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I ntroductio� 

Fantasy fiction-the wondrous recounting of the impossible-made
convincing - is one of the oldest delights of mankind. The first 
tellers of tales, squatting around a cave fire, terrorized their listeners 
with reports of the awful horrors just outside the firelight, of ghosts 
that mourned in the first forests - in short, of things that went 
bump in the night. 

Later story-tellers discovered that the unlikely could be delightful 
as well as terrifying - that the f ant as tic could fetch a smile as well 
as a shudder - and man, the only animal to whom the impossible 
can seem as real as the possible, has never lost his taste for these 
imaginative creations. There are stories of fantasy baked in Assyrian 
bricks, scrawled in Eyptian hieroglyphics, surviving from the sing
ing of Greek bards and the writing of Latin poets; and, in our own 
language, hardly a major English author, from Chaucer through 
Shakespeare to Dickens, is without at least one important work of 
fantasy to his credit. 

For most of this century, however, fantasy haj suffered neglect 
from critics and publishers. Readers have found too little to satisfy 
their appetites for the weird, the awful, the delightfully unbelievable. 
It has been assumed, I fear, that twentieth century man is too prac
tical, too efficient to bother with such "impractical" stuff. (Surely 
there is nothing more practical than putting that most efficient - if 
deceptive - of servants, the devil, to work for you!) Publishers, of 
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4 INTRODUCTION 

magazines and books alike, have taken the stand that citizens of a 
materialistic civilization don't care to read about . . .  shall I say, 
·'non-material things.'' 

Of recent years, however, even these publishers have begrm to realize 
the existence of a human demand which cannot be ignored. In the 
past few years some two dozen anthologies of fantasy stories have 
been published. Tales long buried in forgotten "pulps" are appearing 
in book form. A dozen or more novels of the supernatural have re
cently made their debuts. There must be a public demand.' 

I am convinced that there is. In this new periodical, The Magazine 
of Fantasy, I hope to satisfy every aspect of that demand for the finest 
available material in stories of the supernatural. I hasten to point 
out that by "the sttpernaturat'' I mean all of the world of fantasy, 
from the thrilling to the chilling, from the comic to the cosmic -
whatever our senses may reject, but our imagination logically accepts. 

I am happy to present as editors of this new magazine two of the 
outstanding contemporary specialists in this field. 

Anthony Boucher is a mystery novelist and radio writer of long 
standing, author also of many fantasies, and currently editor of 
fantasy reviews for the Chicago Sun-Times. 

]. Francis McComas has combined many years of experience in 
the book business with occasional pseudonymous ventures into fantasy
writing and the co-editing of the definitive anthologJ of science
fiction, Adventures in Time and Space. 

Between them they possess (with occasional bitter blood-feuds over 
who owns what) one of the most comprehensive libraries of f antasy 
fiction ever assembled, from long out-of-print masterpieces or other
wise unavailable foreign works to thorough files of every important 
modern magazine story in the field. 

This first issue offers a comprehensive sample of what my editors 
will give you in each appearance of the magazine. They have chosen 
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- what I consider a series of distinguished and unusual stories which 
are in themselves a superb cross-section of f antasy writing. There is 
the plausible cold terror of Philip Macdonald, the horrible hilarity 
of Stuart Palmer, the border-line humor of Richard Sale, the social 
irony of Guy Endore, the supernatural vengeance of H. H. Holmes, 
the broad farce-fantasy of Cleve Cartmill - some of them new stories 
written expressly for this magazine, some of them resurrected (for 
Boucher & McComas are as accomplished as Burke & Hare) from 
the obscurity of long-forgotten magazine files. 

And typical, too, of their finds are the oldest and the newest stories 
in this issue: an eerie masterpiece, long lost and underrated, by that 
early master, Fitz-James O'Brien, and the first published story by 
a distinctive new fantasy writer, Winona McClintic. 

To authors who have long wished to try their hand at this sort of 
thing and found the usual markets closed to such experiments, let me 
assure you that the latch-string is out and the welcome-mat freshly 
dusted. Send us yottr material. There is no formula. Just make your 
efforts sufficiently out of this world to contradict the laws of man's 

logic - while adhering firmly to a freshly-created logic of their own. 
To readers we will offer the best of imaginative fiction, from obscure 

treasures of the past to the latest creations in the field, from the chill 
of the unknown to the comedy of the known-gone-wrong. In short, 
the hest of fantasy and horror. 

LAWRENCE E. SPIVAK,.Publisher 



In 1944 - mark wet! the date.' - Mr. Cartmill wrote a story for one of the 
better science-fiction magazines on an atom bomb. And promptly found him
self being investigated by the F. B. I. That Cartmill fantasy ran awfully 
close to top secret truth. He managed to convince the G-men, after a very 
polite, but deadly-serious interrogation, that it was just his imagination 
working on publicly known data on atomic energy and not a leak from Oak 
Ridge or Hanford. While this story of a Los Angeles cultist being right runs 
(we hope) far from probability, it does represent Mr. Cartmil/'s plausible 
attitude toward the supernatural and is one of his best demonstrations that 
fantasy can be fun. 

�ells On His <Toes 
by CLEVE CARTMILL 

SERGEANT HANK SMILEY of the Bunco squad was a large young man, built 
somewhat on the scale of a Norse hammer-thrower, and he did not like 
appearing in public in his stocking feet. 

But, the pretty blonde guardian of the Temple's outer portals assured him, 
he must remove his shoes before entering into the presence of Dr. Ishmael 
Swaam, whose D.Sc.M.D. Hank had been delegated to investigate. 

"Maybe you didn't understand," Hank said firmly. "I am a cop, not a 
convert." 

The round blue eyes below the glittering turban were pleasant, but 
adarnantine. "You must obey the Orders, sir." 

So Hank went to one of the chairs along the wall and removed his oxfords, 
furtively examining his socks for holes. He was flushed with discomfort, and 

lapped one large foot over the other when he had pushed his brogans under 
the chair. 

The blonde, unsmiling, said "Come" and led the way in whispering blue 
robes. 

Hank filed the pitch of her Joice in the E-flat cubby-hole of his mind, an 
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BELLS ON HIS TOES 7 

unconscious hangover from a childhood musical education, and noted that 
she was somewhat like Lakme in her nightclub costume. She conducted him 
to a door which was covered with cabalistic symbols and apparently led to 
the inner sanctum. ·when she opened it, a gong somewhere in the dim 
interior rang out an announcement on middle C. 

Presently he was in a circular room at the end of a corridor and seated 
across an ebony table from Dr. Swaam. 

"You," said the doctor in a deep B-flat, "are not here for guidance." 
Hank looked steadily at the dark triangular face with its bright, wide 

eyes. "I'm here to find out about this cult of yours, Doctor, and your 
, degree." 

"Cult? This is no cult, young man. I am a teacher, carrying the lamp of 
mental culture down dim corridors of unused minds. My degree translates 
into Doctor of the Science of Mental Dynamics." 

"We have certain laws regulating pseudo-religious groups," Hank said 
tentatively. 

"I observe them. My followers are not a pseudo-religious group. We are 
scientific. I know your laws, and stay well inside. What do you want to 
know?" 

"Well, mainly just that. Now and then some lug comes along and promises 
to show anybody the other side of the moon for a four-dollar initiation fee 
and a course of instruction. I just want to make sure no fraud is present." 

"I promise nothing," said Dr. Swaam. "My degree, straight from the High 
Lama of the order in Tibet, simply states that I am qualified to direct mental 
calisthenics designed to develop little used, if any, portions of the brain. 
Emoluments for this service come from increased earnings made possible by 
increased mental activities of my students." 

Hank reflected on this, drumming a soft tattoo on the polished table top. 
"I'm no lawyer, and I can't kick any holes in it. But I'm supposed to make 
a report. If you could give me a short demonstration, say, of a lesson-" 

"Certainly. The theory is simply that mind triumphs over matter." 
Dr. Swaam put a long, graceful hand under the table, and the circular 

room went dark save for a bar of light across the doctor's eyes. 
"Look at the spot between my eyes, Sergeant. Blank your mind of all 

thoughts except one. If you are sure enough that it will be true, it will be. 
Look steadily, relax, and concentrate." 
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Hank looked, relaxed, and concentrated on the first thing that popped 
into his mind, a nursery rhyme his mother had crooned to him in childhood: 

"Rings on liis fingers, bells on his toes, 
He shall make music wherever he goes." 

This went on for some time, the rhyme running through his head, his gaze 
fixed on the smooth spot between the eyes of Dr. Ishmael Swaam, D.Sc.M.D. 

The lights glowed again, and Dr. Swaam snapped his fingers at Hank, 
who had become somewhat rigid. "That is a sample. We go from there 
gradually to consideration of specific problems. In some instances, our ac
complishments are gratifying." 

Hank shook his head free of a curious lethargy, dropped his glance to his 
own hands, and was slightly startled to see a ring on each. They were his, 
one a plain gold band, the other set with a reconstructed ruby. But he never 
wore them, and he did not remem'ber having put them on this morning. He 
shrugged away any further thoughts of this and got to his feet. Somewhere 
an orchestra was playing "Six Lessons From Madame La Zonga." 

Dr. Swaam rose and stood listening for a moment. "This room is supposed 
to be soundproof," he said. "I wonder where that radio is." He seemed wit
lessly adrift for a moment. "Ah ... er ... oh, yes, literature." 

He parted drapes on one wall and took pamphlets from a polished cabinet. 
He gave these to Hank, murmured farewells, and Hank left. As he was clos

ing the door behind him, the orchestra modulated into Tosti's "Goodbye." 
He walked down the carpeted corridor to the big door, humming the 

words which formed in his mind: "Goodbye, forever. Goodbye, forever." 
He opened the door into the reception room where the blonde presided, and 

had the first intimation of what had happened to him. 
As he stepped into the room, a full symphonic orchestra crashed into 

the majestic opening chords of Beethoven's Fifth Symphony: 

''Ta-ta-ta 
DVMMMM! 

Ta-ta-ta 
DUMMMMMMMMM!" 

The blonde lost her ritualistic calm. She jerked her turbaned head toward 
the door. Hank grinned a trifle foolishly. 
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. "Some en tran ce ," he said . " I  u sed to th in k h ow ni ce i t  w ould be to be a 
di ctat or and have tha t  mu si c  played every time I came in to a room." 

He wen t over to the chair and pu t on hi s sh oe s while the bl onde smil ed 
d ou btfully a t  him. A hill -billy band began t o  play "Oh, Dem G olden Sl ip
pers" and "All G od 's Chillun G ot Shoe s" al terna tely. 

He departed from t he Temple in a cl oud of con fusi on shared by the 
bl onde , wh o p ondered on the re ceding strain s of "Al oha Oe " played on 
steel gui tars and u kelele s. 

Foll owed by the pu zzled glan ce s  of l oi terers in the Ci ty Hall, Hank 
en tered the office of Chief of Dete ctive s Joe Ross. 

''Ta -ta -ta 
DUMMMM! 

Ta -ta -ta 
DUMMMMMMMMMI" 

T he chief started , snapped up a somewhat choleri c coun tenan ce a s  the 
migh ty chord s died , and sh ot a glan ce full of su spi ci on a cross hi s de sk. 

"Oh," he sa id in a h oarse whi spe r. "It's y ou ,  Han k. G otta job for you." 
"W hat 's the ma tter wi th y our v oi ce ,  chief ?" 
"Laryngiti s. Bad." 
The un seen orche stra began to play the m ourn ful stra in s of "M oanin ' 

L ow "  a s  Han k clu cked in symp athy and san k  in to a chair. T he chief' s eye s 
wheeled a bou t the cal cimined room , tou ched on the cl osed wind ow s  and 
d oors, came to re st on Han k. 

"W here the hell 's the mu si c  com in ' f rom ?" 
Han k kept hi s fa ce blan k, muttered "Ou tside , I gue ss," and p ondered 

the si tua ti on. He had thoug ht it strange tha t he had he ard Von Suppe 's 
"Lig ht Cavalry Overture " during hi s journey from Dr. Swaam 's Temple 
to the Ci ty Hall. W hen he had entered it s con crete archway and the 
son orous fan fare of Beeth oven 's Fift h had sounded again , hi s mu si cal 

experien ce s  of the m orning had shifted in to unea sy fo cu s. A s  he had w al ked 
d own the corrid or to the chief 's office a ccompanied by a bra ss band sof tly 
playing Sou sa 's " El Capitan " he had come to a fearf ul con clu si on. W hen 
the f ull symph ony had ag ain ann oun ced hi s en tran ce int o thi s  office , he 

wa s ce rta in. It m ust be tha t  nurse ry rhyme : 
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"Rings on his fingers, bells on his toes, 
He shall make music wherever he goes." 

Dr. Swaam had said, "If you are sure enough that it will be true, it will 
be." Apparently, Hank had been sure. 

Chief Ross cut short his thoughts by shoving a manuscript across . the 
desk. "Radio speech," he said. "You make it. Eight o'clock tonight. My 
throat's too bad." 

Hank winced at the rasp of Chief Ross's voice, and the orchestra shifted 
into the Dead March from Saul. 

"I'm no radio speaker," Hank protested. "Why can't somebody else do 
it?" 

"Tried 'em all. Refused. You do it. Orders. I can't. It'd kill me." 
Somewhere rollicking woodwinds began to swing "I'll Be Glad When 

You're Dead" while Hank glanced at the speech. It was titled "Activities 
of Bunco Artists in Southern California and How To Stop Them." 

"That damned music !" rasped Chief Ross. "Stop it when you go out." 
Hank nodded, got to his feet. 
"You see Dr. Swaam?" the chief asked. 
"Yeah," Hank said grimly. "I'm going to see him again. Then I'll make 

my report." 
"O.K. And see who's got that radio. Stuff it down his throat. I hate 

music." 

Hank tore through traffic toward the Temple with a screaming siren, 
accompanied by a stirring interpretation of the "Ride of the Valkyries," 
slid to a halt before the Gate and plunged up the marble steps. The blonde 
was there, sans robe, sans turban, obviously rifling her desk of personal 
effects. 

Her glance at Hank gave off an almost tangible blue fire as she tucked a 
white purse under her elbow and flounced toward the door. 

"Just a minute !" Hank said. "I want to see Dr. Swaam, and quick." 
"He's gone." 
"When will he be back?" 
"He won't be." 
"Has he skipped?" 
"You should know," the blonde said'bitterly. 
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Hank went into action. "Where's your phone? Where was he headed 
for?" 

"He didn't say. The phone's in the bottom drawer of the desk." 
She started for the door again, but halted at Hank's command and stood 

waiting while he turned in a general order to pick up Dr. Ishmael Swaam 
and transport him to headquarters. An unseen violin carried the melody of 
"Some Day I'll Find You." Hank cradled the phone and looked grimly at 
the pretty blonde. 

"Now. What goes on here?" 
"Nothing. Not any more." 
"You know where he is. You'd better tell me." 
"I don't know!" she protested. "All I know is he skipped out because he's 

afraid of cops. He's a fake, and he didn't want to be arrested." 
"I don't want to arrest him," Hank said. "He's no fake." 
The blonde sank into one of the chairs along the wall and made an empty 

smile. "Just my luck. I finally get a job, after pounding pavements and 
haunting movie studios for months, and a week later it folds up through a 
misunderstanding. What am I going to do now?" 

"Don't worry," Hank soothed. "You'll get your job back as soon as we 
pick up the doctor." 

"Where's that music coming from?" she asked. 
Hank told her. 
She didn't think it was funny. In fact, she was a trifle awed. But she 

wearied of music before the day was through at her apartment, where 
Hank had gone on the theory that if Dr. Swaam tried to establish contact 
with anybody he would choose his ex-receptionist. 

Though the blonde, who was named Helen, tired of solid musical fare, 
the little girl across the hall, aged 6, thought Hank was wonderful. Until 
she was called for dinner, she stood around, entranced, with finger in her 
mouth, and requested an occasional selection betwee� Hank's reading of 
the radio speech and phone calls to headquarters. 

As the hour grew later, a sickening certainty grew within Hank. Dr. 
Ishmael Swaam, D.Sc.M.D., had apparently vanished. 

The radio announcer, who sat across the little table from Hank, and the 
engineer in the glassed cubicle were both fairly earnest young men who 
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strove for precision and quality in each program under the aegis of their 
chain. They knew what each program was like before it began, and they 
worked as a team in presenting it to the public. The announcer set the 
stage in rich, authoritative tones, and paced the show; the engineer protected 
the modulation curve from distortion. 

They were shocked, then, when the introduction of the Bunco squad 
man was augmented by impressive chords from Ludwig von Beethoven's 
most famous symphony. 

" - Sergeant Henry Smiley," the announcer concluded and nodded a 
dark head at Hank. 

"Ta-ta-ta 
DUMMMM! 

Ta-ta-ta 
DUMMMMMMMM!" 

The announcer was too well-trained to make a sound before an open 
microphone. He stifled his surprise and hurried into the control room to 
rage at the equally bewildered engineer. 

"There's no music on this !"  the announcer said. 
The engineer pointed at the empty turntables. "I didn't play it," he said. 
"Who the hell did, then?" 
"There must be a feedback. Listen !" 
Hank's voice poured out of the control room monitor. 
"In the near future," he was reading, "this entire community will be 

completely rid of men who promote fraudulent schemes of any nature, 
and the public will be able to relax and conduct business with perfect 
confidence." 

The words were from the script, a copy of which the engineer followed 
with his eyes, but not the organ which accompanied this utopian forecast 
with "The Voice That Breathed O'er Eden." 

"That's going on the air !"  the announcer snapped. 
"That doesn't worry me," retorted the engineer, "half so much as where 

it"s coming from. Scurry around the other studios. See if anybody's re
hearsing. I'll check my circuits." 

The announcer ran from one studio to another, and found them deserted. 
The next program was a transcription, and the remainder of the day's 
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broa dcas ting was com pose d o f  remo te dance jobs an d chain pick-u ps. No ne 
o f  the s tu dios was i n  use. Du ri ng his sea rch, the an nounce r hea rd s na tches 
o f  Hank 's s peech wi th a va rie ty o f  musical backg roun ds. 

" -an d the bunco a rtis t mus t go !" Hank sai d. T his wa rni ng was back ed 
u p  by a swing a rra ngeme nt o f  "Ge t Ou t O f  To wn !" 

" - frau dulen t  promo te rs a re pa rasi tes on the bo dy poli tic," Ha nk sai d, 
a nd ou t ove r the ai r we nt a smoo th rhumba a rra ngeme nt o f  ' 'I 've Go t You 
Un de r My Ski n." 

The e nginee r fel t tha t he shoul d take the prog ram o ff  the ai r, bu t was 
a frai d to do so wi thou t o rde rs from o ne o f  the highe r-u ps ,  all o f  whom ha d 
go ne home, an d no n� o f  whom woul d be lis tening to a civic wel fare s peech. 

So he a nd the an nou nce r wa tche d th rough the co ntrol room win dow as 
Ha nk rea d  the s peech an d musical accom pa nimen ts cha nge d i n  confo rma nce 

wi th the tex t  w ith no rega rd to the clea ra nce o f  ra dio righ ts. 
Hank 's las t pa rag ra ph was fo rce ful. The an nou nce r was back a t  the table, 

rea dy to close the prog ram a nd rea d  a use d-ca r plug, an d he trie d no t to lis te n  
to the s peech o r  the music tha t  came from nowhe re. He was a bea ten man. 

" -an d in the name o f  the commu ni ty," Hank sai d, "i n the name o f  i ts 
ci ti zens, i n  the name o f  public dece ncy, I wa rn all swi ndle rs tha t  we have 

no place he re fo r  you ." 
As this s tu rdy an nouncemen t mo dula te d  the s ta tion 's ca rrie r wave, a 

li ttle jive ou tfit a pplie d a jungle bea t to the "Take I t  Away, He nry, I Don 't 
Wan t I t  No Mo re" blues , fea tu ri ng a b rawli ng trombo ne a nd a ve ry di rty 
trum pe t. 

The s peech an d i ts musical con dimen ts le d to a co nference o n  the nex t 
day be twee n the ra dio s ta tio n ma nage r, the presi den t o f  the Chambe r  o f  
Comme rce, Ha nk, an d Chie f Ross. The mee ting es tablishe d a n  his to ric high 

i n  co nfusio n. The ra dio ma n dema nde d a n  ex plana tion . o f  the music an d 
paymen t o f  fines fo r  b roa dcas ting th ree A S CA P  tunes ; the presi den t o f  the 
Chambe r o f  Comme rce deman de d  a n  a pology to the fai r ci ty ;  a nd Chie f 
Ross dema nde d Ha nk 's resig na tio n  from the fo rce. 

No t tha t i t  se ttle d a ny thing, o r  ex plaine d a ny thing ; bu t they we re 
molli fie d  to a ce rtai n ex ten t when Hank com plie d wi th the chie f's wish a nd 
walke d ou t jobless. Ha nk re fuse d to a dmi t a ny kno wle dge o f  the music, 
pre te nde d  no t to hea r the caco pho ny which accom pa nie d the co nfab, a nd 
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hid his a fflic tion w ith dee p sen se of shame. He stal ked ou t of the mee ting 
w ith the remembe red stra in s  of "M y La st G oodbye " qu ive ring in the 
elec tric a tm osphe re of the office. 

F irst, it wa s his land lady. W hile pay ing his ren t  tha t even ing, in a dvanc e, 
the powe r wen t off for some thirty sec ond s. T houg h  the rad io wen t dead 
in stan tly, one of Han k's l ittle c omb ina tion s  c on tinued in key, spotl ig hting 

a hot pian o in "Sc rub Me, Mama, W ith a B oog ie Bea t." 
T he land lady, a la rge g ray w oman, handed him his m oney w hen the 

l ig hts came on aga in. "Y ou m ove ou t ton ig ht," she orde red. W hen Han k 
sta rted a prote st, she wen t on firmly : "I d on 't wan t to ta lk ab ou t  it. I hope, 
some day, I 'll be ab le to forge t it. G oodbye, M r. Sm ile y, w ha teve r y ou a re." 

Han k wen t fr om one hotel to an othe r, wa s tu rned ou t some time s be fore 
the day wa s ove r, and wa s a sked to leave a se rie s of flophou se s. He re fused 

even to d iscu ss the sou rce of his mu sical acc om pan imen ts, and a s  a re sul t 
wa s rega rded by othe rs w ith a ce rta in fea r. F ina lly he ren ted a room fr om a 
deaf land lady, and took u p  the sea rc h  for D r. Swaam w ith a w orried eye 
on his dw ind ling sav ing s. T he sea rc h  nece ssita ted, of c ou rse, his en te ring 
hote ls, thea te rs, re stau ran ts and othe r  bu ild ing s ;  and eac h  occa sion wa s 

ann ounced by Bee thoven 's om in ou s fan fare. 
He became c ha ry of d oorway s, and made fan ta stic e fforts to av oid them . 

He began to ha te human ity a s  one ex pe rience afte r an othe r  b roug ht its 
inev itable emba rra ssmen t. H is g row ing pove rty and final re signa tion to the 
fac t tha t D r. Ishmael Swaam w ould neve r be found to rem ove this cu rse 

led Han k finally to his room nea r the end of this pe riod. He shunned friend s 
and publ ic c on tac ts of any sort, a b itte r  y oung man w ho rega rded l ife and 

the futu re w ith a m orb id eye . 
One ex pe rimen tal mee ting w ith. the pre tty bl onde , Helen , a fte r the ir 

fi rst, had c onv inced b oth tha t furthe r rela tion s  we re im prac tica l, and they 
had pa rted inc ompa tib le friend s. Bu t she wa s the only pe rson w ho knew 

w ha t  had ha ppened to him, and he fel t  a de sire to find he r, for she w ould 
be a c om fortable l ig ht in his sodden w orld of gl oom. He finall y ran he r to 
ea rth by phone a t  Col ossa l S tud ios. 

"I've been c omb ing the town for three day s for y ou," she sa id. "L isten, 
I'm a rece ption ist he re in the mu sic de pa rtmen t. I d on 't have any thing to 

d o  w ith the mu sic, bu t I lea rned they have a problem he re. Y ou m ig ht be 
able to solve i t. W ou ld y ou ca re to try ?" 



BELLS ON HIS TOES 

Ha nk l ea ped a t  it l ik e  a pira nha a t  raw mea t. H e  had l ost h ope, d row ned 
it in sha me a nd misery, a nd had never c onsid ered tu rning h is a fflic tion to 

c ommerc ial u se. 
"W ou ld I! Wha tever it is. Th ey d on't ha ve to pay me, eith er. Ju st give 

me a n  old sack to sl eep on, a nd a n  old shoe to gnaw, and a k ind w ord on 
W ed nesday s." 

"W ell, c ome ou t, a nd I' ll ex pla in." 
S inging strings, play ing "Cla p Ha nd s, H ere Comes Cha rl ey !" acc om

pa nied h im to th e stud io. 
H el en, in a pert blu e d ress a nd h igh h eel s, vouch ed fo r  h im a t  th e ga te 

a nd tuck ed a ha nd u nd er h is a rm a s  th ey walk ed ac ross th e l ot to th e Ad min
istra tion Bu ild ing. 

"I had to tell M r. Ta ra n, th e mu sic d irec tor, wha t had ha ppened to y ou," 
H el en sa id. "H e d id n't b el ieve it, bu t h e  sa id if it wa s tru e  y ou c ould b e  a 
b ig h el p  in sc oring sc ripts. H e' s  got one fo r  y ou to try ." 

"I ca n' t  w rite mu sic." 
"Y ou w on' t  need to. If y ou ca n mak e th e righ t mu sic a s  y ou read th e 

sc ript, th ey ha ve mu sic ia ns wh o ca n jot it d ow n. You r aud ition is going to 
b e  on th e tou gh est one th ey ha ve. Th ey' ve b een w ra ngl ing a b ou t  it in th e 
mu sic d epa rtments fo r  w eek s." 

"I d on' t  k now," Ha nk sa id d ou b tfully . "I' ve never tried tu rning it on 
a nd off, l ik e  a ph onogra ph ." 

"Oh, d on't try," H el en sa id qu ickly . "The b est pa rt a b ou t  it is w ha t  y ou r  
su bc onsc iou s  d oes. Y ou feel a c erta in way, a nd ou t c omes th e righ t mu sic. 
Ju st forget th e mu sic wh en y ou read th e sc ript." 

Ha nk wa s introduc ed to th e da rk, wh ip-l ik e  M r. Ta ra n, wh o wa s in tu rn 
sk eptical, interested, a ma zed ,  a nd fi nally respec tful wh en Ha nk read th e 
sc ript. A s  in h is singl e  ventu re in rad io b roadca sting, a ppropria te mu sic 

wa s play ed by a va riety ot orch estra s. Th ere wa s h ot sw ing a nd stinging 
b ra sses for a da nc e  sequ enc e, j ive fo r  a d ive, a nd a .ba nk of sh immering 
viol ins fo r  a moonrise over a lak e. 

"Th is is c ol ossal !" sa id M r. Ta ra n. "Wa it till I call M r. Vortel." 
Ha nk w ent th rou gh h is pac es fo r  a series of offic ial s, a nd wa s ha ppy to 

find tha t th ese men not only d id not rega rd h is a b ility w ith d istru st a nd 
f ea r, bu t ex pressed a n  h onest ad mira tion fo r  h is tal ent a nd fo reca st a b rill ia nt  
futu re. 



r-6 CLEVE CARTMILL 

Re auditioned for several days, during which the rains came to Southern 
California. They held up contractual negotiations to see if the change in 
weather affected Hank's performance. 

It did not. He provided the right music at the right time, and in addition 
provided a pleasant note of irony by walking through downpours accom
panied by an energetic rendition of "Rain, Rain, Go Away !"  

Finally they signed a contract, an  ironclad document, for they regarded 
Hank as a valuable property and did not wish to chance his bettering himself 
at a rival studio. The contract expressly stated that as long as Hank reported 
for duty and was able to produce music he was to be paid a beginning salary 
of $moo each week, with a rising scale adjusted to the passage of time. 
Any possible breach was defined in its clauses, and huge forfeits were res 
quired for same. 

In celebration, Hank took Helen to dinner that evening. They braved the 
rain and flooded streets to dine at a swank Mecca of cookery. Hank's happi
ness was so incoherent that their meal \Vas accompanied by soft, invisible 
string combinations playing purring little tunes that had no names. 

"Gosh !" Hank said in awe as they lit cigarettes over their coffee. "I still 
don't believe it." 

"I.'m terribly glad I happened to think of you," Helen said. "I've been 
worried about you." 

Hank subjected her to a silent, though pleasant, scrutiny. Her blonde
ness, her pertness, her sleekness in the simple white evening gown made a 
neat and desirable package. 

"I can't tell you, Helen, how honest-to-God happy I am. I'd got used to 
this screwy situation, and don't even hear the music myself, but it bid fair 
to wreck my chances at a job. I wish I could do something you'd like to 
express my appreciation." 

She didn't speak, but her eyes had an expectant light. 
Hank Smiley was not one to take the long way round. "I might as well 

find out," he said. "The only way I know is to ask. Do you think you could 
get used to the music, too, and not hear it after a while?" 

She smiled at him, but her eyes were serious. "Almost everybody is trying 
to hide something, Hank. You've turned a liability into an asset, but you're 
still trying to hide it. As long as you're conscious of it, I can't forget it. It'll 
be easy for me to forget it as soon as you do." 



BELLS ON HIS TOES 

''.Well , I wa s a sham ed of it fo r  a l ong tim e," Han k  a dm itted. "Bu t tha t 
seem s silly. I 'll forg et it, all righ t." 

"Th en, "  Hel en sa id, "su re I'll ma rry y ou." 
Han k's ha ppin ess soa red to im possibl e pea ks du ring th e rema in der of th e 

ev en ing. Th e da rk b rown fu tu re h e  ha d en vision ed ha d b ec om e  a b righ t 
blu e presen t. He ha d a j ob, h e  ha d a g irl ,  an d l ife wa s ma rv el ou s. Un til it 
wa s tim e  to ta ke Hel en h om e, th e va riou s  orch estra s  sub jec t  to h is men tal 

b ec k  an d call im prov ised on th e th em e ofl ov e, with "Y ou Go To My Hea d," 
"It's th e Tal k  of th e Town," exc erpts from Tristan und Isolde, an d oth ers. 

He ov ercam e h is sel f-c on sc iou sn ess to such an ex ten t tha t  h e  took off h is 
sh oes an d soc ks to ca rry Hel en ac ross an an kl e-deep sidewal k to h er door 

an d sh e h ea rd th e tin kl e of Ji ttl e  inv isibl e b ell s tha t  soun ded wh en ev er Han k 
wal ked ba refo ot. Th ey chuc kl ed a t  th is, Han k's m ost ca refully gua rded 
sec ret. Sh e th ough t it wa s del ic iou s. 

So, a fter a b rief idyll ic h on eym oon, Han k  reported fo r  work. He wa s 
ha ppy .  He kn ew it. He wan ted oth ers to kn ow. 

Th ey soon did. 
He ha d b een on th e pay r ol l  two m on th s  wh en stu dio h ea ds m et in an 

orna te offic e  in a final despa iring effort to solv e a probl em tha t  ha d b ecome 
in tol erabl e. Han k wa s n ot presen t a t  th is m eeting, for h e  ha d b een ban ish ed 
som e weeks b efore to a soun d- proof cub icl e a t  th e far edg e of Col ossal 's l ot. 
He wa s represen ted by h is a ttorn ey, h owever, an d tha t  g en tl eman wa s firm. 

"You can 't b rea k h is c on trac t ! "  h e  tol d th e a ssembl ed offic ial s an d th e 
stu dio a ttorn ey. He poun ded th e desk a l ittl e. "Rea d  h is c on trac t. A s  l ong 

a s  h e  reports fo r  work an d produc es mu sic, y ou 'v e  g ot to pay h im .  He 
can 't b e  fired exc ept fo r  c erta in b reach es h e  ha sn 't ma de an d won ' t  ma ke." 

On e of th e offic ial s, a bal d man call ed Moe by th e oth ers, seem ed n ea r  to 
tea rs. "A th ou san d g ood dolla rs, a g ran d a week we're pay ing !"  h e  wa il ed. 
"It a in 't righ t. It a in 't dec en t !"  

Han k's a ttorn ey wa s l ike a roc k. "You can 't do  an yth ing bu t h ope h e'll 
pu ll ou t of th is g roov e. I'm a sham ed of y ou all, ma king such a hullaball oo 
ov er th is. My God, ha ven 't y ou any sym pa thy fo r  my cl ien t?" 

"Su re we g ot sym pa thy," Moe in terru pted. "Bu t  ju st th in king ab ou t  it 
g iv es m e  th e c reepy jeeb ies. Ev er sinc e h e  wen t to work h ere, day an d n igh t 
an d mayb e ev en h ol iday s, ov er an d ov er an d ov er an d over h e's pla ying onl y  

'Ha ppy Day s  Ar e Her e  Aga in ! ' " 



Unfortunately , we have ' learned but little about Perceval Landon, who.re 
Thurnley Abbey was ptthtished in England in 1908.  But the story itself is 
sufficient evidence of its a11thor'.r stature, though it has occaJioned long and 
serious arguments between us. One editor claims that it is unequaled among 
the inn11merable chronicles of haunting and the horror thereof, while the other 
holds that it iJ merely one of the three most terrifying stories in the EngliJh 
language. We leave the final decision to you, with the warning that in the 
supernatttral field, thingi are not always what they seem . . . or even 
what they seem not to he. 

Cf'hurnley eA.bbey 
� P E R C E V A L  L A N D O N  

THREE YEARS AGO I wa s o n  my wa y o ut to the Ea st, a nd a s  a n  ex tra da y in 
Lo ndo n wa s o f  so me impo rta nce I took t he F rida y  eve ning ma il -t ra in to 
B rind isi instead of t he usual Thursda y mo rning Ma rse ille s exp re ss. Ma ny 

people shrink fro m t he lo ng for ty- eig ht -ho ur t ra in jo urne y  t hro ug h 
Europe , a nd t he subse que nt r ush a cro ss t he Med ite rra nea n o n  the ninetee n
knot Isis o r  Osiris; but t he re is reall y ve ry l ittle d isco mfort o n  e ithe r  t he 

t ra in or t he ma il -boat , a nd, unle ss t her e is a ct ua lly not hing for me to do, I 
al wa ys l ike to sa ve t he ext ra da y a nd a half in Lo ndo n be fore I sa y good- bye 
to her for o ne of my lo nger t ra mp s. 

T his time - it wa s ea rly, I re me mber, in the shipp ing sea so n, pro ba bl y  
a bo ut t he beg inning of Sep te mber -t he re we re fe w pa sse nger s, a nd I 
had a co mpa rtme nt in t he P. & 0. Ind ia n  exp re ss to myself all t he wa y 
fro m Cala is. All S unda y I wat ched t he bl ue wave s  d impl ing t he Ad ria tic, 

a nd t he pale ro se mar y alo ng t he cutt ing s ; the p la in white to wns, wit h  t heir 
flat roo fs a nd t he ir bold duomos, a nd t he g re y-g ree n, g na rled , ol ive or cha rd s  

of Ap ul ia. T he jo urne y  wa s just l ike a ny ot he r. We ate in t he d ining -car 
a s  o fte n a nd a s  lo ng a s  we de ce ntl y co uld. \Ve slep t af ter luncheo n ;  we da w
dled t he af te rnoo n  a wa y  with yello w- ba cked no vel s ;  so met ime s  we ex-

From "Raw Edges," by Perceval Landon, published by William Heinemann, Ltd. 
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changed platitudes in the smoking roorn, and it was there that I met Alastair 
Colvin. 

Colvin was a man of middle height, with a resolute, well-cut jaw;  his hair 
was turning grey; his moustache was sun-whitened, otherwise he was clean
shaven - obviously a gentleman, and obviously also a pre-occupied man. 
He had no great wit. When spoken to, he made the usual remarks in the 
right way, and I dare say he refrained from banalities only because he spoke 
less than the rest of us; most of the time he buried himself in the Wagon-lit 
Company's time-table, but seemed unable to concentrate his attention on 
any one page of it. He found that I had been over the Siberian railway, and 
for a quarter of an hour he discussed it with me. Then he lost interest in it, 
and rose to go to his compartment. But he came back again very soon, 
and seemed glad to pick up the conversation again. 

Of course this did not seem to me to be of any importance. Most traveliers 
by train become a trifle infirm of purpose after thirty-six hours' rattling. 
But Calvin's restless way I noticed in somewhat marked contrast with the 
man's personal importance and dignity; especially ill-suited was it to his 
finely made, large hand with its strong, broad, regular nails and its few lines. 
As I looked at his hand I noticed a long, deep and recent scar of ragged 
shape. However, it is absurd to pretend that I thought anything was un
usual. I went off at five o'clock on Sunday afternoon to sleep away the hour 
or two .that had still to be got through before we arrived at Brindisi. 

Once there, we few passengers transhipped our hand baggage, verified 
our berths - there were only a score of us in all - and then, after an 
aimless ramble of half an hour in Brindisi, we returned to dinner at the 
Hotel International, not wholly surprised that the town had been the death 
of Virgil. If I remember rightly, there is a gaily painted hall at the Interna
tional - I do not wish to advertise anything, but there is no other place in 
Brindisi at which to await the coming of the mails - and after dinner I was 
looking with awe at a trellis overgrown with blue vines; when Colvin moved 
across the room to my table. He picked up Il Secolo, but almost immedi
ately gave up the pretence of reading i t. He turned squarely to me and said : 

"Would you do me a favour?" 
One doesn't do favours to stray acquaintances on Continental expresses 

with.out knowing something more of them than I knew of Colvin. But I 
smiled in a non-committal way, and asked him what he wanted. 
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"Will you let me sleep in your cabin on the Osiris?" And he coloured a 
little as he said it. 

Now, there is nothing more tiresome than having to put up with a 
stable-companion at sea, and I asked him rather pointedly : 

"Surely there is room for all of us?" I thought that perhaps he had been 
partnered off with some mangy cabin-mate, and wanted to escape from him 
at all hazards. 

Colvin, still somewhat confused, said: "Yes, I am in a cabin by myself. 
But you would do me the greatest favour if you would allow me to share 
yours." 

This was all very well, but, besides the fact that I always sleep better 
when alone, there had been some recent thefts on board English liners, and 
I hesitated, frank and honest and self-conscious as Colvin was. Just then the 
mail-train came in with a clatter and a rush of escaping steam, and I asked 
him to see me again about it on the boat when we started. He answered me 
curtly - I suppose he saw the mistrust in my manner - "I am a member 
of White's." I smiled to myself as he said it, but I remembered in a moment 
that the man - if he were really what he claimed to be, and I make no 
doubt that he was - must have been sorely put to it before he urged the 
fact as a guarantee of his respectability to a total stranger at a Brindisi 
hotel. 

That evening, as we cleared the red and green harbour-lights of Brindisi, 
Colvin explained. This is his story in his own words. 

"When I was travelling in India some years ago, I made the acquaintance 
of a youngish man in the Woods and Forests. We camped out together for a 
week, and I found him a pleasant companion. John Broughton was a light
hearted soul when off duty, but a steady and capable man in any of the small 
emergencies that continually arise in that department. He was liked and 
trusted by the natives, and, though a trifle over-pleased with himself when 
he escaped to civilization at Simla or Calcutta, Broughton's future was well 
assured in Government service when a fair-sized estate was unexpectedly 
left to him, and he joyfully shook the dust of the Indian plains from his 
feet and returned to England. 

"For five years he drifted about London. I saw him now and then. 
We dined together about every eighteen months, and I could trace pretty 
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ex ac tly the g radu al sicke ning of B rough ton with a me re ly idle life. He the n  
se t ou t on a c ou ple of long voyage s, re tu rne d as re stle ss as be fore , an d at 
last told me th at  he h ad de c ided to m arry and se ttle d own at h is place , 
Thu rn ley A bbey , wh ich h ad long bee n  em pty. He spoke abou t looking afte r 
the prope rty an d stan ding for h is c on stitue n c y  in the u su al way. Vivie n  
Wilde , h is fian cee , h ad, I su ppose , begu n to take h im in h an d. She was a 
pre tty g irl with a de al of fair h air and rathe r an ex c lu sive m an n er;  dee ply 
re lig iou s in a n arrow sch ool, she was still k ind ly and h igh -spirite d  an d I 
th ough t th at B rough ton was in lu ck. He was qu ite h appy an d full of in for

m ation abou t h is futu re. 
"Am ong othe r th ing s, I asked h im about Thu rnley A bbey. He c on fessed 

th at he h ardly k ne w  the place . The last te n an t, a m an c alle d Clarke , h ad 
lived in one wing for fif tee n  ye ars an d seen n o  one. He h ad bee n  a m ise r an d 
a he rm it. I t  was the rare st th ing for a ligh t to be seen at the A bbey afte r 

d ark .  On ly the bare st ne ce ssitie s  of life we re orde re d, an d the te n an t  h im se lf 
re ce ived them at the side door. H is one h alf -c aste m an se rvan t, af te r a m on th 's 
stay in the h ou se ,  h ad abru pt ly lef t with ou t warn ing , an d h ad re tu rne d to 

the S ou the rn S tate s. 
"One th ing B rough ton c om plained bitte rly abou t : Clarke h ad wilfully 

spre ad the rum ou r  am ong the village rs th at the A bbey was h aun te d, an d 
h ad e ven c onde sce n ded to play ch ildish trick s with spirit-lam ps an d salt in 
orde r to sc are tre spasse rs away at n igh t. He h ad bee n  de te c ted in the ac t of 
th is tom foole ry , bu t the story spre ad , and n o  one, said B rough ton , wou ld 
ve n tu re ne ar the h ou se ,  ex ce pt in broad day ligh t. The h au n ted ne ss of 
Thu rn le y  A bbe y was n ow, he said with a g rin , part of the g ospe l of the c oun 
try side , bu t he and h is young wife we re g oing to ch ange all th at. W ou ld I 
propose my se lf any time I like d ?  I ,  of c ou rse ,  said I wou ld, and e qu ally ,  
of c ou rse, in ten ded to d o  n oth ing of the sort with ou t a de fin ite in vitat ion .  

"The h ou se was pu t in th orough re pair, th ough n ot a stick of the old 
furn itu re and tape stry was rem ove d. Floors and ce iling s  we re re laid ; the 
roof was m ade wate r- tigh t ag ain , an d the du st of h alf a ce n tu ry was sc ou red 
ou t. He sh owe d me some ph otog raph s  of the place . I t  was c alle d an A bbe y, 
th ough as a m atte r  of fa c t  it  h ad bee n  on ly the in fi rm ary of the long 
van ished A bbe y of Closte r some five m ile s away. The large r part of th is 
bu ild ing rem aine d as it h ad bee n  in pre -Re form ation d ay s, bu t a wing h ad 
been added in Jac obe an time s, an d th at part of the h ou se h ad bee n  ke pt in 
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some thing like re pair by Mr. Clarke . He had in both the grou nd and fi rst 
floors se t a he avy tim be r d oor, strongly barred with iron, i n  the passage 
be twee n the e arlie r and the Jac obe an parts of the hou se ,  and had e ntire ly 
ne glec ted the forme r. S o  the re had bee n a good de al of work to be d one. 

"Br ou ghton, whom I saw in Lond on two or three time s  abou t thi s  pe ri od , 
m ade a de al of fun ove r  the positive re fusal of the workme n to rem ain af te r 
su nd own. Eve n  afte r the e lec tric light had bee n  pu t into eve ry room , noth

i ng wou ld i nduce them to rem ai n, thou gh, as Br ou ghton obse rved , e le ctric 
li ght was de ath on ghosts. The lege nd of the Abbey' s ghosts had gone fa r  
and wide , and the me n wou ld take no risk s. T hey we nt home i n  batc he s  of 
five and six , and eve n du ring the d ay light hou rs the re was an i nord inate 
am ou nt of talk ing be twee n one and anothe r, if e ithe r  happe ned to be ou t of 
sight of his c om pani on. O n  the whole , thou gh nothi ng of any sort or ki nd 
had bee n c onju red u p  eve n by thei r he ated im agi nati ons du ring thei r five 

m onths' work u pon the Abbey , the be lief i n  the ghosts was rathe r  stre ngth-
. e ned than othe rwise i n  T hu rnley bec au se of the me n' s  c onfessed ne rv ou s
ne ss, and loc al trad iti on dec lared i tse lf i n  fav ou r  of the ghost of an immu red 
nu n. 

" 'G ood old nu n !' said B rou ghton. 
"I asked him whe the r  i n  ge ne ral he be lieve d in the possibility of ghosts, 

and , rathe r  to my su rpri se , he said that he c ou ld n' t  say he e ntire ly d isbe 
lieved in them . A m an i n  I nd ia had told him one m orni ng i n  c am p  that he 
be lieved that hi s m othe r  was de ad in England ,  as he r v ision had come to his 
te nt the night be fore. He had not bee n  alarmed , bu t had said nothing, and 
the figu re v anished again. As a m atte r  of fac t, the nex t possible dak-walla 
brou ght on a te le gram annou nci ng the m othe r's de ath. 'The re the thi ng 
was,' said Br ou ghton. Bu t at Thu rnley he was prac tic al e nou gh. He rou nd ly 
cu rsed the id iotic se lfi shne ss of Clarke , whose si lly antic s had c au sed all the 

i nc onve nie nce. At the same time , he c ou ld n' t  re fuse to sym pathize to some 
ex te nt with the i gnorant workme n. 'My own ide a,' said he, 'i s that if a ghost 
eve r d oe s  c ome i n  one' s way , one ou ght to spe ak to it.' 

"I agreed. Little as I k ne w  of the ghost world and i ts c onve nti ons, I had 
alway s  remem be red that a spook was in honou r bou nd to wait to be spoke n 
to. I t  d id n' t  seem muc h to d o, and I fe lt that the sou nd of one' s own v oice 
wou ld at any rate re assu re one se lf as to one' s wake fu lne ss. Bu t the re are few 
ghosts ou tside Eu rope - fe w, that is, that a whi te m an c an see - and I had 
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n ever b een trou bl ed w ith an y. How ever, as I ha ve sa id ,  I told B rough ton 
tha t  I ag reed. 

"So th e w edd ing too k plac e, and I w en t  to it in a ta ll ha t wh ich I bough t 
for th e occas ion, and th e n ew M rs. B rough ton sm iled very n ic el y  a t  m e  

af terwa rds . As it had to ha ppen ,  I too k  th e Ori en t Ex press tha t  even ing and 
was no t in Eng land again for n ea rl y  s ix mon ths. Jus t  b efore I cam e bac k I go t 
a l etter from B rough ton. He as ked if I could s ee h im in London o r  com e to 
1 hu rn ley, as h e  though t I shou ld b e  b etter a b le to h elp him than an yon e 
els e h e  kn ew. His w if e  s en t  a n ic e  m essag e to m e  a t  th e end, so I was reassu red 

a bou t a t  leas t on e th ing . I w ro te from Buda pes t  tha t I would com e and s ee 
him a t  Thu rnl ey two da ys af ter m y  a rrival in London , and as I saun tered ou t 
of th e Pannon ia in to th e Kerepes i  Utcza to pos t m y  letters ,  I wond ered of 
wha t ea rth ly s ervic e  I cou ld b e  to B rough ton. I had b een ou t wi th him af ter 

tig er on foo t, and I cou ld imag in e  f ew m en b etter a bl e  a t  a pinch to manag e 
th ei r own busin ess . How ever, I had no th ing to do, so a fter d eal ing w ith som e 

sma ll accumula tions of bus in ess du ring m y  a bs enc e, I pac ked a ki t- bag and 
d epa rted to Eus ton. 

"I was m et b y  B rough ton 's g rea t limous in e  a t  Thu rn ley Road s ta tion, and 
a fter a d rive of n ea rly s even mi les w e  echo ed th rough th e s leepy s treets of 
Thu rn ley villag e, in to which th e ma in ga tes of th e pa rk th rus t  th ems elves, 

s pl end id w ith pil la rs and s pread -eagl es and tom -ca ts ram pan t a to p  of th em. 
I n ever was a h era ld ,  bu t I know tha t  th e B rough tons ha ve th e righ t to 

su ppo rters -h ea ven knows wh y !  F rom th e ga tes a quad ru pl e  a venu e of 
b eech- trees led inwa rds for a qua rter of a m ile. B en ea th th em a n ea t  s trip 

of fin e tu rf edg ed th e road and ran bac k un til th e po ison of th e d ead b eech 
l ea ves ki lled it und er th e trees .  Th ere w ere man y wh eel trac ks on th e road , 
and a com forta b le li ttl e  pon y  tra p  jogg ed pas t  m e  lad en w ith a coun try 
pa rson and his w if e  and daugh ter. Evid en tly th ere was som e ga rd en -pa rty 

go ing on a t  th e A b b ey. Th e road d ro pped awa y to th e righ t a t  th e end of 
th e a venu e, and I cou ld s ee th e A b b ey ac ross a w id e  pas tu rag e and a b road 
lawn th ic kly do tted w ith gu es ts. 

"Th e end of th e bu ilding was pla in. It mus t ha ve b een a lmos t m erc il ess ly 
aus tere wh en it was firs t  bu il t, bu t tim e  had c rum bl ed th e edg es and ton ed 
th e s ton e down to an o rang e- lich en ed g rey wh erever i t  show ed b ehind i ts 
cu rta in of magno lia ,  jasm in e, and ivy. Fa rth er on was th e th ree-s to ri ed 
Jaco b ean hous e, tall and hand som e. Th ere had no t b een th e s ligh tes t  a ttem pt 
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to ada pt the one to the other , b ut the kind ly ivy had gl ossed over the touch 
ing point. T here wa s a tallfieche in the midd le of the b uild ing , surm ountin g 
a sma ll be ll tower . Be hind the house there r ose the m ounta in ous verd ure of 
S pan ish c he stn uts al l the way up the h il l. 

"Br oug hton had seen me c om ing from a far, and wa lked acr oss from h is 
other g ue sts to welc ome me be fore turn ing me over to the b utler 's care. Th is 

man wa s sand y-ha ired and rather inc lined to be ta lkative. He c ould, h owever , 
an swer ha rd ly any q ue stion s  ab out the house ; he had, he sa id, been there 
only three ,vee ks. Mind ful of w hat Br oug hton had told me, I made n o  
inq uir ie s ab out gh osts, th oug h  the r oom into w hich I wa s sh own m ig ht have 
j ustified anyth ing. It wa s a very large , low r oom w ith oak beam s pr ojecting 
from the wh ite ce iling. Every inch of the wa lls, inc lud ing the d oor s, wa s 

c overed w ith ta pe stry , and a remar kably fine Ita lian four- post bed stead , 
heav ily dra ped , added to the darkne ss and d ign ity of the place .  A ll the fur 
n iture wa s old ,  wel l made , and dar k. Under fo ot there wa s a pla in green pile 
car pet, and the on ly new th ing ab out the r oom exce pt the e lectr ic l ig ht 
fitting s and the jug s  and ba sin s. Even the l ook ing -g la ss on the dre ssing 

tab le wa s an old pyram ida l Venetian gla ss set in heavy re pousse fram e of 
tarn ished silver . 

"A fter a few m in ute s' clean ing up, I went d own sta ir s and out upon the 
lawn , where I greeted my h oste ss. The pe ople gathered there were of the 

u sua l c ountry ty pe , a ll anx ious to be plea sed and r ound ly c ur ious a s  to the 
new ma ster of the Abbey . Rather to my sur pr ise , and q uite to my plea sure , 
I red isc ove red Glen ham , w hom I had kn own we ll in old day s in Bar otseland ;  

he l ived q uite cl ose ,  a s, he remar ked w ith a gr in ,  I ought to have kn own. 
'B ut,' he added, 'I d on't l ive in a place l ike th is.'  He swe pt h is hand to the 

l ong , l ow l ine s of the Abbey in obv ious adm iration , and then , to my inten se 
inte re st, m uttered beneath his breath : 'T hank God !' He saw that I had 
overheard him ,  and turn ing to me sa id de cidedly : 'Ye s, "thank G od "  I sa id , 

and I meant it. I w ouldn 't live at the Ab bey for all Br oug hton 's m oney !' 
" 'B ut surely ,' I dem urred, 'y ou kn ow tha t  old Clarke wa s d isc overed in 

the very act of setting l ight to h is b ug -a -b oos?' 
"Glenham shr ugged his sh oulder s. 'Ye s, I kn ow ab out that. B ut there is 

someth ing wr ong w ith the place stil l. A ll I can say is that Br ou ghton is a 
d ifferent man since he ha s l ived here . I d on 't be lieve that he w ill rema in 
much longer. B ut -y ou're stay in g  here ? -wel l, y ou'll hea r a ll ab out it 
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tonight. There's a big dinner, I understand. '  The conversation turned off to 
old reminiscences, and Glenham soon after had to go. 

"Before I went to dress that evening I had twenty minutes' talk with 
Broughton in his library. There was no doubt that the man was altered, 
gravely altered. He was nervous and fidgety, and I found him looking at me 
only when my eye was off him. I naturally asked him what he wanted of me. 
I told him I would do anything I could, but that I couldn't conceive what 
he lacked that I could provide. He said with a lustreless smile that there was, 
however, something and that he would tell me the following morning. It 
struck me that he was somehow ashamed of himself, and perhaps ashamed of 
the part he was asking me to play. However, I dismissed the subject from 
my mind and went up to dress in my palatial room. As I shut the door a 
draught blew out the Queen of Sheba from the wall, and I noticed that the 
tapestries were not fastened to the wall at the bottom. I have always held 
very practical views about spooks, and it has often seemed to me that the 
slow waving in firelight of loose tapestry upon a wall would account for 
ninety-nine per cent of the stories one hears. Certainly the dignified undula
tion of this lady with her attendants and huntsmen - one of whom was 
untidily cutting the throat of a fallow deer upon the very steps on which 
King Solomon, a grey-faced Flemish nobleman with the order of the Golden 
Fleece, awaited his fair visitor - gave colour to my hypothesis. 

"Nothing much happened at dinner. The people were very much like 
those of the garden-party. A young woman next me seemed anxious to 
know what was being read in London. As she was far more familiar than I 
with the most recent magazines and literary supplements, I found salvation 
in being myself instructed in the tendencies of modern fiction. All true art, 
she said, was shot through and through with melancholy. How vulgar were 
the attempts at wit that marked so many modern books! From the begin
ning of literature it had always been tragedy that embodied the highest 
attainment of every age. To call such works morbid merely begged the 
question. No thoughtful man - she looked sternly at me through the steel 
rim of her glasses - could fail to agree with her. 

"Of course, as one would, I immediately and properly said that I slept 
with Pett Ridge and Jacobs under my pillow at night, and that if Jorrocks 
weren't quite so large and cornery, I would add him to the company. She 
hadn't read any of them, so I was saved - for a time. But I remember 
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g rim ly that sh e said that th e d ea rest wi sh of h er li fe wa s t o  b e  in som e a wful 
and soul-freezing sit uati on of h orror, and I rem emb er that sh e d ea lt ha rd ly 
with t he h ero of Nat Paynt er's vam pi re st ory , b et ween nibb les ::it h er b rown 

b read i ce. Sh e wa s a ch eerless soul, and I couldn 't h elp thin king that i f  th ere 
were many such in th e n eighb ourh ood it wa s n ot surpri sing that old G lenham 

had b een st uffed with some n on sen se or oth er ab out th e Abb ey. Y et n othing 
c ould well hav e b een less creepy than th e g litt er of si lv er and g la ss, and th e 

subd ued light s  and cack le of c onv ersati on a ll round th e dinn er-tab le. 
"A ft er th e ladi es had g on e  I fo und my self ta lking t o  th e rura l  d ean. H e  

wa s a thin , ea rn est man , wh o at on ce t urn ed th e conv ersati on t o  old C la rk e's 
b uffoon eri es. B ut ,  h e  said , M r. B rought on had int rod uced such a n ew and 
ch eerful spi rit , n ot on ly int o th e Abb ey b ut ,  h e  might say ,  int o th e wh ole 

n eighb ourh ood ,  that h e  had g reat h opes that th e ign orant superstititi on s 
of th e pa st were from h en ceforth d estin ed t o  ob livi on. Th ereupon hi s oth er 

n eighb our, a port ly g ent leman of ind epend ent m ean s and positi on ,  a udib ly 
rema rk ed 'Am en , ' which dam ped th e rura l  d ean, and we ta lk ed of pa rt ridg es 
pa st , pa rt ridg es present , and ph ea sant s t o  com e. At th e oth er end of th e 

tab le B rought on sat with a couple of hi s friend s, red -fa ced h unting m en. 
On ce I n otic ed that th ey were di sc ussing me, b ut I paid n o  att enti on t o  it at 

th e tim e. I rememb ered it a few h ours lat er. 
"By elev en a ll th e g uest s were g on e, and B rought on , hi s wi fe, and I were 

a lon e  t og eth er und er th e fine pla st er cei ling of th e Ja cob ean d ra wing -room. 
M rs. B rought on ta lked ab out on e or t wo of th e n eighb ours, and th en ,  with 

a smi le, said that sh e kn ew I would ex cuse h er, sh ook hand s with me, and 
went off t o  b ed. I am n ot v ery g ood at ana ly sing thing s, b ut I felt that sh e 

ta lk ed a litt le un comfortab ly and with a suspi ci on of effort , smiled rath er 
conv enti ona lly ,  and wa s obvi ously g lad t o  g o. Th ese thing s seem t rifling 
en ough t o  repeat, b ut I had th rough out th e faint feeling that ev erything 
wa s n ot squa re. Und er th e c ircum stan ces, thi s wa s en ough t o  set m e  wond er

ing what on ea rth th e servi ce could b e  that I wa s t o  rend er - wond ering 
a lso wh eth er th e wh ole b usin ess were n ot som e i ll-advi sed j est in ord er t o  
mak e  m e  c om e  d own from L ond on fo r  a m ere sh ooting -pa rty. 

"B rought on said litt le a ft er sh e had g on e. B ut h e  wa s evid ent ly lab ouring 
t o  b ring th e conv ersati on round t o  th e so-ca lled ha unting of th e Abb ey. 
A s  soon a s  I sa w thi s, of c ourse, I a sk ed him di rect ly ab out it. H e  th en seem ed 

at on ce t o  lose int erest in th e matt er. Th ere wa s n o  d oubt ab out it : B rough-
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ton was somehow a changed man and to my mind he had changed in no way 
for the better. Mrs. Broughton seemed no sufficient cause. He was clearly 
very fond of her, and she of him. I reminded him that he was going to tell 
me what I could do for him in the morning, pleaded my journey, lighted a 
candle, and went upstairs with him. At the end of the passage leading into 
the old house he grinned weakly and said : 'Mind, if you see a ghost, do talk 
to it ;  you said you would. '  He stood irresolutely a moment and then turned 
away. At the door of his dressing-room he paused once more: 'I'm here,' he 
called out, 'if you should want anything. Good night,' and he shut his door 
quietly. 

"I went along the passage to my room, undressed, switched on a lamp 
beside my bed, read a few pages of the jungle Book, and then, more than 
ready for sleep after my long day, turned the light off and went fast 
asleep. 

"Three hours later I woke up. There was not a breath of wind outside. 
There was not even a flic�er of light from the fireplace. As I lay there, an 
ash tinkled slightly as it cooled, but there was hardly a gleam of the dullest 
red in the grate. An owl cried among the silent Spanish chestnuts on the 
slope outside. I idly reviewed the events of the day, hoping that I should 
fall off to sleep again before I reached dinner. But at the end I seemed as 
wakeful as ever. There was no help for it. I must read my Jungle Book again 
till I felt ready to go off, so I fumbled for the pear at the end of the cord that 
hung down inside the bed, and I switched on the bedside lamp. The sudden 
glory dazzled me for a moment. I felt under my pillow for my book with 
half-shut eyes. Then, growing used to the light, I happened to look down to 
the foot of my bed. 

"I can never tell you really what happened then. Nothing I could ever 
confess in the most abj ect words could even faintly picture to you what I 
felt. I know that my heart stopped dead, and my throat shut automatically. 
In one instinctive movement I crouched back up against the head-boards of 
the bed, staring at the horror. The movement set my heart going again, 
and the sweat dripped from every pore. I am not a particularly religious 
man, but I had always believed that God would never allow any super
natural appearance to present itself to man in such a guise and in such 
circumstances that harm, either bodily or mental, could result to him. I can 
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only tell you that at that moment both my life and my reason rocked 
unsteadily on their seats ." 

The other Osiris passengers had gone to bed. Only he and I remained 
leaning over the starboard railing, which rattled uneasily now and then under 
the fierce vibration of the over-engined mail-boat. Far over, there were the 
lights of a few fishing-smacks riding out the night, and a great rush of white 
combing and seething water fell out and away from us overside. 

At last Colvin went on: 
"Leaning over the foot of my bed, looking at me, was a figure swathed 

in a rotten and tattered veiling. This shroud passed over the head, but left 
both eyes and the right side of the face bare. It then followed the line of the 
arm down to where the hand grasped the bed-end. The face was not entirely 
that of a skull, though the eyes and the flesh of the face were totally gone. 
There was a thin, dry skin drawn tightly over the features, and there was 
some skin left on the hand. One wisp of hair crossed the forehead. It was 
perfectly still. I looked at i t, and it looked at me, and my brains turned dry 
and hot in my head. I had still got the pear of the· electric lamp in my hand, 
and I played idly with it ;  only I dared not turn the light out again. I shut 
my eyes only to open them in a hideous terror the same second. The thing 
had not moved. My heart was thumping, and the sweat cooled me as i t  
evaporated. Another cinder tinkled in  the grate, and a panel creaked in the 
wall. 

"My reason failed me. For twenty minutes, or twenty seconds, I was able 
to think of nothing else but this awful figure, till there came, hurtling 
through the empty channels of my senses, the remembrance that Broughton 
and his friends had discussed me furtively at dinner. The dim possibility 
of its being a hoax stole gratefully into my unhappy mind, and once there, 
one's pluck came creeping back along a thousand tiny veins. My first sensa
tion was one of blind, unreasoning thankfulness that my brain was going to 
stand the trial. I am not a timid man, but the best of us needs some human 
handle to steady him in time of extremity, and in this faint but growing 
hope that after all it might be only a brutal hoax, I found the fulcrum that 
I needed. At last I moved. 

"How I managed to do it I cannot tell you, but with one spring towards 
the foot of the bed I got within arm's length and struck out one fearful blow 
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with my fist at the thing. It crumbled under it, and my hand was cut to the 
bone. With a sickening revulsion after my terror, I dropped half-fainting 
across the end of the bed. So it was merely a foul trick after all. No doubt the 
trick had been played many a time before : no doubt Broughton and his 
friends had had some large bet among themselves as to what I should do 
when I discovered the gruesome thing. From my state of abject terror I 
found myself transported into an insensate anger. I shouted curses upon 
Broughton. I dived rather than climbed over the bed-end on the sofa. I 
tore at the robed skeleton - how well the whole thing had been carried out, 
I thought - I broke the skull against the floor, and stamped upon its dry 
bones. I flung the head away under the bed, and rent the brittle bones of the 
trunk in pieces. I snapped. the thin thigh-bones across my knee, and flung 
them in different directions. The shin-bones I set up against a stool and 
broke with my heel. I raged like a Berserker against the loathly thing, and 
stripped the ribs from the backbone and slung the breastbone against the 
cupboard. 

"At last my work was done. There was but a raffle of broken bones and 
strips of parchment and crumbling wool. Then, picking up a piece of the 
skull - it was the cheek and temple bone of the right side, I remember -
I opened the door and went down the passage to Brough ton's dressing-room. 

"Broughton was in bed. He had already turned the light on and seemed 
shrunken and horrified. For a moment he could hardly pull himself together. 
Then I spoke. I don't know what I said. I only know that from a heart full 

• and over-full with hatred and contempt, spurred on by shame of my own 
recent cowardice, I let my tongue run on. He answered nothing. I was 
amazed at my own fluency. My hair still clung lankily to my wet temples, 
my hand was bleeding profusely, and I must have looked a strange sight. 
Broughton huddled himself up at the head of the bed just as I had. Still he 
made no answer, no defence. He seemed preoccupied with something beside 
my reproaches, and once or twice moistened his lips with his tongue. 

"At last the door into Mrs. Broughton's room opened and she came in, 
white and terrified. 'What is it? What is it? Oh, in God's name, what is it?' 
she cried again and again, and then she went up to her husband and sat on 
the bed in her night-dress, and the two faced me. I told her what the matter 
was. I spared her husband not a word for her presence there . 

. " 'I have smashed the foul thing into a hund�ed pieces.' I said. Broughton 
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lic ked h is lips aga in and h is mo uth wor ked. 'By God ! '  I sho uted, 'i t wo uld 
serve yo u r igh t if I thrashed yo u w ith in an inch of yo ur life. I w ill ta ke care 

tha t  no decen t man or woman of my ac qua in tance ever s pea ks to yo u again . 
And there , '  I added , throw ing the bro ken piece of the s kull upon the floor 

bes ide h is bed - 'there is a so uven ir for yo u of yo ur damn ed wor k ton igh t ! '  
"Bro ugh ton saw the bone, and in a momen t it was h is turn to frigh ten 

me. He s quea led like a hare ca ugh t in a tra p. He screamed and screamed till 
Mrs. Bro ugh ton, a lmos t as bew ildered as myse lf, he ld on to h im and coaxed 

h im like a ch ild to b e  quie t. But Bro ugh ton -and as he moved I tho ugh t 
tha t  ten m in utes ago I perha ps loo ked as terr ib ly i ll as he d id - thr us t  her 
from h im, and scramb led o ut of the bed on to the floor, and s till scream ing 
put o ut his hand to the bone. I t  had b lood on it f rom my hand. He pa id no 

a tten tion to me wha tever. In tr uth I sa id no th ing. Th is was a new turn 
indeed to the horrors of the even ing. He rose from the floor w ith the bon e 
in h is hand and s tood s ilen t. He seemed to be lis ten ing. 'T ime, time, per

ha ps,' he m uttered, and a lmos t a t  the same momen t fell a t  full leng th on the 
car pe t, c utting h is head aga ins t the fender. The bone flew from h is hand and 
came to rest near the door. I pic ked Bro ugh ton up, haggard and bro ken , 
w ith b lood over h is face. He wh is pered hoarse ly and quic kly : 'Lis ten, lis ten !' 

"After ten seconds ' utter quie t, I seemed to hear some th ing, I co uld no t 
be s ure, b ut a t  las t there was no do ub t. There was a quie t  so und as of on e 
mov ing a long the passage. Little reg ular s te ps came towards us over the 
hard oa k flooring. Bro ugh ton moved to where h is w ife sa t, wh ite and s peech 
less, on the bed, and pressed her face in to h is sho ulder. 

"Then, the las t th ing tha t  I co uld see as he turned the ligh t o ut, he fell 
forward w ith h is own head pressed in to the pillow of the bed. Some thing 
in the ir com pany, some th ing in the ir coward ice, he lped me, and I faced the 

o pen doorway of the room wh ich was o utlined fair ly c lea rly aga ins t the d im ly 
ligh ted passage. I put o ut one hand and to uched Mrs. Bro ugh ton's sho ulder 
in the dar kness. But a t  the las t  momen t I too fa iled . I san k on my knees and 
put my face in the bed. On ly we a ll heard. The foo ts te ps came to the door , 

and there they s to pped. The piece of bone was ly ing a yard ins ide the door. 
There was a r us tle of mo ving s tuff, and the th ing was in the room . Mr s. 
Bro ugh ton was s ilen t ;  I co uld hear Bro ugh ton's voice pray ing, m uffled in 
the pillow ; I was c urs ing my own coward ice. Then the steps moved o ut 

again on the oa k boar ds of �he passage, an d I heard the so un ds d ying awa y. 
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I n  a flash of r emors e I went t o  th e d oor and l ooked out. At th e end of th e 
c orr id or I th ought I sa w s om eth ing that mov ed a way. A m om ent lat er th e 
passag e was em pty. 

" 'Y ou can turn th e l ight on,' I sa id, and th er e  was an ans wer ing flar e. 
Th er e was n o  b on e  at my f eet. Mrs. Br ought on had faint ed. Br ought on was 

al most us el ess, and it t ook m e  t en minut es t o  br ing h er t o. Br ought on only 
sa id on e th ing worth r em emb er ing : 'Y ou d idn 't s pea k t o  h er.' 

"We s pent th e r ema ind er of th e n ight t og eth er. Mrs. Br ought on actually 
fell oft int o  a kind of sl eep b efor e da wn, but sh e su ffer ed s o  h orr ibly in h er 

d rea ms that I sh ook h er int o  c onsc iousn ess aga in .  Nev er was da wn s o  l ong in 
c oming. Thr ee or four t im es Br ought on s poke t o  h ims elf. Mrs. Br ought on 
would th en just t ight en h er h old on h is arm, but sh e c ould say n oth ing. 

"At last, wh en th e light cam e in pr etty str ong ly, and th e b irds outs id e 
wer e chatt er ing and s ing ing, we felt that we must d o  s om eth ing. Y et we 

n ev er m ov ed. Y ou m ight hav e th ought that we sh ould part icularly d isl ike 
b eing found as we wer e  by th e s ervants : y et n oth ing of that kind matt er ed 
a stra w, and an ov er power ing l istl essn ess found us as we sat, unt il Cha pman, 
Br ough t on 's man, actually kn oc ked and open ed th e d oor. Non e of us m ov ed. 
Br ought on, s pea king hardly and st iffly, sa id :  'Cha pman, y ou can c om e  bac k 
in five minut es.' 

"W e l ooked at on e an oth er and I sa id I must g o  bac k. I m eant t o  wa it 
outs id e unt il Cha pman r eturn ed .  I s im ply dar ed n ot r e-ent er my b edr oom 

al on e. Br ought on r ous ed h ims elf and sa id that h e  would c om e  with m e. Mrs. 
Br ought on agr eed t o  r ema in in h er own r oom for fiv e m inut es if th e bl inds 
wer e dra wn u p  and all th e d oors l ef t  open. 

"So Br ought on and I, lean ing st iffly on e aga inst th e oth er, went d own t o  
my r oom. By th e morn ing l ight that filter ed past th e bl inds we c ould s ee our 
way, and I r el eas ed th e bl inds. Th er e  was n oth ing wr ong in th e r oom fr om 
end t o  end, exc ept s mears of my own bl ood on th e end bf th e b ed, on th e 
sofa and on th e car pet wh ere I had t orn th e th ing t o  piec es." 

C olv in had fin ish ed h is st ory. Th er e  was n oth ing t o  say. S ev en b ells 
stutt er ed out fr om th e fo 'c 'sl e, and th e ans wer ing cry wa il ed thr ough th e 
dar kn ess. I t ook h im d ownsta irs. 

"Of c ours e I am much b ett er now, but it is a kindn ess of y ou t o  l et m e  
sl eep in y 6ur cab in .' '  



There is little to say about this splendid story. Only that Philip MacDonald 
has written what we, personally, think to be one of the three most te"ifying 
stories we have ever read. There are no ghosts in it. No crawling ho"ors from 
hell. No vampires or werewolves. Just prepare yourself to meet the most chill
ing terror of all. That which was and is no t. That which is more deadly 
than death for the dead are rememb ered. 

Private-Keep Out ! 
by P H IL I P M A cD ON ALD 

THE WORLD go es mad -and p eopl e t end to put t he caus e of its s ickn ess 
down to Man ; som et im es ev en to on e pa rt icula r l itt le man. Perhaps, on iy a 
f ew mont hs ago, I would hav e t houg ht l ik e  t his mys elf about t he ex ist ing 
outb reak of v irul ent insan ity -but now I can 't. 

I can 't b ecaus e  of som et hing w hich happ en ed to m e  a littl e  w hile ago . 
I was in Sout hern Cal ifo rn ia, wo rk ing at Pa ramount. Most days, I us ed to 

g et to t he stud io about t en and l eav e at five fo rty -five, but on t his pa rt icula r 
ev en ing - it was W edn esday , t he 18t h  of Jun e  - I was a l ittl e lat e g ett ing 

away . 
I w ent out t hroug h t he front ha ll and hu rried a cross t he st reet to t he 

ga rag e. T he ent ran ce is a tunn ell ed a rchway. It was fairly da rk in t here -
and I bump ed s qua re into a man w ho 'd eit her b een on his way out o r  stand 
ing t here in t he d eep est pa rt of t he s hadow . T he latt er d idn't s eem p robabl e, 

but I had an odd so rt of feel ing t hat t hat was just w hat he had b een do ing . 
"So rry," I sa id. "I was . . .  " I cut mys elf o ff  s ho rt and sta red .  I recog 

n ized him, but w hat w it h  t he s em i-da rkn ess and t he funny, st iff way he was 
stand ing and look ing at m e, I couldn't pla ce him. It wasn 't on e of t hos e 
hal f- memo ries of hav ing on ce m et som eon e som ew here. It was a d efinit e, 
full -fledg ed m emo ry w hich told m e  t his man had b een a friend clos ely kn it 
into my pa rti cula r l ife-patt ern, and not so long ago. 

He tu rn ed away -and som et hing abo ut t he mo vem ent s lipp ed t he loos e 
m emo ry - cog ba ck into pla ce. It was Cha rles Mo ffat - C har les w ho 'd been 
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a friend for fif teen yea rs ; Cha rle s wh om I hadn't seen or hea rd a bou t  sin ce 
he 'd g one ea st in a my ste riou s  hu rry two yea rs ag o ;  Cha rle s wh om I wa s 
del ighted to see aga in ;  Cha rle s wh o'd changed ama zingl y; Cha rle s, a s  I 
real ized with a sh ock, wh o mu st have been ve ry ill. 

I sh ou ted h is na me and leap t a fte r h im and g ra bbe d him by t he arm an d 
swung h im a round to face me. 

"You old su cke r!" I sa id. "Don 't y ou kn ow me ?" 
He smiled with h is mou th bu t n oth ing happened to his e ye s. He sa id: 
"H ow a re y ou ?  I th ough t y ou'd fo rg otten me." 
It sh ould have been a je st - bu t it wa sn't. I felt . .. uncomfortable. 
"It's so da mn' da rk in he re !" I sa id, and d ragged h im out in to the sun sh ine 

of the stree t. H is a rm felt ve ry th in. 
''St ra igh t ove r  to Lu cey' s fo r  a d rink !" I wa s p ra ttl ing and kne w it. "We 

can talk the re. Listen , Cha rle s :  y ou've been ill, haven 't y ou ?  I can see it. 
Why d idn 't y ou le t me kn ow?" 

He d idn' t an swe r, and I wen t on ba bbl ing ru bbish ; t ry ing t o  talk my self 
ou t of the ... the apprehensiveness wh ich seemed to be oozing ou t of h im 

and wrapp ing i tself a round the pa ir of u s  l ike a g rey fog. I kep t l ook ing at 
h im a s  we walked pa st the ba rbe r's and rea ched the corne r and tu rned 

towa rd s Melr ose and it s ru sh ing rive r of tra ff.c. He wa s l ook ing stra ight 
ahead of h im. He wa s ext ra ord ina rily th in : he mu st have l ost t wenty 
p ound s -and he 'd never been fat. I kep t wish ing I could see h is eye s aga in ,  
and then be ing glad I couldn 't. 

We stood on t he cu rb by the au to-pa rk and wa ited a chan ce to cross Me l
rose. The sun wa s l ow n ow, and I wa s shad ing my eye s from it when Cha rle s 
sp oke for the fi rst time. 

"I can u se that d rink ," he sa id, but he st ill d idn' t l ook a t  me. 
I half -tu rned , to get the sun out of my eye s -and n ot iced the brie fca se 

for the first time. It  wa s tu cked fi rmly u nde r h is lef t a rm an d cla mped tigh tly 
to h is side . Even benea th h is sleeve I could see an unu sual ten sing of the 
wa sted mu scle s. I ·wa s  g oing to say some th ing, bu t a break came in the 

t ra ffic and Cha rle s plunged ou t in to the road ahead of me . 
It wa s cool in Lu cey' s ba r, and alm ost emp ty. I wonde red if the ba rman 

wou ld re me mbe r Cha rle s, then re ca lled tha t he 'd on ly been he re a coup le of 
m on th s. We orde red -a g in -and -ton ic fo r  me and a wh iskey -sou r  for 
Cha rle s wh ich he put d own in a couple of gulp s. 
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"Anoth er ?" h e  s ai d. H e  was loo king at th e pac k o f  cig ar ett es in h is h an d. 
"Min e's long ," I s ai d. "M iss me th is time." 
Whi le I finish ed my t all g lass, h e  h ad t wo m ore wh is key -sours, th e s econ d 

with an absin th e  flo at. I ch att ed, h eavily .  Ch ar les didn 't h elp : with th e 
br iefcas e  tuc ked un der h is ar m an d c lamped ag ainst h is s ide, h e  loo ked like 
a st arv ing b ir d  with one wing. 

I bought anoth er roun d - an d b eg an to exch ang e  my un eas in ess for a 
sort of ang er. I sai d : 

"Loo k h er e ! Th is is damn r idicu lous !" I s wivelled aroun d on my stoo l an d 
st ar ed at hi m. 

He g ave a s mall b ar king so un d  wh ich I su ppos e was meant to b e  a laugh. 
He s ai d : 

"Ridiculous! .. . M ayb e th at 's not quite th e wor d, my boy ." 
He b ar ked ag ain - an d I r ememb er ed his o ld laugh , a Garg antu an affair 

wh ich woul d make str ang ers s mile at thirty pac es .  My ang er went an d th e 
oth er feeling c ame b ac k. 

"Loo k," I s ai d, dro pping my voic e. "T ell me wh at's wrong , Ch ar les. 
Th er e's so mething awfu lly wrong. Wh at is it ?" 

He stoo d u p  su dden ly an d c lic ked his fingers at th e b ar man. "T wo mor e," 
h e  s ai d. "An d don 't forg et th e absinth e on min e." 

He loo ked at me fu lly .  His ey es wer e bright er no w, but th at di dn 't alt er 
th e loo k  in th em. I cou ldn't ki d mys elf any mor e :  it was f ear - an d, even 
to me who h ave s een many vari eti es of this un pleas ant ai lment , a n ew mix 
tur e. Not ,  in fact , as b efor e, b ut a new f ear ;  a f ear which tr ansc en ded all 
kno wn vari ations u pon th e f ear th eme. 

I su ppos e I s at th er e  g aping at hi m. B ut h e  didn 't loo k  at me any mor e. 
H e  c lamped th e bri efcas e  un der his ar m an d turn ed away. 

'"Phon e," h e  s ai d. "B ac k  in a minut e." 
H e  too k a st ep an d th en h alt ed, t urn ing his h ead to s peak to me ov er his 

shou lder. H e  s ai d : 
"S een th e Arch ers lat ely ?" an d th en was gon e. 
Th at 's ex act ly wh at h e  s ai d, bu t at th e t ime, I thought I mus t  h ave 

mis -h ear d hi m -b ec aus e I didn 't kno w any Arch ers. T wenty -fiv e y ears 
befo re, th er e' d  b een a John Arch er at schoo l with me but I h adn't kno wn 

h im well an d h adn 't liked wh at I did kno w. 
I pu zzled o ver th is for a mo men t; th en wen t back to my prob lem. Wh at  
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was the matter with Charles? Where had he been all this time? Why hadn't 
anyone heard from or about him? Above all, what was he afraid of? And why 
should I be feeling, in the most extraordinary way, that life was a thin crust 
upon which we all moved perilously? 

The barman, a placid crust-walker, set a new drink down in front of me 
and said something about the weather. I answered him eagerly, diving into 
a sunny sanctuary of platitude. 

It did me good - until Charles came back. I watched him cross the room 
- and didn't like it. His clothes hung loose about him, with room for an
other Charles inside them. He picked up his drink and drained it. He drank 
with his left hand, because the briefcase was under his right arm now. I said : 

"Why don't you put that thing down? What's in it, anyway - nuggets?" 
He shifted it under the other arm and looked at me for a moment. He 

said : 
"Just some papers. Where're you dining?" 
"With you." I made a quick mental cancellation. "Or you are with me, 

rather." 
"Good!" He nodded jerkily. "Let's get a booth now. One of the end 

ones." 
I stood up. "Okay. But if we're going to drink any more, I'll switch to a 

martini." 
He gave the order and we left the bar and in a minute were facing each 

other in a far corner booth. Charles looked right at me now, and I couldn't 
get away from his eyes and what was in them. A waiter came with the drinks 
and put them in front of us and went away. I looked down at mine and be
gan to fool with the toothpick which speared the olive. 

"You're not a moron," he said suddenly. "Nor a cabbage. Ever wake up 
in the morning and know you know the Key - but when you reach for it, 
you can't remember it? It was just there . . . .  " He made a vague, sharp 
gesture in the air, close to his head. "But it's gone the minute your waking 
mind reaches for it. Ever do that? Ever feel that? Not only when you wake 
maybe; perhaps at some other sort of time?" 

He was looking down at the table now and I didn't have to see his eyes. 
He was looking down at his hands, claw-like as they fiddled with the brass 
locks on the briefcase. I said: 

"What're you talking about? What key?" I was deliberately dense. 
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H is ey es b laz ed a t  m e  with som e  o f  th e o ld Caro lian fir e. 
"Listen, n umb skul l ! "  H e  spo ke witho ut o pen ing h is teeth. "Ha ve yo u, 

at any mo men t  in yo ur wr etch ed exi stenc e, ever felt tha t  yo u kn ew, on ly a 
mom en t  b efor e, th e an swer to . .. to everything? To th e co lo ssa l  WHY of 

th e Un iver se? To th e myria d question s en ta iled by th e elabora te cr ea tion of 
Man ? To . . .  to Everything, yo u damn ed foo l !" 

I sto pped pr eten ding. "Onc e or twice," I sai d. "M ayb e mor e than tha t. 
You m ean tha t  a wfu l sen sa tion tha t  yo u'r e  on th e verg e o f  kno wing th e 
. . .  th e Uni versal An swer : an d yo u kno w i t's ama zing ly si mple an d yo u 
won der why yo u n ever tho ugh t o f  it b efor e -an d th en yo u find yo u don 't 
kno w  it  a t  all. It's gon e; sna tch ed a way . An d yo u go prac tical ly o ut o f  yo ur 
min d  try ing to g et i t  ba ck b ut yo u n ever succ eed. Tha t's i t, isn 't it? I 've 

ha d th e feeling severa l tim es, no tab ly com ing o ut o f  eth er .  Everyon e ha s. 
Why ?" 

He wa s fiddling wi th th e bri efca se again. "Why wh at?" h e  sa id dully .  
Th e mom en tary fla sh o f  th e o ld fir e ha d died a way. 

B ut I kept a t  him . I sa id : 
"Yo u  can' t sta rt so mething li ke tha t  an d th en thro w it a way . Why did 

yo u br ing th e sub j ec t up? Lid yo u finally grab th e Key th is morn ing -
or di d i t  bi te y ou -or wha t?" 

He sti ll didn 't loo k  up. H e  wen t on fiddling wi th th e bra ss lo cks on th e 
ca se. 

"Fo r Go d's sa ke, lea ve tha t  thing a lon e !"  My irr ita tion wa s g en uin e 
eno ugh. "I t's g etting on my n er ves. S it on it o r  som eth ing, if it' s  so precio us. 
B ut quitfiddling!" 

H e  stoo d up sudden ly .  Fe didn' t seem to h ear m e. 
" 'Phon e ag ain," h e  sai d. "So rry . Forgo t so meth ing. Won 't b e  long." H e  

star ted a way ; th en turn ed an d sla pped th e ca se do wn in fron t o f  m e. "Ha ve 
a loo k thro ugh i t. M igh t in ter est yo u." 

An d h e  wa s gon e. I put my han ds on th e ca se an d wa s j ust go ing to slip 
th e loc ks bac k with my th umb s, wh en a mo st ex traor dinary sen sa tion .. . 
permeated me i s  th e on ly wor d  I can thin k o f.  I wa s suddenly ex tr em ely 
lo ath to o pen th e th ing. I push ed it a way from m e  with a quick in vo lun tary 

g estur e, a s  if it wer e ho t to th e to uch .  
An d imm edia tely I wa s a sha med o f  th is chi ldish b eha vior an d too k my self 

in han d an d in a mo men t  ha d it o pen an d th e con ten ts spr ea d in fron t  o f  m e. 
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They we re mo stly pa pe rs, a nd al l com ple te ly inno cuo us a nd unrelated 
If you t ried fo r  a yea r you cou ld n't get togethe r a le ss ala rmi ng colle ctio • n. 

The re wa s a prog ram from the F rohma n Theat re, New Yo rk ,  for a play 
cal led "Eve ry Othe r F riday " whi ch I remembe red seei ng i n  '3 1. The re wa s  

a lette r from the Se creta ry to the Dea n of Ha rva rd ,  with seve ral pa ge s o f  
name s  atta ched to it, sayi ng that i n  a nswe r to M r. Mo ffat 's lette r he wo ul d  
find atta ched the li st he had re que sted of the Alum ni of 1925. The re wa s a 

lette r from the Ma nage r of a Fifth Ave nue a pa rtme nt hou se, cou rteou sl y  
re plyi ng to M r. Mo ffat 's re que st fo r  a li st of the te na nt s  of hi s pe nthou se 

du ri ng the yea rs 1 933 to 1935. Th ere we re seve ra l  old bi lls from a st ra nge 
mi scella ny of sto re s, a folded page from a n  old schoo l maga zi ne co ntai ni ng 

the pho tog ra ph of the foo tbal l team of C.M.I . i n  the yea r 1919, a nd a page 
to rn from "Who 's Who " a rou nd o ne e ntry of whi ch hea vy blue pe ncil 
li ne s  had bee n d raw n. 

A nd that fi ni shed the pa pe rs. The re we re o nly th ree othe r th ing s  -a n  
em pty , mu ch-wo rn photog ra ph frame of leathe r, a small si lve r  pla te (ob 
viou sly u nscrewed from the ba se of some t ro phy ) with the name s Charles 
Moffat a nd T. Perry Devonsliire i nscribed u po n  it, a nd a n  old b ria r pi pe wit h 

a cha rred bowl a nd b roke n mouth pie ce bu t a shi ny new silve r  ba nd .  
The photog ra ph frame sta red u p  at me from the white table cloth. I 

picked it u p  -a nd ,  a s  I did .so, wa s stru ck by a sudd en bu t u nde finab le 
familia ri ty .  I tu rned i t  ove r i n  my ha nd s, strugg li ng with the e lu sive mem 

o ry -sha pe, a nd I saw tha t, al though the fro nt of i t  bo re eve ry sig n of co n
side rable age a nd u sage , it had neve r  in fa ct bee n u sed. It wa s o ne of tho se 
frame s whi ch you u ndo at the ba ck to i nse rt the photog ra ph ,  a nd pa sted 

a cross the joi nt be twee n the body of the frame a nd the movable pa rt wa s 
the o rigi nal pri ce ta g, ve ry old a nd v ery di rty , bu t still bea ri ng the d im 
figure s  $5.86. 

I wa s still looki ng at i t  whe n Cha rle s came ba ck. 
"Remembe r it ?" he said. 
I twi sted the thi ng abou t, t rying to find a new a ng le to loo k  a t  it from. 

He said : 
"It u sed to be o n  my de sk. You 've see n  i t  hu nd red s of t ime s." 

. I bega n to remembe r. I cou ld see i t  si tti ng be side a ho rse shoe ink .po t -
but I could n't see what wa s i nside i t. I said : 

"I ca n't thi nk what wa s i n  i t." A nd the n I remembe red . "B ut the re ca n't 
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have been anything." I turned the thing over and showed him the price tag. 
I was suddenly conscious of personal fear. 

"Charles !" I said. "What the hell is all this?" 
He spoke - but he didn't answer me. He picked up the collection of 

nonsense and put i t  back into the briefcase. 
"Did you look at all the stuff?" he said. 
I nodded, watching him. It seemed that we never looked at each other 

squarely, for his eyes were upon his hands. 
"Did it suggest anything?" he said. 
"Not a thing. How could it?" I saw that the knuckles of his interlocked 

fingers were white. "Look here, Charles, if you don't  tell me what all this 
is about I'll go out of my mind." 

And then the head waiter ca�e. He smiled at me and bowed gravely to 
Charles and asked whether we wished to order. 

I was going to tell him to wait, but Charles took the menu and looked at 
it and ordered something, so I did the same. 

It was nearly dark outside now and they'd put on the lights. People were 
beginning to come in and there was quite a murmur of talk from the bar. 
I held my tongue: the moment had passed - I must wait for another. 

They brought cocktails and we sipped them and smoked and didn't 
speak until Charles broke the silence. He said then, much too casually : 

"So you haven't been seeing much of the Archers?" 
"Charles," I said carefully, "I don't know anyone called Archer. I never 

have - except an unpleasant little tick at school." 
Our eyes met now, and he didn't look away. But a waiter came with 

hors d'oeuvres. I refused them, but Charles heaped his plate and began to 
eat with strange voracity. 

"These Archers?" I said at last. "Who are they? Anything to do with this 
. . .  this . . .  trouble you seem to have?" 

He looked at me momentarily ; then down at his plate again. He finished 
what was on it and leaned back and gazed at the wall over my right shoulder. 
He said : 

"Adrian Archer was a great friend of mine." He took a cigarette from the 
pack on the table and lit it. "He was also a friend of yours." 

The waiter came again and took away my full plate and Charles's empty 
one. 
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" What d id y ou say ?" I wasn't tr ust ing my ears. 
Fe t ook the brie fcase fr om the seat bes ide h im and g roped in it an d 

brought h is hand out h old ing the e xtract from "Wh o's Wh o." 
"Look at th is." He handed me the sheet. "That 's Adr ian 's fathe r." 
I t ook the pa pe r, but went on sta rin g  at h im. H is eyes we re g litte ring. 
"Go on !" he sa id. "Read it ." 
The ma rked entry was sh ort and pr osa ic. It was the h ist ory , in seven line s, 

of an Episc opa lian m in iste r named W illiam Arch iba ld A rcher. 
I read it ca re fully. I ought t o  have been fee ling, I s uppose, that Cha rles 

was a s ick man . B ut I wasn' t fee ling anyth ing of the s ort. I can' t desc ribe 
what I was fee ling. 

I read the th ing aga in .  
"Look here, Char les," I sa id. "Th is man had th ree da ughte rs. The re's n o  

ment ion of a son." 
"Yes," sa id Char les. "I kn ow." 
He tw itched the pa pe r out of my hand and fished in the brie fcase aga in 

and br ought out the litt le s ilver plate. He sa id :  
"In ' 29 I w on the d oubles in the Lakes ide tenn is t ournament. Ad rian 

A rche r was my partner." H is v oice was flat, and the w ords w ith out any 
em phas is. He handed the piece of meta l ac ross t o  me and once m ore I read 

Charles M ojfat - T. Perry Devonshire. • . . 
And then the wa iter was w ith us aga in and for the longest ha lf h our of 

my life I watched Cha rles dev our h is fo od wh ile I pushed m ine as ide and 
d ran k a g lass of w ine. I watched h im eat . I c ouldn't he lp myse lf. He ate w ith 
a s ort of des perate determ inat ion ; like a man c lutch ing at the one rea lity. 

Then, at last, the mea l was over, w ith even the c offee g one and jus t  
brandy g lasses before us. He began t o  ta lk. N ot in the g ua rded, je rky way 

he had been us ing , but w ith w ords pouring out of h im. He sa id :  
"I'm g oing t o  te ll y ou the st ory of Ad rian A rcher -st ra ight. He was a 

c ontem porary of ours - in fact, I was at C.M.I. and Harva rd w ith h im .  It 
was sett led he sh ould be a lawyer, but a yea r a fter he le ft Ha rva rd he s ud 
den ly went on the stage . His father and a ll h is fr iends -you inc luded -
adv ised h im n ot t o. B ut Adr ian d idn 't pay any attent ion .  He j ust sm iled, 
w ith that odd, secret sm ile he 'd use somet imes. He j ust sm iled -and h is 
rise t o  what they ca ll fame was what they ca ll mete oric. In three yea rs he 

was a big name on B roadway. In fo ur he was an other in Lond on. In six 
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they were billing his name before the title of the play - and in the eighth, 
Hollywood grabbed him and made what they call a star out of him in a 
period they call overnight. That was four years ago -'- same year that you 
and I first came out here. We were both at RKO when he made his terrific 
hit in Judgment Day, playing the blind man . . . .  " 

For the first time I interrupted. 
"Charles !" I said. "Charles ! I saw Judgment Day. Spencer Tracy 

played . . . " 
"Yes," said Charles. "I know. . . .  When Adrian came to Hollywood, 

you and I were awfully glad to see him - and when Margaret came to 
join him and brought the kid and we'd installed them comfortably in a 
house on the Santa Monica Palisades, everything was fine." 

He drained the brandy in his glass and tipped some more into it from the 
bottle. The single lamp on the table threw sharp-angled shadows across his 
face. He said : 

"Well, there they were. Adrian went from success to success in things like 
The Key Above the Door, Fit for Heroes and Sunday's Children."  

He stopped again - and looked directly at me. 
' 'I'm sorry for you," he said suddenly. "It's a bad spot to be in - meeting 

an old friend and finding he's gone out of his mind. And pretending to listen 
while your mind's busy with doctors' names and 'phone numbers." 

I said : "I don't know what I think - except that I'm not doubting your 
sanity. And I can't understand why I'm not." 

I wished he'd stop looking at me now. But his eyes didn't leave my face. 
He said : 

"Seen the Mortimers lately?" 
I j umped as  if  he'd hit me. But I answered in a minute. 
"Of course I have," I said. "I see 'em all the time. Frank and I have been 

working together. Matter of fact, I had dinner there only last night." 
His mouth twisted in to the shape of a smile. "Still living on the Palisades, 

are they ? 1 07 Paloma Drive?" 
"Yes." I tried to keep my voice steady. "They bought that place, you 

know." 
"Yes," said Charles, "I know. The Archers had the next house, 109. You 

found it actually. Adrian liked it all right and Margaret and the boy were 
crazy about it, especially the pool."  



PRIVATE - KEEP OUT ! 41  

He dra nk some mo re b ra ndy - ·a nd the re wa s a lo ng, sha rp-edged s ilence. 
Bu t I wou ld n' t  say a ny th ing, a nd he bega n aga in. He sa id :  

"D 'you re me mbe r  whe n you we re a t  M GM two yea rs ago ? Yo u w ere 
r eva mping tha t Richard The Lio n-Heart jo b a nd you had to g o  to De l M onte 
on loca tio n?" 

I nodded . I re me mbe red very we ll. 
"Tha t," sa id Cha rles, "was whe n it ha ppe ned. The M or time rs ga ve a 

c oc kta il pa rty. A t  leas t, tha t's wha t it s ta rted ou t to be , bu t it was a fte r  
mid nigh t whe n I left -w ith th e A rche rs. I'd pa rked my car a t  th e cor ner 

of Pa lo ma a nd Pa lisade , r igh t ou ts ide the ir hous e, so I wa lked a lo ng w ith 
the m  a nd we nt in for a nigh tca p. I t  was pre tty ho t, a nd we sa t o n  the pa tio, 
loo king ove r  the sw imming poo l. The re we re n' t  a ny se rva nts u p  a nd Ad ria n  

we nt 1nto the h ouse for the d rinks. He'd bee n very qu ie t a ll nigh t a nd no t, 
I though t, loo king pa rticu la rly fit. I sa id so me th ing casua l about th is to 
Margare t -a nd the n  was sur pr ised whe n she too k  me u p, very ser ious ly. 
She sa id: 'Cha rles: he 's wo rried -a nd so a m  I !' I re me mbe r loo king a t  he r 

a nd find ing tha t  he r eyes w ere grave a nd troub led as I'd neve r see n the m. 
'Cha rles , '  she sa id, 'he 's . .. frig htened -and so a m  I !' " 

Cha rles bro ke o ff  aga in. He pu lled ou t a ha nd ke rch ie f  a nd I saw tha t  
sweat was g lis te ning o n  h is forehead. He sa id :  

"Be fore I c ou ld say a ny th ing Ad ria n  ca me ou t w ith a tray a nd put i t  
dow n a nd bega n mix ing d rinks. He loo ked a t  Ma rga re t  -a nd as ked wha t 
we'd bee n ta lking abou t a nd wou ld n' t  be pu t o ff. She loo ked a pprehe ns ive 
whe n I to ld h im, bu t he d id n't see m to mind. He gave us bo th dr inks a nd 
to ok one h imse lf -a nd sudde nly as ked me a ques tio n  I as ked y ou ear lier 
th is eve ning ." 

"A bou t the Key ?" My vo ic e su rprised me : I had n't to ld it to say a nyth ing . 
Cha rles nodded . Bu t he d id n' t  go o n. 
"The n wha t?" sa id my vo ice. "The n wha t ?" 
"I t's funny," he sa id. "B ut th is is the firs t  time I've to ld a ll th is -a nd 

I 've just rea lized I shou ld've begu n a t  the o ther e nd a nd sa id / was w orr ied 
a nd frigh te ned. Be cause I was -had bee n for wee ks ... . " 

A frig htful fe eling of ver ifica tion swe pt over me. I sa id ex c itedly : 
"By God , I r eme mber . Abou t the time I we nt o n  lo ca tio n  you we re so rt of 

dow n. You 'd had a po lo s pill. I was a b it wo rried abou t you , but you sa id 
y ou w er e  O.K . . . .  " 
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For a moment I thought he was going to break. He looked - Ch arles 
Moffat looked - as if he were going to weep. But he took hold of himself, 
and the jaw-muscles in his face stood out like wire rope. He said : 

"The doctor said I was all right. But I wasn't. Not by a mile! There was 
only one thing wrong with me - but that was plenty. I wasn't sleeping. It 
may have been something to do with the crack on the head or it may not. 
But, whatever it was, it was bad. Very bad. And dope made no difference -
except, perhaps, for the worse. I'd g o  to sleep all right - but then I'd keep 
waking up. And that was the bad part. Because every time I'd wake, that 
God-damned Key would be a little nearer. . . .  At first, it wasn't so wor
rying - merely an irritation. But as it went on, stronger and stronger, three 
and four and six times a night - well, it was bad!" 

He stopped abruptly. His tongue seemed to be trying to moisten his lips. 
He took a swallow of brandy and then, incredibly, a long draught of water. 
The film of sweat was over his forehead again, and he mopped at it absent
mindedly, with the back of his hand. He said : 

"So there you are : and we're back again - half in moonlight, half in 
shadow - on Adrian's patio, and he's just asked me the question and Mar
garet is leaning forward, her chin cupped in her hands and I can feel her 
eyes on my face and I'm staring at Adrian in amazement that he should ask 
me whether /know what it's like to feel that you're coming nearer and nearer 
to the Answer - that simple, A.B.C. answer which has always eluded Man; 
the Answer which is forbidden to Man but which, when it's dangled in 
front of his nose like a donkey's carrot, he's bound to clutch for desper
ately . . . .  

"We were pretty full of drink - you know what the Mortimer hospital
ity's like - and once I'd got over the awful shock of egotistical surprise at 
finding that another man, and my greatest friend to boot, was being ridden 
by a demon I'd considered my own personal property, we began to talk 
thirty to the dozen, while Margaret turned those great dark eyes upon us in 
turn. There was fear in them, but we went on, theorizing to reduce o ur fear, 
and traced the Key-awareness back to our adolescence and wondered why 
we'd never told each other about it at school and gradually - with the 
decanter getting lower and lower and the impossible California moon begin
ning to pale - began to strive to put into words what we t h oug h t  might be 
the sh ape of the Key. . . . 
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"We did n't ge t very far a nd we d id n't make mu ch se nse : who ca n w he n  
t hey're t alk ing a bout t hings for w hich t here a re no words. But we frigh te ned 
ourse lves bad ly -a nd Margaret. We bega n to ta lk -or Adr ia n  d id, ra ther, 
be cause he was mu ch nearer tha n  I 'd e ver bee n -we bega n to ta lk a bout t he 
fee ling tha t made it a ll the more esse ntia l  to gras p t he thing ; the fee ling 

tha t t he k now ledge was n't allowed. A nd Margare t sudde nly jum ped to her 
fee t, a nd a g lass fe ll from the w icker ta ble a nd s mas hed o n  the tiles w ith a 
th in, s hiver ing r ing. I ca n remem ber w hat s he sa id. I ca n hear her say it a ny 

t ime I wa nt to a nd ma ny times w he n  I do n't. S he looked dow n at us -a nd 
she seemed , I remem ber, to look very ta ll a lthoug h she w as a little woma n. 
S he sa id :  'Look a t  it a ll !  Look!' a nd she made a great swee ping ges ture w it h  

her arms towards e very th ing in t he wor ld ou ts ide th is litt le br ick pla ce 
w here we were s itt ing. A nd t he n  s he sa id :  'Lea ve it the re - leave it ! '  .. . " 

C har les s hivered - like a ma n w it h  ague . A nd the n  he took ho ld o f  h im
se lf. I cou ld see t he jaw -mus cles aga in, a nd t he sh ine o f  the sweat o n  his 
fore head. He sa id at last : 

"Margaret s ort of crum pled u p  a nd fe ll ba ck into he r cha ir. She looked 
sma ll aga in, a nd tears were ro lling s low ly dow n her cheeks. I k now s he d id n't 
k now there were a ny tears. S he sat w ith her head u p  a nd her arms o n  the 
edge of t he ta ble a nd s tared out at the wor ld beyo nd t he sw imm ing poo l ;  
the wor ld w hich was tur ning from so lid, moo n-s hot dark ness to vague a nd 
ne bu lous a nd u nha ppy grey. Adr ia n  got u p. He sa t o n  the arm o f  her cha ir 

a nd put a n  arm arou nd her shou lders a nd la id h is cheek aga inst her ha ir. 
They were very st ill a nd a bso lute ly s ile nt .  I cou ld n't s ta nd it a nd we nt into 
the house a nd fou nd Adr ia n's ce llar a nd a cou ple of bo tt les o f  Perr ier Joue t 
- it was ' 28, I remem ber -a nd pu t some ice in a pa il a nd fou nd some 

g lasses a nd took my loot ba ck to the pat io. T hey were s till exa ctly as I 'd lef t 
t hem a nd I s hou ted at t hem to break th at immo bilit y :  I d id n't like it .. . .  

"I t broke a ll r ig ht -a nd I foo led arou nd w ith t he .pa il a nd the bo tt les 
a nd bega n ta lk ing a s treak a nd at last s ho ved some w ine dow n the ir throats 
a nd put away ha lf a pint at a swa llow mys elf a nd star ted in to be very 
fu nny . .. .  

"Adr ia n  bega n  to he lp me -a nd we played t he foo l a nd dra nk t he s eco nd 
bot tle a nd he fou nd a th ird a nd a t  last we got Margare t laugh ing a nd t he n  
he s to le the curta in w ith a very nice swa n d ive from t he pat io -wa ll into the 
poo l, ru ining a goo d dinner -ja cket in the pro cess. . .. 
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"It was nearly dawn when I left - and they both came around to the 
front of the house to see me off. And Margaret ask.ed me to come to lunch. 
And I said I would and waved at them and started the car. And • • •  that 
was all." 

He didn't stop abruptly this time. His voice and words just trailed softly 
into silence. He sat looking straight at me, absolutely still. I wanted to get 
away from his eyes - but I couldn't. The silence went on too long. I said : 

"Go on ! I don't understand. What d'you mean - 'that was all' ?" 
He said : "I didn't see the Archers any more. They weren't there. They 
. .  weren't. I heard Margaret's voice again - but it only said one word." 
And then more silence. I said, finding some words: 
"I don't understand. Tell me." 
He dropped his eyes while he found a cigarette and lit it. He said: 
"There's a lot in slang. As Chesterton once pointed out, the greatest poet 

of 'em all is Demos. The gag-man or gangster or rewrite man who first used 
the phrase 'rub him out', said a whole lot more than he knew . . . .  Because 
that's what happened to Adrian. He was rubbed out - erased - deleted in 
all three dimensions of Time - cancelled - made not !" 

"You can't stop in the middle like that !  Tell me what you're talking 
about. What d'you mean?" 

He still looked at me. "I mean what I said. After that morning, there was 
no more Adrian. . . . He was - rubbed out. Remember the things in the 
briefcase ? Well, they'll help to explain. After . . .  it happened, I was -
sort of ill. I've no idea for how long - but when I could think again, I set 
out on a sort of crusade :  to prove to myself that I was the only living thing 
which remembered - which knew there'd ever. been such an entity as 
Adrian Archer. Mind you, I hoped to disprove it, though I felt all the time 
I never would. And I haven't. You saw those papers and things - they're 
just an infinitesimal fraction of my proof. There was an Adrian Archer -
but now there never has been. That photograph frame used to have his 
and Margaret's picture in it - but now there's the old price-tag to. show 
it's never been opened. That pipe : Adrian gave it to me and my initials 
were on it in facsimile of his writing - but now the band's plain and bare 
and new . . . .  Adrian Archer was at school and college with me - but no 
records show the name and no contemporary mind remembers. I've known 
his father since I was a pup - but his father knows he never had a son. There 
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were pictures - photographs - in which Adrian and I both were, some
times together - and now those same pictures show me with someone 
whom every one knows but me. On the programmes of all his plays there's 
another man listed for his part - and that man is a known and living man 
in every case ; a man who knows he played the part and remembers doing it  
as well as other people - you, for instance - remember his playing it. 
The pictures he made arc all available to be seen - but there's no Adrian 
in them: there's some other star - who remembers everything about play
ing the part and has the weeks he took in shooting intricately woven into 
his life-pattern. Adrian - and everything that was Adrian's - have been 
removed and replaced : he isn't and wasn't and won't be and never has been: 
he was cancelled in esse and posse; taken out of our little life and time and 
being like a speck out of yeast. And over the hole which the speck made the 
yeast has bubbled and seethed and closed - and there never was any speck 
- except to the knowledge of another speck; a speck who was almost as 
near to the danger-point of accidental knowledge as the one which was 
removed ; a speck whose punishment and warning are memory!" 

"Tell me !" I said. "Tell me what happened- after you drove away . . . .  " 
"My God !" said Charles, and there seemed to be tears in his eyes. "My 

God ! You're believing me ! . . .  I'll tell you : I drove home. I was so tired · 
I thought I might reaJly sleep. I tore off my clothes and rolled into bed after 
I'd pulled the blinds tight down against the sun which would be up in a 
few minutes. And I did sleep. I'd put a note on the door for my servant not 
to wake me, and he didn't. But the telephone did - and I cursed and roJled 
over and groped for it without opening my eyes . . . .  

"And then I heard Margaret's voice, calling my name. I knew it was her 
voice - though it was shrill and harsh with wild, incredible terror. It calleq 
my name, over and over again. And then, when I answered, it said 'Adri
an's . . .  ' And then, without any other sound - without any click or 
noise or any sound at all - she wasn't there. 

"I didn't waste any time. I slammed the phone down - and in nothing 
flat I was in the car and racing up Sunset, past the Riviera. 

"I took the turn into Paloma Drive on two wheels and went on, around 
those endless curves, at well over sixty. And I came, past the Mortimers' 
house, to the corner of Paloma and Palisade . . . .  " 

I interrupted again, in that voice which didn't feel like mine. 
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"Wa it !  I'v e  remem bere d some th ing. You say th is h ouse wa s on th e cor ner 
of Pa lisa de Ave nue a nd Pa loma C'r iv e, nex t the M or tim er s' ?  We ll, there 
isn't any house there! Th er e's a little park- pla ce th er e -a gar den . . . .  " 

"Ye s," sa id Cha rle s, "I know. Tha t's wha t you know ; wha t every one 
know s; wha t th e Urba n  r ecor ds w ould prove . . .. B ut th er e, r igh t on 

tha t  cor ner, had been a wh ite colonia l  h ouse, wh ich you got for th e Ar ch er s, 
a nd out of wh ich I ha d com e only a few h our s be fore . . . .  

"It wa s a glar ing, m onstr ous im possibility -a nd a br uta l, ine sca pa ble fact !  
Th e gr ee n gra ss a nd th e re d flow er s  bla ze d a t  m e  w ith a ppa lling r ea li ty, 
fla unting nea t a nd w ell- tende d  a nd ma ture d bea uty -a nd th e little wh ite 

ra ilings a nd the odd-sha pe d  gree n sea ts a nd th e y ellow grave l pa th s a nd th e 
spray ing founta in a ll star ed a t  me w ith sm ug a ctua lity . .. .  

"I stoppe d  the car som eh ow. I knew I wa s on th e r igh t  r oa d  beca use I' d 
se en Mary M or timer ta lking to a gar de ner in front of the ir h ouse. I wa s shak
ing a ll over -a nd F ear ha d me by th e guts w ith a cold claw wh ich tw iste d. 
I fum ble d a t  th e car door. I ha d to have a ir. Th e sunsh ine wa s br igh t a nd 
golde n but it wa s . . .  filthy someh ow ; it wa s like th e ligh t wh ich m igh t be 
sh ed by some h uge, undream t-of re ptile. I ha d to hav e a ir, th ough. I stum
bled out onto th e sidewa lk a nd sta gger ed a cr oss it towar ds one of th e sea ts 
by th e founta in. A nd my foot ca ugh t a ga inst som eth ing a nd th er e wa s a 
shar p pa in in my le g a nd I looke d dow n. I' d r un my sh in onto one of th ose 
little me ta l  signs they stick up on law ns, a nd th e pla te wa s be nt ba ck so tha t  
th e wh ite pr inting on th e gree n  ba ckground wa s star ing up a t  m e. It sa id : 
'KEEP OFF TH E GRA S S' !" 

Th e cr ust felt th in benea th my feet. I knew h e  wa sn't going to say a ny 
m or e  - but I ke pt e xpe cting h im to. We sa t for a long time, wh ile a wa iter 

came a nd cleare d away a nd sprea d a clea n cloth a nd fina lly w ent. 
"Just a m inute," sa id Char les sudde nly. "Hav e to 'ph one a ga in." 
He wa lke d away -a nd I w ent on sitting. 
In ha lf a n  h our ,  th e wa iter cam e ba ck. I a ske d h im wh er e  Mr. M offa t  

wa s ;  sure ly not still in th e 'ph one- booth ? 
He sta re d. "Mr . Wh o ,  sir ?" 
I sa id, a fter a long pa use but very shar ply :  
"M r. M offat. The ge ntlema n wh o wa s dining w ith m e." 
He didn' t seem to know wha t I wa s ta lking a bout. 
I w onder h ow m uch longer ther e is for m e. 



Just as Poe, in four short stories, anticipated almo.st every element of the 
detective story from the locked room to the lea.st .suspected person, so did his 
contemporary Fitz-James O'Brien hit upon a great number of the dominant 
theme.I in later fantasy - the microcosmic world in "The Diamond Lens," 
the invisible being in "What Was It?, "  the terrible mannikin in "The 
Wonder Smith, ' '  and many more. The incredible fertility of his imagination, 
the convincing realism of his settings, the ease of his style could have made 
him the founder of a new American, ttn-Gothic school of fantasy, if an un
necessary petty episode of the Civil War had not abruptly ended a barely com
menced career. "The Lost Room" is another of his firsts - an anticipation 
of the Lady-Vanishes Paris Exhibition legend, with no rational explana
tion. This is pure nightmare, cogent and inexplicable . . .  and what was 
the Thing in the garden that vanished with a whi"ing noise? 

The Loft 1{oom 
by F I T Z -J A M E S  O ' B R I E N  

IT WAS oppressively warm. The sun had long disappeared, but seemed to 
have left its vital spirit of heat behind it. The air rested ; the leaves of the 
acacia-trees that shrouded my windows hung plumb-like on their delicate 
stalks. The smoke of my cigar scarce rose above my head, but hung about 
me in a pale blue cloud, which I had to dissipate with languid waves of my 
hand. My shirt was open at the throat, and my chest heaved laboriously in 
the effort to catch some breaths of fresher air. The noises of the city seemed 
to be wrapped in slumber, and the shrilling of the mosquitoes was the only 
sound that broke the stillness. 

As I lay with my feet elevated on the back of a chair, wrapped in that 
peculiar frame of mind in which thought assumes a species of lifeless motion, 
the strange fancy seized me of making a languid inventory of the principal 
articles of furniture in my room. It was a task well suited to the mood in 
which I found myself. Their forms were duskily defined in the dim twilight 
that floated shadowily through the chamber ; it was no labor to note and 
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particu la rize eac h, an d from the plac e w here I sa t I cou ld comman d a v iew o f  
a ll my poss ess ions w ithou t ev en tu rning my hea d. 

T here was , imprimis, tha t g hos tly lithogra ph by Ca lam e. It was a m ere 
blac k s po t  o n  the w hite wa ll, bu t my inner v is ion sc ru tin ized ev ery deta il 

o f  the pic tu re. A w ild, deso la te, m idn ig ht hea th, w ith a s pec tra l  oa k-tree in 
the c en tre o f  the foregrou nd. T he w ind blows fierc ely , an d the jagg ed 
branc hes ,  c lo thed sca ntily w ith ill-g rown leav es , a re sw ept to the left co n
tinua lly by its g ia nt forc e. A form less w rac k o f  c lo uds s treams ac ross the 

aw ful s ky ,  an d the ra in sw eeps a lmos t para llel w ith the horizon. Beyo nd, 
the hea th s tretc hes o ff  into en dless blac kness , in the ex trem e o f  w hic h either 
fancy or a rt has con jured u p  som e un defi na ble s ha pes tha t  s eem riding into 

s pac e. A t  the bas e  o f  the hug e  oa k s tan ds a s hrou ded figure. H is man tle is 
wou nd by the blas t in tig ht folds a roun d his form , an d the long coc k's 
fea ther in his ha t is blown u prig ht, till it s eems as if it s too d on en d w ith 
fear. H is fea tures are no t v is ible, for he has gras ped his c loa k w ith bo th han ds , 

a nd draw n it from either s ide across his face. T he pic ture is s eem ing ly o b
j ec tless. It tells no ta le, bu t there is a w eird pow er a bou t it tha t hau nts on e. 

Nex t  to the pic ture com es the rou nd blo t tha t  ha ngs below it, w hic h I 
know to be a smo king -ca p. It has my coa t o f  arms em bro idered o n  the fron t, 

a nd for tha t reason I n ev er w ea r  it; thoug h, w hen pro perly arra ng ed o n  my 
hea d, w ith its long blu e  s ilken tass el ha ng ing dow n  by my c heek, I believ e  
it becom es m e  w ell. I rem em ber the tim e w hen it was in the cou rs e  o f  

manu fac tu re. I rem em ber the tiny little han ds tha t pus hed the co lo red s ilks 
so nim bly throug h  the c lo th tha t was s tretc hed o n  the em bro idery -fram e, -

the vas t trou ble I was pu t to to g et a co lo red co py o f  my a rmo ria l  bearings 
for the hera ldic work w hic h was to deco ra te the fron t  o f  the ba nd, - the 
purs ings u p  o f  the little mou th, an d the co ntrac tions o f  the you ng forehea d, 

as their poss essor plung ed into a pro fou nd s ea o f  cog ita tion touc hing the way 
in w hic h the c lou d s hou ld be repres en ted from w hic h the arm ed ha nd, 
tha t  is my cres t, issu es , - the heav en ly mom ent w hen the tiny han ds plac ed 
it o n  my hea d, in a pos ition tha t I cou ld no t bea r  for mo re tha n  a few s ec 

on ds ,  an d I ,  k ing- like, imm edia tely assum ed my roya l preroga tiv e  a fter the 
co rona tion, a nd ins ta ntly lev ied a tax o n  my on ly su bj ec t, w hic h was , 
how ev er, no t pa id u nw illing ly. A h, the ca p is there, bu t the em bro iderer 
has fled ; for A tro pos was s ev ering the web o f  life a bov e her hea d  w hile s he 

wa s w ea ving tha t s ilken s helter for m ine! 



THE LOST ROOM 49 

How un cou th ly th e hug e pian o tha t  occupi es th e corner a t  th e left of th e 
door looms ou t in th e un cer tain tw iligh t !  I n ei th er p lay n or sing , y et I own 

a pian o. It is a com for t to m e  to look a t  it, an d to feel that th e musi c is 
th er e, a lth ough I am n ot ab le to br ea k  th e sp ell tha t  bin ds i t. It is p leasan t 
to kn ow tha t  B ellini an d M ozar t, Cimar osa ,  Porp ora, G lu ck, an d a ll su ch, -
or a t  leas t th eir s ou ls ,  -s leep in tha t  unwi eldy cas e. Th er e li e emba lm ed, 

as i t  w er e, a ll op eras, s ona tas, ora tori os, n otturn os, mar ch es ,  s ongs, an d 
dan ces, tha t  ev er climb ed in to exis ten ce thr ough th e four bars that wa ll in a 

m elody. On ce I was en tir ely r epai d for th e inv es tm en t  of my fun ds in tha t  
ins trum en t  whi ch I n ev er us e. B lokeeta, th e comp oser, cam e to s ee m e. O f  
cours e his ins tin cts urg ed him as irr esis tib ly to my pian o as i f  s om e  magn eti c  
pow er lay wi th in i t  comp elling him to appr oa ch. H e  tun ed i t, h e  p lay ed on 

it. A ll night long , unti l  th e gray an d sp ectra l dawn r os e  ou t of th e dep ths of 
th e mi dnigh t, h e  sa t an d p lay ed, an d I lay sm oking by th e win dow lis tening. 
Wi ld, un ear th ly, an d som etim es insu fferab ly pain ful, w er e  th e impr ovisa 

ti ons of B lokeeta. Th e ch or ds of th e ins trum en t  s eem ed br ea ki ng wi th a n
g uish. Los t s ou ls shri eked in his disma l pr elu des ;  th e ha lf-h ear d u tteran ces 
of spirits in pain , that gr op ed a t  in con ceivab le distan ces fr om an ything 
lov ely or harm on ious , s eem ed to ris e dim ly up ou t of th e wav es of s oun d 
tha t ga th er ed un der his han ds. M elan ch oly human lov e wan der ed ou t on 
distan t h ea ths, or b en ea th dan k  an d g loomy cypr ess es, mu rmu ring i ts 

unansw er ed s orr ow, or ha teful gn om es sp orted an d sa ng in th e s tag nan t 
swamps, triumphing in un ear th ly ton es ov er th e knigh t wh om th ey h ad 
lur ed to his dea th. Su ch was B lokeeta 's nigh t's en ter tai nm �n t ; an d wh en h e  

a t  leng th clos ed th e pian o, an d hurri ed away thr ough th e cold m orning, 
h e  left a m em ory ab ou t  th e ins trum en t  from whi ch I cou ld n ev er es cap e. 

Th os e  sn owsh oes tha t  hang in th e spa ce b etw een th e mirr or an d th e door 
r eca ll Cana dian wan derings, -a long ra ce thr ough th e dens e for ests , ov er 
th e frozen sn ow, thr ough wh os e  bri ttle crus t th e s len der h oofs of th e carib ou 
tha t w e  w er e  pursuing san k a t  ev ery s tep, un ti l  th e p oor cr ea tur e  despair 

ing ly turn ed a t  bay in a sma ll junip er coppi ce, an d w e  h ear tless ly sh ot h im 
down . An d I r em emb er h ow Gabri el, th e habitant, an d Fran �ois, th e ha lf- . 

br eed, cu t his thr oa t, an d h ow th e h ot b lood rush ed out in a torr en t ov er 
th e sn owy s oi l ; an d I r eca ll th e sn ow cabane tha t  Gabri el bui lt, wh er e  w e  a ll 
thr ee s lep t s o  warm ly ;  an d th e gr ea t  fir e tha t  g low ed a t  our feet, pain ting 

a ll kin ds of dem onia c shap es on th e b la ck s cr een of for es t  tha t  lay wi thou t ; 
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an d th e d eer-st eak s that w e  roa sted fo r  o ur break fast ; an d th e savag e d runk 
enn ess o f  Ga bri el in th e mo rning, h e  having been p rivat ely drinking o ut o f  

my brandy- fla sk a ll th e nigh t long. 
That long , ha ftless dagg er tha t dang les ov er th e mant elpi ece mak es my 

h ea rt sw ell. I fo und it, wh en a boy ,  in a hoa ry o ld ca stle in whi ch on e o f  
my mat erna l an cesto rs on ce liv ed. Tha t sam e an cesto r  -who , by th e way , 
y et liv es in hi sto ry -wa s a st rang e  o ld sea -king, who dw elt on th e ex trem est 
.point o f  th e so uthw estern coa st o f  Ireland. H e  own ed th e who le o f  tha t 
ferti le i slan d ca lled Inni sk ei ran , whi ch di rectly faces Cap e Clea r, wh ere 
betw een th em th e A tlanti c ro lls fu rio usly ,  fo rming wha t th e fish erm en o f  

th e p la ce ca ll "th e  So und." An aw ful p la ce in wint er i s  that sam e So und. 
On certain day s no boa t  can liv e th ere fo r  a mom en t, an d Cap e Clea r i s  
frequent ly cut o ff  fo r  day s from any comm uni cation wi th th e main lan d. 

Thi s  o ld sea -king - Si r F lo ren ce O' D ri sco ll by nam e -pa ssed a sto rmy 
li fe. F rom th e summit o f  hi s ca stle h e  wa tch ed th e o cean, an d wh en any 
ri ch ly lad en v essels, bo und from th e so uth to th e ind ust rio us Ga lway 
merchant s, hov e in sight , Si r F lo ren ce hoi sted th e sai ls o f  hi s ga lley ,  an d 
it w ent ha rd wi th him i f  h e  did not tow in to ha rbo r  ship an d crew .  In thi s 

way, h e  liv ed ; no t a v ery hon est mod e o fliv elihoo d, certain ly, a cco rding to 
o ur mo dern i dea s, but quit e recon ci la ble with th e mo ra ls o f  th e tim e. A s  
may be suppo sed, Si r F lo ren ce got in to t ro uble. Comp lain ts w ere laid again st 
him a t  th e Eng li sh co urt by th e p lun dered m erchan ts, and th e I ri sh viking 
set o ut for London, to p lea d hi s own ca use befo re goo d Queen B ess, a s  sh e 

wa s ca lled. H e  ha d on e pow erful recomm en dation : h e  wa s a ma rv elo usly 
hand som e man. Not Celti c by descen t, but ha lf Spani sh ,  ha lf Dani sh in 

blood, h e  ha d th e g rea t no rth ern sta ture wi th th e reg ula r feat ures, fla shing 
ey es, an d da rk hai r o f  th e Iberian ra ce. Thi s  may a cco un t  fo r  th e fact tha t 

hi s stay at th e Eng li sh co urt wa s m uch long er than wa s n ecessa ry, a s  a lso 
fo r  th e t ra di tion , whi ch a lo ca l hi sto rian m en tion s, tha t  th e Eng li sh Queen 
evin ced a p referen ce fo r  th e Iri sh chi eftain, o f  oth er nat ure than tha t usua lly 
shown by mona rch to subject .  

Previo us to hi s d epa rt ure, Si r F lo ren ce ha d int rusred th e ca re o f  hi s 
p rop erty to an Eng li shman nam ed H ull. D uring th e long a bsen ce o f  th e 
knigh t, thi s p erson manag ed to ing ratiat e him self with th e lo ca l a utho ri ti es, 
and gain th ei r  favo r so far tha t  th ey w ere wi lling to suppo rt him in a lmo st 
any sch em e. A fter a p rot ra cted stay , Si r F lo ren ce, pa rdon ed o f  a ll h is mi s-
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dee ds , re tu rne d to his ho me. Ho me no lo n ge r. Hull was in possess io n , a n d  
re fuse d  to yiel d an ac re o f  the la n ds he ha d so ne fa riously ac qui re d. It  was 
no use appeali n g  to the la w, fo r  i ts o ffice rs we re in the opposi te i n te res t. 
I t  was no use appeali n g  to the Quee n ,  fo r  s he ha d a no the r love r, a n d  ha d 

fo rgo tte n  the poo r I ris h kni ght by this ti me ; an d so the vi ki n g  passe d the 
bes t po rtio n o f  his li fe in u nsuccess ful a tte mp ts to reclaim his vas t es ta tes , 
a n d  was even tually , in his ol d a ge ,  obli ge d  to con te n t  hims el f wi th his cas tle 
by the sea an d the isla n d  o f  In nis kei ran , the o nly spo t o f  whic h the usu rpe r 
was u nable to dep rive hi m. So this ol d s to ry o f  my ki nsman 's fa te loo ms up 

ou t o f  the da rkness tha t  e ns hrou ds tha t  ha ftless da gge r ha n gi n g  o n  the wall. 
I t  was so me wha t  a fte r  the fore go in g  fas hion tha t I drea mi ly ma de the 

inven to ry o f  my pe rso nal p rope rty. As I tu rne d my eyes o n  eac h ob jec t, 
one a fte r  the o the r, -o r  the places whe re they lay , fo r  the room was no w so 
da rk tha t i t  was al mos t impossible to see wi th any dis tinc tness , -a c ro wd 

o f  memo ries con nec te d  wi th eac h rose up be fore me , an d, pe rfo rce , I ha d 
to i n dul ge them. So I p rocee de d  bu t slo wly , a n d  a t  las t my ci ga r  s ho rte ne d  
to a ho t a n d  bi tte r  mo rsel tha t I coul d ba rely hol d  be twee n my lips , while i t  
see me d  to me tha t the ni ght gre w  eac h mome n t  mo re i nsu ffe rably opp res 
sive. W hile I was revolvin g some i mpossible mea ns o f  cooli n g  my wre tc he d 
bo dy ,  the ci ga r  s tump be gan to bu rn my lips. I flun g  i t  a n grily throu gh the 
ope n wi n do w, an d s toope d ou t to wa tc h i t  fallin g. It firs t  li ghte d  on the leaves 
o f  the acacia , sen di n g  ou t a sp ray o f  re d spa rkles, the n ,  rollin g o ff, i t  fell 
plu mp on the da rk wal k  in the ga rde n ,  fai n tly illu mina ti n g  fo r  a mo me n t  
the dus ky trees a n d  b rea thless flowe rs. W he the r i t  was the co n tras t be twee n 
the re d flash o f  the ci ga r-s tu mp a n d  the silen t da rkness o f  the ga rden , o r  
whe the r  i t  was tha t  I de tec te d by the su dden li ght a fain t wavin g o f  the 

leaves , I kno w  no t ;  bu t so me thi n g  su gges te d  to me tha t the ga rde n was cool. 
I will ta ke a tu rn the re , thou ght I ,  jus t as I a m ; i t  ca nno t be wa rme r  tha n  

this room , an d ho weve r s till the a tmosp he re ,  the re is ,al ways a feeli n g  o f  
libe rty an d spaciousness in the ope n ai r, tha t pa rtially supplies o ne 's wa n ts. 
Wi th this i dea run ni n g  throu gh my hea d, I a rose , li t ano the r  ci ga r, a n d  

passe d ou t i n to the lo n g, in trica te co rri do rs tha t le d to the mai n s tai rcase. 
As I c rosse d the thres hol d o f  my room , wi th wha t a di ffe re n t feelin g I 

s hou ld have passe d i t  ha d I kno wn tha t I was neve r to se t foo t in i t  a gai n !  
I live d i n  a ve ry la rge house , in whic h I occupie d two roo ms o n  the secon d 

floor. T he house was ol d-fas hio ne d, a n d  all the floors communica te d  by a 
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huge circular staircase that wound up through the centre of the building, 
while at every landing long, rambling corridors stretched off into mysterious 
nooks and corners. This palace of mine was very high, and its resources, in 
the way of crannies and windings, seemed to be interminable. Nothing 
seemed to stop anywhere. Cul-de-sacs were unknown on the premises. The 
corridors and passages, like mathematical lines, seemed capable of indefinite 
extensions, and the object of the architect must have been to erect an edifice 
in which people might go ahead forever. The whole place was gloomy, not 
so much because it was large, but because an unearthly nakedness seemed to 
pervade the structure. The staircases, corridors, halls, and vestibules all 
partook of a desert-like desolation. There was nothing on the walls to break 
the sombre monotony of those long vistas of shade. No carvings on the 
wainscoting, no moulded masks peering down from the simply severe 
cornices, no marble vases on the landings. There was an eminent dreariness 
and want of life - so rare in an American establishment - all over the 
abode. It was Hood's haunted house put in order and newly painted. The 
servants, too, were shadowy, and chary of their visits. Bells rang three times 
before the gloomy chambermaid could be induced to present herself; and 
the Negro waiter, a ghoul-like looking creature from Congo, obeyed the 
summons only when one's patience was exhausted or one's want satisfied 
in some other way. When he did come, one felt sorry that he had not stayed 
away altogether, so sullen and savage did he appear. He moved along the 
echoless floors with a slow, noiseless shamble, until his dusky figure, ad
vancing from the gloom, seemed like some reluctant afreet, compelled by 
the superior power of his master to disclose himself. When the doors of all 
the.chambers were closed, and no light illuminated the long corridor save 
the red , unwholesome glare of a small oil lamp on a table at the end, where 
late lodgers lit their candles, one could not by any possibility conjure up a 
sadder or more desolate prospect. 

Yet the house suited me. Of meditative and sedentary habits, I enjoyed 
the extreme guiet. There were but few lodgers, from which I infer that the 
landlord did not drive a very thriving trade; and these, probably oppressed 
by the sombre spirit of the place, were guiet and ghost-like in their move
ments. The proprietor I scarcely ever saw. My bills were deposited by un
seen hands every month on my table, while I was out walking or riding, and 
my pecuniary response was intrusted to the attendant afreet. On the whole, 
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when the bu stling wi dea wa ke spiri t of Ne w Yor k i s  ta ken in to con sidera tion , 
the som bre, hal f-vivi fied chara cter of the hou se in whi ch I lived wa s an 

anomaly tha t  no one a ppre cia ted be tter than I who lived there. 
I fel t my way do wn the wide, dar k stair ca se in my pur sui t of ze phyr s. 

The garden, a s  I en tered i t, did feel some wha t cooler than my o wn room, and 
I pu ffed my cigar along the dim, cy pre ss-shrouded wal ks wi th a sen sa tion of 
com para tive relief. I t  wa s very dar k. The tall-gro wing flower s tha t bordered 
the pa th were so wra pped in gloom a s  to pre sen t the a spe ct of solid pyramidal 

ma sse s, all the de tail s of leave s and blo ssom s being buried in an em bra cing 
da rkne ss, while the tree s  had lo st all form, and seemed li ke ma sse s  of over 
hanging cloud. I t  wa s a pla ce and time to ex ci te the imagina tion ; for in the 
im pene tra ble cavi tie s of endle ss gloom there wa s room for the mo st rio tou s 
fan cie s to play a t  will. I wal ked and wal ked, and the e choe s of my foo tste ps 

on the ungravelled an d mo ssy pa th sugge ste d  a dou ble feeling. I fel t alon e 
and ye t in com pany a t  the same time. The soli tarine ss of the pla ce made i tself 
d istin ct  enough in the stillne ss, bro ken alone by the hollo w rever be ra tion s of 
my ste p, while tho se ve ry rever bera tion s seemed to im bue me wi th an 
unde fined feeling tha t  I wa s no t alone. I wa s no t, the re fore, mu ch star tled 
when I wa s suddenly a cco sted from benea th the solid dar kne ss of an immen se 
cy pre ss by a voi ce saying, "Wi ll you give me a ligh t, sir ?" 

"Cer tainly," I re plied, trying in vain to di stingui sh the spea ker amid st 
the im pen et rable d ark. 

Some body advan ced, and I held ou t my cigar. All I could ga ther de finitely 
a bou t the indivi dual who thu s a cco ste d me wa s tha t  he mu st ha ve been o f  
ex tremely small sta ture ; for I, who am by no mean s an overgro wn man, had 

to stoo p con si dera bly in handing him my cigar . The vigorou s pu ff tha t he 
gave hi s o wn ligh te d  u p  my Havana for a momen t, and I fan cied tha t I 
caugh t a glim pse of a pale, weird coun tenan ce , immer sed in a ba ckground of 

long, wild hair. The fla sh wa s, ho wever, so momen tary th at I could no t even 
say cer tainly whe ther thi s  wa s an a ctual im pre ssion or the mere e ffor t of 

imagina tion to em body tha t  whi ch the sen se s had fail ed to di stingui sh. 
"Sir, you are ou t la te," said thi s  un kno wn to me, a s  he, wi th hal f-u ttered 

than ks, handed me ba ck my cigar, for whi ch I had to gro pe in the gloom. 
"No t la ter than u sual," I re plied, dryly. 
"H um !  you are fond of la te wandering s, then ?" 
"Tha t i s  ju st a s  the fan cy sei ze s me." 
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"Do yo u live he re ?" 
"Ye s .. " 
"Quee r hou se ,  isn' t i t?" 
"I have on ly foun d  it qu ie t." 
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"Hum! Bu t yo u will fin d it quee r, take my wo rd for it." Th is wa s ea r
ne stly utte re d ; an d I felt a t  the sa me time a bon y finger la id on my a rm, 
tha t c ut it sha rply like a b lun te d  kn ife. 

"I canno t take yo ur wo rd for an y such a sse rtion ," I re plie d, ru de ly, 
shak ing o ff  the bon y finge r w ith an irre pre ssib le mo tion of disg ust. 

"No o ffence , no o ffenc e," mutte re d  my un seen co mpan ion ra pidly, in a 
strange , sub due d vo ice , tha t wo uld hav e been sh rill ha d it been lou de r ; 
"you r be ing ang ry doe s  no t a lte r the ma tte r. You w ill find it a quee r hou se .  
Eve rybo dy finds it a quee r ho use. Do yo u know who live the re ?" 

" I  neve r b usy myse lf, sir, abo ut o the r peo ple 's a ffa irs," I an swe re d  sha rply, 
for the in div idua l's manne r, co mb ine d w ith my u tte r unce rta in ty a s  to h is 

a ppea rance ,  o ppre sse d me w ith an irk so me long ing to be rid of h im. 
"O, yo u don ' t ?  We ll, I do . I know wha t the y  a re ,  -we ll, we ll, we ll!" 

a nd a s  he prono unce d the th ree la st wo rds h is vo ice ro se w ith each , un til, 
w ith the la st, it reache d a sh rill shriek tha t echoe d ho rrib ly a mong the 
lone ly wa lk s. "Do yo u know wha t the y  ea t ?" he con tin ue d. 

"No ,  sir, -no r ca re ." 
"O, b ut you w ill ca re. Yo u must ca re .  Yo u sha ll ca re. I' ll te ll you w ha t  

the y  a i-e .  The y a re enchan te rs. The y  a re gho uls. The y  a re cann iba ls. Did 
you neve r re ma rk the ir e ye s, an d how the y  g loa te d  on you when you pa sse d ? 
Did you neve r re ma rk the foo d tha t  the y se rve d  up a t  you r tab le ? Did yo u 

neve r in the dea d  of n igh t hea r muffled an d unea rth ly foo tste ps g liding 
a long the co rrido rs, an d stea lth y  han ds turn ing the han dle of yo ur doo r?  
Doe s  no t so me magne tic influence fold itse lf con tinua lly a roun d you when 
the y  pa ss, an d sen d a th rill thro ugh spirit an d bo dy, an d a co ld shive r tha t 
no sun sh ine w ill cha se awa y?  0, yo u have ! Yo u have felt a ll the se th ing s !  
I know i t !"  

The ea rne st ra pidity, the sub due d  tone s, th e eage rne ss o f  accen t, w ith 
wh ich a ll this wa s u tte re d, impre sse d  me mo st unco mfortab ly. I t  rea lly 
see me d a s  if I co uld reca ll a ll tho se w eird occu rrence s an d influence s of wh ich 

he spoke ; an d I sh udde re d in spite of myse lf in the midst of the impene 
trab le da rkne ss tha t su rroun de d  me . 
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"Hum !" sa id I, a ssum ing, w ith ou t  know ing it, a confidentia l tone, "ma y  
I a sk h ow you know th ese th ing s ?" 

"H ow I know th em ? B eca use I am th eir enem y ; beca use th ey tr em ble a t  
m y  wh isper ;  beca use I fo llow u pon th eir tra ck w ith th e per sev era nce of a 

bloodh ou nd a nd th e stea lth iness of a tig er ; becau se - becau se - I wa s of 
th em once !" 

"Wr etch !" I cr ied ex citedly, for inv olu ntar ily h is eag er tones ha d wr ough t 
m e  u p  to a high pi tch of spa sm odic nerv ousness, "th en you m ea n  to sa y 

th ,lt you -" 
A s  I u tter ed th is w or d, obeying a n  u ncontr olla ble im pu lse, I str etch ed 

for th m y  ha nd in th e dir ection of th e ·speaker a nd ma de a blind clutch. Th e 
tips of m y  fing er s  seem ed to tou ch a sur face a s  sm ooth a s  g la ss, tha t g li ded 
su ddenly from u nder th em. A shar p, a ngr y hi ss sou nded thr ough th e g loom , 
follow ed by a wh irr ing noise, a s  if som e pr ojecti le pa ssed ra pidly by, a nd 
th e nex t m om ent I felt instinctiv ely tha t  I wa s a lone. 

A m ost di sag reea ble f eeling i nsta ntly a ssai led m e; -a pr oph etic instinct 
tha t  som e terr ible m isfor tu ne m ena ced m e; a n  eag er a nd ov er pow er ing 

a nx iety to g et ba ck to m y  ow n r oom w ith ou t  loss of tim e. I tur ned a nd ra n 
bli ndly a long th e dark cypr ess a lley, ev er y dusky clum p of flow er s  tha t  
rose bla ckly in th e borders making m y  h ear t ea ch m om ent cea se to bea t. 
Th e ech oes of m y  ow n fo otsteps seem ed to r edou ble a nd a ssum e th e sou nds 
of u nknow n pur su er s  fo llowi ng fast u pon m y  tra ck. Th e bough s of lila c
bush es a nd syri nga s, tha t h er e  a nd th er e str etch ed par tly a cross th e wa lk, 
seem ed to hav e been fur nish ed su ddenly w ith h ooked ha nds tha t  sough t to 

gra sp m e  a s  I flew by, a nd ea ch m om ent I ex pected to beh old som e aw ful a nd 
im pa ssa ble barri er fall a cr oss m y  tra ck a nd wa ll m e  u p  for ev er. 

A t  leng th I r ea ch ed th e wi de entra nce. W ith a si ng le lea p I spra ng u p  th e 
four or fiv e steps tha t form ed the stoop, a nd da sh ed a long th e ha ll, u p  th e 
w ide, ech oing sta ir s, a nd aga in a long th e dim, fu ner ea l corr idor s  until I 
pa used, br ea th less a nd pa nting, a t  th e door of m y  r oom. O nce so far , I 
stopped for a n  i nsta nt a nd lea ned h eav ily agai nst one of th e pa nels, pa nting 
lu stily af ter m y  la te ru n. I ha d, h ow ev er ,  scar cely r ested m y  wh ole w eigh t 

aga inst th e door, wh en it su ddenly gav e wa y, a nd I stagg er ed i n  h ea d
for em ost. T o  m y  utter a stonishm ent th e r oom I ha d left in pr ofo und dark
ness wa s now a bla ze of ligh t. So i ntense wa s th e i llum ina tion tha t, fo r  a 

f ew seconds whi le th e pupils of m y  eyes w er e  contra cting under th e sudden 
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change, I saw absolutely nothing save the dazzling glare. This fact in itself, 
coming on me with such utter suddenness, was sufficient to prolong my con� 
fusion, and it was not until after several minutes had elapsed that I perceived 
the romp. was not only illuminated, but occupied. And such occupants ! 
Amazement at the scene took such possession of me that I was incapable of 
either moving or uttering a word. All that I could do was to lean against the 
wall, and stare blankly at the strange picture. 

It might have been a scene out of Faublas, or Grammont's Memoirs, or 
happened in some palace of Minister Fouque. 

Round a large table in the centre of the room, where I had left a student
like litter of books and papers, were seated a half a dozen persons. Three 
were men and three were women. The table was heaped with a prodigality of 
luxuries. Luscious eastern fruits were piled up in silver filigree vases, through 
whose meshes their glowing rinds shone in the contrasts of a thousand hues. 
Small silver dishes that Benvenuto might have designed, filled with suc
culent and aromatic meats, were distributed upon a cloth of snowy damask. 
Bottles of every shape, slender ones from the Rhine, stout fellows from 
Holland, sturdy ones from Spain, and quaint basket-woven flasks from Italy, 
absolutely littered the board. Drinking-glasses of every size and hue filled 
up the interstices, and the thirsty German flagon stood side by side with the 
aerial bubbles of Venetian glass that rest so lightly on their threadlike stems. 
An odor ofluxury and sensuality floated through the apartment. The lamps 
that burned in every direction seemed to diffuse a subtle incense on the air, 
and in a large vase that stood on the floor I saw a mass of magnolias, tuberoses, 
and jasmines grouped together, stifling each other with their honeyed and 
heavy fragrance. 

The inhabitants of my room seemed beings well suited to so sensual an 
atmosphere. The women were strangely beautiful, and all were attired in 
dresses of the most fantastic devices and brilliant hues. Their figures were 
round, supple, and elastic ; their eyes dark and languishing; their lips full, 
ripe, and of the richest bloom. The three men wore half-masks, so that all 
I could distinguish were heavy jaws, pointed beards, and brawny throats 
that rose like massive pillars out of their doublets. All six lay reclining on 
Roman couches about the table, drinking down the purple wines in large 
draughts, and tossing back their heads and laughing wildly. 

I stood, I suppose, for some three minutes, with my back against the wall 
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s tar ing va can tly a t  th e ba cchana l v ision, b efor e any o f  th e r ev el l er s  app ear ed 
to no tice my pr esen ce. At length, w itho ut any expr ession to in dica te 

wh eth er I ha d b een o b ser ved from th e b eg inn ing or no t, two o f  th e wom en 
a ro se from th eir cou ch es, an d, approa ch ing, took ea ch a han d an d l ed m e  
to th e ta b le. I o b ey ed th eir mot ion s m echan ica lly. I sa t on a cou ch b etw een 
them a s  th ey in dica ted. I unr esisting ly p erm it ted th em to w in d  th eir arm s 

a bout my n eck. 
"You mu st dr ink," sa id on e, pour ing ou t a larg e g la ss of r ed w in e, "h er e 

is Clo s  Voug eot of a rar e v in tag e ;  an d h er e,"  pu shing a fla sk of am b er -hu ed 
w in e  b efor e m e, "is La chryma Chr isti." 

"You mu st ea t," sa id th e o th er, draw ing th e silver dish es towar d h er. 
"H ere ar e cut lets stew ed w it h  o l iv es, an d h er e  ar e slices of a jilet stu ffed 

w ith bru ised sw eet chestnut s" ; -an d a s  sh e spok e, she, w ithou t wa iting 
for a r ep ly, pro ceeded to h elp m e. 

Th e sigh t of th e foo d r eca lled to m e  th e warn ing s I ha d r eceiv ed in th e 
gar den. T his su dden effort of m emory r estor ed to m e  my oth er facu l ties 
a t  th e sam e  in stan t. I sprang to my feet, thru sting th e wom en from m e  w ith 
ea ch han d. 

"D emon s!" I a lmo st shou ted, "I w ill hav e non e of your a ccur sed foo d. 
I know you. You ar e cann iba ls, you ar e g hou ls, you ar e en chan ter s. B egon e, 
I - tel l you ! L eav e my room in p ea ce !" 

A shou t' of laugh ter from a l l  six wa s th e on ly effect tha t my pa ssiona te 
speech pro du ced. Th e m en ro lled on th eir cou ches, an d their ha lf-ma sk s  

qu iv er ed w ith th e convu l sion s of th eir m irth . Th e wom en shr iek ed, an d 
to ssed th e sl en der w in e-g la sses w il dly alof t, an d tu rned to m e  an d flung 
th em selv es on my bo som fa ir ly so b b ing w ith laugh ter .  

"Y es," I cont inu ed, a s  soon a s  the no isy m ir th h ad su b sided, "y es, I say , 
leav e my room in stan tly ! I w ill hav e non e o f  your unna tura l org ies her e !" 

"H is room !" shr iek ed the woman on my r ig ht. 
"H is room !" echo ed she on my l eft. 
"H is room ! H e  ca ll s it h is room !" shou ted the who l e  party, a s  th ey ro ll ed 

o nce mor e in to jo cu lar convu l sion s. 
"How k now you tha t it is your room ?" sa id on e of th e m en who sa t op 

po site to m e, a t  l eng th, af ter the laught er ha d on ce mor e som ew ha t  su bsided. 
"How do I know ?" I r ep lied, in dignan tly. "How do I know my own 

room ? How cou l d  I m istak e it, pray ? T her e' s my furn itur e  -my p iano .....:.." 
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"H e ca lls that a p ian o!" sh out ed my n eighb or s. 
Th e p ecu liar empha sis th ey la id on th e word "p ian o" cau sed m e  t o  scrut i

n ize th e art ic le I wa s ind icat ing m or e  th or ough ly. Up t o  th is t im e, th ough 
utt er ly ama zed at th e entranc e of th ese p eop le int o  my chamb er ,  and c on 
n ect ing th em som ewhat with th e wild st or ies I had h eard in th e gard en ,  I 
st ill had a sort of ind efinit e  id ea that th e wh ole th ing wa s a ma squ erad ing 
fr eak g ot up in my ab senc e, and that th e bacchana lian orgy I wa s witn essing 
wa s n oth ing m or e  than a p ort ion of som e elab orat e h oax of which I wa s t o  

b e  th e vict im. But wh en my ey es turn ed t o  th e c orn er wh er e I had left a 
hug e and cumbr ou s  p ian o, and b eh eld a va st and sombr e organ lif ting it s 
flut ed front t o  th e very c eiling , and c on vinc ed my self ,  by a hu rr ied pr oc ess of 

m em ory , that it occup ied th e very spot in wh ich I had left my own in stru 
m ent , th e l itt le self -p ossess ion that I had left for sook m e. I ga zed ar ound m e  
b ewild er ed. 

In lik e  mann er everyth ing wa s chang ed .  In th e p lac e of that old haft less 
dagg er ,  c onn ect ed with so many h ist or ic a ssoc iat ion s  p er sona l t o  my self ,  
I b eh eld a Turk ish yataghan dang ling by it s b elt of cr im son silk, wh ile th e 
j ewels in th e h ilt b la zed a s  th e lamp light p lay ed up on th em. In th e sp ot 
wh er e hung my ch er ish ed sm ok ing -cap , m em or ia l  of a bur ied love, a kn ight ly 

ca squ e wa s su sp end ed ,  on th e cr est of wh ich a g old en drag on st ood in th e 
act of spr ing ing. That strang e lith ograph by Ca lam e wa s n o  long er a lith o
graph , but it seem ed t o  m e  that th e p ort ion of th e wa ll wh ich it had c ov
er ed , of th e exact shap e and size, had b een cut out ,  and , in p lac e of th e p ic 

tur e, a real sc en e on th e sam e  sca le, and with r ea l  act or s, wa s d ist inct ly 
visib le. Th e old oak wa s th er e, and th e st ormy sky wa s th er e ; but I sa w th e 

branch es of th e oak sway with th e t emp est ,  and th e c loud s  dr ive b efor e th e 
wind. Th e wand er er in h is c loak wa s g on e; but in h is p lac e I b eh eld a c irc le 
of wild figures, m en and wom en ,  danc ing with link ed hand s ar ound th e b ole 
of th e gr eat tr ee, chant ing som e wild fragm ent of a song , t o  wh ich th e wind s 

r oar ed an un earth ly ch oru s. Th e sn owsh oes, t oo, on wh ose sin ewy woof I 
ha d sp ed for many day s am id st Canad ian wa st es, had van ish ed, and in th eir 
p lac e lay a pa ir of strang e upcur led Turk ish slipp er s. 

A ll wa s chang ed .  Wh er ever my ey es turn ed th ey m issed fam iliar ob j ect s, 
y et enc ount er ed strang e r epr esentat ives. St ill, in a ll th e sub st itut es th er e  
seem ed t o  m e  a r em in isc enc e  of wha t th ey r ep lac ed. Th ey seem ed on ly for 
a time tran sm ut ed int o  oth er shap es, and th er e  ling er ed ar ound th em th e 
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at mo sphe re of w hat t hey o nce had bee n. T hu s  I could ha ve swo rn  the room 

to have bee n m ine , ye t the re wa s not hing in it that I could rig htly cla im. 
"Well , have you dete rm ined w het he r o r  not t his is you r roo m?" a sked 

the g irl o n  my left, pro ffe ring me a huge tumble r crea ming ove r w ith cham 
pag ne ,  a nd laug hing w icked ly a s  she spoke .  

"It is mine , "  I a nswe red , doggedly , st rik ing t he gla ss rudely w ith my ha nd, 
a nd da shing the a roma tic w ine ove r the w hite clot h. 

"Hu sh ! hu sh !" she sa id , ge ntly , not in t he lea st a nge red a t  my roug h  
treatme nt. "You a re ex cited . Alf shall play somet hing to soot he you ." 

At he r sig nal , o ne o f  the me n sa t dow n a t  t he o rga n. Afte r a sho rt ,  w ild , 
spa smod ic prelude , he bega n w hat seemed to me to be a sy mpho ny o f  re col 

le ctio ns. Da rk a nd so mb re , a nd all t hroug h full of gu ive ring a nd inte nse 
ago ny ,  it a ppea red to re call a da rk a nd d ismal nig ht , o n  a cold ree f, a rou nd 
w hich a n  u nsee n  bu t te rribly aud ible o cea n b roke w it h  ete rnal fu ry . I t  
see med a s  {fa lo nely pa ir we re o n  the reef, o ne l iv ing , the ot he r  dead ; o ne 
cla sping his a rm s  a rou nd the te nde r ne ck a nd naked bo som of the o the r, st riv 
ing to wa rm he r into l ife, w he n  his ow n v ital ity wa s be ing ea ch mome nt 
su cked from him by the icy b rea th o f  t he sto rm. He re a nd t he re a te rrible 

wa il ing mino r  key would t re mble t hroug h  t he cho rd s l ike t he shriek o f  sea 
bird s, o r  the wa rning o f  adva ncing dea th. While t he ma n played I could 
sca rce re st ra in my self. I t  seemed to be Blokeeta w ho m  I l iste ned to , a nd o n  

w ho m  I ga zed. T hat wo nd rou s nig ht o f  plea su re a nd pa in that I had o nce 
pa ssed l iste ning to him seemed to have bee n take n u p  aga in at the spo t w he re 

it had b roke n o ff, a nd the same ha nd wa s co nt inu ing it. I sta red a t  t he ma n 
called Al f. T he re he sat w it h  his cloak a nd double t, a nd lo ng ra pie r  a nd ma sk 

o f  bla ck velve t. Bu t t he re wa s somet hing in the a ir o f  the peaked bea rd, a 
fam il ia r my ste ry in the w ild ma ss of rave n ha ir t ha t  fell a s  if w ind-blow n 

ove r his shoulde rs, w hich riveted my memo ry. 
"Blokeeta ! Blokeeta l" I shouted , sta rt ing u p  furiou sly fro m t he cou ch o n  

w hich I wa s ly ing ,  a nd bu rsting the fair a rms t ha t  we re l inked a rou nd my 
ne ck a s  if they had bee n hate ful cha ins, - "Blokeeta ! my frie nd ! speak to 

me, I e ntreat you ! Tell the se ho rrid e ncha nte rs to leave me . Say tha t I hate 
them. Say that I co mma nd t he m  to leave my room." 

T he ma n a t  the o rga n st irred no t in a nswe r to my a ppeal. He cea sed 
play ing, a nd the dy ing sou nd o f  t he la st note he had tou ched faded o ff  into · 

a mela ncholy moa n. 
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"Why will yo u per sist in cal ling this yo ur roo m?" sa id th e wo man n ex t  
me, with a sm ile m ean t to be kind, but to m e  in ex pr essibly loa th som e. 
"Hav e we no t sho wn yo u by th e fu rn iture, by th e g en era l app earan ce o f  th e 

p la ce, tha t yo u a re mi sta ken, and tha t  th is canno t be yo ur a pa rtm en t? Rest 
con ten t, th en, with us." 

"Rest con ten t ?" I an swered, mad ly ;  "live with gho sts ! ea t o f  a wful m ea ts, 
and see a wful sigh ts ! Nev er, n ever !" 

"Softly, so ftly !" said ano th er o f  th e sir en s. "Let us settle th is a mica bly .  
Th is poor g en tleman s eem s o bstina te and in clin ed to ma ke an uproa r. 

"No w," sh e con tin ued, "I hav e a p ropo si tion to ma ke . .It wo uld be 
r id iculo us fo r  us to sur rend er th is room simp ly beca use th is g en tleman 
sta tes tha t it is hi s ;  an d y et I feel anx io us to g ra tify, a s  far a s  may be fair, h is 
wild a ssertion o f  o wn ersh ip. A room , a fter a ll, is no t m uch to us ; we can g et 

on e ea sily eno ugh, but sti ll we sho uld be loa th to g iv e  th is apar tm en t  up to 
so im perio us a demand . W e  ar e willing , ho wever, to risk its lo ss. Tha t  is to 
say," - turn ing to m e, - "I p ropo se tha t  we play for th e room . I f  yo u 
win, we wi ll imm ed ia tely surr end er it to yo u j ust a s  it stand s; if, on th e 
con trary, yo u lo se, yo u sha ll bind yo urself to d epar t." 

Agoni zed a t  th e ev er-da rkening my steries tha t seem ed to th ick en 
a ro und m e, and d espa iring o f  being a ble to d issipa te th em by th e m ere 
ex ercise o f  m y  o wn will, I ca ugh t a lmo st g lad ly a t  th e chan ce th us p resen ted 
to m e. 

''I agr ee," I cr ied, eag er ly ; "I agr ee. Any th in g  to rid my self o f  such 
un ea rth ly com pany !" 

Th e woman to uch ed a sma ll go ld en bell tha t stood n ear h er on th e ta ble, 
and it ha d sca rce cea sed to tin kle wh en a Neg ro d v,.ar f en ter ed with a silv er 
tray on wh ich were d ice-box es and d ice. A sh ud der pa ssed o ver m e  a s  I 
tho ugh t in th is stun ted A frican I co uld tra ce a resem blan ce to th e gho ul-like 
bla ck servan t to who se a tten dan ce I had been a ccustom ed. 

"No w," sai d  my n eigh bo r, sei zing on e o f  th e d ice-boxe s and g iving me the 
o th er, "th e  h igh est win s. Sha ll I th row fir st?" 

I no dd ed a ssen t. Sh e ra ttled th e d ice, and I felt a n  inexpr essible load lifted 
from m y  h ea rt a s  sh e th rew fifteen . 

"It is yo ur turn," sh e sa id, with a mo cking smi le; "but befor e  yo u thro w, 
I r ep ea t  th e o ffer I mad e yo u before. L ive with us. Be on e o f  us." 

My rep ly wa s a fier ce oa th ,  a s  I ra ttled the dice with spa smo dic n er vo us-
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n ess an d flung them on the bo ar d. T hey roll ed ov er an d ov er ag ain , an d 
during that b rief ins tan t  I fel t a s us pens e, the in tensi ty of whi ch I hav e  

n ev er kno wn b efore o r  s inc e. A t  las t they lay b efore m e. A s ho ut o f  the 
s am e  horr ibl e, m adden ing l aug hter rang in my ears. I peered in v ain at the 
dic e, b ut my s ig ht was so con fus ed that I coul d no t dis tingu is h the amoun t 

o f  the c as t. T his las ted for a few mom en ts. T hen m y  s ig ht g rew cl ear, an d I 
s an k  b ac k  almos t l ifel ess with des pair as I s aw that I had thro wn bu t tudve! 

"Los t !  Los t ! "  scream ed my n eig hbo r, wi th a wil d  l aug h. "Los t !  Los t !" 
s ho uted the deep vo ic es o f  the m as ked m en. "L eav e  us , co war d !" they al l 
cried ; "you are no t fit to b e  on e o f  us. Rememb er your prom is e; l eav e us !"  

T hen it s eem ed as i f  som e uns een po wer c aug ht m e  by the s ho ul ders an d 
thrus t  m e  to ward the doo r. In v ain I r es is ted. In v ain I scream ed an d s ho uted 

for hel p. In v ain I scr eam ed an d twis ted in des pair . In v ain I im plo red them 
for pi ty. A ll the reply I had was thos e mo cking peals o f  m errim en t, whil e, 
un der the inv is ib le in flu enc e, I s tagg ered l ike a drun ken m an to ward the 
door. As I r eac hed the thr es hol d  the o rg an peal ed o ut a wild, trium phal 

s train. T he po wer that im pell ed m e  conc en tr ated its el f  in to on e vigoro us 
im puls e that s en t  m e  b lin dly s tagg ering o ut in to the ec ho ing co rridor, an d, 
as the doo r clos ed s wi ftly b ehin d  m e, I c aug ht one glim ps e  o f  the apartm en t 
I had l eft forev er. A c hang e  pass ed li ke a s hado w ov er i t. The l am ps di ed o ut,  
the s ir en wom en an d m as ked m en had v an is hed, the flo wers , the frui ts , 
the b rig ht s il ver an d bi zarr e furn itur e faded s wi ftly , an d I s aw ag ain , for the 
ten th o f  a s econ d, my o wn ol d c hamb er res tor ed. 

T he n ex t  ins tan t the doo r clos ed viol en tly , an d I was left s tan ding in the 
corri do r  s tunn ed an d des pairing . 

As soon as I had par tially r ecov er ed my com pr ehension I rus hed m adly 
to the door , with the dim idea of b eating it in . My fing ers touc hed a co ld 
an d so lid wall. T here was no door ! I felt all along the co rrido r for m any 

y ards on bo th s ides. T here was no t ev en a crev ic e to g iv e  m e  ho pe. No on e 
ans wer ed. In the v es tibul e I m et the N eg ro ;  I s eized him by the coll ar ,  an d 
dem an ded my room. T he demon s ho wed _his whi te an d awful teeth, whic h 
wer e  fil ed in to a s aw-l ike s hape, an d, extric ating hims el f from my g ras p 
with a s udden j er k, fled do wn the pass ag e with a g ibb ering l aug h. No thing 
but ec ho ans wer ed to my des pairing s hri eks. 

S in ce that awfu l  ho ur I hav e  n ev er foun d my room. Ev ery wher e  I loo k 
for it, yet n ev er see i t. S hall I ever fin d it ?  



Such sober-minded individuals as the British Astronomer Royal keep telling 
us that life cannot exist on such-and-such a planet because conditions there 
would not support life as we know it. The writers of science fiction prefer to 
believe that the Creator is too versatile to he restricted to our familiar nitrogen 
metabolism, and like to speculate on the literally unearthly forms of life that 
may exist elsewhere. Theodore Sturgeon, whose hook WITHOUT SORCERY 

has heen one of the critically hest received ventures in recent fantasy publishing, 
has here speculated so delightfully on the nature of hurkles that you may 
almost find yourself wishing that the astonishing ending were factually true. 

Cf'he Hurkle Is a Happy 13eaft 
by T H E O D O R E  S T U R G E ON 

Tms 1s EARTH, and it once was horrible with wars, and murders, and young 
love in the spring. It would be today, but for a man of principle, a man of 
action. So gather around me, and hear about how it began. It began on 
Lirht. 

Lirht is either in a different universal plane or in another island galaxy. 
Perhaps these terms mean the same thing. The fact remains that Lirht is a 
planet with three moons (one of which is unknown) and a sun. 

Lirht is inhabited by gwik, its dominant race, and by several less highly 
developed species which, for purposes of this narrative, can be ignored. 
Except, of course, for the hurkle. The hurkle are highly regarded by the 
gwik as pets, in spite of the fact that a hurkle is so affectionate that it can 
have no loyalty. 

The prettiest of the hurkle are blue. 
Now, on Lirht, in i ts greatest ci ty, there was trouble, the nature of which 

does not matter to us, and a gwik named Hvov, whom you may immedi
ately forget, blew up a building which was important for reasons we cannot 
understand. This event caused great excitement, and gwik left their homes 
and factories and strubles and streamed toward the center of town, which is 
how a certain laboratory door was left open. 
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In times of such huge confusion, the little things go on. During the "Ten 
Cays That Shook the World" the cafes and theaters of Moscow and Petro
grad remained open, people fell in love, sued each other, died, shed sweat and 
tears ; and some of these were tears of laughter. So on Lirht, while the deci
sions on the fate of the miserable Hvov were being formulated, gwik still 
fardled, funted, and fupped. The great central hewton still beat out its 
mighty pulse, and in the anams the corsons grew . . . .  

Into the above-mentioned laboratory, which had been left open through 
the circumstances described, wandered a hurkle kitten. It was very happy to 
find itself there ; but then, the hurkle is a happy beast. It prowled about fear
lessly - it could become invisible if frightened - and it glowed at the legs 
of the tables and at the glittering, racked walls. It moved sinuously, hump
ing its back and arching along on the floor. Its front and rear legs were stiff 
and straight as the legs of a chair; the middle pair had two sets of knees, 
one bending forward, one back. It was engineered as ingeniously as a scor
pion, and it was exceedingly blue. 

Occupying almost a quarter of the laboratory was a huge and intricate 
machine, unhoused, showing the signs of development proj ects the galaxies 
over - temporary hookups from one component to another, cables ter
minating in spring clips, measuring devices standing about on small tables 
near the main work. The kitten regarded the machine with curiosity and 
friendly intent, sending a wave of radiations outward which were its glow, 
or purr. It arched daintily around to the other side, stepping delicately but 
firmly on a floor switch. 

Immediately there was a rushing, humming sound, like small birds chas
ing large mosquitos, and parts of the machine began to get warm. The kit
ten watched curiously, and saw, high up inside the clutter of coils and wires, 
the most entrancing muzziness it had ever seen. I t  was like heat-flicker over 
a fallow field ; it was like a smoke-vortex ; it was like red neon lights on a wet 
pavement. To the hurkle kitten's senses, that red-orange flicker was also 
like the smell of catnip to a cat, or anise to a terrestrial terrier. 

It reared up toward the glow, hooked its forelegs over a busbar - for
tunately there was no ground potential - and drew itself upward. It 
climbed from transformer to power-pack, skittered up a variable condenser 
- the setting of which was changed thereby - disappeared momentarily 
as it felt the bite of a hot tube, and finally teetered on the edge of the glow. 
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The glow hovered in midair in a sort of cabinet, which was surrounded 
by heavy coils embodying tens of thousands of turns of small wire and great 
loops of bus. One side, the front, of the cabinet was open, and the kitten 
hung there fascinated, rocking back and forth to the rhythm of some un
heard music it made to contrast this sourceless flame. Back and forth, back 
and forth it rocked and wove, riding a wave of delicious, compelling sensa
tion. And once, just once, it moved its center of gravity too far from its 
point of support. Too far - far enough. It tumbled into the cabinet, into 
the flame. 

One muggy, mid-June day a teacher, whose name was Stott and whose 
duties were to teach seven subjects to forty moppets in a very small town, 
was writing on a blackboard. He was writing the word Madagascar, and the 
air was so sticky and warm that he could feel his undershirt pasting and un
pasting itself on his shouider0blades with each round "a" he wrote. 

Behind him there was a sudden rustle from the moist seventh-graders. 
His schooled reflexes kept him from turning from the board until he had 
finished what he was doing, by which time the room was in a young uproar. 
Stott about-faced, opened his mouth, closed it again. A thing like this would 
require more than a routine reprimand. 

His forty-odd charges were writhing and squirming in an extraordinary 
fashion, and the sound they made, a sort of whimpering giggle, was unique. 
He looked at one pupil after another. Here a hand was busily scratching a 
nape; there a boy was digging guiltily under his shirt ; yonder a scrubbed 
and shining damsel violently worried her scalp. 

Knowing the value of individual attack, Stott intoned, "Hubert, what 
seems to be the trouble ?" 

The room immediately quieted, though diminished scrabblings contin
ued. "Nothin', Mister Stott," quavered Hubert. 

Stott flicked his gaze from side to side. Wherever it rested, the scratching 
stopped and was replaced by agonized control. In its wake was rubbing and 
twitching. Stott glared, and idly thumbed a lower left rib. Someone snick
ered. Before he could identify the source, Stott was suddenly aware of an in
tense itching. He checked the impulse to go after it, knotted his jaw, and 
swore to himself that he wouldn't scratch as long as he was out there, front 
and center. "The class will -" he began tautly, and then stopped. 
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There was a - a something on the sill of the open window. He blinked and 
looked again. It was a translucent, bluish cloud which was almost nothing at 
all. It was less than a something should be, but it was indeed more than a 
nothing. If he stretched his imagination just a little, he might make out the 
outlines of an arched creature with too many legs ; but of course that was 
ridiculous. 

He looked away from it and scowled at his class. He had had two unfor
tunate experiences with stink bombs, and in the back of his mind was the 
thought of having seen once, in a trick-store window, a product called 
"itching powder". Could this be it, this terrible itch? He knew better, how
ever, than to accuse anyone yet; if he were wrong, there was no point in 
giving the little geniuses any extra-curricular notions. 

He tried again. "The cl -" He swallowed. This itch was . . .  "The class 
will -" He noticed that one head, then another and another, were turning 
toward the window. He realized that if the class got too interested in what 
he thought he saw on the window sill, he'd have a panic on his hands. He 
fumbled for his ruler and rapped twice on the desk. His control was not what 
it should have been at the moment; he struck far too hard, and the reports 
were like gunshots. The class turned to him as one; and behind them the 
thing on the window sill appeared with great distinctness. 

It was blue - a truly beautiful blue. It had a small spherical head and an 
almost identical knob at the other end. There were four stiff, straight legs, a 
long sinuous body, and two central limbs with a boneless look about them. 
On the side of the head were four pairs of eyes, of graduated sizes. It teetered 
there for perhaps ten seconds, and then, without a sound, leapt through the 
window and was gone. 

Mr. Stott, pale and shaking, closed his eyes. His knees trembled and 
weakened, and a delicate, dewy mustache of perspiration appeared on his 
upper lip. He clutched at the desk and forced his eyes open; and then, 
flooding him with relief, pealing into his terror, swinging his control back 
to him, the bell rang to end the class and the school day. 

"Dismissed," he mumbled, and sat down. The class picked up and left, 
changing itself from a twittering pattern of rows to a rowdy kaleidoscope 
around the bottle-necking doorway. Mr. Stott slumped down in his chair, 
noticing that the dreadful itch was gone, had been gone since he had made 
that thunderclap with the ruler. 
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Now, Mr. Stott was a man of method. Mr. Stott prided himself on his 
ability to teach his charges to use their powers of observation and all the 
machinery of logic at their command. Perhaps, then, he had more of both 
at his command - after he recovered himself- than could be expected of 
an ordinary man. 

He sat and stared at the open window, not seeing the sun-swept lawns 
outside. And after going over these events a half-dozen times, he fixed on 
two important facts : 

First, that the animal he had seen, or thought he had seen, had six legs. 
Second, that the animal was of such a nature as to make anyone who had 

not seen it believe he was out of his mind. 
These two though ts had their corollaries : 
First, that every animal he had ever seen which had six legs was an insect, 

and 
Second, that if anything were to be done about this fantastic creature, he 

had better do it by himself. And whatever action he took must be taken im
mediately. He imagined the windows being kept shut to keep the thing out 
- in this heat - and he cowered away from the thought. He imagined the 
effect of such a monstrosity if it bounded into the midst of a classroom full of 
children in their early teens, and recoiled. No; there could be no delay in 
this matter. 

He went to the window and examined the sill. Nothing. There was noth
ing to be seen outside, either. He stood thoughtfully for a moment, pulling 
on his lower lip and thinking hard. Then he went downstairs to borrow five 
pounds of DDT powder from the janitor for an "experiment." He got a wide, 
flat wooden box and an electric fan, and set them up on a table he pushed 
close to the window, and then he  sat down to wait, in case, just in case the 
blue beast returned. 

When the hurkle kitten fell into the flame, it braced itself for a fall at 
least as far as the floor of the cabinet. Its shock was tremendous, then, when 
it found itself so braced and already resting on a surface. It looked around, 
panting with fright, its invisibility reflex in full operation. 

The cabinet was gone. The flame was gone. The laboratory with its win
dows, lit by the orange Lirhtian sky, its ranks of shining equipment, its 
hulking, complex machine - all were gone. 



THE HURKLE IS A HAPPY BEAST 

Th e hurkl e ki tten sprawl ed in an op en ar ea ,  a sor t o flawn. No colors w er e  
righ t ;  ev ery thing s eem ed half -li t, filmy , ou t-o f-focus. Th er e  w er e  tr ees ,  bu t 
no t low and fla t and bush y lik e hon es t  Lirh tian tr ees ,  bu t wi th s traigh t 
na ked trunks and l eav es lik e a por tl e's too th. Th e di ffer en t  a tmosph eric 
gas es had colors ; clouds of fading , changing fain t colors o bscur ed and r e
v eal ed ev ery thing. Th e ki tten twi tch ed i ts ca fmors and rudd ied i ts kump , 
righ t th er e wh er e  i t  s tood ; for no amoun t of early training could ov ercom e 
a shock lik e this . 

I t  ga th er ed i ts elf tog eth er and tr ied to mov e ;  and th en it go t i ts s econd 
shock. Ins tead of arching ov er inchworm -wis e, i t  floa ted in to th e air and cam e 
down thr ee tim es as far as i t  had ev er jump ed in i ts lif e. 

I t  cow er ed on th e dr eamlik e grass , dar ting glanc es all a bou t, und er ,  and 
up. I t  was lon ely and terri fied and fel t v er y  much pu t-upon. It saw i ts 
shadow through th e shi fting ha ze, and th e sigh t terri fied i t  ev en mor e ;  for i t  
had no shadow wh en it was frigh ten ed on Lirh t. Ev ery thing h er e  was all 

backwards and wrong way up ; i t  go t mor e visi ble, ins tead of less , wh en i t  was 
frigh ten ed ; i ts l egs didn 't work righ t, i t  couldn' t s ee prop erly , and th er e 

wasn' t a sing le, so litar y ma lap ek to be th rodd ed anywh er e. It though t som e 
music ; happily , tha t  sound ed all righ t insid e i ts round h ead , though som e
how it d idn 't resonate as w ell as it had . 

I t  tri ed ,  wi th ex tr em e cau tion , to mov e again. This tim e its tra j ec tory was 
shor ter and mo re con trol led. I t  tri ed a small , g round ed pac e, and was qui te 
succ ess ful. Th en i t  bo bbed for a mom en t, s eesawing on i ts flexing middl e 
pair of l egs , and , wi th u tter a bandon , flung its elf sk yward. I t  w ent up p er 
haps fif teen f eet, turning end ov er end, and land ed wi th i ts s ti ff  for efeet in 

th e turf . 
It was compl etel y  d eligh ted wi th this s ensa tion. It ga th er ed i ts elf tog eth er , 

gr yting wi th jo y, and l eap t up again. This tim e i t  mad e mor e dis tanc e than 
al ti tud e, and bounc ed two long , happ y bounc es as i t  land ed. 

I ts f ears w er e  gon e in th e explora tion of this d elicio us · n ew freedom of 
mo tion. Th e hurkl e, as has been said befor e, is a happ y beas t. It curv etted 
and sail ed ,  soar ed and som ersaul ted ,  and a t  las t brough t up agains t a bric k 
wall wi th s tunning and unpl easan t r esul ts. It was l earning , th e hard wa y, 
a dis tinc tion betw een w eigh t and mass. Th e effec t was sligh t bu t pain ful. 
It dr ew back and s tar ed forlornl y a t  th e bricks. Jus t  wh en i t  was beginning 
to f eel f riendl y again . . . . 
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It looked u pw ard ,  and saw wh at appeared to b e  an open ing in th e w all 
som e eigh t f eet ab ov e th e g round. Ov erc om e  by a spirit of h igh adv en tu re, 
it sprang u pw ard and c am e  to rest on a w ind ow sill - a f eat of wh ich it w as 
very proud. I t  c rouch ed th ere, preen ing itself, and look ed in sid e. 

It  saw a m ost pleasing v ista. M ore th an fo rty amu sing ly ug ly an im als, ap
paren tly im prison ed by th eir low er ex trem ities in ind iv idu al stalls, b ow ed 
and n odd ed and mumb led .  A t  th e far end of th e room stood a taller, m ore 
slend er m on ster w ith a n ak ed h ead -n aked c om pared with th ose of th e 
trapped on es, wh ich w ere c ov ered w ith h air lik e a m aw son 's egg. A f ew 

m om en ts' study sh ow ed th e k itten th at in reality on ly on e sid e of th e h ead s 
w as h airy ;  th e tall on e tu rn ed around and b eg an m ak ing track s in th e end 
w all, and its h ead prov ed to b e  h airy on th e oth er sid e too. 

Th e hu rk le kitten found th is v astly en tertain ing . I t  b eg an to rad iate 
wh at w as, on Lirh t, ;; pu rr, or g low. In th is fan tastic plac e it w as n ot v isib le ;  
in stead , th e trapped an im als b eg an to respond w ith m ost cu riou s  w rith ing s 
and squ irm ing s and su ssu ran t rubb ing s of th eir h id es w ith th eir c law s. Th is 
pleased th e k itten ev en m ore, fo r  it lov ed to b e  n otic ed, and it red oub led 
th e g low. Th e rec eptiv e  m otion s of th e an im als b ec am e  alm ost f ran tic. 

Th en th e tall on e tu rn ed around ag ain . It m ad e  a cu riou s  sound or tw o. 
Th en it pick ed u p  a stick from th e platfo rm b efo re it and b rough t it d own 
with a h orrib le c rash. 

Th e sudd en n oise frigh ten ed th e hu rk le kitten h alf ou t of its w its. It w en t  
in visib le ;  bu t i ts v isib ility sy stem w as rev ersed h ere, and it w as sudd en ly 
ou tstand ing ly ev id en t. It tu rn ed and leapt ou tsid e, and b efo re it reach ed 
th e g round ,  a loud m etallic sh rilling pu rsu ed i t. There w ere g abb ling s and 
sb'u ffiing s from th e room wh ich add ed fo rc e  to th e kitten 's c on sum in g ter
ror. It scramb led to a low g row th of sh rubb e-ry and conc ealed itself. 

Very soon , h ow ev er, its irrepressib le g ood n atu re retu rn ed. I t  lay relax ed , 
w atch ing th e sligh t m ov em en t  of th e stem s  and leav es - som e  of th em 
m ay h av e  b een flow ers - in a sligh t b reeze. 

I t  tu rn ed its atten tion ag ain to th e w ind ow, w ond ering wh at th ose rack s 
of an im als m igh t b e  u p  to n ow. It seem ed v ery qu iet u p  th ere . • • .  Bold ly 
th e k itten c am e  from h id ing and launch ed itself at th e w ind ow ag ain. It w as 
pleased w ith itself ; it w as g etting qu ite profic ien t  at prec ision leaps in th is 

m ad plac e. Preen ing itself, it b alanc ed on th e w ind ow sill and looked in sid e. 
Su rprisin gly, all th e sm aller an im als w ere g on e. Th e larger on e w as h ud -
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dled behind the shelf at the end of the room. The kitten and the animal 
watched each other for a long moment. The animal leaned down and stuck 
something into the wall. 

Immediately there was a mechanical humming sound and something on a 
platform near the window began to revolve. The next thing the kitten knew 
it was enveloped in a cloud of pungent dust. 

It choked and became as visible as it was frightened, which was very. For 
a long moment it was incapable of motion; gradually, however, it became 
conscious of a poignant, painfully penetrating sensation which thrilled it to 
the core. 

The hurkle felt strange, transported. It turned and leapt high into the air, 
out from the building. 

Mr. Stott stopped scratching. Disheveled indeed, he went to the window 
and watched the odd sight of the blue beast, quite invisible now, but coated 
with dust, so that it was like a bubble in a fog. It bounced across the lawn 
in huge floating leaps, leaving behind it diminishing patches of white 
powder in the grass. He smacked his hands, one on the other, and smirking 
withdrew to straighten up. He had saved the earth from battle, murder and 
bloodshed, forever, but he did not know that. 

And the hurkle kitten ? 
It bounded off through the long shadows, and vanished in a copse of 

bushes. There it dug itself a shallow pit, working drowsily, more and more 
slowly. And at last it sank down and lay motionless, thinking strange 
thoughts, making strange music, and racked by strange sensations. Soon 
all its movements ceased, and it stretched out stiffly, motionless. 

For about two weeks. At the end of that time, the hurkle, no longer a 
kitten, was possessed of a fine, healthy litter of j ust under two hundred 
young. Perhaps it was the DDT, and perhaps it was the new variety of 
radiation that the hurkle received from the terrestrial sky, but they were all 
parthenogenetic females, even as you and I. 

And the humans? Oh, we b red so ! And how happy we were! 
But the humans had the slidy itch, and the scratchy itch, and the prickly 

or tingly or titillative paraesthetic formication. And there wasn't a thing 
they could do about it. 

So they left. 
Isn' t this a lovely place? 



We are assured that Mr. Holmes is no relation to his namesake, that eminent 
Chicago practitioner who did so much to raise murder to the status of a fine 
art. But the twentieth century Mr. H. is as worthy a master of evil as his 
great predecessor . . . literarily speaking, that is.' Author of two successful 
mystery novels, NINE '!'IMES NINE.and ROCKE'!' TO '!'HE MORGUE, he has also 
written of those more subtle, less easily detected sins, the crimes against the 
soul. Here is murder indeed most foul, for it is murder supernatural, murder 
by black magic. And it is, in a way , murder most moral, for Mr. Holmes 
points up the dreadful futility of practisint, of the devil's art. 

i{eview Copy 
by H .  H .  H O L M E S  

THE ONLY LIGHT in the room wa s the flame burning in side the pen ta cle .  
The man w ho ke pt hi s face in the shadow s  said , "But w hy do yo u wan t to 

ki ll him ?" 
The cu stomer said , "W ha t' s  tha t to you ?" 
"Le t u s  pu t i t  thi s wa y," the man sa id per sua sive ly. "In o rder to e stab li sh 

the psyc hi c  ra ppor t ne ce ssar y for the su c ce ss of ou r .. . ex perimen t, I need 
a fu ll knowledge of al l the emo tiona l fac tor s in vo lved . Onl y com ple te 
knowing c an com pe l  the Ab ." He ho ped i t  sounded plau sib le. 

The cu stomer said ,  "On ce he ga ve me a mor tal wound. I need to kill him 
too." 

"And w hy thi s me thod ? W hy no t so me thing more dire c t?" 
"I can' t cro ss the con tinen t. I can' t lea ve New York. A s  soon a s  I cro ss the 

ri ve r -'-- I don ' t  kno w, i t's li ke br ea th going ou t of m �  . . . .  " 
Com pul sion neuro si s, the man thoug ht;  form of agora phobia . "Bu t men 

ha ve been murdered by mai l?" he sugges ted . 
"No t thi s one. He 's too smar t. He wri te s  m yster y no ve ls ;  you don ' t  thin k 

he 'll o pen unex pe c te d  par cel s, ea t c ho cola te s  fro m stranger s -w hy i s  i t  al 
wa ys c ho cola tes ? - he 's too smar t, the de vi l." 

"Bu t surel y i t  should be po ssi ble to -" 
70 
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The customer sprang to his feet and his shadow wove wildly in the light 
from the pentacle. "I'm paying you ; isn't that enough? A body'd think 
you're trying to talk me out of it." 

"Nonsense," said the man in the shadows. Though it was true. He knew 
that he had powers and that he could make good money from their use. But 
he knew too how unpredictable they were, and he always experienced this 
momentary desire to talk the customer out of it. "But if you'd tell me your 
reason . . .  ?" There was method to that insistence too. When sometimes 
things failed and the customer turned nasty, a bit of private knowledge 
could often keep him from demanding his money back. 

The customer settled down again. "All right," he said. "I'll tell you." 
The light from the pentacle shone on his bared teeth and glistered off the 
drop of saliva at the corner of his mouth. "He reviewed my book. It was a 
clever review, a devilish review. It was so damnably wittily phrased that it  
became famous. Bennett Cerf and I.  M. P. quoted it in their columns. It 
was all anybody heard about the book. And it killed the book and killed me 
and he has to die." 

The man in shadow smiled unseen. One review out of hundreds, and in an 
out-of-town paper at that. But because it had been distinctively phrased, it 
was easy to make it a scapegoat, to blame its influence alone for the failure 
of a book that could never have succeeded. His customer was crazy as a 
bed-bug. But what did that matter to him, whose customers always were 
as mad as they were profitable? 

"You realize," he said, "that the blood must have fire?" 
"I've learned a lot about him. I know his habits and his reactions. There 

will be fire, and he'll use it." The customer hesitated, and a drop of saliva 
fell, luminous in the flame from the pentacle. "Will I . • •  will I know 
about it? As though I were there?" 

"It's your blood, isn't it?" the man said tersely. 
He said nothing more while he arranged the customer inside the pentacle. 

· At his side he set the container of thick black stuff and propped the cus
tomer's wrist over it so that the blood dripped in as he made the incision. 
Then he tossed a handful of powder onto the flame and began to chant. 

The book came into the office of the San Francisco Times in a normal and 
unobtrusive manner. It was in a cardboard box wrapped in brown paper and 
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bo re po stage at the prope r book-rate . The label wa s plain, bear ing n o  in 
for mation other than the typed add re ss, whi ch read : 

Book depa rt ment 
San Fran ci sco Ti me s 
San F ran ci sco, Cali fornia 

Mi ss Went z opene d the pa cka ge and di sca rded the "'rapp ing s. She glan ced 
at the oddly figured ja cket, opened the boo k and read the p rint ed slip. 

We ta ke plea su re in sending you thi s book for revie w and we 
shall app re ciate t wo clipping s of any noti ce you may give it . 

She mutte red he r opinion of publ ishe rs who give neithe r p ri ce no r publi ca 
ti on da te, and tu rned to the title page. Her eye s popped a little . 

T H E  B L O O D  I S  T H E  D EA T H  
being a colle ction of a rcane matter s 

de mon st rating 
that in the violen ce of death 

lie s  the futu re of li fe 
a sse mble d by 

Hie rony mu s  Melan c hthon 

Ne w Yo rk 
The Chora zin Pre ss 

1947 

Sh e had neve r hea rd of Hieron ymu s  Melan chthon nor The Chora zin Pre ss; 
but anything co me s  in to a ne wspape r. In a book revie w depart ment, in 
credulity i s  a forgotten e motion. Mi ss Went z shrugged and soberly set to 
making out a ca rd for the file s, ju st a s  though the thing were real ly a book. 

She wa s inte rrupted by the arrival of The G reat Man, a s  she (in private ) 
termed The Mo st In fluential Bookpage Editor We st of the Mi ssi ssippi. 
He b ree zed in , ca st a rapid eye over the pile of ne w arrival s, and h esitated a s  

he looked at The Blood ls the Death. 
"Wh at no w?" he said. He pi cked it up, held it in one hand, and let the 

page s  riffle pa st hi s thu mb .  So me people said he could tu rn out an i m -
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pe ccab le 250- word revie w afte r  su ch a ge stu re. "Crackpot," he sai d te rse ly. 
"Ove r on the lef t." He pi cke d  u p  hi s mail an d he ade d fo r  the inne r office : 
Bu t he stoppe d  a minu te an d l ooke d  at hi s thu mb ,  then took ou t hi s han d
ke rchief an d rub be d  at an in k smu dge. He l ooke d  hu rt, as a bi ol ogi st mi ght 

if a l ab oratory guine a- pi g  tu rne d  on him an d scratche d  him. 
Mi ss Wen tz pu t The Blood on the le ft. One wall of the office was a tall 

double b ook case . On the ri ght we re cu rren t b ooks to be revie we d, fr om 
whi ch the staff revie we rs m ade thei r sele cti on s. On the lef t was a hodge 
podge of ren tal roman ce s, v olu me s  of poe try prin te d by the au thor, se cre ts 
of the Cosm os publi she d  in Los An gele s an d othe r  ope ra con si de re d un worthy 

even of a pannin g. The Blood wen t in am on g them , be tween Chips of Illusion 
an d The Trismegist of the Count St Germain. 

Mi ss Wen tz wen t b ack to he r ty pe wri te r an d to he r task of ex pl ainin g to 
the u su al numbe r of e age r  aspi ran ts that T he Gre at M an di d n ot re ad un 
soli ci te d manu scri pts. In a m omen t she l ooke d  u p  au tomati cally an d sai d 
"Hell o," bu t the re was n o  one the re. Revie we rs we re al way s in an d ou t all 
day M on day ;  she was su re she had he ard, seen,felt someb ody . . • .  

S he trie d to ty pe an d wi she d the phone woul d rin g  or T he Gre at M an 
woul d de ci de to di ctate or even a scre wb all au thor woul d wan de r  in. Any 
thin g rathe r  than thi s  em pty room that was n ot qui te em pty .... 

S he was ve ry warm in he r wel come of T he Reve ren d, as she men tally 
l abelle d him - so warm as thorou ghly to di scon ce rt the Times' revie we r  
of re li gi ou s  b ooks. He was a y oun g man still in hi s di acon ate -n ot a ye ar 
ou t of the semin ary ye t, bu t al re ady re ali zin g the ne ts an d sprin ge s that are 
se t fo r  an unm arrie d cle rgym an. He was slowly be comin g, n ot so mu ch a 

mi sogyni st as a gyn ophobe, an d foun d him self re adin g S ain t Paul m ore an d 
m ore often. He had al way s thou ght of the Times office as a haven of safe ty, 

hu t if even he re - He tu rne d away hi s fa ce, whi ch was re ddenin g emb ar
rassin gly , an d de vote d  him self to se ri ou s stu dy of the b ooks on the ri ght. 

He took down the lette rs of a Navy chapl ain , a le arne d the si s on con tem 
pl ati on ,  an d a sm all b ook in l arge ty pe wi th the pe ppy ti tle Prayer is the 
Payoff. He se t them on the table wi th a si gh of re si gn ati on (at that, the re 

mi ght be a se rm on i de a  in them some whe re )  an d l ooke d  i dly at the shelve s 
again. Wi th a half smile he re ache d  fo r  The Blood ls the Death. 

"Su ch a sacrile gi ou s ti tle !" he ob se rve d, pagin g throu gh i t. "I i magine 
thi s  mi ght fall in to my provin ce at that?" 
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"Wha t ?  Oh ." M iss Wen tz l ooked a t  The Blood. "Tha t's supp osed to be 
ov er on th e oth er sid e. H e  d oesn 't wan t any th in g  on tha t." 

" I found it h er e," h e  pr otested m ildly . 
"I 'd sw ea r I pu t it ov er w ith th e r ejec ts." Sh e rose and th ru st it in its 

p rop er pla c e. "Well, it's th er e n ow ." 
Th e Rev erend frown ed a t  h is fin ger. "Wha t frigh tful ink in tha t odd 

book ! Look h ow it c om es off." 
M iss Wen tz rea ch ed in th e draw er. "H ere's a Kl een ex." 
Bu t ru b th ou gh h e  w ould, th e sta in p er sisted .  H e  wa s still a t  i t, and ra th er 

w ish in g tha t  h e  m igh t  rev ert to th e v oca bulary of h is und er gradua te day s, 
wh en Mark Mall ow cam e in. 

Th e w ord u sually u sed for Ma rk Mall ow wa s cl ev er, or som etim es ev en 
br ill ian t. Peopl e alway s sa id h ow mu ch th ey adm ir ed h is w ork, or h ow en
ter ta in in g h e  wa s. Th ey w er e  n ever h eard to say any th in g  so simpl e a s  
"Mall ow ?  Y eah, a sw ell guy ." Mall ow w or e, am ong oth er n ec essary item s, 

a trim Van Dyk e and a jaun ty ha t and a br igh t bow tie. Y ou had a f eel in g 
tha t  h e  m igh t  hav e add ed spa ts and a can e if tha t had n ot been a l ittl e  too 

mu ch for San Fran c isc o. Th ere wa s a sp rin g to h is step and a c on stan t  sm il e 
on h is l ip s, wh ich w er e  thu s  alway s par ted to sh ow h is teeth . 

Th is wa s fair warn in g; for th ou gh Mark Mall ow n ev er bark ed, h is bite wa s 
an essen tial pa rt of h is l if e. F ew p eopl e  ev er qu estion ed h is jud gmen t in h is 
ch osen field of c ritic ism ;  Starr ett and Qu een and Sand oe w ere in c on stan t 
c orr espond en c e  w ith h im and r esp ec ted h is ta ste ; bu t n o  on e had ev er a c
cu sed h im of imm od era te sof th ear tedn ess. H e  wa s h on est, and h e  wr ote a 
rav e r ev iew wh en n ec essary ; bu t th e w ord s sound ed for c ed and c omp ell ed. 
H is pann in gs, on th e oth er hand, w ere gems of c on c ise a ssa ssina tion, sur 
gically a c cura te scalp el w ork tha t dr ew l if e  bl ood . 

H e  had fun. 
Mall ow n odd ed to Th e Rev erend, sm il ed a t  M iss Wen tz, and groan ed a t  

th e w eekly sta ck of wh odun its set a sid e  for h im .  Th en h e  l ook ed ov er th e 
gen eral sec tion on th e r igh t, p ick ed ou t a c oupl e of w ork s tha t bord ered on 

h is in terests, and pau sed w ith a wh istl e  of ama zemen t. H e  took d own a 
book, star ed a t  its titl e pa ge, and sa id , "I 'll be damn ed !  If y ou'll pard on m e, 
Rev er end ?" 

Th e Rev erend, wh o had l on g  con c urred in th e op in ion, sa id "Qu ite." 
"Jer om e  Bla ckland, or I 'll be sev eral th in gs I sh ouldn 't men tion h ere . . 
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Jot me down for this, Miss Wentz, if you please; this ought to be good 
clean sport." 

Miss Wentz looked up automatically and then made a sharp little noise of 
exasperation. "How did that get back there?" 

"It  was right here," Mallow said. 
"I know . . .  and I'll take my oath on a stack of Bibles that I put it over 

on the left not once but twice. Didn't I ?" 
The Reverend nodded. "I saw you." 
"And now it's . . .  Oh well. He doesn't want it reviewed, but if it in

terests you especially . . . " 
"Why?" The Reverend asked. 
Mallow extended the book open at its mad titlepage. "You see that un

believable name, Hieronymus Melanchthon?" 
"A pseudonym, of co�rse. So much of that quasi-mystical literature is 

pseudonymous." 
"Like the man who wrote under the name of St. John a century or so 

later?" Mallow asked slyly. "Well, I know who's back of this pseud. Trans
late it, and what do you get?" 

The Reverend summoned up his seminarian Greek. "Jerome Black • • •  
land, would it be?" 

"Exactly. Rich screwball New Yorker. Got all tangled up with black 
magic and stuff and turned out an amazing opus half-novel, half-autobi
ography, that made William Seabrook and Montague Summers look like 
skeptics. I had fun with it. I think I'll have fun with this, too - Damn !" He 
broke off and stared at his thumb. "I'm bleeding. Did this infernal opus up 
and take a nip at me? No . . .  I'm not bleeding. It's off the book. What the 
devil kind of ink is this?" 

The Reverend looked - and was - perplexed. On his own hand the 
smudge from that strangely printed volume was black. On Mark Mallow's 
it was blood-red. It seemed perverse. Doubtless some simple explanation -
some chemical salt present in Mallow's body secretions and not in his which 
acted as reagent . . . .  Nevertheless he was nervous, and found an occasion 
promptly to leave the office. 

Mallow went on into the inner office to confer with The Great Man, 
leaving The Blood behind him. This time it stayed put, waiting for him. 
Miss Wentz tried to type again, but still the room was unempty. Not until 
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Mallo w a nd h is bo ok- cra mmed briefca se had d epa rted d id th e roo m  f eel or 
dinar y a ga in.  

Mark Mallo w settl ed him sel f  co mforta bl y o n  th e Br id ge trai n. It wa s. th e 
com muters' ho ur a nd th e trai n wa s pa cked ; but experi ence a nd ingenuity 

al way s co mbi ned to get h im a sea t. Wh en h e  had finish ed a cur sor y exa mi na 
tio n of th e a fter noo n newspa per, h e  spread i t  ov er hi s tro user l egs, ho isted 

h is briefca se up o nto hi s la p, a nd bega n r um ma ging amo ng th e week's sto ck. 
Th e pa unch y  busi nessma n o ccupy ing th e o th er hal f o f  th e sea t need ed mo re 
tha n  a hal f for h is bulk; but Mallo w' s  muscl es, skill ed in th is form of civ il ia n 
co mma ndo ,  unco nscio usly f end ed o ff  h is encroa chm ent. 

Th e rid e o ver th e Bay Br id ge, even by train (wh ich o pera tes o n  a lo wer 
a nd l ess scenic l evel tha n  mo to r tra ffic), is bea utiful a nd exci ting th e first 

time. B ut ha bi tues nev er gla nce o ut th e wi ndo w  unl ess to a ttem pt to dra w 
d ed uctio ns fro m sh ips in po rt a t  th e mo ment. Ma rk Mallo w sa w no thi ng of 

th e spl endor o f  th e ba y a s  h e  sel ected th e la test Crai g Rice to enjoy o n  th e 
trip. (Fo r Mallo w did enjo y r eadi ng a good whod uni t ;  h e  m erel y ha ted to 
wri te a bo ut a ny but th e stinker s.) 

H e  r ead th e first pa ge ov er th ree times before h e  r eal ized tha t th e en
deavor wa s va in. Som eth ing urged him to repla ce th e Rice in th e briefca se 
and extra ct a no th er vol um e, th e o ne with th e oddly fi gur ed ja cket. His ha nd 
seem ed to mov e of itsel f, a nd a t  th e sa me t im e  h is m uscl es a nno unced th e 
sur prising fa ct tha t th ere wa s no lo nger a pressur e from th e businessma n. In 
fact, h e  seemed to be ed ging a way. 

Ma llo w smil ed a s  h e  o pened th e book. Th e pretentio us a bsurd ity of th e 
titl e  pa ge d eli gh ted h im, a nd th e text mo re tha n  l iv ed up to it. (Th e busi 
nessma n d id no t look th e ty pe who wo uld giv e hi s sea t to a lady.) It  is, I 
suppo se, inevita bl e, Mallo w  reflected , tha t  tho se who seek to express the 
inexpr essi bl e sho uld hav e no tal ent for expressio n. (Th e lad y d id no t look 
th e ty pe to refu se a sea t ei th er.) S urel y wor th a choi ce sta bbing l ittl e  para 
gra ph for th e col umn. A jo y, if o nl y  it weren' t for thi s  dam ned ink .... 
(Th e sea t r ema ined va ca nt,  in tha t  cro wd ed ca r, for the whol e of th e tr ip. 
Mallo w d id no t no tice it ;  it seemed a s  tho ugh th er e wer e so me o ne th ere.) 

The Rever end wa s stil l  a tr ifle pertur bed. It wa s rid iculo us tha t o ne sho uld 
wor ry a bo ut such a no th ing a s  a minor ch emi cal odd ity. Had h e  no t i n  
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fact pre pared a ser mon for next Sunda y de cr ying the modern materia lists 
wh o redu ce e ver ything t o  a series of che mi cal rea cti ons ? 

But there was al wa ys one s our ce of pea ce and cons olati on. The Reverend 
t ook d own his Bi ble , intending t o  turn t o  the psalms -the ninet y-first, 
pr oba bl y. But he dr opped the B ook in ast onishment . 

It had ha ppened s o  q ui ckl y it could s car ce ly be belie ved .  
The smudge on his thum b had been bla ck. I n  the instant that it t ou ched 

the Bi ble it turned bl ood -red , exa ctl y like the stain on Mark Mall ow's 
ha nd. Then there was a minute hissing n oise and an instant of intense heat. 

There was n o  s mudge at a ll on his thu mb now. 
There was n o  one in Dr. Halstead's office . The Reverend t ook u p  the 

ph one hastil y and dialed the nu mber of the Times. He said "B ook de part 
ment," and a moment later de manded urgentl y, "Miss Went z? Can you 

gi ve me Ma llow' s h ome address ?" 

Mark Mall ow ate well , as he al wa ys d id when he felt in cl ined to cook for 
himself. The dinner was si mple : a pair of rex s ole , boiled ri ce (with a pin ch 
of sa ffr on ) , and a t ossed salad ; but it could n ot have been satis fact oril y du 
pli cated e ven in San Fran cis co, the cit y  of restaurants . 

A half bottle of de cent Cha blis with dinner and a brand y after (both from 
Cali fornia vine yards , but n owise des pi ca ble ) had made Mall ow mell ow, as 

he th ought t o  hi mself with perverse delight in the jarring phrase. N ow the 
war mth of Craig Ri ce wou ld add pleasura bl y  t o  his gl ow. 

He settled himself in front of the fire pla ce. It was quiet u p  there in the 
Berkele y hills. N o, quiet was t oo mild a word '. It was still -n o, str onger 
yet -it was stilled. Hushed and gentl y frozen int o silen ce .  

There was n othing in the world but the fire a nd his purring digesti ve s ys
te m and the book in his hand. . . . The book was The Blood Is t he Deat h 
and the fire sh one on his reddened hand. 

Mark Mall ow s wore t o  himsel f, but he was t oo post prandiall y la zy t o  
move from the chair . He opened the book a nd read on a litt le .  His e yes hal f
cl osed ; high -flown gi bberish is one of the finest s opori fics. The y jerked open 

and he sat u p  with a start t o  greet the unex pe cted visit or. 
The r oom was e mpt y. 
He s wore again , in a hal f-hearted wa y. He turne d h is attenti on t o  th os e 

ex qu isite ly s atis fact or y  digesti ve pr ocesses and n oticed that the y had rea ched 
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a po int d ema nd ing som e  att ent io n. H e  ro se from t he cha ir, ca rried The Blood 
o ver to t he cu rrent - review bookca se, repla ced it t here, a nd took out t he 
C ra ig Rice a nd la id it o n  t he a rm of t he cha ir. Then he w ent to t he bat h
room , looking , fo r  no good rea so n, o ver his should er a s  he l eft t he room. 

The Reverend had stout l eg s. H e  need ed t hem a s  he to il ed up t he hill s  b e
yo nd t he end of t he st reet ca r  l ine. 

What a re you go ing to sa y ?  The Reverend a sked him self. What a re you 
go ing to do ? H e  could n't a nsw er his qu est io ns. H e  knew o nl y  t hat he had 
encou nt ered a situat io n  w here his dut y d ema nd ed a ct io n. 

I n  t he Roma n Chu rch, he b el ieved, o ne of t he low er o rd ers of t he p riest 
hood wa s know n b y  t he t itl e of Exo rcist. H e  wo nd ered if t he Roma n cl erg y  

w ere taug ht t he fu nct io ns of t hat o rd er, o r  wa s t he nam e m erel y a n  a rcha ic 
su rvival ? S ham efacedl y he l et his fi ng ers st eal into his po cket a nd tou ch t he 

bottl e nestl ing t here -t he t iny bottl e w hich he had fill ed w it h  ho ly wat er 
a s  he pa ssed a Roma n chu rch. 

The lig ht s a head mu st b e  t ho se of Ma rk Ma llow 's hou se. From t he fro nt 
w indow cam e a glow w hich seem ed to b e  t hat of a read ing lamp comb ined 
w it h  a wood fire. The l ig ht ed w indow wa s p ea ceful a nd of good om en. 

The red ness cam e t hen -t he va st red ness t hat fill ed t he room a nd t he 
w indow a nd bot h The Reverend 's eyes. 

When Ma rk Mallow cam e ba ck from t he bat hroom, he almo st hesitat ed 
b efo re ent ering t he room . H e  felt a n  ab su rd impul se to ret reat , lo ck t he 
doo r, a nd go to b ed. H e  sm il ed at him self (a ra re p henom eno n) a nd p ro 
ceed ed reso lut ely to t he cha ir. H e  sat ba ck, p icked up t he C ra ig Rice ... 

a nd it s p rint cam e o ff  red o n  his fing ers. H e  stood up ip w rat h a nd hu rl ed 
t he cra ckpot volum e into t he fire. 

I n  t he insta nt b efore he hu rl ed it, t he room gat hered it self up into ex 
p ectat io n. The shadow s qu ivered, know ing w hat ma nner of l ig ht wa s about 
to d isp el t hem. The flames of t he fi repla ce shra nk ba ck to receive t heir fi erce 
fr esh fuel. Fo r a n  insta nt t here wa s no t im e  in t his spa ce. 

That t ick t hat wa s et ernit y pa ssed a nd t im e  ru shed ba ck into t he room. 
The book fou nd t he flames a nd t he flames fou nd t he blood a nd t he blood 

fou nd the d eat h t hat is t he l if e  a nd t he l if e  that is d eat h. The shadow w ent 
from infra- visib il it y  to bl ind ing sig ht a nd it wa s o ne w it h  flam es a nd blood 
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and book and th e on e th ing that was shad ow and flam es and blood and 
book lea pt. 

Th e room was da rk wh en Th e Rev erend entered. Th ere had been too 
m uch light th ere fo r  an instant; th e ba lanc e of th e san e un iv ers e  d emand ed 
blackn ess . 

Th e light cam e on w ith out h is touch ing it wh en th e ba lanc e h ung ev en 
aga in. H e  d id n ot blink beca us e  it was n ec essa ry that h e  sh ould s ee th is s ight. 
H e  saw th e body of Ma rk Ma llow and h e  saw th e blood of Ma rk Ma llow and 

an oth er. 
Th e Rev erend kn ew what to d o. H e  open ed th e ph ia l of h oly water and 

sta rted to pour it on th e blood . Instead, th e blood ran towa rd h im ,  but h e  
d id n ot flinch. H e  stood h is g round and watch ed as th e water and th e blood 
c omm ing led and w ere on e, and that on e was th e water. H e  rec ork ed th e 
ph ia l, and in it was on ly water and a round th e body of Ma rk Ma llow was 
on ly th e blood of on e man. 

H e  left th e h ous e. H e  und erstood a little. H e  und erstood that h uman rea 
s on cann ot acc ept a c orps e wh ich sh eds . tw ic e its am ount of blood, and that 
h is pres enc e had ena bled h im to red ress th e ba lanc e. Now Ma llow 's d eath 
w ould be on ly a terrible and uns olv ed m urd er, wh ile it m ight hav e open ed 
to man a kn ow ledg e wh ich h e  c ould n ot bea r. H e  fo und it ha rd er to und er
stand why h e  had been perm itted to a rrive on ly after th e • .. ha ppen ing. 
H e  g uess ed that in s om e  way th e sma ll petty c omfo rta ble ev ils of Ma rk 
Ma llow had mad e h im v uln era ble to a la rg er evil. 

H e  d id n ot kn ow. H e  d id n ot kn ow if h e  h ims elf c ould bea r  th e kn ow ledg e 
wh ich h e  had sh ould ered .  H e  kn ew on ly that h e  c ould pray fo r  Ma rk 
Ma l low 's s oul -and proba bly fo r  that of a man nam ed B lack land . 

Th e man wh o us ua lly k ept h is fac e in th e shad ow had th e d ec ency to at
tend Jerom e B lack land 's fun era l. H e  a lways d id th is fo r  h is c lients. It was a 
s ort of profess iona l eth ics .  

A purist of prof ess iona l eth ics m ight s ugg est that h e  sh ould hav e wa rn ed 
B lack land of th e dang ers inh erent in bestow ing th e v ita l v irtues of on e's 
blood to an imate printer's ink. B ut why ? Ha lf th e tim e  th e cha rms w ork ed 

im perf ectly ifat a ll ;  and y ou d o  n ot wanton ly frighten away c ustom ers . 
H e  too sa id pray ers ,  of h is s ort, fo r  th e souls of B lack land and Ma llow . 



Mr. Endore is not only a versatile writer - he usually chooses to display at 
least two facets of his versatility at once. He has combined murder with psy
chiatry (in Methinks the Lady) and with sociolcg (in Sleepy Lagoon 
Mystery). In The Werewolf of Paris he blended lycanthropy with sexual 
patholog and even with the more rarefied levels of gastronomy. Here, in one 
of his least known but most fascinating stories, he presents an acute comment 
on the implications of the machine age in terms of sharply biting fantasy -
a story which will leave disturbing misgivings in the mind even as it brings 
a twisted smile to the lips. 

�en of Iron 
by G U Y  E N D O R E 

"WE no longer trust the human hand," said the engineer, and waved his roll 
of blueprints. He was a dwarfish, stocky fellow with dwarfish, stocky fingers 
that crumpled blueprints with familiar unconcern. 

The director frowned, pursed his lips, cocked his head, drew up one side 
of his face in a wink of unbelief and scratched his chin with a reflective 
thumbnail. Behind his grotesque contortions.he recalled the days when he 
was manufacturer in his own r.ight and not simply the nominal head of a 
manufacturing concern, whose owners extended out into complex and in
visible ramifications. In his day the human hand had been trusted. 

"Now take that lathe," said the engineer. He paused dramatically, one 
hand flung out toward the lathe in question, while his dark eyes, canopied 
by bristly eyebrows, remained fastened on the director. ·· 

"Listen to it !" 
"Well?" said the director, somewhat at a loss. 
"Hear i t ?" 
"Why, yes, of course."  
The engineer snorted. "\Veil, you shouldn't." 
"\Vhy not?" 
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"Bec au se n oise isn 't wh at it i s  su pposed to make . Noise is an ind ica tion of 
loose pa rts, mal ad ju stmen ts, imprope r speed of ope ration. Tha t mach in e  
is sick . I t  is ine ffic ien t and its n oise de str oy s  the w orke r's e ffic iency." 

The d irec tor laughed. "Tha t w orker sh ou ld be u sed to it by this time. 
Why , tha t fell ow is the olde st e mpl oyee of the fir m. Began w ith my fa ther. 
See the g old cre scen t on h is che st ?" 

"Wh at g old c re scen t ?" 
"The g old pin on the sh oulde r str ap of h is ove ra lls." 
"Oh ,  tha t." 
"Ye s. We ll, on ly w orke rs fif ty ye ars or longer w ith ou r firm are en titled to 

w ear it." 
The eng in eer th rew back h is he ad and gu ff awed. 
The d irec tor w as w ounded. 
"Got many of the m ?" the eng ineer asked, when he h ad rec overed from 

h is ou tbu rst. 
"An ton is the only one, n ow. The re u sed to be an other." 
"H ow many pin s  d oe s  he spoil ?'' 
"Well ," sa id the d irec tor, "I 'll ad mit he 's n ot so g ood a s  he u sed to be 

. .  Bu t the re 's one man I 'll ne ver see fired ," he added stou tly. 
"No need to," the eng ineer agreed . "A g ood mach ine is au tom atic and 

fool proof ; the a ttendan t's sk ill is be side the poin t." 
F or a m omen t the tw o men stood wa tch ing An ton selec t a fa t  pin from a 

bucke t at h is fee t and fasten i t  in to the chuck . With rule and cal ipe r  he 
brough t the pin in to c orrec t position be fore the d rill th at wa s to g ouge a 

h ole in to i t. 
An ton moved he avily ,  c ircu mspec tly. H is body had the g irth ,  bu t n ot 

the sol id ity of an old tree -trunk : it w as sh aken by c on stan t  tre mor s. The tool s 
w ave red in An ton 's hand s. In ter mitten tl y  a slimy c ough c ame ou t of h is 
che st, tigh tened the c ord s of h is neck and flu shed the tau t yell ow sk in of h is 
cheek s. Then he w ould stop to spit, and af te r  tha t he w ou ld ru b h is mu stache 

tha t  w as the c ol or of silver laid th inly over brass. H is lung s rel ie ved, An ton 's 
fra me rega ined a me asu re of c om posu re ,  bu t for a momen t he stood still and 
squ in ted a t  the tools in h is h and s a s  if he c ould n ot at once rec all exac tl y  

wh at he wa s a b ou t, and on ly afte r a little de lay d id he re sume h is inte r
ru pted w ork ,  al l too soon to be in te rru pted ag ain. F inal ly, spind le and tool 
be ing c orrec tly al igned, An ton brough t the mach ine in to ope ra tion . 
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"Feel it?" the engineer cried out with a note of triumph. 
"Feel what?" asked the director. 
"Vibration !" the engineer exclaimed with disgust. 
"Well what of it ?" 
"Man, think of the power lost in shaking your building all day long. 

Any reason why you should want your floors and walls to dance all day long, 
while you pay the piper?" 

He hadn't intended so telling a sentence. The conclusion seemed to him so 
especially apt that he repeated it :  "Your building dances while you pay the 
piper in increased power expenditure." 

And while the director remained silent the engineer forced home his point: 
"That power should be concentrated at the cutting point of the tool and 
not leak out all over. What would you think of a plumber who only brought 
50% of the water to the nozzle letting the rest flood through the building?" 

And as the director still did not speak, the engineer continued : "There's 
not only loss of power but increased wear on the parts. That machine is 
afflicted with the ague!" 

When the day's labor was over, the long line of machines stopped all 
together; the workmen ran for the washrooms and a sudden throbbing silence 
settled over the great hall. Only Anton, off in a corner by himself, still 
worked his lathe, oblivious of the emptiness of the factory, until darkness 
finally forced him to quit. Then from beneath the lathe he dragged forth a 
heavy tarpaulin and covered his machine. 

He stood for a moment beside his lathe, seemingly lost in thought, but 
perhaps only quietly wrestling with the stubborn torpidity of his limbs, full 
of an unwanted, incorrect motion, and disobedient to his desires. For he, 
like the bad machines in the factory, could not prevent his power from 
spilling over into useless vibration. 

The old watchman opened the gate to let Anton out. The two men stood 
near each other for a moment, separated by the iron grill and exchanged a 
few comforting grunts, then hobbled off to their separate destinations, the 
watchman to make his rounds, Anton to his home. 

A gray, wooden shack, on a bare lot, was Anton's home. During the day 
an enthusiastic horde of children trampled the ground to a rubber-like con-
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sis ten cy and ex tinguis hed every growing thing ex ce pt a few dus ty weeds 
tha t  clung close to the pro te ction o f  the house or nes tled around the rem 

nan ts o f  the por ch tha t had on ce adorned the fron t. T here the children's 
fee t  could no t rea ch them , and they e xpanded a few s corn ful coarse leaves , a 
bitter grow th o f  Is hmaeli tes. 

Wi thin were a num ber o f  rooms , bu t only one in ha bi ta ble . T he torn and 
peel ing wall pa per in this one re vealed the su ccessi ve des igns tha t had on ce 

s tru ck the fan cy o f  the owners. A remnan t o f  os ten ta tio usness s till rema ined 
in the mar ble man tle pie ce ,  and in the s ta ined glass w indow throug h w hich 

the ar c-l ig ht from the s tree t cas t cold fla kes o f  color . 
She d id no t s tir w hen An ton en tered . She lay res ting on the bed, no t so 

mu ch from the la bor o f  the day, as from tha t  o f  years. She heard his s hu ffling, 
noisy wal k, heard his groans , his coug hing , his w his tl ing brea th, and smelled , 
too, the pungen t odor o f  ma chine o il. She was sa tis fied tha t  i t  was he, and 

allowed hersel f to fall in to a lig ht slee p, throug h w hi ch s he could s till hear 
him moving around in the room and feel him w hen he dro pped in to bed 
bes ide her and se ttled himsel f aga ins t her for warm th and comfor t. 

T he engineer was no t sa tis fied w ith the add ition o f  an au toma ti c  feeder 
and an au toma tic chu ck. "T he w hole bus iness mus t se ttle itsel f in to pos ition 
au toma tically ," he de clared, "there's al toge ther too mu ch was te w ith hand 

cali bra tion." 
Formerly An ton had sele cted the pins from a bu cke t and fas tened them 

corre ctly in to the chu ck. Now a ho pper fed the pins one by one in to a chu ck 
tha t gras ped them a t  on ce o f  itsel f. 

As he sa t in a co rner , ba ck aga ins t the wall and a te his lun ch, An ton s ighed. 
H is hands fum bled the sandwi ch and los t the mea t or the bread , w hile his 
co ffee das hed s torm ily in his cu p. H is few yellow tee th, worn flat ,  le t the 

food es ca pe throug h the in ters ti ces. H is grinders d id no t mee t. Tired o f  fu
tile e ffor ts he dro pped his bread in to h is cu p and su cked in the resul ting 

mus h. 
Then he lay r es ting and dream ing . 
To An ton , in his dream , came the eng ineer and de clared tha t  he had a new 

au toma tic ho pper and chu ck for An ton's hands and mou th. T hey were o f  
s hin ing s teel w ith many rods and w heels mov ing w ith assuran ce throug h a 
com pli ca ted pa ttern. And now , thoug h the sandw ich was made o f  pins, o f  
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ha rd steel p ins, A nt on 's new chu ck was equal t o  it. He g rasped the sa nd
wi ch of pi ns with n o  d ifficulty at all . His new steel teeth bit i nt o  the pi ns , 
g rou nd them, chewed them a nd spa t them fo rth agai n wi th veheme n ce. 
Fas te r a nd fas te r came the pi ns, a nd faste r a nd faste r the chu ck sei zed them 

i n  its pe rfectly occlud ing steel d ogs, played with them, t oyed with them, 
cru n ched them, mu n ched them. . · .. 

A hea vy spell of coughi ng sh ook A n ton awake . For a m ome n t  he had a 
se nsa ti on as th ough he must cough up s teel pi ns, but th ough his chest was 
ra cked as if t ruly hea vy steel pi ns must come forth ,  n othi ng appea red bu t the 
usua l phlegm a nd sl ime . 

"We mus t get rid of th is n oise a nd vib ra tion be fore we ca n adj us t  any sel f
regula ti ng de vi ce," said the e ngi nee r. "N ow this, for example, see ? It d oes n 't 

m ove corre ctly. Hea r it cli ck a nd s crape. That 's bad." 
A nt on st ood by, a nd the e ngi nee r a nd his assista nt we n t  to w ork. From 

thei r  lab ors the re came fo rth a sleek me cha nism tha t pu rred ge n tly as it 
w orked. Sca rcely a creak issued from its ma n y  m ovi ng pa rts, a nd a tiny 
s n ort was a ll the s ou nd one hea rd whe n the cutti ng edge came to g rips with 
a p rn. 

"Ca n 't h ea r  he r cough a nd sputte r a nd creak n ow ,  ca n y ou ?" said the e n 
gi nee r t o  the di re ct or. "A nd the floor is quiet . Yes, I'm beg in ni ng to be 
p roud of that ma chi ne, a nd n ow I thi nk we ca n se t up a n  ad justable ca m 
he re t o  make the wh ole ope rati on aut omati c. 

"Eve ry ma chi ne sh ould be completely aut omati c. A ma chi ne tha t  needs 
an ope rat or," he de cla red orat ori cally , "is a n  i nvalid." 

I n  a sh ort time the cams we re a ffixed a nd n ow the ca rriage wi th the cu t
ti ng t ool t ra veled b ack a nd fo rth of itself a nd ne ve r  failed t o  st rike the pi n 

at the corre ct a ngle a nd at the corre ct speed of rotati on. 
All A nton had t o  d o  n ow was t o  st op the ma chi ne i n  case of a h it ch .  But 

s oon e ve n  that task was u n ne cessa ry. N o  hit ches we re e ve r  to occu r agai n. 
Ele ctroni c tubes at se ve ral p oi nts ope rated me cha nisms desig n ed to e je ct 
faulty pi ns eithe r befo re they e nte red the h oppe r or else af te r  they e me rged 
from the lathe . 

A nt on st ood by a nd wat ched. Tha t was all he had to d o, fo r  the ma chi n e  
n ow pe rfo rmed a ll the ope ra ti ons tha t he had used t o  d o. I n  we n t  the u n
fin ished pi ns a nd out they came, ea ch one pe rfe ctly d rilled. A nt on 's p urbli nd 
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eyes cou ld sca rc ely fo llow th e sepa ra te pins of th e strea m  tha t  flow ed into 
th e mach ine. Now a nd th en a pin wa s pu sh ed remo rselessly ou t o f  line a nd 
plu mped sad ly into a buc ket. Ca st ou t !  A nto n stoo ped la bo riou sly a nd re
trieved th e pin. "Tha t cou ld hav e been u sed ," h e  tho ugh t. 

"Krr-c lic k, krr-c lic k," w ent  th e f eed er, wh ile th e spind le a nd th e d rill 
w ent "zzz- sntt. zzz-sntt, zzz- sntt,' ' and th e belt tha t bro ug ht th e pins fro m 
a cha ttering mach ine beyo nd , ro lled sof tly ov er th e id lers w ith a no ise like a 
breeze in a sa il. A lready the mach ine had finish ed ten good pins wh ile A nto n  

wa s exa mining a sing le bad o ne. 

La te in th e a fternoo n th ere a ppea red a nu mber o f  impo rta nt men. T hey 
su rrou nd ed th e mach ine, exa mined it a nd ad mired it. 

"Tha t' s  a beau ty ," th ey d ec la red. 
Now th e meeting too k o n  a mo re o ffic ia l  ch ;irac ter. Th ere w ere sev era l  

sho rt add resses. Th en a n  impo sing ma n too k  fro m  a sma ll lea th er box a 
go ld en c resc ent. 

"Th e Cresc ent Ma nu fac tu ring Co mpa ny," h e  sa id , "ta kes prid e a nd 
plea su re in awa rd ing th is au to ma tic la th e a go ld c resc ent. "  A plac e o n  the 
sid e of th e mach ine had been prepa red fo r  th e a ffix ing of th is d istinc tio n. 

Now th e eng ineer wa s ca lled u po n  to spea k. 
"Gentlemen," h e  sa id fierc ely, "I und ersta nd that fo rmerly th e Cresc en t  

Co mpa ny awa rd ed its go ld c resc ent o nly to wo rkmen who had g iv en fi fty 
y ea rs of serv ic e to th e fi rm. I n  g iv ing a go ld c resc ent to a mach ine, you r 

Presid ent ha s perha ps u nco nsc iou sly ac know ledg ed a new era .... " 
· Wh ile th e eng ineer d ev elo ped h is th esis, th e d irec to r lea ned ov er to 

h is a ssista nt a nd wh ispered ,  "D id you ev er h ea r  of why th e sea is sa lt?" 
"Why th e sea is  sa lt?" wh ispered bac k th e a ssista nt. "Wha t do you mea n?" 
Th e d irec to r co ntinu ed :  "Wh en I wa s a little kid ,  I h ea rd th e sto ry of 

'Why th e sea is sa lt,' ma ny times, bu t I nev er though t it impo rta nt u ntil 
ju st a mo ment ago. I t' s  so meth ing like th is : Fo rmerly th e sea wa s fresh wa 
ter a nd sa lt  wa s ra re a nd ex pensiv e. A miller rec eiv ed fro m a w iza rd a wo n

d er fu l  mach ine tha t  ju st g rou nd sa lt ou t of itself a ll day lo ng. A t  fi rst th e 
mill er though t h imself th e mo st fo rtu na te ma n in th e wo rld, bu t soo n al l 
th e v illag es had sal t to la st th em for c entu ries a nd still th e mach ine kept 

o n  g rind ing mo re sa lt. Th e miller had to mov e  ou t of h is hou se, h e  had to 
mov e  o ff  h is ac res. A t  la st h e  d etermined tha t h e  wou ld sink th e mach ine 
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in the sea and be rid of it. But the mill ground so fast that boat and miller 
and machine were sunk together, and down below, the mill still went on 
grinding and that's why the sea is salt." 

"I don't get you," said the assistant. 

Throughout the speeches, Anton had remained seated on the floor, in a 
dark corner, where his back rested comfortably against the wall. It had be
gun to darken by the time the company left, but still Anton remained 
where he was, for the stone floor and wall had never felt quite so restful be
fore. Then, with a great effort, he roused his unwilling frame, hobbled over 
to his machine and dragged forth the tarpaulin. 

Anton had paid little attention to the ceremony ; it was, therefore, with 
surprise that he noticed the gold crescent on his machine. His weak eyes 
strained to pierce the twilight. He let his fingers play over the medal, and 
was aware of tears falling from his eyes, and could not divine the reason. 

The mystery wearied Anton. His worn and trembling body sought the 
inviting floor. He stretched out, and sighed, and that sigh was his last. 

When the daylight had completely faded, the machine began to hum 
softly. "Zzz-sntt, ·zzz-sntt," it went, four times, and each time carefully de
tached a leg from the floor. 

Now it rose erect and stood beside the body of Anton. Then it bent 
down and covered Anton with the tarpaulin. Out of the hall it stalked on 
sturdy legs. Its electron eyes saw distinctly through the dark, its iron limbs 
responded instantly to its every need. No noise racked its interior where i ts 
organs functioned smoothly and without a single tremor. To the watchman, 
who grunted his usual greeting without looking up, it answered never a 
word but strode on rapidly, confidently, through the windy streets of night 
- to Anton's house. 

Anton's wife lay waiting, half-sleeping on the bed in the room where the 
arc-light came through the stained-glass window. And it seemed to her that 
a marvel happened : her Anton come back to her free of coughs and creaks 
and tremors ; her Anton come to her in all the pride and folly of his youth, 
his breath like wind soughing through tree-tops, the muscles of his arms like 
steel. 



We have always assumed that we knew that amiable gent, Major Stuart 
Palmer, very welt indeed. We weren't surprised when he deserted Hollywood 
and screen-writing for the second time and reentered the army. We're never 
surprised when he rolls a four the hard way. (We're often hurt, of course.) 
But we were amazed when the Major told tts that once, during his writing 
career, he edited a now forgotten ghost-story magazine. And that he's the 
author of dozens of long-buried weird and terror tales. (Many of which we 
hope to resurrect - a ghoulish enterprise which should give us all something 
appetizing to gnaw upon!) So we asked him for this new one. And for others. 
We can promise more of Palmer, old and new; hut, for reasons that will be 
obvious, there'll be no more of his current heroine unless the devil gets 
bored with her. 

� �ride for the Vevil 
by S T UART PALMER 

"JusT as a curiosity," insisted Dr. Baynard, "I assure you that it is a very 
great bargain, even at the price." 

"Perhaps," murmured Emily Parkinson slowly. Her crimson-tipped 
fingers stroked the yellowed sheet of parchment. "But the price does seem 
exorbitant, just for some faded old lettering that I can't even read." 

"I have every reason to believe," the doctor continued, "that it is made of 
real human skin." 

"How simply terrible !" 
Dr. Baynard knew that Mrs. Parkinson was going to buy it, and she knew 

it also. This hesitation and haggling was a little game that she liked to play 
before squandering her husband's money on antiques or colored glass or 
primitive paintings. She was a handsome, Junoesque person, with smooth, 
suspiciously yellow hair, fine teeth, and the general appearance of a woman 
ten years her junior. Her record of three husbands and two divorces indi
cated that she was at the very least somewhere in her forties, but expensive 
beauty treatments had kept her plump face smooth as a girl's. 

87 
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H er wa rm, en fold ing sm ile, h er full brea sts, h er am ple fem in in ity, had 
sinc e h er sch oolday s h eld ou t a pr om ise un fulfi lled to her h usband s  or for tha t  

ma tter to any on e  else. Her curren t spou se, Fr eder ic Par kin son, ke pt h im 
self n owaday s a lm ost en tir ely to h is Wa ll S tre et offic e, h is c lu b, and to a suc 

c ession of pr etty little secre tar ies, m od els, and ch oru s g irls, from wh om 
acc ord ing to rum or he r ec eiv ed wha tev er warm th and ha ppine ss can . be 
purcha sed for spot-ca sh. H e  wa s re pr esen ted in Em ily Par kin son' s life ma in ly 
by th e larg e ch ec kbook wh ich n ow lay befor e  her on th e Sh era ton de sk in 
th e big, heav ily -d ra ped library of th e Par k Avenu e a par tmen t. 

"I a ssu re y ou, dear lady," D r. Baynard wa s say ing, "tha t th is is in a ll way s 
a m ost unu sua l sh eet of parchmen t. Any c ollec tor of curiosa -" 

"Bu t wha t is so cu riou s  a bou t a page torn from a volum e w ritten on ly 
th ree hund red y ea rs ag o? It' s  handwr itten, too, and m ost books w ere set in 
ty pe by th en, w eren 't th ey ?" 

D r. Bayna rd, steady ing h im se lf by gr ipping the edg e of th e d esk, bow ed 
crea kily. "Th is pag e," h e  ex pla in ed, "c ome s from th e n otoriou s  Ausgeburten 
des Menschenwahns of B ened ic t  Koen ig, a fac tua l  acc oun t of the torm en ts of 
th e in qu isition in ea rly Ge rmany . A v ery g rim, a lm ost sad istic w or k, a l
th ough su pposed ly set d own for the g lory of God and th e ed ifica tion of th e 
pu blic, in v ery prim itiv e blac k-letter Ge rman. H ow ever, it is w ell-kn own 

am ong studen ts tha t manu scr ipt pa pe r or pa rchmen t wa s very sca rc e  a t  
cer ta in period s, pa rticu la rly in th e m ona steries of Germany and F ra nc e. 
Th e g ood m on ks w ere forc ed to ma ke inr oad s, ou t of piou s zea l, u pon th eir 
own libra ries. Th ey ca re fu lly bleach ed ou t th e pre viou s, old er w riting s in 
ord er to pr ov id e blan k space for the ir own c om position s. It wa s thu s, w e  are 
told, tha t a lm ost a ll of th e poem s of Sa pph o  we re lost ." 

M rs. Pa rkin son toy ed w ith h er foun ta in pen. "Y es, d oc tor?" 
"Tha t is wha t ev iden tly ha ppened in th is ca se. Th e w riter ran sh or t of 

pa per and u sed a pa rchmen t, a m ost unu sua lly fine and soft pa rchm en t, for 
the la st page of the six te en th cha pte r  of h is manu sc ript. I t  is in te resting , of 

c our se ,  to c on jec tu re a s  .to th e anc ien t  volu rne from wh ich th e she et wa s 
ta ken, and h ow such a th ing ha ppened to be in a m ona stery a t  a ll. H ow ev er, 
I d igr ess. Th e poin t is tha t th e ad vanc es of m ode rn sc ienc e, pa rticu la rly in 

chem istry and in flu orosc opic and in fra -red ligh ting, can bring back th e an 
c ien t  wr iting s ev en th ough th ey ar e, a s  in th is ca se, inv isible to th e nak ed 

ey e." H ere Dr. Baynard sm iled , sh ow ing a ll h is ye llow ed br idg ew ork. 
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"Th e o rig ina l  vo lum e  was s ent to a co lleag ue o f  m ine for app ra isa l. In 
as sis ting h im, I cha nced to no tice th e unus ua l  texture o f  th is pag e, a nd too k  

th e lib erty o f  remov ing it. Under th e mag ic ligh ts, dea r  la dy , th ere app ea red 
wo rds, a nd th en comp lete s entences, s et do wn in a crabb ed La tin ha nd. I t  

m us t  da te ba ck a no th er s ix o r  s even h undred y ea rs, a t  th e leas t. I ha pp en to 
hav e with m e  a litera i  tra ns la tio n o f  th e firs t  few pa rag raphs. Rea d, dea r  
la dy, for yo urs elf." 

He o ffered a typ ewritten sh eet, wh ich Mrs. Pa rkinso n a ccep ted with a 
g ra cio us bo w. Sh e op ened a go ld cas e, remov ed h er p ince-nez, a nd b ega n to 
rea d. A fter a mom ent h er mo uth b ega n to drop op en, a nd h er na tura lly 

hyp erthy ro id ey es b ulg ed ev en mo re. 
"Goo d h eav ens !" sh e cried. Wh en sh e ha d finish ed th ere was a ma rked 

flush o n  h er face a nd neck. "I t's v ery sp ecific, is n't i t ?" 
A fter a mo ment sh e p ut do wn th e sh eet a nd rea ch ed for th e ch eckboo k. 

"I rea lly sho uldn't," sh e sa id. "B ut I 'll ma ke it a b irth day p res ent to mys elf, 
ah ea d  o f  tim e." 

D r. Bay na rd loo ked ex trem ely p leas ed, a sm ile sho wing faintly th ro ugh 
h is wispy Va n Dy ke. "I am v ery g ra tified, dea r  la dy, a nd no t o nly b eca use 
o f  th e s ligh t comm iss io n  invo lv ed. I t  is na tura lly no t a t  a ll th e so rt o f  th ing 
wh ich co uld b e  o ffered to th e reg ula r dea lers in th e us ua l  way." 

"B ut o ne m us t  b e  b roa d-m inded, m us tn't o ne?" Mrs. Pa rkinso n b lo tted 
th e ch eck ca refully. "I th ink i t  is p erfectly fas cina ting .  Yo u will, o f  co urs e, 
co ntinue with th e tra ns la tio n for m e?" 

"I t will b e  a p leas ure, ma dam ." 
"B eca us e  th e mos t wo nderful idea has j us t  com e to m e !" 
D r. Bay na rd, folding up th e ch eck lov ing ly b efore tucking it a way in h is 

th in lea th er b illfold, s uddenly ca ugh t h is b rea th. ''My dea r  la dy ! Yo u' re no t 
th inking o f  try ing it?" 

Sh e no dded b righ tly. "Jus t as a n  a dv enture, o f  co urs e. A fter a ll, th e th ing 
is rea lly a ritua l, is it no t - comb ined with a v ery clea r a nd deta iled recip e?" 

"B ut - som e  o f  th e ing redients -" 
"Y es, o f  co urs e, do cto r. Th e co rpse -fat, a nd th e unico rn's ho rn, a nd th e 

bloo d o f  s till-bo rn bab es .  We may no t b e  ab le to g et ev ery th ing, b ut o ne ca n 
make s ubs titutio ns . A fter a ll, th e m edica l  p ro fess io n  us ed to la ugh a t  th e 
Ch ines e  h erb -do cto rs who p res crib ed th e g ro und-up h ea ds o f  toa ds for h ea rt 
tro uble, until it was dis cov ered tha t  digita lis was co nta ined in th em . Wha t  
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we sha ll a im a t  is the sp irit, if n ot the le tte r, of the lis t of ing red ien ts. You 
will he lp me , d oc tor?" 

D r. Bayna rd had had two g lasses of exce llen t she rry ,  and M rs. Pa rk ins on 's 
eyes we re ve ry la rge and wa rm and c ompe lling. "Why , I c ou ld ha rd ly re 
fuse, dear lady. One cann ot be , h owe ve r, too h ope ful ab ou t  any p ossib le 
resu lts -" 

"Na tu ra lly. Bu t we mus t n ot fo rge t tha t whe re the re is s o  much sm oke , 
there m igh t be fire. A fte r a ll, a t  s ome of the seances las t yea r I ve ry de fin ite ly 
felt something. The re a re m ore th ings in Heaven and ea rth ,  y ou kn ow. 
Bes ides, it is rea lly a sc ien tific expe rimen t." 

Ou t of th is beg inn ing was b orn the Sa tan is t  S oc ie ty ,  with Em ily Pa rk in 
son as its p res iden t and pr ime -m ove r, and Dr. Bayna rd as secre ta ry and 

mas te r  of ce rem on ies. M rs. Pa rk ins on fe lt ve ry da ring , dev ilish even , as she 
exp la ined to he r little g roup of k ind red spirits the adven tu re tha t  lay befo re 
them. The re we re a d ozen or s o, a lm os t  a ll wea lthy , id le women wh o had 
long s ince passed ove r to othe rs the ca re of the ir h omes , the ir husbands , and 
the ir chi ldren. N ot tha t many of them had ever cared to r isk the trava il and 
resp ons ib ility of hav ing ch ildren in the firs t  p lace . 

S ome of the lad ies had been with M rs. Pa rk ins on th rough he r Vedan ta 
e ra ,  th rough D r. C ou e, the Oxfo rd M ovemen t, Yoga , Ch ris tian Sc ience , 
and a few of the m os t  dar ing had even fo llowed he r in to a b rief and unsa tis 
fy ing se ries of B lack Masses unde r the gu idance of a de- frocked Roman 
Ca th olic p ries t. 

They had sa t th rough end less seances led by a success ion of med iums , in 
c lud ing the fam ous Ma rge ry of B os ton. They had hea rd h orns b lown , 

tam bou rines p ounded , and had felt the we t touch of ec top lasm - or we t 
cheese -c loth - in the da rkness. 

They had tried nume rology , du ring wh ich many of them changed the 
spe lling of their fi rs t  names. They had for a time trus ted themse lves to the 

gu idance of the s ta rs ,  with ind iv idua l h orosc opes p repa red by the bes t and 
m os t  expens ive as trologe rs ,  and had sh ive red with de lic ious app rehens ion 
when the ir s ign was in the wrong h ouse or unde r a ba le ful in fluence. 

Bu t the re had neve r been any th ing like th is. The lad ies of the g roup lived 
in a ve ritab le fren zy of exc itemen t du ring the weeks - and the re we re many 

many weeks - whi le Dr. Bayna rd was trans la ting the res t of th e inv oca 
tion , and pa ins tak ing ly assemb lin g  the nece ssa ry in gred ien ts. 
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"Let us take as our slogan that Nothing Is Impossible !" Mrs. Parkinson 
had said. 

It was surprising, really, how much could be done with the lavish backing 
of the Parkinson checkbook. Of course there were a number of substitutions 
that had to be made, for the original manuscript had been couched in the 
most archaic and almost fantastic language that could be imagined. It was 
Dr. Baynard who secured powdered unicorn's horn by bribing a zoo attend
ant to supply him with a bit of a rhinoceros' tusk - for what was the 
fabled beast but the result of garbled tales brought back to Europe from 
Africa by someone who had met someone who had seen a rhino? 

Grave-robbing was avoided by the simple means of making an arrange
ment with the service staff of a large hospital, where still-born babes were 
nothing out of the way. And as for the venom of an adder, Dr. Baynard dis
covered that cobra venom was available in small quantities at most medical 
supply houses. 

Sb it was that slowly, one by one, the long list of necessaries was at last 
completed, in the spirit if not completely in the letter of the formula. It 
was Mrs. Parkinson who insisted upon waiting until St. John's Eve for the 
actual ceremony. There might be nothing to the ancient tradition, but again 
there might. "What is most important is to place ourselves as much as is 
possible in tune, in harmony, with the forces that we hope to evoke." 

The day finally arrived, and the ladies gathered at Mrs. Parkinson's big 
white country house on the north shore of Long Island. The hour had first 
been set at midnight, but after some research by the doctor it had been 
changed to moon-rise, which was due to occur shortly after eight in the 
evening. It was a full, round moon that hung over the Sound like a worn 
copper com. • 

For some time the big house had been closed, which made it all the 
better. Mrs. Parkinson wanted no servants around to gossip and pry. With 
the help of the doctor, who was fairly trembling at the weight of his respon
sibility, the unused ballroom was made ready. There were folding chairs to 
be set up, lighting to be arranged, and the skylight opened so that the 
moonlight could enter. 

There was a twitter of delighted apprehension among the ladies.as they 
saw the stage, which had originally been the musicians' stand. It was bare 
now, covered only with a dark carpet on which had been traced, in various-
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colored chalks, a five-sided figure, with beautifully drawn devices in its 
corners. 

This pentacle was illuminated only by one shaded bulb from the side, but 
a deeper, eerie light was beginning to shine from the brim of an iron pot 
which hung from a tripod set within the pentacle, and into which Dr. 
Baynard was from time to time throwing bits of unmentionable material, or 
pouring little gouts of liquid from an assortment of bottles, all the while 
referring constantly to a list in his hand. 

Mrs. Parkinson stood beside him on the platform, as was her right. She 
was, the other ladies had to admit, looking her very best, in an evening 
gown of black and crimson which made the most of her fine shoulders and 
bust. "Please sit down, ladies," she announced. "In a very few minutes the 
time will be ripe. I must ask that we all maintain the most rigorous si
lence during this - this experiment. We must concentrate, and hold the 
thought !" She glared at one of the guests in the back row. "There will be no 
smoking please !" 

The ladies settled themselves with a hushing, whispering buzz and rustle, 
and then all was silence. Mrs. Parkinson watched, nodding her approval, 
as Dr. Baynard tossed in a few more herbs and potions, and the pot flared 
higher. She then backed away to where a big radio-phonograph stood, and 
touched a switch. In a moment the room was filled with the powerful though 
diminished music of the "Danse Macabre." 

The house lights were completely dark now, and in that darkness the 
ladies sat still, and held the thought. It is true that no two of them held the 
same thought, for their conceptions of His Satanic Majesty were all very 
different, based upon folklore, dimly remembered religious education, and 
literature. One lady in the front row, who had once been an avid reader of 
James Branch Cabell, visioned the Adversary as a neat, respectable trades
man in a brown velveteen jacket. Her neighbor, more in the classical tradi
tion, saw Him as Lucifer, Son of the Morning - a beautiful, proud, fallen 
angel, a little like Rudolph Valentino only with more character in His face. 

To some of the others, He was Mephistopheles, the swaggering Gallic 
devil with waxed moustaches and a pointed beard, wily yet polite, with a 
contract ready for signature and a promise of all the riches of this world. 
Yet again, there were ladies in the audience who confused Him with Pan, 
thinking of the cloven hoof, the shaggy dancing goat legs, the classic profile 
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a nd the pipe of reed s tha t blew suc h stra nge swee t over power ing tune s . . .  
Odd ly e noug h, eac h one of them had re ta ined a n  idea of the Pr ince of 

Dark ne ss, out of the illustrations see n  in c hild hood, out of folk lore a nd 
litera ture, w he n  a ll the other c once pts of re lig ion had bee n  long since ea te n  

away. The v illa in of the piece is ea sier to remem ber, w he n  the c ur ta in ha s 
falle n. W ho wa s it w ho tra pped Fag in, w ho ba ttled w ith Qua sim od o, w ho 
soug ht to dr ive the stake thr oug h Drac ula ?  

N ot tha t a ny one wa s g oing to le t her se lf be d isa ppointed w he n  nothing 
ha ppe ned. T he e xper ime nt wa s of cour se d oomed to failure, but eve n in its 
failure it would pr ove some thing .  A nd it wa s a ll terr ibly terr ibly thr illing . 

Sober a nd unsm iling, his ma nner some how revere nt, Dr. Bay nard tossed 
a nother ha nd ful of ingred ie nts into the pot, a nd the n he bega n to read a loud 

from the pa per he he ld in his ha nd . "Be lpheg or - A sm ode us - Bee lze 
bub -" 

The list of name s wa s very long indeed, a nd the d oc tor' s  v oice wa s thin 
and weak. 

O ne of the lad ie s  bega n to titter, in pure nerv ousne ss, a nd Mr s. Park inson 
g lared, w ith her fi nge r to her lips, until there wa s sile nce aga in. N ow the in
ce nse wa s pour ing out of the bra zier, a pillar of thick br ow nish sm oke 

streaked w ith fla she s  of redd ish fire. 
"Ae shma De vi !" cr ied Dr. Bay nard, still fo llow ing his tex t. "A za ze l 

Arc hitophe l - Z ita - I star - Arcade ! Pr ince s, Pr inc ipa litie s, Power s, 
Thr one s  a nd D om inions !"  

Here he tossed a ha nd ful of w hitish powder into the fire, w hic h immed i
a te ly er upted w ith a bla ze of gree nish-ye llow flame . 

Dr . Bay nard c leared his thr oa t, a nd bega n :  "Ame n forever g lory the a nd 
power the is Thine for -" 

"It' s  backward s !" ex pla ined a lady in the a ud ie nce to he r ne xt ne ig hbor. 
"- forg ive a nd bread da ily our day this us g ive -" 
H is v oice wa s fad ing. Mr s. Park inson peered a t  him, w onder ing if the y  

rea lly oug ht to g o  a ny far ther. Som ething had g one wr ong w ith the rec ord , 
too, for it wa s g oing ar ound a nd ar ound in the same gr oove . 

"Doc tor, are y ou a ll r ig ht ?" she w hispered .  
" .. . heave n in is it a s  eve n ear th on, d one be w ill Thy , c ome k ingd om 

Thy, name Thy be ha llowed -'' The d oc tor wa s speak ing faster a nd fa ste r 
now. " . . .  heave n-in-ar t-w hoFa ther O ur !" 
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Then ther e  was a long a nd ag onizing paus e, dur ing wh ich th e only s ou nd 
in the r oom was Dr. Ba ynar d's lab or ed br ea th ing a nd th e m onotonous r ep e
tition of th e r ec or d. Mrs. Park ins on shu t it off, a nd tur ned to th e au dienc e. 
H er p ois e ha d never des er ted her, a nd sh e was qu ite evidently pr epar ed for 
even such a n  a ntic limax as this. "La dies !" sh e cr ied. "I am sur e tha t we a ll -
I m ea n, I m ys elf felt  s om eth ing , th er e a t  th e end, a v er y  definite something 
in th e room ." 

H er voic e  died a wa y  in h er thr oa t as s he sa w the fac es of th e la dies in th e 
au dienc e, th e b loa ted, terr or masks tha t yamm er ed a nd g oggl ed up a t  h er .  
Sh e tur ned, to s ee Dr . Ba ynar d k neeli ng with in th e p entac le. 

T hen sh e look ed b eh ind h er. She s hr iek ed, with a ll th e p ower of h er lu ngs , 
"Retr o  mas, Sa ta nas !" 

W ha t  h app ened af ter tha t is to s om e  ex tent a ma tter for c onjec tur e, as th e 
acc ou nts of eyewitness es differ. Each of th e la dies in th e pa nic -s trick en au 
dienc e  carr ied a wa y  with h er on h er ma d fligh t a vis ion of a s qua t, a nthr o
pom orp hic enti ty wh ic h ha d tak en shap e on th e p la tfor in. 

I t  stood th er e for a m om ent, surpr is ed a nd b li nk ing, cr ouc hed on its 
th ick , b owed legs. Its b ody was toa dlik e, scabr ous, a nd oily with a g lis tening, 
dr ipp ing ic hor, a nd the sc ent which p er va ded th e r oom was b y  no m ea ns th e 

c ompara tiv ely c lea n r eek of su lp hur a nd br ims tone. 
It tur ned first towar d Dr. Ba ynar d, bu t ha lted a t  th e edg e of th e p entac le. 

Th en its r eddis h, ma d l ittle eyes op ened wider a nd a h el lish gr in illum ined 
its fac e. 

B y  tha t tim e  th e r oom was a lm os t  emp tied, exc ep t for the doc tor, now 
c omp letely c ollaps ed with in his cha lk -dra wn zone of sa fety. One or two of 

th e la dies, m or e  cur ious or less ag ile tha n  th e r es t, sa w in a qu ick g la nc e  
ov er h er sh ou lder a h orr if yi ng v iew of th e dem on as i t  s eized deligh redly up on 
Em ily Park ins on. 

W ith i ts th ick legs c lamp ed ab ou t  h er neck, its c la wl ik e  pa ws ta ngl ed in 
h er yellow hair, its h ea vy ha ir less ta il lashi ng h er acr oss th e flanks, th e thi ng 
r ode Mrs. Parki ns on as a r odeo p erform er r ides a b uck ing hors e, r ode h er 
ar ou nd a nd ar ou nd th e p la tform a nd then off thr ough th e a ir a nd ou t th e 
sk ylig ht into th e nigh t. H er shr ill neigh ing scr eams died in th e dis ta nc e. 

N oth ing fur th er was ev er h ear d of Em ily Park ins on, u nless i t  c ou ld hav e 
b een h er brigh t yellow ha ir wh ich app ear ed h er e  a nd th er e in th e fine el ms 
of tha t par t of Long Is la nd, woven nea tly into th e nes ts of the r ob ins .  



Oliver Onions, the great old Yorkshireman, has a special talent for making 
the supernatural grimly realistic. Into a commonplace phase of normal human 
activity he introduces . •. something ; then existence gets all out of focus. 
In The Beckon ing Fair On e, hailed by such aficionados as Bennett Cerf 
and William Lyon Phelps as one of the rare absolutely great stories of terror, 
he does compromise by using an ancient and history-haunted setting; but who 
else would dare to create unearthly horror in the noisy prosaic world of build
ing construction, where all things can be measured with a slide mle? Foot
steps from another world could never be heard above the drumming clatter of 
riveters. You're sure of that? Then read the story of the craneman Rooum, the 
lone wolf of the construction world who was neier quite alone. 

1-{ooum 
by O L I V E R  ON I O N S  

FoR a ll I eve r.knew to the con tra ry ,  it wa s his own name ; and some thing 
a bou t him, name or man or both, a lwa ys pu t me in m ind , I can' t te ll y ou 
how, of Neg roe s. A s  rega rd s  the name , I da re say it wa s some thing hugge r

mugge r in the me re sound - some thing tha t I cla ssed , fo r  n o  pa rticula r 
rea son, w ith the da rk and ign oran t sort of w ord s, su ch a s  "O bi" and 
"H ood oo." I only kn ow tha t af te r  I lea rned tha t his name wa s Rooum , I 
couldn 't fo r  the l ife of me have thoug ht of him a s  be ing called an ything el se. 

T he first imp re ssion tha t  y ou g ot of his head wa s tha t it wa s a pa tchw ork 
of bla ck and w hite - bla ck bu shy ha ir and short w hite bea rd , or el se the 
othe r  way a bou t. A s  a ma tte r  of fact, both ha ir and bea rd we re p ie bald, so 
tha t  if y ou saw him in the g loom a d im pa tch of w hite showed d own one side 
of his head , and da rk tu fts crop ped up he re and the re in his bea rd. H is eye 
brow s alone we re en tirely bla ck , w ith a l ittle sp rou ting of ha ir alm ost join 
ing them. And pe rhap s his sk in helped to make me think of Neg roe s, fo r  it 

wa s ve ry da rk, of the da rk brown tha t  a lway s seem s to have m ore than a hin t 
of g re en be hind it. H is fo re head wa s low , and scored a cross w ith dee p hori-
zon ta l furrow s. 
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We neve r knew when he was go ing to tu rn u p  on a jo b. We m ight not have 
seen h im fo r  weeks , but h is face was a lways as like ly as not to a ppea r  ove r the 
edge of a c rane -platfo rm just when that ma rve llous me chan ica l intuition of 
h is was bad ly needed . He wasn't ce rt ificated. He wasn 't even t ra ined, as the 
rest of us unde rstood t ra in ing ; and he s co ffed at the d raw ing -o ffice , and 
laughed out right at loga rithms and ou r la bo rious methods of gett ing out 
quant it ies . But he cou ld set shee rs and ta ckle in a way that made the rest 

of us look s illy .  I remem be r  on ce how , th rough the pa rt ing of a cha in ,  a 
sixty -foot g irde r  had come down and lay unde r a ru ck of othe r stu ff, as the 
bottom ch ip lies unde r a pile of s pe llikins -a ho pe less -looking smash . 
Myse lf ,  I'm ce rt ifi cated tw ice o r  th ree t imes ove r; but I can on ly assu re you 

that I wanted to kick myse lf when , a fte r  I'd s pent a day and a s lee pless n ight 
ove r the jo b, I saw the game of t it-tat -toe that Rooum made of it in an hou r 
o r  two. Ce rt ificated o r  not, a man isn't a foo l who can do that so rt of th in g. 
And he was one of these fellows , too, who can "find wate r" -te ll you whe re 

wate r is and what amount of gett ing it is like ly to take , by just wa lking o ve r  
the pla ce. We a ren't ce rt ifi cated u p  to that yet . 

He was o ffe red good money to st ick to us -to st ick to ou r fi rm - but he 
a lways shook h is bla ck-and-wh ite pie ba ld head . He'd neve r be a ble to kee p  
the ba rga in if he we re to make it, he to ld us qu ite fairly . I know the re a re 
these cha ps who can't endu re to be c lo cked to the ir wo rk w ith a patent t ime
c lo ck in the mo rn ing and re leased of an even ing w ith a wh ist le -and it's 

one of the th ings no maste r can eve r unde rstand . So Rooum came and went 
e rrat ica lly ,  show ing u p  may be in Leeds o r  L ive rpoo l, pe rha ps next on Ply 
mouth B reakwate r, and on ce he tu rned u p  in an out -o f-the -way pla ce in 
G lamo rgansh ire just when I was wonde ring what had be come of h im .  

The way I got to know h im (got to know h im ,  I mean , mo re than just to 
nod ) was that he ta cked h imse lf on to me one n ight down Vauxha ll way , 
whe re we we re sett ing u p  some sm all plant o r  o the r. We had kno cked o ff  fo r  
the day, and I was wa lking in the d ire ct ion of the bridge when he came u p. 
We wa lked a long togethe r ;  and we had not gone far befo re it a ppea red that 

h is reason for jo in ing me was that he wanted to know "what a mo le cu le was." 
I sta red at h im a bit . 
"What do you want to know that fo r?" I sa id . "What doe s a cha p like you , 

who can do it a ll ba ckwa rds , want w ith mo le cu les?" 
Oh, he just wanted to know , he sa id .  
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So, on the way a cr oss the br idge , I gave it t o  h im m ore or less fr om the b ook 

-m ole cular the ory an d all the rest of it. But , from the ch il dish quest ions 
he put ,  it was pla in that he ha dn't g ot the hang of it all. "D id the m ole cular 
the ory al low th ings t o  pass thr ough one an oth er ?" he wante d t o  kn ow ; 

"could th ings pass thr ough one an other ?" An d a l ot of r idicul ous th ings 
l ike that. I gave it u p. 

"Y ou're a gen ius in y our own way , Rooum ," I sa id finally ; "y ou kn ow 
these th ings w ith out the b ooks we pl odders have t o  de pen d on . If I' d lu c k  
l ike that , I th in k  I sh oul d be c ontent w ith it." 

But he didn't seem sat is fied, th ough he dr oppe d the matter for that t ime. 
But I ha d h is a c qua intan ce , wh ich was m ore than m ost of us ha d. He as ke d  

me , rather t im idly , if l' d len d h im a b ook or tw o. I did s o, but they didn't 
seem t o  c onta in what he wante d t o  kn ow , an d he s oon returne d them , w ith 
out remar k. 

N ow y ou' d ex pe ct a fell ow t o  be s pe c ially sens it ive , one way or an other , 
wh o can tell when there's water a hun dre d feet beneath h im ;  an d as y ou 

kn ow , the b ig men are s qua b bl ing yet a b out th is water -fin ding bus iness. 
But , s omeh ow ,  the water -fin ding pu zzle d me less than it did that Rooum 

sh oul d be extra or dinar ily sens it ive t o  s ometh ing far c omm oner an d eas ier 
t o  un derstan d - or dinary e ch oes. He c oul dn't stan d e ch oes . He' d g o  a m ile 
r oun d rather than pass a pla ce that he knew ha d an e ch o; an d if he came on 
one by chan ce , s omet imes he' d hurry thr ough as qu ic k as he c oul d, an d s ome 

t imes he' d l oiter an d l isten very intently. I rather joke d  a b out th is at first , 
t ill I foun d it really distresse d h im ;  then , of c ourse , I preten de d  n ot t o  n ot ice. 
We're all cran ky s omewhere , an d for that matter, I can't t ou ch a s pider 

myself . 
F or the remar ka ble th ing that overt ook Rooum - (That , by the way , is 

an odd way t o  put it , as y ou'll see presently ; but the w or ds came that way 
int o  my hea d,  s o  let them stan d) -for the remar ka ble th ing that overt ook 
Rooum , I don't th in k  I can beg in better than w ith the first t ime , or very 

s oon a fter the first t ime , that I n ot ice d th is pe cul iar ity a b out the e c hoes. 
It was early on a part icularly dismal N ovem ber even ing , an d th is t ime we 

were s omewhere out s outh -east Lon don way , just bey on d  what they are 
please d t o  call the bu il ding-l ine -y ou kn ow these distr icts of wret che d 

trees an d gr imy fiel ds an d mar ket -gar dens that are a b out the same t o  real 
c ountry that a s lum is t o  a t own. It raine d that n ight ; ra in was the m os t  a p-
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propriate weather for the brickfields and sewage-farms and yards of old 
carts and railway-sleepers we were passing. The rain shone on the black 
hand-bag that Rooum always carried; and I sucked at the dottle of a pipe 
that it was too much trouble to fill and light again. We were walking in the 
direction of Lewisham (I think it would be) , and were still a little way from 
that eruption of red-brick houses that . . .  but you've doubtless seen them. 

You know how, when they're laying out new roads, they lay down the 
narrow strip of kerb first, with neither setts on the one hand nor flagstones 
on the other? We had come upon one of these. (I had noticed how, as we had 
come a few minutes before under a tall hollow-ringing railway arch, Rooum 
had all at once stopped talking - it was the echo, of course, that bothered 
him.) The unmade road to which we had come had headless lamp-standards 
at intervals, and ramparts of grey road-metal ready for use ; and save for the 
strip of kerb, it was a broth of mud and stiff clay. A red light or two showed 
where the road-barriers were - they were laying the mains ; a green railway 
light showed on an embankment ; and the Lewisham lamps made a rusty 
glare through the rain. Rooum went first, walking along the narrow strip of 
kerb. 

The lamp-standards were a little difficult to see, and when I heard Rooum 
stop suddenly and draw in his breath sharply, I thought he had walked into 
one of them. 

"Hurt yourself?" I said. 
He walked on without replying ;  but half a dozen yards farther on he 

stopped again. He was listening again. He waited for me to come up. 
"I say," he said, in an odd sort of voice, "go a yard or two ahead, will 

you?" 
"What's the matter?" I ask_ed, as I passed ahead. He didn't answer. 
Well, I hadn't been leading for more than a minute before he wanted to 

change again. He was breathing very quick and short. 
"Why, what ails you?" I demanded, stopping. 
"It's all right . . .  ,• You're not playing any tricks, are you? . . .  " 
I saw him pass his hand over his brow. 
"Come, get on," I said shortly ; and we didn't speak again till we struck 

the pavement with the lighted lamps. Then I happened to glance at him. 
"Here," I said brusquely, taking him by the sleeve, "you're not well. 

We'll call somewhere and get a drink." 
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"Ye s," he sa id, aga in w iping h is brow. "I say D id y ou he ar?" 
"Hea r what ?" 
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"Ah , yo u didn 't ... an d, o f  co urse, yo u didn 't fee l anyth in g  . • • " 
"Co me, yo u' re sha king." 
When pre sent ly we ca me to a bright ly lighte d public -ho use o r  hote l, I saw 

that he wa s sha king even wo rse than I ha d tho ught. The sh irt -sleeve d  ba r
man not ice d it too, an d watche d us c urio usly. I ma de Roo um sit down, an d 

got h im so me bran dy .  
"What wa s the matte r?" I a ske d, a s  I he ld the g la ss to h is lips. 
B ut I co uld ge t noth ing o ut o f  h im exce pt that it wa s "A ll rig ht -a ll 

right," w ith h is hea d tw itch ing ove r h is sho ulde r a lmo st a s  if he ha d a to uch 
o f  the dance. He began to c ome ro un d a litt le. He wa sn't the ki.n d  o f  man 
yo u'd pre ss for ex planat ion s, an d pre sent ly we set o ut aga in .  He wa lke d  
w ith me a s  far a s  my lo dg ing s, re fu se d to co me in, but fo r  a ll that linge re d  
at the gate a s  if loath to leave. I watche d h im t urn the co rne r in the ra in. 

We ca me ho me togethe r aga in the next even ing but by a diffe rent way, 
quite ha lf a mile longe r. He ha d wa ite d for me a litt le pe rt inac io usly. It 
see me d  he wante d to ta lk a bo ut mo lec ule s aga in. 

We ll, when a man o f  h is age -he ' �  be nea r fifty - beg in s  to a sk que s
t ion s, he' s rathe r wo rse than a ch ild who want s to know whe re Heaven is o r  
so me such th ing - fo r  yo u can 't put h im o ff  a s  yo u can the ch ild. So me 

whe re o r  othe r he 'd pic ke d up the wo rd ' 'o smo sis,' ' an d see me d to ha ve so me 
g limme ring o f  it s mean ing. He dro ppe d the mo lec ule s, an d began to a sk me 
a bo ut o smo sis. 

"It mean s, do esn't it," he de man de d, "that liquids w ill wo rk the ir way 
into one anothe r -th ro ugh a bla dde r o r  so meth ing ? Say a th ic k  fluid an d a 

th in :  yo u' ll fin d so me of the th ic k  in the th in, an d the th in in the th ic k?" 
"Ye s. The th ic k  into the th in is ex -o smo sis, an d the othe r en d-o smo sis. 

That ta ke s  pla ce mo re quic kly. B ut I don't know a dea l a bo ut it." 
"Doe s it eve r ta ke place w ith so lids?" he next a ske d. 
What wa s he driv ing at ? I tho ught ; but re plie d : "I be lieve that what is 

co mmon ly ca lle d  'a dhe sion' is so meth ing o f  the so rt, un de r anothe r na me." 
"A goo d dea l  o f  th is boo kwo rk see ms to be fin ding a do zen na me s  fo r  the 

sa me th ing," he g runte d ;  an d cont in ue d  to a sk h is que st ion s. 
B ut wha t it wa s he rea lly wa nted to know I co uld n't for t he life of me 

make out. 
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We l l ,  he was due any time now to d isappea r a ga in, ha vin g  wo rked qu ite 
s ix wee ks in one pla ce ; and he d isappea red . He d isappea red fo r  a good many 
wee ks. I th in k it wo uld be a bo ut Fe brua ry be fore I saw o r  hea rd o f  h im 
aga m. 

It was Fe brua ry weathe r, anyway, a nd in an e cho in g  eno ugh p lace I 
found h im -the s ubway o f  one o f  the Metro pol itan stations . He 'd p ro ba bly 
forgotten the e choes when he 'd ta ken the tra in ; but, o f  cou rse, the ra ilway 
fol k won 't let a man who happens to d is like e choes go wande ring a cross the 

m eta ls whe re he l ikes. 
He was twenty ya rds ahead when I saw h im .  I re co gn ised h im by h is 

patched head and bla ck hand -ba g. I ran a lon g the s ubway a fte r h im. 
It was ve ry cu rious. He 'd been wal kin g  clos e to the wh ite -tiled wa ll, and 

I saw h im s uddenly stop ; but he d idn 't tu rn. He d idn 't e ven turn when I 
pulled up close beh ind h im ;  he put o ut one hand to the wall, as if to steady 

h imse lf. B ut, the moment I to uched h is shou lde r, he j ust d ropped - just 
d ropped, ha lf on h is knees a ga inst the wh ite tiling. The fa ce he tu rned round 
and up to me was trans fixed w ith fright. 

The re we re ha lf a hund red people a bout -a tra in was just in -and it 
isn 't a d ifficu lt matte r in London to get a crowd for m uch less than a man 
crou ch in g  te rrified aga inst a wa ll, loo kin g  o ve r  h is shou lde r as Rooum 
loo ked, at anothe r man almost as te rrified. I felt some body 's hand on my 

own a rm. Evidently some body thou ght I 'd kno cked Rooum down . 
The te rro r  went s low ly from h is face . He stum bled to h is feet. I sh ook 

m yse lf free o f  the man who he ld me and stepped up to Rooum . 
"What the de vil 's all th is a bo ut?" I demanded, rou ghly enou gh .  
"It's a ll right .. . it's all right, . . .  " he stamme red . 
"Hea vens, man, you shou ldn 't p lay tricks like that !" 
"No . .. no ... but fo r  the love of God don 't do it a ga in !  " 
"We 'll not exp la in he re," I sa id ,  stil l in a good deal o f  a h uff; and the sma ll 

crowd me lted away -d isappo inted , I da re say , that it wasn 't a fight. 
"Now," I sa id, when we we re outs ide in the crowded street, "you m igh t 

let me know what all th is is a bout, and what it is that for the lo ve of G od I' m 
not to do a ga in." 

He was ha lf apo lo getic, but at the sa me time ha lf bluste ring , as if I had 
comm itted some so rt o f  an o utra ge . 

"A senseles s th ing l ike that!" h e  mum bled to h imse lf. "But the re : yo u 
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didn't know . . . .  You don't know, do you? . . .  I tell you, d'you hear, 
you're not to run at all when I'm about! You're a nice fellow and all that, and 
get your quantities somewhere near right, if you do go a long way round to 
do it - but I'll not answer for myself if you run, d'you hear? . . .  Putting 
your hand on a man's shoulder like that, j ust when . . .  " 

"Certainly I might have spoken," I agreed, a little stiffly. 
"Of course you ought to have spoken ! Just you see you don't do it again. 

It's monstrous !"  
I put a curt question. 
"Are you sure you're quite right in your head, Rooum?" 
"Ah," he cried, "don't you think I j ust fancy it, my lad ! Nothing so easy ! 

I thought you guessed that other time, on the new road . . .  it's as plain as 
a pikestaff . . .  no, no, no ! I shall be telling you something about molecules 
one of these days !"  

We walked for a time in  silence. 
Suddenly he asked : "What are you doing now?" 
"I myself, do you mean? Oh, the firm. A railway job, past Pinner. But 

we've a big contract coming on in the West End soon they might want you 
for. They call it 'alterations,' but it's one of these big shop-re buildings. " 

''I'll come along."  
"Oh, it  isn't for a month or  two yet." 
"I don't mean that. I mean I'll come along to Pinner with you now, to

night, or whenever you go." 
"Oh l"  I said. 
I don't know that I specially wanted him. It's a little wearing, the com

pany of a chap like that. You never know what he's going to let you in for 
next. But, as this didn't seem to occur to him, I didn't say anything. If he 
really liked catching the last train down, a three-mile walk, and then sharing 
a double-bedded room at a poor sort of alehouse (which was my own pro
gramme) , he was welcome. We walked a little farther; then I told him the 
time of the train and left him. 

' He turned up at Euston, a little after twelve. We went down together. It 
was getting on for one when we left the station at the other end, and then we 
began the tramp across the Weald to the inn. A little to my surprise (for I 
had begun to expect unaccountable behavior froin him) we reached the inn 
without Rooum having dodged about changing places with me, or having 
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fallen c ower ing under a g or se- bush ,  or anyth ing of that kind. Our talk, too, 
wa s a bout w ork, n ot m ole c ule s and osm osis. 

The inn wa s only a r oad side beer h ouse - I have forg otten its name -and 
a ll its sleep ing a c c omm odation wa s .the one d ouble -bedded r oom. Over the 
head of my own bed the ce il ing wa s c ut away , foll ow ing the r oof -l ine ; and 
the wall paper wa s perfe ctly sh ocking - faded bouq uets that made V's and 

A's, interla c ing everywhere. The other bed wa s made up , and lay a cr oss the 
r oom. 

I think I only sp oke on ce wh ile we were making ready for bed , and that 
wa s when Rooum took fr om h is bla ck hand -bag a br ush and a torn n ight
g own. 

"That's what y ou alway s carry a bout, is it?" I remarked ; and Rooum 
gr unted someth ing : Ye s .. . never knew where y ou'd be next ... n o  
harm, wa s it? We tum bled into bed. 

B ut, for all the latene ss of the h our ,  I wa sn 't sleepy ; so fr om my own bag 
I took a book, set the candle on the end of the mantel , and began to read. 
Mark y ou, I d on 't say I wa s m uch better in formed for the read ing I d id ,  for 
I wa s watch ing the V's on the wallpaper m ostly -that, and w onder ing what 

wa s wr ong w ith the man in the other bed wh o had fallen d own at a touch in 
the subway. He wa s already a sleep. 

N ow I d on 't kn ow whether I can make the next clear to y ou. I'm q uite 
certa in he wa s sound a sleep , so that it wa sn 't j ust the fa ct that he sp oke. 
Even that is a l ittle unplea sant, I alway s th ink, any sort of sleep -talking ; but 
it's a very q ueer sort of sen sation when a man a ctually an swer s a q ue stion 

that's p ut to h im ,  kn ow ing n oth ing whatever a bout it in the m orn ing. 
Perhap s I ought n ot to have p ut that q ue stion ; hav ing p ut it, I d id the next 
be st th ing afterward s, a s  y ou'll see in a m oment . .. but let me tell y ou. 

He 'd been a sleep perhap s an h our ,  and I w ool -gather ing a bout the wall 
paper , when suddenly , in a far m ore clear and l oud voice than he ever used 
when awake , he sa id: 

" What the devil is it prevents me seeing him, then?" 
That startled me , rather , for the se c ond time that even ing ; and I really 

th ink I had sp oken be fore I had fully real ised what wa s happen ing. 
"Fr om see ing wh om ?" I sa id , sitting up in bed. 
"Wh om ?  .. . Y ou're n ot attend ing. The fell ow I'm tell ing y ou a bout, 

w ho run s after me ," he an swered -an swered per fectly pla inly . 
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I could see his head there on the pillow, black and white, and his eyes were 
closed. He made a slight movement with his arm, but that did not wake him. 
Then it came to me, with a sort of start, what was happening. I slipped half 
out of bed. Would he - would he? - answer another question? . . .  I 
risked it, breathlessly. 

"Have you any idea who he is ?" 
Well, that too he ans.wered. 
"Who he is? The Runner? . . .  Don't be silly. Who else sho uld it be?" 
With every nerve in me tingling, I tried again. 
"What happens, then, when he catches you?" 
This time, I really don't know whether his words were an answer or not ; 

they were these : 
"To hear him catching you up . . .  and then padding away ahead again ! 

All right, all right . . .  but I guess it's weakening h im a bit, too . . . .  " 
Without noticing it, I had got out of bed, and had advanced quite to the 

middle of the floor. 
"What did you say his name was?" I breathed. 
But that was a dead failure. He muttered brokenly for a moment, gave a 

deep troubled sigh, and then began to snore loudly and regularly . .  
I made my way back to bed ; but I assure you that before I did so I filled 

my basin with water, dipped my face into it, and then set the candlestick 
afloat in it, leaving the candle burning. I thought I'd like to have a light . . . .  
It had burned down by morning. Rooum, I remember, remarked on the silly 
practice of reading in bed. 

Well, it was a pretty kind of obsession for a man to have, wasn't it? 
Somebody running after him all the time, and then . . . running on 
ahead? And, of course, on a broad pavement there would be plenty of room 
for this running gentleman to run round ; but on an eight- or n.ine-inch kerb, 
such as that of the new road out Lewisham way . . .  but perhaps he was a 
j umping gentleman too, and could jump over a man's head. You'd think 
he'd have to get past some way, wouldn't you? . . .  I remember vaguely 
wondering whether the name of that Runner was not Conscience ; but 
Conscience isn't a matter of molecules and osmosis . . . .  

One thing, however, was clear; I'd got to tell Rooum what I'd learned : for 
you can't get hold of a fellow's secrets in ways like that. I lost no time about 
it. I told him, in fact, soon after we'd left the inn the next morning. 
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And - what do you think of this? - he seemed to think I ought to have 
guessed it ! Guessed a monstrous thing like that ! 

"You're less clever than I thought, with your books and that, if you 
didn't, " he grunted. 

"But . . .  Good God, man !" 
"Queer, isn't it?  But you don't know the queerest " 

He pondered for a moment, and then suddenly put his lips to my ear. 
"I'll tell you," he whispered. "It gets harder every time! . . .  At first, 

he j ust slipped through : a bit of a catch at my heart, like when you nod off 
to sleep in a chair and jerk up awake again ; and away he went. But now it's 
getting grinding, sluggish ; and the pain . . . . You'd notice, that night on 
the road, the little check it gave me ; that's past long since ; and last night, 
when I'd j ust braced myself up stiff to meet it, and you tapped me on the 
shoulder . . . " He passed the back of his hand over his brow. 

"I tell you," he continued, "it's an agony each time. I could scream at the 
thought of it. It's oftener, too, now, and he's getting stronger. The end
osmosis is getting to be ex-osmosis - is that right ?  Just let me tell you one 
more thing -" 

But I'd had enough. I'd asked questions the night before, but now -
well, I knew quite as much as, and more than, I wanted. 

"Stop, please," I said. "You're either off your head, or worse. Let's call it  
the first. Don't tell me any more, please." 

"Frightened, what?  Well, I don't blame you. But what would you do?" 
"I should see a doctor; I'm only an engineer," I replied. 
"Doctors? . . .  Bah !" he said, and spat. 
I hope you see how the matter stood with Rooum. What do you make of 

it? Could you have believed it - do you believe it? . . .  He'd made a 
nearish guess when he'd said that much of our knowledge is giving names to 
things we know nothing about ;  only rule-of-thumb Physics thinks every
thing's explained in the Manual; and you've always got to remember one 
thing : You can call it Force or what you like, but it's a certainty that things, 
solid things of wood and iron and stone, would explode, just go off in a puff 
into space, if it wasn't for something j ust as inexplicable as that which Rooum 
said he felt in his own person. And if you can swallow that, it's a relatively 
small matter whether Rooum's light-footed Familiar slipped through him 
unperceived, or had to struggle through obstinately. 
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More: I saw it. Thi s thin g, that out ra ges rea son - I saw it ha ppen. That i s  
t o  say, I saw it s effect s, and it wa s in b road day li ght, on an ordina ry aft er
n oon, in th e midd le of Oxfo rd St reet, of a ll p lac es. Th ere wa sn 't a shad ow of 
d oubt ab out it. Peop le w ere pressin g and jost lin g ab out him, and sudd en ly 
I saw him t urn hi s h ead and li st en, a s  I 'd seen him b efo re. I t ell y ou, an icy 

c reepin g ran a ll ov er my skin. I fanci ed / felt it ap proachin g t oo, n ea rer and 
n ea rer . .. .  Th e n ext m om ent h e  had mad e a sort of gath erin g of him 
self, with hi s b ody. H e  sway ed, phy sica lly, a s  a t ree sway s  in a wind ; h e  
clutch ed my a rm and gav e  a loud sc ream . Th en, a ft er sec ond s -min ut es � 
!d on't kn ow h ow lon g -h e  wa s free a gain. 

And fo r  th e c olour of hi s fac e wh en by and by I glanc ed at it .. • w ell, 
I onc e  saw a swa rthy Ita lian fall und er a sun st roke, and his fac e wa s m uch th e 
sam e  c olour that Rooum' s N egro fac e had gon e ; a c loudy, whiti sh green. 

"W ell -y ou'v e  seen it -what d o  y ou thin k of it ?" h e  ga sped present ly. 
B ut it wa s ni ght b efo re th e full h orror of it had soa ked int o m e. 
S oon aft er that h e  di sa pp ea red a gain. I wa sn 't sorry. 

O ur bi g c ont ract in th e W est End ca me on . It wa s a tim e-c ont rac t, with a ll 
mann er of pena lty c la uses if w e  did o 't get th rough ;  and w e  w ere b usy. 

It' s a sh op n ow, th e p lac e w e  w ere w orkin g at, or rath er on e of th ese h uge 
w eldin gs of fifty sh op s wh ere y ou can b uy anythin g ;  and if y ou'd seen us 
th ere . • •  b ut p erhap s y ou did see us, fo r  peop le st ood up on th e t op s, of 
omnib uses a s  th ey pa ssed, t o  look ov er th e m ud -sp la sh ed h oa rdin g int o th e 
great excavati on w e'd mad e. It wa s a si ght. Sta gin g r ose on sta gin g, ti er on 

ti er, with int erminab le ladd ers a ll ov er th e st eel st ruct ure. Th ree or fo ur 
sq uat Oti s lift s c rouch ed li ke i ron t urt les on t op, and a lattic e-c ran e  on a 

t ow erin g th ree-c ornered p latfo rm rose a h und red and tw enty f eet int o th e 
ai r. At on e end of th e va st q ua rry wa s a d em oli sh ed h ouse, sh owin g flues 
and firep lac es and a: sc ore of thic kn esses of old wa llpa per; a µd at ni ght -
th ey mi ght w ell hav e st ood up on th e t op s  of th e b uses! A d ozen great sp lut
t erin g vi olet a rc -li ght s ha lf-b lind ed y ou ;  d own b elow w ere th e watchm en 's 
fi res; ov erhead, th e riv et ers had th ei r  fire-ba sket s ; and in odd c orners na phtha 
li ght s gutt ered and fla red. 

And I ought t o  say that fifty f eet ab ov e our great ga p, and fr om end t o  
end a cr oss it, th ere ran a t rav ellin g c ran e on a skelet on lin e, with platfo rm, 
en gi ne, and w ood en cab a ll c om pact in on e. 
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I t  h appened th at the y  h ad p itched in as one of the foremen some fe llow or 
othe r, a friend of the firm' s, a rank du ffe r, wh o pe ste red me in ce ssan tly with 

his que stion s. I did h alf his w ork and all my own , and i t  h adn' t imp roved 
my tempe r mu ch. On th is n igh t th at I'm tell ing ab ou t, he 'd been pl aying 

the fo ol w ith his que stion s  as if a time -con tract w as a sort of summe r  h olid ay ; 
and he'd filled me up to th at p oin t th at I re ally can' t say ju st when i t  w as 
th at Rooum pu t in an appe aran ce ag ain. 

We ll, ou r Johnn ie F re sh came up to me fo r  the twen tie th time th at n igh t, 
this time w an ting to kn ow some th ing ab ou t  the ove rhe ad crane. 

"Wh at ails the crane ?" I cried . "I t' s  d oing its w ork ,  isn' t it?" 
Bu t he g rab bed my arm. 
"Look at it  n ow !" he cried, p oin ting ; and I looked up . 
Eithe r H opkin s or some b ody w as d ange rou sly ex ceed ing the speed -limit. 

The thing w as flying along its th irty y ard s of rail as fast as a tram, and th e 
he avy fall-b lock s  swung like a p onde rou s  kite -tail, thirty fee t  be low. A s  I 
w atched, the engine b rough t up within a y ard of the end of the w ay ,  the 
bl ock s  crashed like a ram in to the b roken h ou se end, fe tching d own p laste r  
and b rick, and then the me ch an ism w as reve rsed . 

"Wh o in He ll .. . " I  beg an ;  bu t i t  w asn 't a time to talk. "Hi!" I ye lled, 
and m ade a sp ring fo r  a ladde r. 

The othe rs h ad n oticed it, too, fo r  the re we re sh ou ts all ove r  the pl ace .  
By th at time I w as h alfw ay up the se cond stage. Ag ain the crane tore p ast, 

w ith the m assive tack le sweeping behind i t, and ag ain I he ard the crash at  
the othe r end. 

On the fou rth p latfo rm ,  at the end of the w ay ,  I found H opkin s. He w as 
white, and seemed to be coun ting on his finge rs. 

"Wh at' s  the m atte r  he re ?" I cried . 
"I t' s  Rooum," he an swe red. "I h adn' t stepped ou t of the cab, n ot a 

minu te, when I he ard the leve r g o. He 's runn ing some b ody d own, he say s ; 
he 'll run the wh ole sh oot d own in a minu te - look ! . . .  " 

The crane w as coming b ack ag ain. H al f  ou t of the cab I could see Rooum' s 
m ottled h air and b eard. 

"N ow . .. y ou !  ... Now, d am n  y ou !  . . .  " he w as sh ou ting . 
"Ge t re ady to b oard h im when he reve rse s !" I sh ou ted to H opkin s. 
Ju st h ow we scram b led on I d on' t kn ow .  I g ot one arm ove r the lifting 

ge ar (which, of cou rse , w asn 't g oing ) ,  and he ard H opkin s on the othe r fo ot-
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plate. Rooum put the brakes down and reversed ; again came the thud of the 
fall-blocks ; and we were speeding back again over the gulf of misty orange 
light. The stagings were thronged with gaping men. 

"Ready? Now!" I cried to Hopkins; and we sprang into the cab. 
Hopkins hit Rooum's wrist with a spanner. Then he seized the lever, 

j ammed the brake down and tripped Rooum, all, as it seemed, in one move
ment. I fell on top of Rooum. The crane came to a standstill half-way down 
the line. I held Rooum panting. 

But either Rooum was stronger than I, or else he took me very much un
awares. All at once he twisted clear from my grasp and stumbled on his knees 
to the rear door of the cab. 

"Keep still, you fool ! "  I bawled. "Hit him over the head, Hopkins !" 
Rooum screamed in a high voice. 
"Run him down � cut him up with the wheels - down, you! Hal" 

He sprang clear out from the crane door, wellnigh taking me with him. 
I told you it was a skeleton line, two rails and a tie or two. He'd actually 

j umped to the right-hand rail. And he was running along it - running along 
that iron tightrope, out over that well of light and watching men. Hopkins 
had started the travelling-gear, as if with some insane idea of catching him; 
but there was only one possible end to it. He'd gone fully a dozen yards, while 
I watched, horribly fascinated ; and then I saw the turn of his head . . . .  

He didn't meet it this time; he sprang to the other rail, as if to evade 
it . . . .  

Even at the take-off he missed. As far as I could see, he made no attempt to 
save himself with his hands. He just went down out of the field of my vision. 
There was an awful silence; then, from far below . . .  

They weren't the men on the lower stages who moved first. The men 
above went a little way down, and then they too stopped. Presently two of 
them descended, but by a distant way. They returned, with two bottles of 
brandy, and there was a hasty consultation. Two men drank the brandy off 
and then they went down, drunk. 

I, Hopkins tells me, had got down on my knees in the crane cab, and was 
jabbering away cheerfully to myself. When I asked him what I said, he 
hesitated, and then said : "Oh, you don't want to know that, sir." 

What do you make of it? 
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Per.reus Smith concoct the clevere.rt neck-saving yarn on record, or did the 
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Perseus Had a Helmet 
by R I C H A R D  S A L E 

"FEATURE STORY?" Ca ptain M cGrai l said, rea ri ng ba ck in hi s chai r and 
frow ning a s  h e  puffed on h is ciga r. "Listen, pen cil - pushe r, th is is the h om i
cid e  burea u. Y ou kn ow th ere a in 't a feat ure st ory for a pa pe r up h ere. They 

d o  th e bum pi ng ,  we na b 'em , th ey sit in that chai r whe re y ou're re sting it 
right now ,  and the n th ey spill or they get a g oing ove r. That's al l it is. N o  
color, n o  tricks, no ma la rkey." 

"All right," I sa id. "S o my city ed itor is nuts and the re isn 't a feature 
story to be had by the chi ef of th e h omi cide burea u. B ut all that a sid e, 
Ca pta in, thi nk. Th ere m ust have been some poor son -of-a -g un in he re on ce 
upon a time wh o'd be w orth a f eature." 

"Naw," sa id Ca pta in M cGra il , l ooking l ike a cyn ic. "They 're eithe r 
hy ste rical w om en wh o've just sli pped a bullet in som e g uy' s h id e, or they' re 
d run ks wh o did n't kn ow any better, or they' re rats wh o tried to ma ke ea sy 
m oney and ran i nto m urde r or th ey 're -" a nd he stopped , w ith a l ook of 

brea king daw n upon h is rugg ed fa ce. 
"Or th ey 're what?" I a sked h ope fully .  
"- or they 're screw ba lls," he sa id. He sat up a nd puffed on th e ciga r 

a nd sta red at me. "You're a y oung squi rt," he we nt on, "a nd y ou proba bly 
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108 



PERSEUS HAD A HELMET 

ne ver hea rd of Pers eus S mi th. Tha t  was a li ttle befo re y our ti me. A bou t four 
y ears ag o, I gu ess . Now th ere migh t be a fea tur e in p oor old Pers eus. No 
sc ri be e ver d id g et the inside s tory .  We fel t  s o  bad for the coot, we killed 

th e c ra zy c on fess ion he mad e. Tha t was a qu eer one." 
"A ll righ t," I sa id .  "Sp ill it th en." 
"Draw up a cha ir, s on, and p our y ours elf a d rin k, and I'll see i f  I ca n 

r emember th e thing as it a ll hap pened .. . " And h e  p roce ed ed to spi ll i t. 
Pers eus S mith (sa id Ca rtain Mc Gra il) was a mild little man wh o'd ne ver 

hu rt a fly in his life. And Pers eus was r ea lly h is fi rs t  na me .  His mothe r had 
been read ing the Gree k  c lass ics sh ortly be fore he was born and wh en he ar 
rived sh e ga ve h im th e mon iker, h op ing he 'd tu rn ou t to be as big and bra ve 

and hands ome as the origina l Pe rs eus , wh o, I unders tand , was qu ite a gu y. 
Well, as it tu rn ed ou t, th ey c ou ldn 't ha ve been mor e  d ifferen t. D o  y ou 

remembe r  wha t the Gree� Pers eus did ? I looked i t  a ll up a fter w e  had 
Pers eus S mith in th e can, jus t ou t of p ers ona l cu ri osi ty. Th er e's qui te a yar n 

a bou t th e Greek. A c rooked king wan ted to ma rry Pers eus ' moth er bu t the 
Greek was a lways in the way. S o  he s en t  Pers eus ou t to kn oc k off a g org on 
by th e na me of Medu sa wh o had a head s o  bad it turn ed p eop le in to mar ble, 

wi th sna kes on th e d ome ins tead of ha ir. This Pers eus, h e  wen t a fter Medusa 
and ga ve her th e ax e and brough t bac k  th e h ead, let the cr ooked king take 
a gand er a t  i t, and p res to, th ere was an oth er s ta tu e  in th e cas tle. 

Bu t Pe rseus S mith !  He was an insu ranc e sa les man n o  less, a bou t five fee t 
five inches ta ll, a li ttle ba ld, a little wais tline, th ir ty -tw o  y ea rs old, w ore 

g lass es, looked h enp ec ked wi th ou t  being ma rr ied, and ju mp ed a t  th e s igh t 
of his own shad ow. He managed to e ke ou t th ir ty buc ks a wee k, and h ow 
I d on 't kn ow . As a sa les man, he i mp res �ed y ou more li ke a fema le i mper 

s ona tor .. . jus t a run -of-the -mill w orm. 
Pe rs eus happ ened to be ca rrying th e tor ch for a li ttle blo.nd e in the in 

su rance office by th e na me of Ru by Miller. Ru by didn 't happ en to be 
Pe rs eus ' type, as w e  la ter found ou t, bu t he th ough t sh e was and h e  sp en t  
mos t of his w eekly s tipend sending her candy and flowe rs and p roba bly 

d rea ming a bou t her. 
Ru by Mille r  was a s ma rt little g ir l . Sh e had g ood looks, blonde hair 

(wh ich she renewed a t  the ha ird res ser 's from we ek to wee k), and a pa ir of 
ga ms tha t w ou ld ha ve pu t Die trich to sha me. She had better looking guys 

than Per seu s Smi th on he r trai l and she knew i t. Bu t she li ked candy and 
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the flowers and so she k ept him o n  t he line, play ing him ag ai nst a b raw ny , 
b rainless guy nam ed B ill Jo rd an -w ho also wo rked at t he o ffic e  - arid 
who in his ow n est im at io n w as of t he sam e c alib er as C lark G ab le and Ad am. 

You k now t he ty pe. 
Ruby M iller really lik ed t his seco nd guy , Jo rd an, but he w as too cocky 

fo r  her and he d id n't flatt er her enou g h. He m ad e  out as if it w ere a priv ileg e 
fo r  her b ec au se he lik ed her and w ent out w it h  her. 

So she b eg an to g ive Perseu s  Sm it h  t he wo rk s  to m ak e  B ill j ealou s. 
It wo rk ed too but not t he rig ht w ay. I nst ead of b eing mo re humb le w it h  

Ruby , t his Jo rd an b eg an to pick o n  Perseu s  Sm it h  so t hat poo r Perseu s w as 
almo st afraid to go to wo rk mo rning s. 

About _t his t im e, t he com pany d ec id ed to t hrow a co stum e b all fo r  all it s .  
em ploy ees. Som e so rt of c eleb rat io n of t he fact t hat bu siness had b een go ing 

o n  mo re o r  less fo r  fifty y ears. T hey to ssed it at t he B rookv ille Hot el no 
less and it w as go ing to b e  qu it e an affair. 

W hen Perseu s  Sm it h  heard about t he b all, he imm ed iat ely ask ed Ruby 
M iller if she'd go to it w it h  him. A nd Ruby , w ho happened to b e  m ad at 
B ill Jo rd an at t hat part icu lar t im e, said she wou ld. S he w as go ing , she i n
form ed him , as Ju liet and it wou ld b e  a sham e t hat a guy nam ed S hak espeare 

cou ld n't see her b ec au se, as Ju liet ,  she w as planning o n  b eing t he real 
Mc Coy. (T here w ere prizes, you see, for t he b est co stum e.) 

Perseu s  got co ld feet t hen. "I d id n't ex pect to go in co stum e," he to ld 
her. "I f eel so do g go ne silly all d ressed u p  qu eer." 

"W ell," said Ruby w it h  t hat you-k now -w hat look in her ey es, "you w ear 
a co stum e to t he b all o r  you do n't go w it h  me! Aft er all, Perseu s  Sm it h, 
it is a co stum e party , you k now !" 

Perseu s  k new it but he st ill d id n't lik e it. "B esid es, Ruby ," he said , "I 
wou ld n't k now w hat to go as. I'm no Rom eo so I c an't go t eam ed u p  w it h  
you. I'd f eel so silly." 

"W ell," said Ruby , "w hy do n't you go lik e you r nam e  t hen ? W asn't 
Perseu s a G reek hero o r  som et hing ? I rem emb er read ing about him w hen 
I was . in hig h sc hoo l. M ayb e you 'v e  got som et hing t here." 

So Perseu s  Sm it h  w ent hom e  and read u p  o n  Perseu s, t he G reek. A nd he 
fou nd out t hat w hen Perseu s  t he G reek w ent to slay t he go rgo n ,  t he god s 
helped him out . M inerv a  lo aned him a g lit tering shield. M ercu ry lo aned him 
a po werful swo rd and a pair of w ing ed sand als w hic h allo wed him to fly. 
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A galaxy of wood nymphs gave him a magic pouch and a headgear called 
"the helmet of darkness." 

It seemed like a good idea. Perseus Smith visited a theatrical costumer a 
couple of days before the ball was to come off and got himself an outfit. 
He picked up a papier-miche sword and shield, a Greek tunic, and a helmet. 
The helmet was really beautiful - a regal thing, all shiny and silvery with 
a comb of upright white feathers on the back of it. The costume cost Perseus 
Smith twelve bucks. 

That night he tried the outfit on and looked at himself in the mirror. He 
looked pretty good except that he was aware that his legs were too bony. 
After all, he only had on a drafty little kirtle and a pair of sandals. You 
could count the cold-stiffened hairs on his knees. But he was in love with 
this dame, remember, and love finds a way, they say. 

"How is it so far?" asked Captain McGrail, pausing to take a sip of his 
own wme. 

"So far it's all right," I said. "And this is putrid wine. But look, Captain, 
if it's just that the little guy knocks off the big guy on account of the dame, 
it's out.  The Perseus angle isn't that good all by itself. My city editor 
said -" 

"Keep your ears on," said Captain McGrail. "It's a little more than just 
the Perseus angle. But remember, this ain't a police version. This is the 
story, more or less, as we got it out of the guy himself the night he sat in 
your chair there. Funny little mug . . . .  He seemed to take it for granted 
his goose was cooked and he talked." 

"Go on with the story," I said. 
The afternoon of the ball (Captain McGrail continued) , Bill Jordan, the 

rival suitor for the fair Ruby's hand, followed Perseus Smith home from 
the office. By this time, Jordan was ga-ga about the little lady and he knew 
that she was just trying to taunt him with the Perseus dope, and he was 
convinced that he wouldn't fall for it. 

It doesn't sound like much of a build-up for a murder, does it ? Just two 
guys in love with a girl. But Perseus Smith was funny. He was sensitive 
and he had an inferiority complex, and anytime you find a guy like that, 
you can be sure that he hates to be made a fool of more than anything else 
in the world. 
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B ill Jordan wan ted to s top Ru by 's gam e w ith Pers eus an d the on ly way 
he cou ld do tha t was to s top Pers eus .  So he fo llow ed Pers eus Sm ith hom e 
tha t  n ig ht an d go t Pers eus up in his room a lon e an d sa id, "Sm ith, let's 

s ettle this thing righ t now. I'm tak ing Ru by to the ba ll ton igh t." 
"O h no ," sa id Pers eus, "I am. I ask ed her an d sh e sa id tha t  sh e wou ld go 

w ith m e." 
"Y eah ?" sa id B ill Jordan, s tick ing ou t a jaw tha t wou ld hav e been jus t 

the th ing for th e prow o f  a ba ttlesh ip . "Says you ." 
"Says," rep lied Pers eus brav ely ,  s tick ing ou t a jaw tha t cou ldn' t manag e 

to du ll three razor bla des a y ear, "me!" 

"Sm ith," sa id B ill Jordan om inous ly, "I'm try ing to s ettle th is lik e  a 
g en tleman. I don' t care if th e g irl is ma d a t  m e  rig ht now, un ders tan d ?  Bu t 
I s till don' t wan t h er to mak e a foo l ou t o f  h ers elf by show ing up a t  a swank 

a ffa ir lik e  ton igh t w ith a horn-rimm ed com ic scarecrow lik e  you in tow ." 
"Un til Ru by says sh e prefers o th er company," sa id Pers eus ,  "I w ill ac 

company her to th e ba ll. An d I res en t your vu lgar remarks, though th ey 
do no t surpris e m e." 

"L is ten ," B il l  Jordan grow led, gra bbing Pers eus by th e ves t  an d lifting 
him o ff  th e groun d, "I a in' t foo ling , m is ter. G et th is an d g et it s tra igh t .  
You 're no t go ing to s how up a t  Ru by's. Sh e's gonna be  wa iting th ere for 

you an d you won' t s how up. In stea d, I' ll show up wh en s he's beefing a bou t 
you an d ca lling you nam es, an d I' ll tak e h er to th e ba ll. Un ders tan d  tha t, 
pu nk, or els e !" 

"Or - els e  -w ha t ?" Pers eus fa ltered, unw illing to retrea t from h is 
stan d. 

"You 're ask ing for it," sa id B ill Jordan. An d then the fun began . H e  
s hellack ed tha t  Sm ith la d lik e  h e' d  n ev er been s hellack ed before. H e  

bloo died his nos e an d la id a pa ir o f  s hin ers ov er h is ey es an d hurt him in the 
bo dy. An d w hen he was finis hed an d Pers eus Sm ith was a limp bun dle, ou t 

co ld on th e floor, B ill Jordan left, triump han t, con temp tuous, an d grinn ing 
-as he thoug ht o f  Ru by - from ear to ear. 

Wh en Pers eus Sm ith cam e to, h e  felt ro tten. H e  didn 't m in d  th e bea ting 
so much . The pa in o f  tha t ha d su bs ided for th e mos t part, an d h is nos e ha d 
s topp ed bleeding . Bu t th e who le th ing was hum ilia ting . Ignom in ious ly 
ov erwh elm ed by a moro n  lik e B ill Jordan -an d a ll for th e sak e o f  Ru by . 

Wha t  wou ld s he th ink ? I t  hurt. 
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You've g ot to say the lad ha d g uts th ough. He wen t 'to the ba thr oom 
and washed up. He c ouldn 't do m uch ab out the sh iners. They were pre tty 
bad. B ut he p owdere d them w ith s ome af ter -shav ing p ow der and in the 
ar tific ia l  ligh t they looked passab le. Perse us g ot ready then to g o  to the ba ll. 
I t  ha d been under way for over tw o h ours n ow, b ut he was g oing anyh ow ,  

wh ile he s till b ore the marks of h is bea ting, and he was g oing to te ll Ruby 
M iller wha t k in d  of a fellow B ill Jordan was an d pr ove it, even if Jordan 

k illed h im for it. 
He g ot in to h is Greek tun ic and p ut on h is winged sanda ls and fixed the 

fake arm or ar ound h is ches t. Then he p icke d up h is ph ony sw ord and sh ie ld 
an d p ut on the he lme t. I t  was ch illy out, s o  he de c ided to wear a c oa t. Then 
he rea lized tha t he w ould have t o  ta ke a cab anyh ow to the ba ll on a c c oun t 
of he c ouldn' t wa lk in the s tree ts in tha t  k ind of a ge t- up. S o  he lef t the 
c oa t  beh ind and wen t out. 

In the ha ll, he me t Mrs. Hann igan, the lan dlady of the h ouse . He felt s illy, 
mee ting her in the Greek ge t- up ,  and he la ughed embarrassed ly and sa id, 

"I g uess y ou th ink I'm crazy, Mrs. Hann igan , b ut it's on ly tha t  I 'm g oing 
to a dan ce -" 

Mrs. Hann igan turned ar ound a t  the s ound of h is v oice, wen t wh ite ,  
s creamed like a madw oman, and ran. 

Perse us Sm ith was d is turbed. He c ouldn 't imag ine why she 'd done tha t. 
He th ough t maybe he looked h orr ib le or s ome th ing in the Gre ek ge t-up 

w ith the pa ir of b la ck eyes. Maybe he'd s cared her w ith the fake s word. 
He th ough t he 'd be tter ge t on h is way before she ca lle d  a c op, s o  he ran out 

and g ot in to a cab tha t was parked a t  the c orner. 
When he slammed the d oor, the dr iver turned a roun d a utoma tica lly and 

sa id, "Where to?" 
"The Br ookv ille H ote l, p lease ," Perse us sa id, "and make it as fas t as y ou 

can. I'm la te n ow." 
The dr iver gap ed, h is eyes n ear ly p opp ing out of h is hea d. His sk in wen t 

pea-green and he looked as th ough he were try ing to shr iek b ut c ouldn 't 
ge t s team up. 

"D on 't be a larmed," sa id Perse us Sm ith q uie tly, "it's on ly a c os tume 
for a ba ll ton igh t, tha t's a ll. I'm n ot cra zy .  Jus t  take me to the Br ookv ille 
H ote l." 

An d w ith tha t the dr iver em itted a s cree ch y ou could have heard over 
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in B rook lyn a nd g ot out of that ca b a nd va nished just as fast as he could. 
You could have k nocked Pe rse us Sm ith ove r  w ith a feathe r. 

"Y ou see what I mea n ?" asked Ca pta in M cGra il. 
"I see what you mea n," I sa id. "It d oes get bette r. It's beg inning to ta ke 

the taste of the w ine out of m y  m outh. Wh y d on't you try Ba rsa c s ome 
time. You'll fi nd it d oes n't -" 

"L iste n, Richa rd Ha rd ing Dav is," sa id Ca pta in M cGra il w ith sa rcasm , 
"d o you wa nt to hea r the rest of th is story or not?" 

"Of course I wa nt to hea r it," I sa id. "I 'm mak ing notes on it a ll the 
time. B ut your wine was bad. Now te ll me, wh y d id M rs. Ha nnigan fade 
awa y, a nd what made the tax i  d rive r s cream ?" 

"I ca n see," re plied Ca pta in M cGra il, "that you a in't up on your Greek 
m yths. We 'll be com ing to that sh ortly." 

The re was n't a ny wa y of bring ing that ca b d rive r  ba ck (Ca pta in M cGra il 
we nt on), a nd Pe rse us Sm ith d id n't wa nt to take a ca b a nd d rive off w ith it 
a nd get pinched fo r  ca r-he isting. S o  he g ot out. The re was n't a nothe r ca b 
a round .  He remem be red right the n that he had n't brought h is m one y 
w ith h im a nyh ow , a nd that if he had, he w ould n't have found a pla ce to 
put it. That outfit he w ore d id n't have a cha nge pocket . 

. . . A nywa y, Pe rse us de cided that he 'd wa lk ove r  to the h ote l. S o  he 
we nt ba ck to h is room a nd g ot h is coat. A nd whe n he came d ow nsta irs, he 
hea rd M rs. Ha nniga n talk ing on the ph one. "Yes, office r, it's the liv ing 
truth I 'm te ll ing you ... " a nd s o  fo rth. S o  Pe rse us g ot out of the re fast. 

He had ex pe cted pe ople to h oot at h im now a nd the n, a nd at least to 
sta re at h im as th ough he we re e ithe r  a ma nia c  or s ome s ort of am bulating 
adve rtiseme nt. 

B ut nobod y  noticed h im at a ll. Seve ra l  pe ople bum ped into h im, turned, 
sta red, the n fled in pa nic. Cross ing a street once, a tax i  nea rly k illed h im, 
a lth ough the d rive r  m us t  ce rta inly have see n h im s ince he was right in the 
wa y ... . 

B ut fi na lly he rea ched the B rookv ille Hote l a nd we nt in. He could hea r 
the m us ic com ing from the g ra nd ba llroom a nd Pe rse us could see eve ryone 
in costume. He w onde red h ow he was g oing to fi nd Ruby a nd B ill Jorda n 
be ca use eve ryone was wea ring masks . He we nt to the che ck room a nd took 
off h is coat a nd la id it on the counte r. 
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T he g irl w as a little brune tte and she w as chew in g  g um but when sh e 
saw th at co at go on the co un te r, she g ulped, sw allowed the g um an d beg an 
inh aling bre ath fo r  a sc re am th at wo uld h ave blown the doo rs down . 
"Don 't be alarmed ," said Pe rse us. "I t' s  on ly a co stume." 

She looked up in stupe fac tion , and he r face w as wh ite r  th an sno w  co uld 
eve r  be. She looked like a m an iac. He r eye s go t bigge r and bigge r an d 
Pe rse us h ad a ho rrible mo men t when he tho ugh t they wo uld go pop, righ t 

o ut of the so cke ts. 
"Fo r he aven 's sake ," he said , "ge t a g rip on yo urse lf. If th is co stume is as 

te rrify ing as peop le seem to th ink it is, pe rh ap s  I 'd be tte r -" 
And then she sc re amed. He r face con to rted te rribly. Pe rse us Sm ith felt 

h is he art turn ove r in side of h im. He m ade o ut he r wo rd s  j ust as he g rabbed 
fo r  the top co at and ran. "He ain't there! He' s talk in ' but he ain't there!" 
And the g irl kee led ove r ne atly backw ard wh ile Pe rse us wen t w ith the w ind. 

When he re ached B ro adw ay ,  the k id stopped to con side r. He reme mbe red 
wh at she said , and altho ugh it w as asin ine, it bo the red h im. Of co urse it 
w asn 't true. The h at-che ck g irl h ad p ro bably been a little h igh , wh at w ith 
B ac ch us supp ly ing the who le sh ind ig w ith ligh t w ine s and bee r. ... And 
then Pe rse us re c alled the c ab d rive r and M rs. H ann ig an ,  and the peop le 

who h ad bumped in to h im .... 
Th at w as the wo rst momen t in h is life. Pe rse us stopped on the co rne r of 

48th and B ro adw ay and he sh udde red v io len tly. Peop le sw armed aro und 
h im ,  p ush ing h im ,  bump ing in to h im. He go t o ut of the ir w ay in con 
sp ic uo usly and le aned ag ain st a lamp po st, and took o ff  the "he lme t of 

d arkne ss" to sc ratch h is he ad. 
In stan tly a p assing w ise ac re stopped , took a g ande r at the hy ste ric al ge t-up 

and beg an to ro ar w ith laugh te r. "Ge t a lo ad of the G reek S co tsman ," 
said the w iseg uy. "A ll se t to go o ut and slay the d ragon. Hey , the sp ian , 

wh at p ic ture yo u adve rtising , Ben Hur?" 
Pe rse us S mith sh ive red and p ut h is he lme t  back on and started to ge t 

aw ay from the g ro up wh ich , w ith the n ative c urio sity of New Yo rke rs, h ad 
fo rmed aro und h im. He stepped o ff  the c urb, he ard sh riek s and ye lls beh ind 
h im, turned and saw the g ro up blow ing up like sp lin te rs fro m a bo mb. Two 
wo men fain ted ,  the w ise ac re ran ye lling down the stree t. 

Pe rse us Sm ith m ade as q uie t an ex it as po ssible. No body saw h im go -
th at w as the tro uble. 
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The thing seemed to be on the level but he had to test it. He had to test 
ii: in such a way as to prove it once and for all and there didn't seem to be 
any such way without the risk of arrest for disorderly conduct. 

Perseus Smith thought it over in front of a hot-dog and orange-juice 
stand for a long time. Finally he got his nerve up because he began to see 
enormous possibilities in the thing. He went into the hot-dog stand. He 
found a man behind the counter, and a customer - all alone and eating 
a frankfurter and a cup of coffee - at the front. It was fair enough as a test. 
He reached over and took the man's hat off and set it on the counter. 

The man gulped on the hot dog and nearly choked. He wheeled and 
turned. He stared at the hat, then wet his finger and held it up. "I didn't 
feel a wind," he said. "Did you see that ?" 

"No," said the hash-slinger behind the counter. "What?" 
The man pointed at his hat .  
"Just picked my hat off and laid it down as neat ! And I didn't feel any

thing at all." 
Perseus Smith reached over and punched the cash register. It banged 

open amid many j inglings and registered, "No Sale." 
"Cut that out," said the hash-slinger. "You keep your mitts on the other 

side of this counter." 
The wide-eyed man with the hot dog gulped again. "I didn't do it," he 

said. "I didn't touch the thing. I can't even reach it from here . . . .  " He 
dropped the hot dog and his eyes rolled. "Brother, I'm getting outa here. 
This joint is haunted !"  And he faded fast. 

"Good evening," said Perseus Smith quietly. 
The counterman gaped around, then asked, "Who's talking?" 
"I am," said Perseus. "I'm right here where the other fellow was. Can't 

you see me?" 
"I - can't - see - a - doggone - thing -" 
"Hmm," Perseus muttered. "Will you watch this cup of coffee a minute 

and tell me what happens to it ?" He picked up the cup. 
The counterman emitted strange gasping sounds. "It ain't!" 
"And now?" Perseus put it back. 
"It - is -" 
"Thank you," Perseus said quietly. "I guess that rather proves it . I'm 

invisible." 
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The counterman was screaming wildly for a riot squad when Perseus 
Smith stepped out of the booth and walked quickly east, mulling over 
his uncanny condition and trying to figure it out. 

"If you think," I said dryly, " that I'm going to be able to write this 
hocus-pocus as a feature story for a newspaper, you're crazy. It was going 
good until he became invisible." 

Captain McGrail sighed and shook the ashes off his cigar. "The trouble 
with you is you're a cynic, son. Now me, I'd really like to believe this story 
that Perseus Smith unloaded when we socked him into your chair there 
and told him to spill. Understand, this is his version, not ours. And the 
funny part of it is he had an awful lot of evidence to prove -" 

"Cut it out," I said. "It's a fairy tale. " 
"In a manner of speaking," said Captain McGrail, "it is. But then the 

Holy Grail is a fairy story nowadays too. Yet the Grail was supposed to be . 
a healing cup in the olden times. And who's to say whether or not them 
Greek myths were true or not." 

I asked, "What have Greek myths got to do with it?" 
"Well, that's how Perseus came to get invisible," said Captain McGrail. 

"Have some more wine and I'll tell you." 
Perseus Smith tried to figure out first what made him visible and in

visible. He remembered taking off the helmet on Broadway and how people 
noticed his costume at once. And the next instant when he put it on, they 
all scattered. So he said to himself, the secret of invisibility lay in the helmet. 

He decided to acquire the helmet at once. 
He returned home that night but he couldn't sleep much. Next morning 

he returned the costume to the man who had rented it to him. But he 
didn'.t bring back the helmet. 

"Say, "  he said, "I'm awfully sorry but I lost that helmet last night." 
"That'll cost you," said the costumer nastily, "eight bucks." 
"Seems like a lot," said Perseus, but he paid it gladly. 
Next he walked over to the public library and he sat down with a volume 

of Greek myths and looked up the adventures of Perseus. He found that 
the helmet of darkness which the wood nymphs had given to Perseus was 
such as to render him invisible so that the gorgon Medusa would not be 
a�le to see him when he used Mercury's sword to cut her head off and 



1 1 8  RICHARD SALE 

Mine rva' s sh ie ld to wa tch he r w ith, so tha t he d id no t have to look d irec tly 
a t  he r and be tu rned in to stone. 

" By Geo rge !" Pe rseu s mu tte red. "I' ll be t tha t he lme t  is the sa me da rn 
he lme t -" 

He pu t the book away and sto le qu ick ly ho me aga in . 
. . . Now Pe rseu s had to ge t u sed to the new he lme t, so he te le phoned 

the o ffice and to ld them tha t  he wou ld no t be in tha t day a s  he wa s ill. 
B ill Jo rdan, when he hea rd the excu se, g rinned fro m ea r to ea r. He knew 

why Pe rseu s S mith wa s ill. Wha t' s  mo re, he had Ruby M ille r ea ting ou t of 
h is hand. 

Pe rseu s S mith cou ld have done a lo t of good w ith the he lme t  of da rkne ss. 
He knew tha t  and he con side red it. Bu t he ke pt th ink ing of B ill Jo rdan 

and Ruby Mille r. He wan ted revenge. He wa s a wo rm who had sudden ly 
become an Atla s. The he lme t  of da rkne ss had made a little man a titan, it 
had the powe r to tran sfo rm a Ca spa r  Milque toa st in to an Attila, o r  a 

Gengh is Khan . 
Pe rseu s dec ided he'd k ill B ill Jo rdan. He ha ted the man tho rough ly now, 

ha ted the hu milia ting bea ting he had taken, fe lt the hu rt dee p down 
in side of h im .  

Pe rseu s a lso dec ided tha t  he'd ma rry Ruby Mille r. No tice, he decided. 
Be fore the he lme t  of da rkne ss, he had on ly ho ped. 

Bu t you 'll no tice too -and it' s  a commen ta ry on the m ind of a man in 
its way - tha t  the he lme t and its powe r wou ld u ltima te ly have won any 

wo men in the wo rld fo r  Pe rseu s. And he still though t on ly in te rms of 
Ruby Mille r. 

Fo r Ruby Mille r, Pe rseu s S mith knew tha t he wou ld have to have a lo t 
of money. He 'd awe he r w ith g ifts and flowe rs and pre stige . And he knew 
tha t  she'd like h im fo r  tha t  - if fo r  no o the r rea son . Fo r B ill Jo rdan, he 

dec ided to a rrange a g rand ilo quen t fin ish w ith the po lice sitting righ t the re, 
ba ffled, a nd Pe rseu s wou ld kee p the m  ba ffled fo r  e te rn ity . It wou ld be a 
ma ste r  stroke. 

So Pe rseu s se t ou t to try the he lme t  of da rkne ss and see ho w good he 
had to be to wo rk it righ t. 

He began by b reak ing a w indow in the jewe lry sho p  no t far fro m h is 
roo ms whe re he had seen a wonde rful w ristwa tch fo r  wh ich he had longed. 
He took a rock, hu rled it th rough the g la ss, then pu lled ou t the wa tch and 
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stood by as a policeman arrived on the scene. He followed the shop owner 
and the cop around for awhile until he got bored. The wristwatch dis
appeared, of course, the moment he wore it. Everything he touched seemed 
to vanish while he wore it. 

Both the cop and the shopkeeper were mystified. Seeing that nothing of 
interest would be forthcoming from them, Perseus decided to try some 
bigger game. 

He rode downtown to the bank where he often went to deposit checks 
which the big boss sent him over with. The bank was crowded and there 
was no way to get into the tellers' cages without opening doors, which 
would have looked funny. A door opening by itself. So he tried climbing up 
over the top of the cages and then reaching down into the cash trays. It 
went very well. 

When Perseus returned home that night, it was with some three thousand 
dollars in cash. 

He decided then and there to get to work on Bill Jordan and get him out 
of the way at once. He sat down and clipped words from an evening news
paper which he had taken from a newsstand before he crawled under the 
turnstile of the subway on his way home. He pasted them on a sheet of 
paper and when he was through he read the message aloud : 

"I am going to kill you tomorrow night at eight o'clock in your own rooms 
and would appreciate it if you warned police in advance. Mister X." 

It looked pretty good, like kidnapers' notes he had seen in newspapers. 
He put it in a stamped envelope, printed Jordan's address in pencil on the 
front, and went out and mailed it. 

He stayed away from the office next day, too, but he called a doctor who, 
when he arrived, found Perseus in bed. The doctor examined him and agreed 
that he had had a bad beating. Mrs. Hannigan cooked some broth for him 
and the doctor said for her to be sure and see that Perseus Smith remained 
in bed another day at least. 

"Don't worry, Doctor," said Mrs. Hannigan. "He can't leave the house 
without me seeing him." 

This was fine. Perseus smiled, because it gave him a perfect alibi. He would 
leave the house invisibly, and Mrs. Hannigan would swear he had never 
gone out. 
- At seven-thirty, he got up, put on a bathrobe and shoes, donned the 
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helmet of darkness, and went out. He broke a window in a gunshop and 
took out a .32 caliber Colt pistol which was fully loaded, and then he went 
on to Bill Jordan's apartment. 

When he arrived there, he saw the cop down in front  and he knew that 
there were more cops upstairs. He went up anyhow, all the ,vay to the roof. 
He found a cop on the roof, but he walked right by the flatty without 
making a sound, then he climbed down the fire-escape on the front of the 
house until he came to Bill Jordan's living-room. 

He looked in. 
Bill Jordan was sitting in a chair in the middle of the room in a blue funk, 

sweating profusely and staring at the clock. There were two cops in there 
with him and they looked ready for business. Perseus smiled. He eased open 
the window quietly and stuck his head in and his gun in. He watched the 
clock and waited. 

At precisely eight o'clock, the chimes began to sound. He watched Jordan 
grow rigid and stare at the hands. When the chimes stopped he fired five 
shots into Bi11 Jordan and killed him dead. Then Perseus backed out of 
the window and took i t  on the lam. 

But that's fate for you. As he j erked his head back, he knocked the helmet 
off. It fell five stories into the street somewhere. And the cops turned 
around at the shots and, lo and behold, there was Perseus Smith - in the 
flesh - still holding the rod, caught red-handed, betrayed by the hdmet 
of darkness which he had knocked off his head himself. 

They arrested him,. He was as meek and mild a little lamb as you ever 
saw. They brought him down here and he confessed readily and, son, he 
sat in the chair you're sitting in now and told me this self-same story, and 
that's a fact. 

"The wine," I said, making a wry face, "is still sad. But you haven't 
finished, Captain. Did he get the chair?" 

"With an imagination like that?" Captain McGrail roared. "Not on your 
life he didn't. After that story, we checked up and we checked up too well. 
We saw we didn't have a chance, so the D.A. let the little guy plead insanity 
and he's up in Matamoras at the asylum. I hear that he seems to be happy 
up there."  

I stared at McGrail. "You mean the little shrimp got away with it? 
You must be crazy." 
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"Yeah ?" h e  drawl ed. "Well, loo k a t  th e fac ts. We foun d  thr ee gran d in 
th e goop's b edroom. An d a ban k cl er k  in Pers eus' boss 's ban k was ja il ed 
for emb ezzling tha t thr ee gran d. Co inc idenc e, m ayb e?  All r igh t. Ma yb e  so. 
Th e cos tum er sa id yes ,  Pers eus ha d pa id eigh t b uc ks for a h elm et h e  sa id 

h e  los t. All r igh t. Mrs. Han nigan swor e on th e n igh t of th e m ur der tha t  
Pers eus ha d no t l ef t  h is room. B ut jus t  th e sam e, h e  wa sn 't in it. Th e ha t

ch ec k  gal a t  th e Br .oo kvill e  Ho tel swo re on a s tac k of B ibl es tha t  sh e' d  
tal ked w ith an in vis ibl e man, b ut tha t  was p ut down to th e l iquor wh ich 

ran free tha t n igh t a t  th e par ty. We n ever fo un d  th e Broa dwa y wis eacr e, 
nor th e cab dr iver. Pers eus did s ta y  awa y from th e o ffic e  for two da ys, but 
tha t was exp la in ed b y  th e fac t tha t  h e  ha d a pa ir of sh in ers an d was asham ed 

of th em .. .. A l l  r igh t - tha t l ea ves onl y th e hash-sl ing er in th e ho t dog 
jo in t." 

"Wha t abo ut h im ?" I as ked, as Cap ta in Mc Gra il tipp ed bac k h is cha ir 
a nd p ut h is f eet up. 

"Wh y," h e  sa id, "h e m us t  ha ve s een som eth ing aw ful queer tha t n igh t. 
H e  go t so scar ed a t  h is own sha dow, h e  hang ed h ims elf in a clos et th e sam e 

n igh t, so h e  n ever wo ul d  ha ve b een goo d as a w itn ess. Of co urs e, h e  ow ed 
a lo t of mon ey, wh ich is on e r eason wh y h e  m igh t ha ve don e  a Dutch, b ut 
j us t  th e sam e it's kin d  of a co inc idenc e tha t  h e  sho ul d  p ic k  j us t  tha t 

n igh t -" 
"Yo u  almos t so un d  as tho ugh yo u b el ieved al l th e g uff tha t  Pers eus Sm ith 

sp ill ed tha t  n igh t !" I sa id. 
Cap ta in Mc Gra il shr ugg ed. "H e ha d a won der ful imag ina tion," h e  

draw l ed. "A ver y  won derf ul imag ina tion. It sa ved h is n ec k  an d p ut h im in 
an insan e as ylum. Ma yb e  h e  is cra zy, I don' t know. Un ders tan d, I don 't 
exac tl y  b el ieve poor ol d Pers eus' s tor y, b ut j us t  th e sam e, I s ur e  w ish w e  

co ul d  ha ve foun d  tha t h elm et h e  kep t jabb er ing abo ut wh en h e  conf ess ed 
to us." 

"Yo u  n ever foun d  th e h elm et?" I excla im ed, an d dropp ed th e pa d I'd 
b een jo tting no tes on . 

"N ever saw it aga in," h e  sa id. "On e  of th e cops in B ill Jor dan 's room saw 
it fall, so th er e r eall y was a h elm et. Th e th eor y  was tha t  it m igh t ha ve fall en 
in to a pass ing san itar y tr uc k. Yo u know. B ut tha t  j us t  s eems l ike th e co in 

c idenc e tha t  bro ke th e cam el 's bac k . . .. I dunno, son , I dunno. I of ten 
w ish w e'd foun d tha t h elm et of dar kn ess . A smar t g uy wo ul d  ha ve s trapp ed 
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it under h is ch in ins tead of ta king a chance on kn ocking it off -n ot. tha t  
I bel ieve it, of c ourse ." 

"B ut jus t  the same," I sa id w ith sa rcasm, "you fig ure tha t  if Pe rse us 
didn 't  have a he lmet of darkness, he certa inly ha d a w on der ful imag i
na tion." 

"That 's it," sa id Ca pta in Mc Gra il, reach ing for the w ine. "A w on der ful 
imag ina tion." 

"On the way home from school I noticed a small speck in the sky. It 
grew larger and larger. It turned out to be an invasion fleet from Mars. 
They had supersonic jet ships and were armed with cosmic-destructo rays. 
I had to save our Earth people and I fought them all off single-handed. 
I guess I got banged up a little, but that's nothing. You should see 
that stupid Charlie Keller from down the street - he turned traitor and 
fought with the Martians." 

from The Saturday Review of Literature 



Here is a story of the distant scientific future - hut it is n ot science fiction. 
In /act, like Huxley 's Brave New Wor ld or Leiher's Gather, Darkn ess , 
it might best he described as anti-science fiction. Miss McClintic has already 
delighted connoisseurs with her imaginative verse in the Atlan tic ; her first 
published story brings to the fantasy field a welcome new talent, wedding the 
subtlety of a poet to the ingenuity of a story-teller. 

In the Vays of Our Fathers 
by W I N  ON A M C C L I N T I C  

MELPH, a lth ough an a tavis tica lly sensi tive chi ld, had had an average 
childh ood. Her paren ts, thinking she w ould ou tg row this sensitivi ty, 

said n othing ab ou t  i t  to the Ins truc tors. H owever, they managed to keep 
her a t  h ouse tw o years l onger than the siblings. She was the y ounges t in 
the h ouse and the gr oup decided tha t  this caused her backwardness. She 

was fond of • the lyrics tha t  the h ouse -assis tan t sang to her. The siblings 
w ould g o  to sleep immedia tely they heard them, bu t Melph s tayed awa ke 
lis tening, and af terward w ould sing them to herself in bed . Her fav ori te 
was the age less one : 

Eins tein, Eins tein , 
Make a diagram 
F or Baby to b lueprin t 
When he is a man. 

Make a new milk-well 
Of radia ted foam 
F or Baby to drink 
When his plane c omes h ome. 

Melph 's l ife was calm and pleasan t, in spi te of the Preliminary Training 
which she had to endure like every one else. During the l ong, warm days 
she was taken to the oceanside by the h ouse -assis tan t, to play in the quie t 
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waters and run along the sand. Many times she would be found meditating 
and staring over the ocean, thinking long, long thoughts, as her sire put it .  

The house was a comparatively new one, having been built in the last 
five hundred years, but there was a locked attic with small round windows, 
where Melph wished she could go. She had asked her parents many times 
but was never given permission. Then after a silence on the subject for two 
years she asked again, and watched her parents sharply to learn what 
mystery was there. 

"No, child," said her sire, "and you must not ask again." He turned 
to her dam and said, "She takes after your brother Bisec."  And because 
they were well-mated Dam said only, "Poor Bisec ! Hush, Sire." 

"Is that Uncle Bisec who Passed Beyond before I was conceived ?" asked 
Melph. 

"Yes, child," answered Dam. "Run out into the sunshine." 
Melph went out but she said to herself, "If I am like Uncle Bisec and 

his mystery is hidden in the attic, I must find the key by stealth, and thus 
understand myself by applied parallel."  

For some months after this Melph was unable to make progress, although 
she discovered where her parents hid the Life Readings, which would be 
given to her at the age of eleven, and the pictures her sire scrnwled when 
he was uncalm. She had known about the pictures for some time, however, 
and did not feel the shame about them that the siblings did. She wished 
she could draw funny little adults and dogs when she was uncalm. Then 
one day, when her parents had gone to the amphitheatre and the house
assistant was in the cooking-room, Melph found the keyring of the house. 
Her dam had forgotten to take it along. Melph hid in the closet to pick out  
the key to  the attic. She crept up the stairs like a rodent, and unlocked the 
door. 

As it swung open a strange feeling went over her, an emotion she had not 
yet experienced in the Preliminary Training. The attic was a small room 
under the eaves, which sloped almost to the floor. I t  had been decided ages . 
before that this style was the most pleasing. The dust was so thick it could 
have been five hundred years since the room had been used, instead of ten 
or twelve. On the righthand wall was a sign painted in red in a childish 
hand : "Bisec, his room." The ancient desire for privacy which he had 
possessed was the terrible secret !  Melph thought she too had had this desire 
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all her life. But wait ;  that could have been corrected by the Instructors; 
there must have been something more to the story. The room was unfur
nished except for two chairs and a trunk almost hidden in the darkness. 
Melph went to the trunk and tried to lift the lid. It was locked but the lock 
was an old one and did not seem strong. She kicked i t  until it fell off, and 
then kicked the lid until it was loose. Pasted on the inside of the lid was a 
sign in red paint :  "Bisec, his trunk. Everybody else stay out." The contents 
were not very unusual - a toy Torpedo Craft, a house-made radio, and 
other obj ects commonly dear to the Young. However, under these things 
was a book, whlch she found was a manuscript written by Uncle Bisec. He 
had been older when this was written, but the handwriting was almost the 
same. On the cover was written in red letters: "Bisec, his book. Everybody 
else don't read." A loose page fell to the floor. Melph picked it up and read 
i t :  

"There was ivy on the wall, an  old high wall that had been there for a long 
time. I was climbing to escape them; they were laughing with malice, yet it was 
good nature - they did not know. They wanted to pull me down so that they 
could laugh at me. I was not afraid ; I looked at them and I was not afraid but I 
wanted to climb higher. The sun was shining and I was small with delicate 
wings that could not lift me in the air, so I climbed to help the delicate wings 
and to get into the sun. I was small and the sun shone on me and through me, 
and my suit was made of something soft and with a purple shade. I climbed the 
ivy and it did not break under me, but it left the wall and hung below me, so 
that I had always to climb higher to stay on the wall. A power from below was 
trying to bring me to the ground; not pulling me or pushing me, but bringing 
me to the ground, and they were laughing and looking up at me with laughs on 
their faces." 

As Melph read this she said to herself, "Why do I not feel shame about 
this?" A feeling of uncalm suddenly came over her and she closed the trunk, 
tucking the manuscript under her arm. She locked the door, went down 
the stairs, and returned the keyring. Melph had what she desired now; she 
would not try to enter the attic again. 

Now the book must be hidden immediately, so that she could read i t  
in secret without fear of being discovered. The idea of hiding it in the 
Dog House came to her. Under the floor were sliding panels for the bones. 
No one opene? these but the dog; his bones were left in peace, that he might 
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be p osse ssed of a feel in g  of ca lm at all t ime s. H oweve r, Me lph and t he d og 
we re old friend s -he su rely would n ot ob ject. Afte r h id in g  the manu 
sc ript and patt in g  the d og, she went in t o  fodde r. The even in g  pa ssed l ike 

any othe r. A s  she wa s be in g  put t o  bed, Me lph sa id t o  the h ou se -a ssistant, 
"Don't y ou kn ow any ly ric s  e xcept th ose for the Youn g ?  S in g  me someth in g  

d iffe rent." 
The h ou se -a ssistant sa id, "C ome a lon g, ch ild, wa sh y ou r  face, put on 

y ou r  sleep- su it. When y ou g o  t o  the In st ruct ors they will teach you adult 
son g s  t o  sin g." 

Melph mutte red, "Th ose old th in g s," and g ot int o  bed . 
The next day Melph sh ould have g one t o  the ocean, but she a sked 

in stead t o  play in the ga rden with the d og. The re wa s mu ch sh rubbe ry t o  
c ra wl int o  and read in peace. She h id in a th ic ket with the d og, ty in g  h im 

with a rope so that he c ould n ot wal k  a way, and settled d own t o  read. 
· The d og went t o  sleep, t witch in g  h is ea rs u ucalmly. The pa ge s  of the 

manu sc ript we re numbe red and d id n ot seem t o  fol l ow c on se cut ively. Melph 
tu rned t o  a pa ge at rand om and read : 

"page 49. 
I was in a huge dark and burned cellar-like building that some people that 

lived before us had used. There was red on the walls and dark, twisted machinery 
that had been useless for many years. People had forgotten how to use it, and 
they let the building stand as it was, because no one went there and all around 
it was desolation and an empty feeling for the people who would not come there 
anymore. There were several of us playing there and we were young and excited 
(only we were scared, too) . We knew that the empty feeling was not for us or 
the people we knew. We were not scared because something would hurt us; 
it was because there was awe in the air and in the darkness that hung over it 
more like a cloud than in the air itself, and because there was a mysterious lack 
that was felt in that place." 

"page 50. 
We did not know what to do with the little dog. It was alone and it would die 

in the bitter cold that blew along the shore. We picked it up and went along, 
wondering what we should do. The walk was beside the cold strip of water. 
Behind us a woman began rushing toward the water, pushing a baby carriage 
before her, and she screamed loudly with temper and looked back over her 
shoulder. He told me to ignore her; she was only trying to get even with some-
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one or make someone sorry for her. She ran off the walk into the water and came 
out dripping with water which iced immediately, and the baby and the carriage 
were also covered with ice. A man came up and took them away, brushing oJ 
the ice covering the woman and the baby. This made us think about the puppy. 
We came upon a nest where the little dog's brothers were lying, asleep in the 
cold. The mother was about to leave them and go away in sorrow, but when 
she saw us she knew everything would be fine and went away happy. Then we 
had to take all of them. We decided to take them to the place from which people 
started on journeys. The mother dog had put tags on the puppies' necks, which 
said in printing that they should be taken to that place. As we walked along 
the puppies began to sing duets together in beautiful, rising voices. He said 
that they learned these from records, and that this was the only means they had 
oflearning different songs. We walked from the water over a path in a wooded 
park, holding them in our arms, and the little fat dogs sang for us with inde
scribable beauty." 

Melph d id not under stand th is - someth ing seemed odd a bout it - but a 
fee ling of un ca lm -type : immoderate laughter -h it her. Yet there wa s 

noth ing de fin ite ly humorou s a bout the se wr it ing s. Like a ll the Young she 
had wondered a bout be ing un sane , and like the other s she had d ism issed it 
a s  an immature fanta sy. Perhap s th is book wa s un sane. Then , flipp ing the 
page s, she came upon a lyr ic that wa s strange. 

"In the days of our fathers the clocks were still; 
No ship had flown where the planets run 
Around the varying rim of the sun. 
The North Pole fathered a wind to chill 
And love would tremble when gentle lips 
Had warmed a man to his finger tips. 
In the days of our fathers the clocks were still. 

Chorus: Kets had T.B., Shelly drowned, 
Shekspur lies in the cold, cold ground." 

Me lph read this over unt il she knew it by bra in. It d id not qu ite fit any 
mu sic she knew, so she sang it in a monotone severa l time s. The re su lt wa s a 

d isma l  chant, hope le ss and weary, that opened her tear du ct s and d istur bed 
the dog. "I w ill keep th is book for a gu ide ," she de c ided. "When I am an 

adu lt I sha ll wr ite a manu scr ipt too . They w ill never find out and pu t me 
away , and if they try to I w ill jump into the o cean and never come ba ck." 
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At the end of the book, on the last page, was the sentence: "My ambition is 
to die in an unsane-house at the age of 78, laughing to myself. " 

Melph tried to go about her play the next week with no sign of the 
secret within her. Whenever she was alone she sang the new lyric. The 
dog was still uncalm when he heard it. One afternoon on the ocean-side 
the assistant heard her sing the chorus: 

"Kets had T.B. ,  Shelly drowned, 
Shekspur lies in the cold, cold ground." 

She said nothing to Melph but horror grew in her eyes. 
That night after fodder her dam and sire took her into the Bookroom 

and questioned her about the lyric. 
"I made it up," said Melph. "I got tired of hearing just the Young lyrics." 
"Made it up!" cried her sire. "Such is the fruit of the womb!" Dam sank 

into a chair murmuring brokenly, "No one must know !" 
Sire said with angry uncalmness, "We never should have bred. Bad blood 

in your family." 
"Bisec ·was an accident!" Dam whispered this with heat. "And at least 

he was never sent to the Provinces less a man than he had been before." 
"Well, all this is beside the point." Sire spoke to Melph, smiling in a 

pleasant way. "Where have you been playing all day?" 
"Outside," said Melph. 
Darn and Sire went over to the corner and whispered. 
"That sounded almost like the Disturbing Lyrics. She couldn't have - ?" 
"Certainly not !"  said Darn. "I always carry the keys with me! I told you 

we would have to see what is up there someday, j ust in case -" 
They came back to Melph. "You must not sing it again," said Sire. 
"Especially to any of your young consorts," said Darn. 

· "Very well," said Melph. "I won't sing it again." Inside, to herself, she 
said, "Aha ! Atavism !" 

The following day Melph began her courses under the Instructors. 
Every other afternoon, however, she was free to go to the ocean-side for 
the sake of her physical requirements. She made a pact with herself that 
she would sing The Lyric at least once every day so that she would not 
forget. She would watch the ocean moving restlessly and chant the sad 
words she did not understand. 








