! Up went the ruler
again.

“Babi Yaga,” I thought, “you
old witch.”

Whack . . . whack . ..
on and on.

I had my hand cupped now, it
was wet and slippery and she
couldn’t hold it straight. She let
go. My hand was red as a beet;
the lines were little white
trenches in it.

She grabbed the other hand.
My throat was full of a lump.
Was that Adam’s Apple? 1
guessed it was.

The ruler gleamed like tears in
my eyes. Whack . .. whack . ..
whack . . . I was getting extra
whacks because I couldn’t yell
loud with Adam’s Apple in my
neck.

I stared up at her. My face felt
like mud was dried on it. I wished
it was time to go swimming. Slid-
ing down the mud banks. Her
face was like a horse. Nobody
would want the horse. My ma’s
face looked nice. My ma taught
me to do things. She had taught
me the alphabet and how to draw.

it went

Two nights later was the night
before Christmas. I stopped the
unrolling panorama of my mem-
ory for the woman underground
and showed her what happened
the night before Christmas. I
was sent to bed early, for they
had to get ready for Santa Claus.
I lay and watched the door knob
and it did not move, so I knew
Max wouldn’t bother me for
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awhile. Max always made door
knobs move when they shouldn’t
and nobody was there in the dark,
no one in the shadows, but only
the vague horrors that Max made
with his mind over the telepathy
rays.

A shadow glided now over the
wall. It was a good shadow, not a
horror. It was the secret girl
saying “Hello.” 1, fell asleep,
quick, to meet her sooner.

I dreamed I got up and stole
downstairs. It wasn’t right, for
the little girl wasn’t around, she
had gone to some kind of Christ-
mas party where I couldn’t go—
for little girls only.

There were a strange lot of
people down stairs in the dream.
They looked familiar as if I knew
them but hadn’t seen them. They
seemed to know me pretty well.
They called me Dick.

Then I knew. They were the
secret people, and I was seeing
their reflections because the lit-
tle girl had gone off and left the
dream ray focused on my bed.

These were the older people
who took care of the little girl
who made dreams for me because
she liked me best.

. They were dancing and sing-
ing, and the place was all trimmed
up for Santa Claus. One of them
was dressed like Santa Claus, but
I knew him. He was one of the
old secret people. They were let-
ting me in on the Christmas
dream.

Dreams were one of their best
ways of having fun. They seemed
to be drunk, but not very.

Everybody was laughing. They
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weren’t like other people. They
didn’t worry, reading minds and
all. But I had always to pretend
I didn't know what I knew for
the people who didn’t know the
secret people,

Upstairs again my little friend
whispered to me. She said: “Max
got you in trouble again at
school. I'm going to fix him good
sometime. But don’t you mind,
you have better friends than
other people. You don’t have to
worry.”

I was myself again, and unroll-
ing all the memory fast so she
could see how everything was.
Her wise face was understanding
now, but still not seeing why she
should bother with me more than
with other people

The steel plant, the tumult of
the snorting metal monsters, the
awful smells. Barney Freedman’s
saloon across from the gate in
the high fence that enclosed the
A C & F where Dad worked.
Barney’s gave off a smell of beer
for several blocks. I waited there
to give Dad his lunch bucket.
Barney would have the bar set
full of foaming beer mugs. The
men came out, filed in, grabbing
the beer. That was a sink of iniq-
uity, they said, but all I ever saw
go down the sink was beer.
Gleaming tiles, polished brass
spittoons, loud laughter, jolly
talk. Columnar black legs and
huge feet on the shining gold of
the brass rail. I never saw a
Weeping Nell waiting outside or
Demon Rum pouncing on those
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giant, dirty men, though I often
looked.

The unrolling past time came
to an important place and I
stopped it for her. The little boy
was sleeping. I could see the foot
of the high wooden bed even as I
slept, for the dream ray was on.
A little girl about my own size
walked down the dream ray and
climbed up on the high wooden
footboard. Then she jumped
down on my chest. She was clad
in rags, and her face was black
with dirt. She seemed crazy as
heck. She was. Her hair was all
one snarl, and had never been
combed. Shé screamed and some
weird power of the dream-mak-
ing machine gave her weight on
my chest, a horrifying quality
that deluged me with deep fear,
a terrible crushing smothering
weight. She weighed as much as
a horse. I was getting too weak

~to struggle when my little girl

friend of the secret people came
running and pushed the crazy
little girl off my chest and back
down the ray beam.

That was the first real night-~
mare. My secret friend told me
that was one of the mad ones
wandering around “where we
live.” She would watch after this
and keep them off.

But all the time I kept quiet
about the secret people who lived
in the caves deep underground,
because they told me no one
would believe me and it would
make trouble for me if I told
about it.

My memory showed the woman
the rolling mill. The sun-hot rails
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burning my bare feet, the stacks
belching flame and smoke and the
men with leather pieces on their
legs and hob-nailed shoes. The
long steel bars and pinchers and
paddles, the continuous thunder
as of subterranean forces, men
with fire playing around their
sweat-gleaming upper bodies and
their red underwear. The golden
showers of sparks from the
molten metal at the ends of the
tongs. And the secret people
brooding over the work, too. I
could hear them enjoying those
strange . and mighty pleasures
they have and no one else has; no
one who works.

It took me a long time to get
by the rolling mill.

The boarders paying, and Dad
sitting at the kitchen table and
counting the money and taking
out the rent.

The book counter at the com-
pany store. Me stealing a book
from the tables and crawling un-
der the long tables to read it
where no one would see and grab
it away. Reaching up and putting
it back, grabbing another one.

And the meat counter, a mile
long it looked, the thick green
glass and the pleasant chill in
the hot summer, the red meat
making you hungry, and the
strange faces of the many clerks.
And the fascinating number of
dogs that ducked through the
swinging doors and hunted care-
fully the whole length of the
sawdust floor, sniffing—-all dogs
bigger than me, it seemed. Jan-
gling collars and rolling muscles
and olfactory organs sniffing up
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the luscious scent, they swung
past me oblivious of all but that
ecstatic mixture of odors.

The dump cars rolling out into
the hollow where the gravel pit
had already cut away the beauty
and dumping the black refuse
from the steel—filling in the only
pretty part of town.

The Hunky kids picking scrap
on the black bank barefoot. They
didn’t go to school. Some of ’em
had air guns they bought with
the scrap iron money. They
chased us away with the air guns.

Looking in awe at my brother’s
report card when he had been
late every day for one month.

My old man got fired then for
leading a strike. We moved to
another town, because Dad had
bought a restaurant. It was an
immense hotel building. On the
third floor was an abandoned ball
room. One end opened on the flat
roof. Below was Main Street. I
found an air gun in the ball
room. I sat on the roof and shot
sparrows. I didn’t know anybody
in town. In my ear was a mock-
ing whisper, even that first day.
“I am Mazx. I followed along. Un-
derneath in the caves I followed
with my ray. Try and have fun;
you won’t.”

After his whisper came the
voice of my little friend: “So did
I follow, just to get even with
Max and watch over you.” -

I couldn’t figure it out. How
could they follow twelve miles
like that? I didn’t know then they
could follow around the world if
they wanted and never come to
the surface.
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Next door was the movie house.
There was an opening between
the two big buildings. I got a
long ladder, let it down in the
opening. I went up the ladder,
opened the long ventilator, and
had free movie shows for a
month. Then I let the ventilator
open too far and they caught me.
But stolen pictures are better
than paid-for pictures.

I showed the woman with the
big under-lip how I was growing
up now, How the growing con-
sciousness of woman and the
need for woman was in me. My
dreams were influenced by this.
For the ever-present, all-seeing
imp, Max, my personal hoodoo,
would not let me talk to a real
live girl. He made them think
things bad about me. I never had
a date or a best girl. It was one
thing my secret girl friend would
not help me with, for she herself
did not desire me to have another
girl.

It was now that I began to un-
derstand the secret people. They
had pleasures so great that men
would raise hell to get them if
they knew. The little girl some-
times played some of their pleas-
ure rays upon me and nothing on
earth is worth so much. No thrill
from living lips ever equalled a
stim ray kiss from the secret peo-
ple. And with Max to help, I got
no others but hers, the little se-
cret person, invisible except when
she chose to show herself. And all
the time they were there and I
could hear them and many others
down there, and no one knowing
it but myself; nobody in the flesh
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around me on the surface. And
still, they were more powerful
than anyone else. The little girl
had rays at her finger tips to do
anything I desired, but I did not
realize enough about the power
of the mystery to desire much
done for me by her. Nor did I
understand much except the al-
ways-knowledge of their mental
presence and their listening, and
their help against such threats
as Max and his deviltry.

When I went to sleep, the little
friend would show me one of
their pleasure palaces where the
nude bodies of beautiful women
were writhing under the terrific
power of the pleasure rays, the
dance of stimulated desire, which
is a thousand times more power-
ful than natural desire ever is.
And when my desires awoke with
such sights she would “stim” me
a little and kiss me a little. But
she was not allowed to have pow-
erful rays her older people played
with, and she herself was not
fully awake sexually yet. So it
was a light business, her love
for me, though we both took it
seriously enough.

The restaurant fed students,
troupers, farmners, drummers,
after movie lunchers and the
movie machine operators. My fa-
ther became good at cooking, be-
came the chef. He put giant Mis-
souri bull frogs in the window.
The help robbed hitn. I washed
dishes, cracked oysters and kept
growing up. Upstairs I had
plenty of books, when I wasn’t
working. I killed the chickens,
burned the rubbish, Jake, my
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brother, played football in high
school. So did I, after a while.
Grandma looked dignified and
took Belle to the movies. Belle
was four years younger than me.
She ate everything, chased the
cats into the dining room, let the
big turtles out among the startled
customers, got a tapeworm from
eating raw hamburg. And the
voice of the woman who looked
like Mother Hull - kept ask-
ing me: What about it? What
does all this life of yours mean?”
And I would answer: “I am com-
ing to that, and then you will
understand.”

Max would cut in and say:
“He must be killed because he
knows. Everybody that knows
has to die.”

I would answer Max and say:
“So would you die then. And ev-
eryone who knows you must be
killed because they know you.”

Max would answer: “I keep
the secret!” !

I would say: You are too dumb
to keep any secret from any-
body!” Which was very true; he
was much dumber than anybody
on the surface.

My life went on unrolling be-
fore her kindly critical eyes, both
of us searching for that meaning
in it that would make it worth
her while to care for me by keep-
ing Max off me. For we both
knew that most ordinary people
are stupid because such things
as Max have made them so, and
they are too unaware and too
unthinking because of their ray-
cut minds ever to figure out what
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has happened to them. My life
went on that way, before us both,
augmented into a flow of power-
ful thought by the ancient mir-
acle mechanism of the telaug-
ment-mech. My learning to live,
mixed with the everlasting men-
tal interference of a dogging in-
visible fiend who thought he
hated me, and loved by an equally
invisible but faithful girl who
had protected me so long. There
was a great deal of this life with
little meaning in it that I could
find to put before this woman to
show her I was worth a great
deal of her labor. For as I grew
older, the fact of my knowing the
antique secret made the labor of
keeping me alive more difficult.
The girl was asking for help here
in this strange area of the caves
under Philadelphia, but this
woman had asked for a reason
why she should have such help.
I knew it would cost effort, so I
was trying to show her my am-
bitions, and how they had grown.
I delved deeper into the mem-
ories. .

I became another person now:
the inward man. Pale forms of
unsubstantial being that had
haunted my slow memory leaped
outward now and took on life.
My inward eyes turned here and
there searching myself for value
to offer this enigmatic woman
who asked why I was worth her
effort—but always found only the
cloying shapes of far-off beauties
much too thin to be quite real or
to be a goal or a pleasure to any-
one. In the underworld the beau-
ties of the mind must be very
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well formed and meaningful.
Then one has a value as a dream-
maker—for the mind is to them
an open book. Terribly they
taunted me, those half-seen
things that I knew would be ec-
static fire if only I could reach
their forms with my faint under-
standing. But I could not. I was
a clod of melting mud, no-reach-
ing or grasping in my hands, no
real seeing in my inward eyes.

These things I was searching
for under her eompulsion were
unborn thoughts, the children of
emotions not quite felt; the
things that showed what I might
become in the future if I was al-
lowed to develop without too
much harm,

If only I could give birth to
a few of these thought-children
before their misty forms melted
into blackness; if only I could see
their shape. But I knew that the
watcher could evaluate what they
might become in time, better
than myself, and I had hope. I
willed those slow sorrowings af-
ter unborn beauty to become be-
ing, and sometimes a misty tenu-
ous shape would grow a little
clearer in my mind.

In the rubbing dark these
sliding sinuosities of mental ef-
fort coiled in sweating agony
about my striving ego. Pale fig-
ures became white twisting
flames that burnt my slow mind
as it worked to wrap a thought
with life-shape on the canvas
that was my consciousness.

And mother Hull of the long
underlip remarked casually that
I ought to make a fine painter if
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nothing happened to me. I knew
it was strange I had not known
before that I wanted to paint, but
now I knew. She told me I could
be a painter if I willed and if
nothing happened to me. I knew
she meant if Max failed to get
me with a ray that would make
me as stupid as so many are who
have been so hit.

The dream faded into the night
and I slept.

When I awoke in the morning,
I was not somebody else, but my-
self again, for that is the way of
such strapge mental contacts:
the ego becomes confused and
overpowered by greater flows of
energy than those the body gen-
erates.

CHAPTER THREE

ACQUIRED a student’s part

time job, nights from six to
twelve, which left me my summer
days for slow wanderings about
the narrow twisting streets,
through the museums, or loafing
along a path under the old trees
in Fairmount Park. .

I was full of a hungry young
sensuality, everything about was
strange and exotic, the slums of
the city exercised a morbid at-
traction upou me. The burlesque
shows were temples of Venus, the
heavy drays bouncing over the
cobbles were Greek chariots, the
young gypsy fortune tellers were
pretty witches offering me a hot
red life in exchange for my soul,
the waterfront with its everlast-
ing stench aroused my wander-
lust. I would lean against the
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mooring pillar, scarred by the
many snubbings of rough haw-
sers through the years, and
dream away the afternoon as I
watched the rusty water pour
from the hold of some battered
tramp from South America.

The long waterfront, I decided,
was the best place to dream in,
contacting me with the ends of
the earth. My nemesis, the in-
visible Max, did not bother for
a time, now.

In the back of my mind was a
goal, still unformed, but my in-
ner self pursued it continually.
It was something to desire above
all other things. I wasn’t sure,
yet, what it was, but it was inex-
tricably mingled with my mental
pictures of the secret people and
their unearthly, incredible pleas-
ures. - My little friend among
them would eventually lead me to
their dwelling, would welcome me.

Before every street corner
came to me I was sure that her
flying heels had just preceded
me, out of sight. The feeling was
with me always; I would surprise
her tomorrow. Meanwhile life
lacked coherence, but it was
beautiful.

Life was full of good sounds:
The whistle from the copper
valve above the peanut vendor’s
wagon, the bell of the ice cream
man, the endless pad and scuffle
and click and scrape of feet; the
raucous declamation of the bark-
ers, the nose-drawn cries of the
hawkers pushing carts loaded
with bright and mostly useless
wares, the laughter of lazily
strolling Negroes, a hurdy-gurdy
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with squawking parrots, the far-
off whistle of a boat in the chan-
nel, the clang of the impatient
streetcars trying to hasten a
stubborn teamster whose tires
found the tracks more acceptable
than bouncing his buttocks over
the cobbles, a hum and buzz of
invisible machinery and that an-
cient throb of the sun going
down that always marked the
ending of the summer day for
me. That was really the drums
of the secret people brought to
me over their rays; that was
really their ceremony of the God
that sank into the sea to sleep.

I lived always in two worlds. I
was conscious of the vast and
many-pillared green gloom of the
temple of my mind. The bright
glitter of life around me was a
mere overlay to the strange
growth that went on within me.
The frail fringe of life, of fine
thought fibers like the young
roots of unplanted lives, or the
dangling tentacles of airplants,
and the pale faces that moved
dimly in the far green gloom of
the jungle that is the home of un-
thought thinkings, of unrealized
beauties, of unwrought master-
pieces, of untouched surfaces
that are unsculped by that loving
hand that is an artist. Those
white faces tremulously quivered
in an ecstasy of waiting in a
reaching of their inner selves for
light, for bright red life and love.
I did not know these were the
hidden people wishing they could
break the old bonds of the secret
and become one with the life of
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the outer world. I did not know
what they were, but I learned.

When I looked on women who
passed on the city streets, it was
all these faces and twisting living
roots of thought that trembled at
their beauty and reached for
their sinuous, hip-swaying, con-
fident life.

So it was that the need of
these women was ice and fire and
protruding breasts and a strange
hate that would crush them into
submission to my mounting will.

And whether it was woman,
really, that I wanted or some
other thing to fill me I knew not,
but only that their bodies roused
the far reaches of my mind into
an activity the extent of which I
could only sense, and not know
really. For women were still un-
known, in many ways, to me.
There had only been the reveal-
ing work of the hidden maid
within my mind, showing me
what women were, in love.

In the long summer twilights,
I often sat upon the steps and
breathed the cooling air that
moved when the sun had ceased
to heat the bricks and listened to
the quieting city, watched the
night shift going to the subway
job, and savored the doughnut
smell from the bakery across the
way. The old three story brick
edifices took on a less hideous
appearance, their stiff blackened
faces relaxed, a few people came
out and sat down as though they
had a minute to think, the paper
trucks loaded up with the day’s
scandal next door and left a vast
quiet behind their off-rushing.
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I was thus engaged, listening
with my inner ear to the far
rushings of the blood of that ani-
mal, the city, when toward me
came a young girl my own age.
The loud jeers and gestures of
nearby youths attracted my eyes,
and I saw that she lurched like a
ship in a storm. She was very
good looking. As she neared me I
smelled liquor, and perfume,
which in no way offended me. I
liked whisky, and as for perfume,
I had few dislikes in the line of
scents. It was the boys’ jeers at
her that roused the pity; pity
and desire are much the same,
sometimes, in some people.

Now all the young desire
leaped from me toward the
drunken beauty, that sick young
animal staggering toward a non-
existent haven and I thought: I
will call her, take her in, and see
now, when she is herself again,
are women what they say and
what I think or some other thing.

But no words came out of me.
I only marveled at the lure of her
as she passed. She had not gone
ten steps when a cab pulled along-
side her in which were several
men. Without much discussion
she entered the dark interior and
the cab wheeled off. My young
mind pictured many imaginings
around this occurrence, and a
guilty feeling arose in me that I
had somehow failed the young
girl by not pulling her out of that
dazed faring toward what I sur-
mised would be no Sunday school
picnic.

To stretch the soul out white
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and bare, and to look at it clearly,
that is difficult. But mine stood,
more or less naked, behind my
thinkings. It had been desire that
had called to the young girl, and
not any real desire to help her.
Now my soul pretended that it
wanted the girl for some good
plans for her rather than for her
body alone. My conscience pun-
ished my soul, and disclaimed it.

The dark and cloudy magnet-
ism of sex swirled higher in me.
I was alone in a waking night-
mare, a hunger gnawed at me
with a great mouth full of think-
ing teeth that conjured always
weird forms of beckoning women
before me. How to satisfy this
hunger I did not know. Does any-
one, really?

I talked much with my brother,
exchanging all this experience,
the strange sights and peculiar
longings that plagued me. He
was an electrician in a huge ho-
tel. It was named after the same
old Quaker who stood frowning
down upon the swarming of the
insect, man, from the tip of the
grandiose and time-blackened
City Hall. From the rambling ac-
counts of my brother’s daily
chores I absorbed a knowledge of
the luxurious wanton life that
went on in such great hotels.

Our life was one of many hun-
gers and few repletions. We both
desired women and talked about
them, but we did not know how to
dance and knew few people in-
timately. We met few women and
those not the kind that arouse a
man. We were lonely and cursed
with these vaulting ambitions
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which will not take form in op-
portunity’s realization. We were
intelligent enough to see they
were impossible of fulfillment.

The city became to my young
love-hungry eyes a teeming hive
of sensual objects, a beckoning
siren of multiform allure, both
a beauty and a horror that with-
held her best enchantments be-
hind a weird barrier.

The whispering, unseen Max
was a part of that barrier, mock-
ing my unsated longings and
frustrated ambitions with sinis-
ter talkings : “You will never win
anything you desire, or do any-
thing worth doing. I will see to
that.”

My self withdrew slowly from
me, and I became just another
plodding member of that endless
stream of beings who are going
nowhere in a hurry but care not
greatly if they reach there, for
they know it is all nothing and
futile.

After many jobs I finally se-
cured a somewhat better paying
job with a packing company sell-
ing and cutting meat. The bodies
of calves and lambs and sheep
hung in long rows before me,
chilled flesh, grey and pink and
white. The little buttocks of the
lambs protruded, skewered here
and there with a sales slip on a
stick, the long grey veal touch-
ing the floor on one side and the
white lambs and redder sheep on
the other. Black steel hooks
through their achilles tendons,
all those little lives—I thought,
hanging for me to hack apart. I
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forgot that these bodies had ever
lived as I sawed and sliced ener-
getically according to directions.
Underfoot was yellow sawdust,
around the cloudy chilled air of
the cooler, and overhead the steel
rails up and down which rolled
the limbs of animals in neatly
measured cuttings endlessly re-
peated.

I started at six and sawed and
hacked till nine, when everyone
ambled aimlessly out for “cof-
fee.” It was an ancient custom of
the business that “efficiency” had
not as yet eliminated. The bloody
white-coated wielders of the
blade congregated in various ca-
fes around the beef houses for
a half hour of gossip and such
cheer as they could manage and
then straggled back to take up
cleaver and saw and butcher
knife and boning blades and
carve and hew till twelve again.

One of the bloody coated crew,
I drank coffee and smoked ciga-
rettes and listened to the chat-
ter of the butchers, a recounting
of prides, ways of cutting, queer
points on the personalities of the
customers, how much they lost at
poker, a chaffering of the scurry-
ing waitresses and a general hul-
labaloo of vast meaninglessness.
But this sensing of the meaning-
lessness in the affairs of my fel-
low men had long ceased to be
startling. I took it for granted,
thinking: the color, the speech,
the play and clash of character,
are themselves meaning. With
such thoughts, sitting very lone-
ly, not - understanding how to
make talk about nothing, I was
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still the schoolboy who thought I
must have something to say be-
fore I opened my mouth.

The waitress whose table I
came to frequent was named
Mary. One day as I paid for my
coffee I looked at Mary’s broad
and pretty face, her plump soft
arms, and leaned on the counter.

“Do you step out much,
Mary?” 1 said. She started,
whether in mock or real surprise.
Her white teeth grinned at me.
“Don’t tell me you are asking me
for a date? After all this time?”
She laughed.

I didn’t smile. I was tense. My
throat was dry, and in me was a
block of ice. 5

I looked at her white throat
where a cheap heart-shaped lock-
et swung. Her neck was a perfect
round. Too round and white, real-
ly, for any neck to be. Her
breasts swelled suddenly below
the neck, and it seemed to me
that all the world had at once
become the two swelling breasts
and the space between—just with
the uttering of a few words.
Mary stared at my hot desiring
eyes.

“Well, if you mean it, here's
my address. Wait in the candy
store; I live over.”

She scribbled, handed me the
paper.

I grasped the dark wood of the
cigar case with weak hands, my
blood began to rush through me
again—maybe after all the jinx
would. lift—I would defeat Max
and learn to live. My legs slowly
became my own again, I went out
of the restaurant.
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I could hardly wait for quit-
ting time.

That evening as I dressed I
sang, a gibberish that came out
any way.

My brother questioned me.
“What makes you feel so good
tonight ?”

“Well, for one thing, I like the
city. For another, I've got a
date.”

“With a waitress—who else
would I meet? Her name’s Mary.
She’s plump, but not too plump.
That’s all I know about her. But
I don’t intend to be a candidate
for the priesthood if I can help it.
She’ll do.”

My brother did not seem to
listen—he had lain down—his
eyes were closed. T sat down and
read for half an hour, then
wakened the sleeper.

“Want to eat, or go on sleep-
ing?”

“Just a minute. I met Fleisher
today.”

*“Not Al Fleisher ?”

“Yes. From home, He's going
to art school here. He seemed to
want to see you.”

“Well, we’ll hear all about art,
then.”

“Al seemed to think all the girl
students wear glasses and low
heels. All the models are fat. Just
why these young guys take up art
is beyond me. Some suspect a ge-
nius in them—because they can
draw. A subject in which one can
succeed without brains. Making
Leonardos out of bakers, Rapha-
els out of plumbers—at so much
a head. It’s an illusion—this art
stuff.”
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“Sure it’s ridiculous. Come on,
let’s eat.”

Later I stood before the num-
ber Mary had given me. There
was no answer to my ring. I went
in the confectionery and waited
till she came down.

She carried a large beaded bag.
She was much more attractive
than in the restaurant. Was she
a bat, I wondered? Just a loose
dame who didn’t care to work at
the trade—or was she on the lev-
el. I decided I didn’t care a lot
what she was—she aroused me
more than any woman I knew.
But I didn’t know many. Only in
strange dreams and vivid desires.

"Were these women? Were the in-

visible ray people, my little
friend, or the long lipped wise
woman—were they really wom-
en? All those things were not
real, even though they were more
vivid than life.

Mary laughed at me, her teeth
fine and white.

“Almost didn’t come.”

She had had a drink of some-
thing, wine. Her fine skin was
flushed her mouth looked hungry.

“Come upstairs and meet my
friends. They had a date for me,
but I made them break it.”

She led me through a door and
out, and up a dark flight of
wooden steps, bare and resound-
ing to the feet. The wallpaper
was a sick green with great red
flowers blooming in the murk.
Her body was against me on the
stair, perfumed flesh was in my
nostrils, her hand was warm in
mine. She laughed often, for no
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good reason, but I liked it; I did
not hear enough laughing.

Her friend was a dark slim
girl with large breasts and a too
ripe smile. I liked her, but the
friend’s friend was a very fat
boy who was drunk. I gathered
we were set to go somewhere,
anywhere and that a car was
waiting to take us. I drank some
wine, but could not join their
wild chatter. I saw only the girls’
breasts, their flashing eyes and
gleaming teeth.

Heretofore I had had only my
dreams, the presents of the little
unseen friend, and they were
rather wonderful fare in their
way. Were these actual living
creatures better than Hela in my
dreams, better than the white
curves of those whom I could
never quite grasp and hold, who
gave so fleetingly ? Presently we
were riding ; Mary and I were in
the back, the dark girl in the
front, the fat-boy driving. Was
he too drunk, I wandered? .

Mary’'s body was against me,
her head went back, I kissed her.
She held my head and ran her
tongue over my lips like a little
flame. It was a new thing to me.
It was good. My arms tightened,
my young lust held on so thin a
chain so long, rose and howled
like a wolf.

We picked up another couple.
On the car floor were several
bottles rolling” about. We all
drank from one of them. The fat
boy clumsily jockeyed the car
into a space at the curb. We piled
out, laughing. Phe night air was
good. We walked up a dark, brick
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paved area way. Mary pushed a
button beside a door. It opened,
a chain across the crack of light
that shone out on us.

“It’s me, Mike!” said Mary.

The chain clicked off, the door
swung aside. We filed in. On one
side a beer pump and pressure
tanks glittered in their hard me-
tallic reality. A phonograph
howled in the next room. The air
was layered with smoke, curling
about the standing figures of sev-
eral men. We sat about a table
near the phonograph. Its mechan-
ical intricacies displayed under
glass were interesting. The cir-
cling records sliding on and off
the disk as they riveted the air
with staccato dance rhythms, the
heavy smoke swirling, clutching
at the shuffling dancers began to
make me dizzy.

I shook my head and tried to
listen to the conversation. A
newcomer was retailing some
argument about taxi fares. A
cabby, I thought. I couldn’t fol-
low him. His voice was fuzzy.

I looked toward Mary. Her
throat was a white pillar, the
gold chain telling of its softness
with its sinking. I reached out
and touched the skin of her
throat. Desire was ice in my neck,
I could not swallow. She looked
at me strangely. The phonograph
howled: “Baby face, you've got
the sweetest little baby face.”

Why were they all so warm and
full of laughing talk, while I
could only stare at all the mov-
ing images and wonder if it were
real and this was myself? They
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were immersed in the swimming,
throbbing murk, they were a part
of it, it was their habitat. But
why was it so strange to me?
Was I drunk? I looked at my
hand. I got up, went to the pho-
nograph. The room held still, the
floor was solid, the cylinder of
records circled as endlessly as
ever. I dropped a nickle and sat
down again, leaning toward
Mary’s perfumed nearness. She
kissed me, and that was good,
that was not so strange. The pale
faces in my mind reached out
hands toward her.

The gray roots of my far
thinkings mingled weirdly with
the swirling smoke that cut the
air with many planes. It seemed
to me that I had seen places in
my dreams more like this place
than itself was. How can reality
get so unsubstantial and still
hold up one’s feet from the
depths? I grasped the round of
Mary’s arm, and sank my fingers
in it. That was real, it felt real,
that was living flesh. I took my
hand away, and the red prints
glowed for a long time on its
whiteness.

Somehow a tie had sprung up
between us. No word had been
said, but I knew that no matter
who or what she was, this wom-
an was mine. If her life was a
real thing, I would stand upon it.
If it too was unreal, well, to hell
with such thinkings. Who can
say what is real and what is not?
What is the acid test? I got up
and took Mary in my arms. I was
no dancer, but I did not care.
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We swayed about the room
twice. Her body was warm, wom-
an smell was in my brain. A mad-
ness reddened as though far fires
shone through it. “My eyes are
bloodshot,” I thought. I looked in
a mirror, but it was not so.

“I will have to teach you to
dance,” Mary said softly.

“I used to dance, I've forgotten
how it’s done.”

We both knew that these
words, any words, meant noth-
ing. Between us was only one
thought, and that kept shrieking
now. The heart shaped locket
swung back and forth. Mesmeri-
cally my eyes kept fixing them-
selves upon it, and the soft white-
ness beneath.

She saw the direction of my
fiery gaze. She leaned -closely
against me. Her voice whispered
in my ear. “Let’s go upstairs—
they’ve got rooms . . .”

She took hold of my hand and
led me toward the stairway, then
stopped. Her eyes took on a look
of fright, and she dropped my
hand. She was looking over -my
shoulder. Before I could turn, a
heavy hand grasped me by the
arm and whirled me around. A
fist collided with my jaw. I went
down on one knee, and a fierce
rage began to mount in me like
an oiled fire, as I heard a big man
say: “Keep away from my girl,
see!”

I came up hard, butting the big
man under the chin. The man
staggered back. I went after him,
throwing short blows at his belly.
As the big man doubled over I
took a round-house at his red
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face. His nose became a bloody
mess. He looked like a hind-quar-
ter of beef to me, in my rage. I
aimed carefully, threw all my
strength into a swing at his jaw.
The big man fell like a dropped
log, his head striking the brass-
bound steps hard.

I looked down. The man lay
with his mouth open, his head
twisted on one side, about his
head a large pool of red spread-
ing, spreading. The gash from
the step was a red mouth on the
side of his head, the blood came
steadily in little gleaming flows
from the corners of the mouth.

In sudden terror I ran past the
glittering bar, covered with wet
spots and empty glasses. A big
bruiser by the door put up a
chain across the door. “No you
don’t! Wait’ll the cops get here.
That guy might be dead.”

Dazed, I stood there, looking at
the bruiser who barred my way.
The room reeled around me. I
turned to find Mary, but she was
nowhere in sight. She must have
gone up the stairs. Someone was
bending over the bleeding man
on the floor, listening to his
breathing.

“I don’t think he’s breathing.
This ain’t no joke. He must have
broke his neck when he fell on
the step. He's so damned heavy
his weight broke his neck.”

I heard his voice only as some-
thing far off, for in my mind I
was hearing another voice, a
familiar, horrible voice. “I got
you that time! You've killed a
man now, Dick! They’ll fry you.”
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“He’s not dead!” I cried hys-
terically.

“Yes he is! I made sure of
that. I threw him down hard on
that step with a ray. Enough to
break his meck ten times owver.
He’s dead, all right!”

Now another voice, my little
companion, full of remorse. “Oh,
Dick. I didn’t mean to make the
big man think Mary was his girl

friend. I just wanted you to stop

kissing her.”

“You’ve stopped me all right,”
I groaned. “Now what’ll I do!”

“Don’t worry, youw'll be all
right,” she said.

Around me a strange pale light
began to drift like fog, pulsating
as though alive, seeming almost
palpable as it mingled with the
cigarette smoke in the room, co-
alescing about me so that I could
even feel its weird fingers clutch-
ing at me, The room spun, and I
began to reel. Things swirled
around me, and dimly I heard a
Qismayed shout, a hoarse yell of
incredulous terror, and then the
room vanished. I seemed to be
rising swiftly into the air, an
sensed a vast depth of nothing-
ness beneath me. It was as though
I was at the top of a mount, with
the wind whistling about my
ears. Yet the strange milky fog
clung tenuously about me, soft-
seeming, but strong in its grasp,
so that I could not escape it. Nor
did I want to escape, for I was in
deadly fear of falling.

Now I sank from that high
place, and the swaying sensation
I had been experiencing turned
to a jerking. Noise beat about my
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ears, there was heat. Suddenly I
saw a face, a long-lipped wise
face; and I knew that the one to
whom I had pleaded for protec-
tion had extended her power over
me, to keep off Max. I knew that
this was due to the things that I
had not done, and the trouble I
had gotten into because of it.
As on a screen before my eyes,
many pictures came and went,
supplanting her wise old face. 1

knew she was telling me some-’

thing this way, telling me that
she had decided to do as I had
asked, decided to protect me.

I saw a strange place. Almost
like the phantasmagoric back-
ground of a madman’s dream. I
saw swirling feathers, and their
soft fluffiness was about me. I
saw peacock tails with their
round bright eyes with that blue
that is sweet to the sight as some
tastes are to the mouth. I saw
smoke trailing beautiful veinings
through the blackness, curling
lips saying laughing little words
and glistening wetly, women go-
ing up and down stairs, their
skirts lifting tantalizingly over
perfect knees, wheels turning
somewhere; these and other pic-
tures all mingled in unthinking
non-meaning in my head. Then
from the blackness that I was
buried in a terrible rhythm
caught me up, jarring me insane-
ly. All the pictures swung up and
back, up and back and I could not
find a thought to take hold of,
only this ripping shifting rhythm
that was tearing me. Through
this chaos of leaping, crazy
thoughts and images of terror a
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slow beat came as of wings or of
the sea waves and I was.. ..

High on the rounded mount
above the shore of a sea. I knew
this was the dwelling place of
certain beings. The stairs that
led up were of hyacine, drug-
gish-colored like sleep, and fleck-
ed with golden speckles and with
smoky veinings. Round about
were flowering azaleas, seven
feet high, with salmon flowers
as large as Mary’s face when she
had stood close, pressing against
me. The walls were blue with
many stars inset in the blue-
ness, overlapping and differently
shaded, like a crowded, too close
sky. The pillars of the door were
great naked arms, white as milk,
with golden bands about the bi-
ceps, and the hands of those
arms upheld sweetly carved
bodies of girls and of deer. The
door was round, and rolled open
so that the sound of life and mu-
sic and laughter from inside
burst on me like the sun in the
morning.

Inside were serving maidens,
dancing in nude and blissful rap-
ture, dancing always in rhythmic
movements as though mesmer-
ized and so commanded, and
their movements mesmerized me
too, into a swaying thirsting to-
ward their beauty.

I asked about the paintings
which were on the walls, but the
gleaming ones glittered, laugh-
ing, saying that to tell the mean-
ing would take an eon, as they
were symbols describing the
forming of the universe from a

29



thought of integration and all
the variations of the thought. I
would have to appreciate them
for their abstract qualities of
form and line and color and let
the meaning go till some other
future time had come.

The dancing maidens stepped
into a floating blueness and the
sound of many musics told me
that soon their time would be. I
waited, and learned of these
souls that chose this happy
existence of dancing reverie in
preference to life and its unlov-
ingness. Even as I knew that the
pains began. That was Max -at
his far-off battered mech, who
had learned he was no longer
under protection and had failed
to make the grade. Even as the
pains began I heard the soft
whisper of the one little unseen
who had always fought for me
in that dark chaos where she
lived among such as Max who
are both mad and murderous.
“Watch the dream,” she said.

The pains stopped, and I
thought I heard Max shriek
despairingly, and somehow I

felt compassion for him. But the
sound faded away, and with it
came blackness.

It lasted but a moment, then
light came slowly to my eyes,
the blackened peeled ceiling, the
white mantle of the gas light—
the brown pattern of the wall-
paper. How had I gotten home
and into my own bed?

The sun was slanting in the
far room upon my brother, bent
over the table, his hair a yellow
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mane of tangled glistenings.
White paper was strewn upon
the table and over the bed. His
hair had looked like that years
ago when I had watched him
throw his headgear off, bent
over a football, waiting for the
signal . . .

I wondered whether the dream
was a true seeing of him or no.
And the little voice whispered
that it was, that he had worked
all night while I was out drink-
ing and facing arrest for mur-
der. Sorrow went through me
vaguely, as of a death far off.

I sat up and lit a cigarette,
watching the sun try to gild the
dull black wall and fail. I watch-
ed the smoke curls from his ciga-
rette. Smoke was soft and wom-
anish, I thought, curved with
sudden turnings and quick
laughing prettinesses like many
dancing girls. My watch was
saying two, but it had stopped.
Maybe that was when I had hit
the fat man? I did not feel
proud that I had broken a man’s
neck. I was only ashamed that
my brother would be upset, his
thinking and concentration on
his writing thrown out of gear.
I was feeling like a skunk to face
his eyes. I thought of the dream
of the house of the strange souls
upon the high place above the
sea, the dancing nudes that were
so much more than humans yet
somehow less, having chosen
everlasting ecstasy to turmoil
and strife—they still swayed be-
fore my inner eyes. What fine
things some dreams were, but
still the warm sun outside was
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a brighter, finer thing now than
the eyes of those living perfec-
tions of the dream. Life is warm,
heating—and there is a strange
something of death in a dream,
some strange thing that draws
and yet repels. Life is better
than any dream, I decided. Yet
I could remember the bright
blue eyes in the feathers of the
peacocks that were so like the
eyes of the girl I had fought
over last night.

Jake heard me stirring and
came in, sat on the edge of the
bed.

“What happened ?”

“I was drunk, I talked to a
girl in a joint, a fat man busted
me one, I busted him back a few
times, he fell down and broke
his neck. Sordid enough for
you? I should never have taken
those boxing lessons; then I
would be beaten up but legally
sound. Or it might have been my
neck that was broken instead of
my freedom! They’ll be coming
for me.”

My brother eyed me, ponder-
ing.

“T'll get a lawyer.” Jake got
up, went out. His back was not
quite so straight, his step not
quick and sure.

A conversation I had had with
my brother ran through my
mind. “I do not write for money,
Dick. I want to make a mark
upon the life tree, upon its
trunk, to carve my criticism, my
record, and to leave a blazed ar-
row for the next worm that
crawls up that same trunk, to
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follow and to understand. I
want to make my desires and
ambitions into reality upon
paper; they seem nearer to life
themselves that way—to realiza-
tion.”

I had answered him. “The
world is made of thought and
you'’re a thinker. You take a
world and do with it as you
please when you write; that’s
why you like it—it responds to
your efforts better than actual

"life in the world does. But it

seems to me a poor thing to re-
place life itself. I desire life it-
self in all its vivid reality of
taste, color, feel and sounding,
rushing being. I desire the wind
of happenings in my ears and
the real world spinning under
my feet. No false image upon
paper, no vague imagining
sweetly wrapped in scented
words can replace my desire for
life.”

And my brother had an-
swered: “Living is here between
my ears, behind my eyes. Reality
lies in thinking, and only in
thinking—Ilife is thought and
thought-recording and the little
ego cells looking over all the
sudden surging impressions that
are only really thought no mat-
ter what the source in actual or
imagined things.”

Hearing in my memory this
past conversation, which my
mind had been absently revolv-
ing ever since, I realized he had
acquired a great truth. All this
vast sprawling city around him
which so aroused him, filled him
with so many new desires and
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needs; all this rushing life, this
amorphous many-celled animal
called the city; all the things it
held out for him to possess, to
work for, to wish for, to envy;
all these things lay in his mind
for him. He sensed them and
they were his in the only way
anything could be his, by sensa-
tion. The one real thing for him
was a sensation translated into
thought between his ears. The
more intense the sensation, the
fuller, richer the life. But are
thinking and sensation then the
same thing? Does a copulating
earthworm enjoy the fecunda-
tion as much as a human? One
would never think if one received
no sights, no sounds, no odors,
feels or tastes. Yet, to his ob-
servation, an earthworm gets
mightily interested in sensa-
tions—and perhaps, too, he lies
in the earth and does a lot of
thinking about such simple
things .

“Five years,” the judge said.
And there was no way to argue
with him. The fat man had been
with friends; they testified
against me angrily, and without
a great deal of truth. The law-
yer didn’t help much. For the
next five years I was going to
find out all about thinking as a
substitute for living!

Nydia came to me now in the
dream. Nydia was the name I
had given my little whispering
friend who sometimes came in
my dreams, sometimes as a voice
in my ear, sometimes as a
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subtle, alien wisdom in my
head. T had doubted her reality
at first, but she had a way of
burning me with a little needle
of ray from the mech when I
thought that way. She wanted
me to understand. She had al-
ways wanted me, one way or an-
other. And in a strange unno-
ticed way I loved my Nydia just

‘a little more than anyone else I

knew, because I was eternally

grateful for her fighting to
keep off Max.

“Now I am going to work
some magic for wyou. Very

strange magic, and when you
wake you will remember what I
said. Reality is mot what it
seems, for the dream-makers can
wrench reality about till ome
does not know what is real and
what s not. Now, awake!”

Light came slowly to my
eyes, the blackened, peeled ceil-
ing, the white mantle of the gas-
light, the brown pattern of the
wallpaper. How had I gotten
home and into my own bed? |,

Repetition! The dream all
over again, but this time it was
real.

Or was it?

The sun was slanting in the
far room upon my brother’s
golden, glowing head bent over
the white paper, many sheets
strewn upon the table and over
the bed.

Puzzled beyond thought, I lit
a cigarette, watched the smoke
curl upward. Smoke was soft and
womanish, curved with sudden
turnings—but what had really
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happened last night? Tediously I
cast my memory back along the
drunken trail.

Nothing had been quite as im-
portant as Mary’s lips, her soft
hair and the breasts under that
thin blue velvet fabric. I never
saw a girl look as good as that
when I was sober, Had Mary
really looked as good as that?
I'd have to go and see Mary...
but she had another man! I
didn’t want a woman who had
another man. Why hadn’t she
told me she had another man?

A girl with bright blue eyes
and a startling, clinging dress

. and then a heavy hand on
my shoulder, the shock of heavy
fists striking me, and my own
unreasoning swift rage striking
back, the man falling, the twist-
ed neck, the blood on the floor.
Had these things happened?

I remembered the attempt to
run away. After that I remem-
bered nothing.

As I lay there on the bed, I
became less and less sure of any-
thing. Had I really dated Mary?
Had we gotten drunk in that
speakeasy ? Had I actually killed
a man?

But how could I have done
that? Here I was safely in bed,
it was the next day, the sun was
shining, and although I remem-
bered being trapped in the bar
by a burly man who asked me to
wait for the police, I was free
now, and no police were evident.
If it had all happened, wouldn’t
I be in jail, and not here in bed ?

I got up out of bed, went out
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into the other room. My brother
turned to look at me.

“What happened ?”

“Maybe you can tell me?” I
said, watching his face. In the
dream I had said I'd killed a
man. But now, awake, I didn’t
know. If I'd done anything un-
usual, Jake might know, might
tell me. Give me a clue . . .

He laughed. “Were you that
drunk ?”

“Was I drunk?”

“A little. You came in and
flopped on the bed, and began to
snore the minute you hit the
quilts. I undressed you and let
you be.”

“That all?”

My brother looked at me. “You
looked a little mussed up—Ilike
you’d been in a fight.”

I felt my jaw. It was sore.

“My jaw hurts. Seems some-
body socked it.”

“Hope you got in a few socks
yourself.”

“Seems I did. I remember
some guy lying on the floor;, out
cold.” -

Here it was. What if I told
him I'd killed a man? I decided
he’d do just as he had in the
dream, go out and get a lawyer.
But what if I hadn’t? My brain
began whirling. I had to find out.
I had to go out and find out.
Find out if I was dreaming
now. Or just what it was that
was the dream, and what was
the reality.

“I’'m hungry,” I said. “I’ll go
ot and get something, and we’ll
have a snack here in the room.”

“Good idea. I'll pound out a
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few more pages while you're
gone.”

I went to the restaurant,
walking all the way, because I
had to think. But all the think-
ing got nowhere, until I turned
in at the restaurant and saw
Mary at her usual station. I sat
down and ordered coffee.

“Hi, kid,” she greeted me.
“Feeling better?”

“Maybe the coffee’ll help,” 1
said.

She set it before me, looked
at me.

“Have a good time
night?” I asked her.

“Could have been better.”

“How come?”’

“It ended too soon. We might
have made a real night of it if
you hadn’t gotten into that
fight.”

“Your .boy friend?”

She looked surprised. “That
big fat slob my boy friend? I
never saw him before in my
life!”

“But he said . . .”

“He didn’t say anything, just
came up to you and slugged you.”
“Then what did I do?”

Her eyes lit up. “You plaster-
ed him good! Knocked him flat.
You’d have won the fight easy,
if you hadn’t passed out from
the drinks right then.”

“Right then?”

“Sure! You hit him, then
went to sleep on your feet, and
keeled over. We had to stuff you
in the car and take you home.”

“What about the big guy?”

“He was disgusted. Got up

34

last

and looked at you, then wander-
ed off trying to pick a fight with
somebody else.”

I laughed out loud. This mur-
der stuff was a dream. I wasn’t
going to spend five years in the
pokey, thinking instead of liv-
ing!

“What’s so 'funny?” asked
Mary. “You missed plenty, pass-
ing out that way.”

I looked at the chain that held
the locket that had fascinated me
so the night before. The locket
wasn’t visible now, beneath her
uniform, but I knew it was
there, swinging between those
swelling breasts. I stared at her.
“Yeah, I guess I did. But I'll try
to do better next time.”

“T don’t know if there’ll be a
next time,” she said without
hesitation.

There it was again. Always
that jinx. If it wasn’t Max, it
was Nydia. Always I missed the
boat. I looked down at my coffee
and mumbled, “Sorry .. .”

She leaned over, patted my
arm. “Don’t look so downcast. I
didn’t say for sure. Give me a
call in a few days. I've gotta go
now. Somebody’s taking my oth-
er table . . .”

She went off, and I watched
the twinkle of her calfs as she
went, the rhythm of her thighs
beneath the tight-fitting uni-
form. Suddenly I grinned. Be-
cause in my mind there was a
silent voice: “Haven’t you learn-
ed your lesson yet? If it’s that
sort of thing you want to see,
I'll show wyou something to-
night, in your dreams!”
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“It’s not like the real thing,”
I said.

“Oh, no! Maybe you think I'm
not real?”

A sudden sharp pain made it
impossible for me to remain
seated. I got up like lightning,
tipped over my empty cup. The
clatter of it caused everybody in
the restaurant to look my way.
Mary looked too, and I fiushed
at the look on her face. It_was
obvious what she was thinking,
that I was still under the infiu-
ence of last night’s drinking
spree.

To my discomfiture, to add to
that impression, I staggered as
I walked to the door. In my
mind, I heard tinkling laughter
as Nydia rocked me with her
rays, making me- look like a
drunk.

“She won’t be likely to date
you again, Dick, unless you walk
straight. Walk straight, Dick!”

But I couldn’t, and by the time
I reached the door, my face was
fiaming.

But outside, as I walked back
toward the rooms, I felt much
better. At least I wasn’t a mur-
derer. And one thing that I re-
membered now was that a cer-
tain, long-lipped, wise old face
had come to my rescue, and
saved me from trouble. I knew
that’s why I had passed out, not
from the drinks I had taken.
That dream on the high mount
had been from her mech, not
from Nydia’s.

I had a big protectress at last!
I had passed the test. She Lad
decided my life was worth pre-
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serving. Maybe from now on I'd
live as men should live. And the
memory of Max’'s despairing
shriek came back to me. Maybe
he, too, had learned his lesson!
I sincerely hoped so.

I bought something to eat,
and went back home. Jake and
I ate, then he said he wanted me
to meet a friend of his.

CHAPTER FOUR

AKE dressed, and then we

went through the bright, hot
sun, past the whirling clouds of
pigeons, under the dark arches
of the Chinese wall and turning
into the cafeteria met a young
fellow. Jake said he was an art
student.

We sat at a white smooth
table, and a waitress plopped
brimming glasses precisely in
front of each of us and stood
looking at the ceiling. She had
eyeglasses above flat pale cheeks
and stood as if her feet were
tired. I looked at the art stu-
dent, wishing vaguely that I
had the money to go to school
My brother looked at him, too,
quizzically:

“Well, Stan, what nonsense
are you drawing now? From
Venus in the plaster, or Lizzie
in the flesh?

“Copying anatomical charts.
Dreary business for a sensitive
soul; but they say it is necessary
to know a few muscles.”

“They seem to repeat the
same old thoughts about art:
woman is beautiful, you must
know her anatomy; flowers are

35



beautiful—do they teach you
botany, too?” I asked.

“Sometimes we do still life.
That’s recreation. The rest is
everlasting anatomy—it drives
me nuts. Draw this, do that—
half the time I want to stay at
home in the room. The com-
pany’s better.”

“Do you mean to paint as you
please, like an artist, or do you
mean to get a diploma and a job
teaching kids or lettering ads?”

“I’d like to teach—give kids a
better slant on life by teaching
them to observe. I've got to have
a diploma. But my talent is not
being developed properly.”

“Art for the sake of bread and
butter. Ridiculous.” I grinned.
“You want the diploma. Kid ’em
along, be punctual—talk pretty
and draw as you please. Your
thoughts are your own. Some-
one criticized you—and you lis-
tened. Don’t listen.”

“A fine artist could give a man
a lot. But they don’t have that
kind of man, unfortunately. Do
you draw ?” asked Stan.

“No. I'm only talking. I'm
nineteen and I work in a beef
house, cutting meat.”

We talked a long time about
art, then Stan rose to go.  His
check was only fifteen cents.

“Is that all you're going to
eat?” I asked.

“Probably starving like a true
artist. Drawing pictures subli-
mates his yearnings.” My broth-
er spoke loudly, meaning Stan
to hear.

Stan,. getting his hat, turned
back to the table. “If only they
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did sublimate them. They make
it worse. It’s a lousy world in a
lot of ways. I see flesh continual-
ly, think about form, sensual
colors, and the beauty of the hu-
man figure. But my personal ex-
perience is too limited, by far,
to suit what seems to be my
needs. Well, something will turn
up, my father used to say. In
the meantime, though, it’s a
lousy world.” He hurried off,
looking at the clock.

My brother looked at me. “I’'ve
been checking ads for apart-
ments. There are plenty of va-
cancies right now. We've got to
send for the folks sometime; it
might be well now. Let’s go and
rent a place and write Ma te-
night. Dad’s job on the rail-
road’s about over. Ma said he
wrote he couldn’t stick it much
longer; he almost got killed.
We’ll write to both of ’em to-

~night. You write Ma, and I'll

write the skipper.”

The apartment was five rooms
over a bakery store. There was
no garden, but the fire sscape
looked down on a lot of. other
people’s little gardens, a little
enclosed world of fenced plots,
surrounded by the three-story
apartments and the black spider-
webs of iron fire escapes ambling
down in varied indirection.
Through the center ran a nar-
row four-foot alley, lined with
the garbage cans and ash bins.

Moving was a peculiar job;
the two dinky rooms with the
open end, which seemed so sor-
didly dirty, so ancient and full
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of the sick smell of the life that
had been there before us, were
yet painfully hard to leave. We
hated to go away from the hot
beating heart of the city that
had been pounding in our ears
so steadily it had become a part
of us. We carried all our col-
lected clothes, bags, books and
many piled magazines down
onto the three white worn steps
and hailed a taxi.

The driver wheeled in the nar-
row street and squealed to a
stop. We started tossing bags
and stacks of books into the
back. He jumped out and
helped.

“Where to—the library ?” The
cabby grinned, lighting a ciga-
rette.

“52nd and Walnut,” Jake an-
swered, grinning in return.
“We’ve been to the library.”

We clambered in on top of the
piled belongings. The cab
bumped along under the “L,” the
little old houses, the new big
buildings crowding them with
their high glass fronts. We
crossed the bridges; the river
gleamed a long black flatness;
the slaughterhouses went by—
their smell was strong today.
What a stink!

The cab swung over into Wal-
nut. There were a few catalpas
shedding their long pods, some
sycamores. The cabby pulled up
in front of the bakery.

We were home.

When Ma came she took
twenty dollars, went to a store
and paid it on a hundred dollars
worth of furniture, which with
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the things she had shipped, fur-
nished the place.

Ma cooked supper over the
little gas range. It was strange
to eat at home and not count the
prices of the dishes. Ma was a
swell cook. Belle, my sister, was
sitting there laughing at Jake.
She was a brownette, with a
bright young, peach-bloom face.
Belle was getting beautiful. She
was a good kid. But too thin.
She was strong and alive,
though. She had a nervous
strength, a grip in her that sur-
prised with its intensity. She
had a disconcertingly honest
pair of deep blue eyes that were
always subtly -changing color.
Home was a good thing. Pretty
soon Dad would come.

Fall departed, Christmas was
almost here. Every day I rode
the “L” to Ninth and Noble,
hacked and sawed, sliced and
cut, hung the meat up and took
it down, wrote down the orders
and skewered the lambs, over
and over. Every Saturday 1
stamped and counted, tagged
and straightened, went for cof-
fee and came back, and stood
around till noon. Sometimes I
got drunk, sometimes I saw
Mary, but not often. Time went
by; I stood still on a treadmill,
watching it.

The day before Christmas,
everybody who came in the cool-
er had a bottlee. I had many
friends, and they all insisted on
a nip from their bottle, some
wine, some whiskey. By three
o’clock someone had put rockers
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under the room, I would have
sworn. I had ordered two ducks
from the poultry department.
They were big ducks, probably
Moscovy. I had a leg of lamb I
had picked out of the bag of
lambs. I wrapped them up to-
gether. They were too big. I un-
wrapped them and wrapped
them up again separately, labo-
riously fumbling with the paper
and string. The job was very
hard with my hands not behav-
ing right.

Finally, ducks under both
arms, I went up the steps of the
“L.” I had never noticed how
far apart the steps were before,
those black steel grids, or how
slippery. The day was brisk. I
stood on the platform watching
the clouds in a clean blue sky.
It was clouding up over there.
Maybe it would snow. I didn’t
think so. Too windy. I got on the
train, the doors banging behind
me. It was crowded. I stood with
feet wide apart; I couldn’t use
a strap. It was hot. Everybody
had bundles. Sleep was pound-
ing me on the head. I braced my
knees against the bench. The
duck slipped from under my el-
bow. People were laughing. I
shouldn’t have bent over. to pick
it up. I'd better get off. 32nd
Street, the doors flew open, I
staggered off, dropped the ducks,
leaned over the rail. The world

was a pinwheel. I was the pin.

Pins were important to pin-
wheels. The pin was vomiting.
The wheel slowed, to help me
out, maybe. The air was cooler.
I picked up the ducks. Where
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the hell was the leg of lamb?
I've lost the lamb. The best in
the packing house. Another train
roared up. I'd better wait. I
leaned against the rail. The two
car tracks ran away through the
housetops. They were supposed
to meet on the horizon. Where
was the horizon? I squinted. Too
many horizons. My eyes were
out of focus.*I walked up and
down. Pretty straight, straight
enough. I got on the next train.
52nd. I got off, reeling again
from the warm close air.
Through the stile, clicking down
the spaced grids. Follow the
cracks in the pavement. This
pavement didn’t haye any cracks.
What the hell did a guy drink
for anyway ? I'd better go in the
back way.

The narrow alley was empty.
The fire escape was steep. It was
icy too, an inch thick. I started
up, gripping the iron. A duck
slipped, fell bouncing, down,
down. I backed down slowly,
picked up the duck. I started up
again. “Ouch.” I was down on
one knee. The iron was *cold.
That shin was barked plenty. No
sense to this. I could see I'd have
to crawl up, a step at a time. I
stood up. The platform at the
top was leaning over like a ship
in a storm. I leaned against the
door. The next door building
leaned over gradually, peering
down on me. Then it straight-
ened up and leaned away from
me in disgust. The door was
locked. Damn it, what’d they
lock doors for? I never locked
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doors; I didn’t have anything to
steal. I kicked the door. Ma
came, turned the key. Her face
went white. Gees Ma is getting
old. I dropped the ducks on the
table and put my hand against
the wall to steady myself.

“You're just like your grand-
pa” said my mother, her breath
hissing in anger. “Get in your
room and stay there; we've com-
pany. Anne’s home. She's
brought a friend.”

“] wanta see her,” I answer-
ed, looking at her eyes that
blazed intensely. What'd she
have to get so mad for, anyway?
I couldn’t help it.

“I ain’t seen Anne for over a
year. I wanta see her.” I went
in the bathroom, bent over to
wash. There it comes again.
What do people drink for any-
way ? Damn if I knew. I washed
the bowl out, ducked my head in
the full bowl. I straightened up,
my shirt got wet. I took it off.
The room was going round. I
fell against the wall. I opened
the door. Ma was standing there.
She grabbed me. What did she
get mad for? She pushed me
through the next door into my
room. The lock clicked. She lock-
ed the door on me. I oughta be
mad. I fell on the bed; black-
ness closed over me . . .

The blackness was full of
flashing shapes and colors, the
pyrotechnics of flashing memo-
ries or perceptions of the un-
seen. The room swung slowly
under me, the ceiling receded. I
closed my eyes again, but the
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swinging kept on. I knew it was
my little girl friend of the un-
seen, swinging me to sleep and
sad for me; that she was
ashamed of yme. I was not asleep,
but the swinging kept on. I
could not move. Great fiery blos-
soms opened in my head, spread-
ing their petals, forms came and
went furiously. I opened my
eyes, the ceiling went away
sickeningly. Anne was home for
Christmas. Home from college.
She took care of somebody’s
kids. How she managed. She was
a smart girl, to pay her way. She
was married now. Just a little
while ago we were going to the
woods together, to climb down
the bluff and see the falls, below
the big spring. I helped her shin
down some trees from the high
rocks. It was a long climb down
the rocks, an hour’s work and
fun and thrill of danger. We put
our feet in the cold spray of the
falls in the rock clefts where it
leaped from above, and there
were little ferns growing in the
spray that was always about.

I sank deeper into the black-
ness, my blood throbbed in my
ears, steady and fast, far off,
like a drum on a hill. A voice
chanting softly, a familiar voice
that meant I was asleep. The
sound of the voice became grad-
ually clearer and clearer. The
chanting voice led me into a
dream . .

Under the kneed cypress trees
the lilies swayed softly, red and
greedy were their faces, and
their leaves were black. Their
pistils protruded like the tongues
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of little snakes, darting quickly
from side to side. The poisonous
anthers and their stems writhed
whitely as though in pain of
waiting, waiting to sting and to
let go their venomous seed into
the blood. The heavy orchids
leaned their damned faces to be
seen, their sad dangling roots
white like the hair of aged wom-
en. Maladeruem blooms thrust
upward their purple and gold,
with light pale stalks of green
mottled with swamp-death. The
sick dark water rippled silently,
heavily, Under the slow ringing
outward ripples moved the un-
dead mouths of reptilian hun-
gers, the undoers of self.

Pushing through this miasma
of bitter blooms, where the acids
of despair distilled on the great
leaves from the very air, grop-
ing through the deadly mist, her
polished white flanks spattered
with the fecund green mud, her
red hair hanging like wild flames
over her small hard breasts, came
she whom the men of the. Elf-
mounds call Hekla.

About her the vast, swaying
silence of the sick swamp, the
slow rustle of the curving, reach-
ing leaves, the stretching of the
hungry tendrils, the heavy
smothering smell of the for-
bidden swamp, the soft touching
of the turgid leaves, all seemed
to her too loud, weighted with
fear.

Conaire was king of Aire, and
Conaire had deereed her death.
For Conaire had become a Chris-
tian, and now all the old loves
were forbidden, and the old Dru-

40

id lore was now witchcraft, and
all the other ancient practices
and worships were abandoned,
and a price was on her head.

No more would she preside at
the festival of the Dark one, for
he was now called the Devil, and
they were burning all who served
him, for they were blamed with
all the evils that were now in the
land. And that was a great deal.

Like a sleep-walker, the white
pale form of the witch-woman
dragged through the dank mists
of the darkening swamp. Before
her loomed the vague, transpar-
ent figure of the Dark God. The
strange life before her bore her
up with his own life force.

After a time they came to a
great rock opening between the
hills at the rim of the swamp
land. They entered the gloomy
way, and down and down. A
great metal door opened into a
mighty ancient building under
the Earth.

Hekla’s white body went into
that dread place, the home of her
God. For she was welcome now in
that feared, strange, welbknigh
forgotten underworld that is
spoken of by learned men only.
Metal magic whirred and clanked
and strange living light wel-
comed her. The light sang a mes-
sage in her brain, and she who
was welcome now nowhere else
had found her home.

The singing light of life that
made a message for Hekla, the
servant of the Dark God, was the
same chanting voice that was
making me dream., But