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INTRODUCTION

A REVIVAL OF INTEREST in great fantasy is currently un-
derway, with writers such as H. P. Lovecraft, Clark
Ashton Smith and William Hope Hodgson following
Tolkien and Eddison back into the limelight, and new or
newly discovered writers like Peter S. Beagle and Jorge
Luis Borges making their own marks,

I think this is a delightful trend, and not simply be-
cause of the writers named: there’s a large number of
really excellent fantasists writing today whose work is
getting better acceptance as a result of the fantasy up-
surge, and they’re opening strange doors that even the
classic writers never suspected were there. The essence
of fantasy—and a quality that distinguishes it from most
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INTRODUCTION

science fiction, the only other field that can match it for
sheer imagination—is that it’s open-ended in its inven-
tiveness but still tied closely to reality in most of its
settings.

This gives us some marvelous juxtapositions of the
humdrum world and sudden revelations of sheer fan-
tasy in our midst. Peter S. Beagle, in Farrell and Lila
the Werewolf, uses these contrasts for both humor and
serious observations about life; R. A. Lafferty seems to
stand directly on the interface between reality and fan-
tasy and somehow treat it all as matter-of-fact experi-
ence; Edgar Pangborn, in Longtooth, describes his or-
dinary Maine background so effectively that the in-
trusion of an unknown creature into this landscape be-
comes all the more chilling.

And, of course, there are fantasies that seem to have
cut all ties with reality: Fritz Leiber's The Inner Cir-
cles and Jorge Luis Borges’ Funes the Memorious are
ygood exaimples. But I repeat that they seem to have cut
the tles with veality; actunlly they’re vehicles for getting
to decper readities than usual,

Plito saggeested that the world of idcas, the arche-
types that man Amagines, is more real than the normal
things we perecive every, day. If you want a philosoph-
ical justification for fantasy explorations, there it is. If
you want a literary argument for fantasy, try the stories
in this book. And enjoy.

— TeErRRY CARR
April 20, 1971

10



Here is a novelette by Peter S. Beagle that appeared
a couple of years ago in a reasonably obscure magazine
published by the students at the University of California
at Santa Cruz. Aside from its obvious delights as a story,
Farrell and Lila the Werewolf introduces the hero of
Beagle’s next novel—in the new book Farrell will be “a
few vyears older and a long way from New York,” but he’s
the same character you'll read about here. If you've read
Beagle’s two previous fantasy novels, THE LAST UNICORN
and A FINE AND PRIVATE PLACE, you'll no doubt look for-
ward to the publication of the new book as much as | do;
meanwhile, spend some time with the somewhat younger
Farrell and his girl problems.

FARRELL AND LILA THE WEREWOLF
Peter S. Beagle

Lila Braun had been living with Farrell for three
wecks before he found out she was a werewolf. They
had met at a party when the moon was a few nights past
the full, and by the time it had withered to the shape
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FARRELL AND LILA THE WEREWOLF

of a lemon Lila had moved her suitcase, her guitar, and
her Ewan MacColl records two blocks north and four
blocks west to Farrell's apartment on Ninety-eighth
Street. Girls sometimes happened to Farrell like that.

One evening Lila wasn’t in when Farrell came home
from work at the bookstore. She had left a note on the
table, under a can of tunafish. The note said that she
had gone up to the Bronx to have dinner with her moth-
er, and would probably be spending the night there.
The cole slaw in the refrigerator should be finished up
before it went bad.

Farrell ate the tunafish and gave the cole slaw to
Grunewald. Grunewald was a half-grown Russian wolf-
hound, the color of sour milk. He looked like a goat,
and had no outside interests except shoes. Farrell was

tuking care of him for a girl who was away in Europe
for the smmer. She sent Grunewald a tape recording
al e vileo every week,

Firrell woent to nomovie with o friend, and to the
Wt B wtterwied Tor beer, Then he walked home

plone wider the Tull moon, which wus red and yellow.
He velicated the moming coffee, played a record, read
through o week-old “News of the Week in Review” sec-
tion of the Sunday Times, and finally took Grunewald
up to the roof for the night, as he always did. The dog
had been accustomed to sleeping in the same bed with
his mistress, and the point was not negotiable. Grune-
wald mooed and scrabbled and butted all the way, but
Farrell pushed him out among the looming chimneys
and ventilators and slammed the door. Then he came
back downstairs and went to bed.

He slept very badly. Grunewald’s baying woke him
twice; and there was something else that brought him
half out of bed, thirsty and lonely, with his sinuses full
and the night swaying like a curtain as the figures of
his dream scurried offstage. Grunewald seemed to have
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PETER S. BEAGLE

gone off the air—perhaps it was the silence that had
awakened him. Whatever the reason, he never really
got back to sleep.

He was lying on his back, watching a chair with his
clothes on it becoming a chair again, when the wolf
came in through the open window. It landed lightly in
the middle of the room and stood there for a moment,
breathing quickly, with its ears back. There was blood
on the wolfs teeth and tongue, and blood on its chest.

Farrell, whose true gift was for acceptance, especial-
ly in the morning, accepted the idea that there was a
wolf in his bedroom and lay quite still, closing his eyes
as the grim, black-lipped head swung toward him. Hav-
ing-once worked at a zoo, he was able to recognize
the beast as a FEuropean wolf: smaller and lighter-
boned than the North American variety, lacking the
thick, ruffy mane at the shoulders and having a more
pointed nose and ears. His own pedantry always de-
lighted him, even at the worst moments.

Blunt claws clicking on the linoleum, then silent on
the throw rug by the bed. Something warm and slow
splashed down on his shoulder, but he never moved.
The wild smell of the wolf was over him, and that did
frighten him at last—to be in the same room with that
smell and the Miro prints on the walls. Then he felt
the sunlight on his eyelids, and at the same moment
he heard the wolf moan softly and deeply. The sound
was not repeated, but the breath on his face was sud-
denly sweet and smoky, dizzyingly familiar after the
other. He opened his eyes and saw Lila. She was sit-
ting naked on the edge of the bed, smiling, with her
hair down.

“Hello, baby,” she said. “Move over, baby. I came
home.”

Farrell's gift was for acceptance. He was perfectly
willing to believe that he had dreamed the wolf; to be-
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FARRELL AND LILA THE WEREWOLF

lieve Lila’s story of boiled chicken and bitter arguments
and sleeplessness on Tremont Avenue; and to forget
that her first caress had been to bite him on the shoul-
der, hard enough so that the blood crusting there as he
got up and made breakfast might very well be his own.
But then he left the coffee perking and went up to the
roof to get Grunewald. He found the dog sprawled in
a grove of TV antennas, looking more like a goat than
ever, with his throat tormn out. Farrell had never actual-
ly scen an animal with its throat torn out.

The coffeepot was still chuckling when he came back
into the apartment, which struck him as very odd. You
could have either werewolves or Pyrex nine-cup per-
colators in the world, but not both, surely. He told Lila,
watching her face. She was a small girl, not really pret-
ty, but with good eyes and a lovely mouth, and with
a curious sullen gracefulness that had been the first
thing to speak to Farrell at the party. When he told her
how Grunewald had looked, she shivered all over, once.

“Uhg!” she said, wrinkling her lips back from her neat
white teeth. “Oh baby, how awful. Poor Grunewald.
Oh, poor Barbara” Barbara was Grunewald’s owner.

“Yenl,” Farrell said. "Poor Barbara, making her lit-
te tupes in Suint-"T'ropez.” 1le could not look from Lila’s
fneo,

She said, “Wild dogs. Not really wild, I mean, but
with owners. You hear about it sometimes, how a pack
of them get together and attack children and things,
running through the streets. Then they go home and
eat their Dog Yummies. The scary thing is that they
probably live right around here. Everybody on the block
seems to have a dog. God, that’s scary. Poor Grune-
wald.”

“They didnt tear him up much,” Farrell said. “It
must have been just for the fun of it. And the blood.
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PETER S. BEAGLE

I didn’t know dogs killed for the blood. He didnt have
any blood left.”

The tip of Lila’s tongue appeared between her lips,
in the unknowing reflex of a fondled cat. As evidence,
it wouldn’t have stood up even in old Salem; but Far-
rell knew the truth then, beyond laziness or rationaliza-
tion, and went on buttering toast for Lila. Farrell had
nothing against werewolves, and he had never liked
Grunewald.

He told his friend Ben Weaver about Lila when they
met in the Automat for lunch. He had to shout it over
the clinking and rattling all around them, but the peo-
ple sitting six inches away on either hand never looked
up. New Yorkers never eavesdrop. They hear only what
they simply cannot help hearing.

Ben said, “I told you about Bronx girls. You better
come stay at my place for a few days.”

Farrell shook his head. “No, that’s silly. I mean, it’s
only Lila. If she were going to hurt me, she could have
done it last night. Besides, it won’t happen again for a
month. There has to be a full moon.”

His friend stared at him. “So what? What’s that got
to do with anything? You going to go on home as
though nothing had happened?”

“Not as though nothing had happened,” Farrell said
lamely. “The thing is, it’s still only Lila, not Lon Chaney
or somebody. Look, she goes to her psychiatrist three
afternoons a week, and she’s got her guitar lesson one
night a week, and her pottery class one night, and she
cooks eggplant maybe twice a week. She calls her moth-
er every Friday night, and one night a month she turns
into a wolf. You see what I'm getting at? It’s still Lila,
whatever she does, and I just can’t get terribly shoook
about it. A little bit, sure, because what the hell. But
I don’t know. Anyway, there’s no mad rush about it. T'll
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FARRELL AND LILA THE WEREWOLF

talk to her when the thing comes up in the conversa-
tion, just naturally. It’s okay.”

Ben said, “God damn. You see why nobody has any
respect for liberals anymore? Farrell, I know you. You're
just scared of hurting her feelings.”

“Well, it’s that too,” Farrell agreed, a little embar-
rassed. “I hate confrontations. If I break up with her
now, shell think I'm doing it because she’s a werewolf.
It's awkward, it feels nasty and middle-class. I should
have broken up with her the first time I met her moth-
er, or the second time she served the eggplant. Her
mother, boy, there’s a real werewolf, there’s somebody
I'd wear wolfbane against, that woman, Damn, I wish
I hadn’t found out. I don’t think I've ever found out
anything about people that I was the better for know-
ing.”

Ben walked all the way back to the bookstore with
him, arguing. Tt touched Farvell, because Ben hated to
wilk. Before they parted, Ben suggested, “At least you
could try some of that stuff you were talking about,
the wolfbane. There’s garlic, too—you put some in a
little bag and wear it around your neck. Don’t laugh,
man. If there’s such a thing as werewolves, the other
stuff must be real too. Cold iron, silver, oak, running
water—"

“I'm not laughing at you,” Farrell said, but he was
still grinning. “Lila’s shrink says she has a rejection
thing, very deep-seated, take us years to break through
all that scar tissue. Now if T start walking around wear-
ing amulets and mumbling in Latin every time she
looks at me, who knows how far itll set her back? Lis-
ten, I've done some things I'm not proud of, but I don’t
want to mess up anyone’s analysis. That’s the sin against
God.” He sighed and slapped Ben lightly on the arm.
“Don’t worry about it. We'll work it out, I'll talk to her.”

But between that night and the next full moon, he
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PETER S. BEAGLE

found no good, casual way of bringing the subject up.
Admittedly, he did not try as hard as he might have: it
was true that he feared confrontations more than he
feared werewolves, and he would have found it almost
as difficult to talk to Lila about her guitar playing, or
her pots, or the political arguments she got into at par-
ties. “The thing is,” he said to Ben, “it’s sort of one more
little weakness not to take advantage of. In a way.”

They made love often that month. The smell of Lila
flowered in the bedroom, where the smell of the wolf
still lingered almost visibly, and both of them were
wild, heavy zoo smells, warm and raw and fearful, the
sweeter for being savage. Farrell held Lila in his arms
and knew what she was, and he was always frightened;
but he would not have let her go if she had turned in-
to a wolf again as he held her. It was a relief to peer
at her while she slept and see how stubby and child-
ish her fingernails were, or that the skin around her
mouth was rashy because she had been snacking on
chocolate. She loved secret sweets, but they always
betrayed her.

It's only Lila after all, he would think as he drowsed
off. Her mother used to hide the candy, but Lila al-
ways found it. Now she’s a big girl, neither married nor
in graduate school, but living in sin with an Irish poet,
and she can have all the candy she wants. What kind
of a werewolf is that? Poor Lila, practicing Who killed
Davey Moore? Why did he die? . . .

The note said that she would be working late at the
magazine, on layout, and might have to be there all
night. Farrell put on about four feet of Telemann laced
with Charlie Byrd, took down The Golden Bough, and
settled into a chair by the window. The moon shone in
at him, bright and thin and sharp as the lid of a tin can,
and it did not seem to move at all as he dozed and
woke,
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Lila’s mother called several times during the night,
which was interesting. Lila still picked up her mail and
most messages at her old apartment, and her two room-
mates covered for her when necessary, but Farrell was
absolutely certain that her mother knew she was liv-
ing with him. Farrell was an expert on mothers. Mrs.
Braun called him Joe each time she called, and that
made him wonder, for he knew she hated him. Does
she suspect that we share a secret? Ah, poor Lila.

The last time the telephone woke him, it was still
dark in the room, but the traffic lights no longer glit-
tered through rings of mist, and the cars made a dif-
ferent sound on the warming pavement. A man’was say-
ing clearly in the street, “Well, I'd shoot'm. I'd shoot'm.”
Farrell let the telephone ring ten times before he picked
it up.

“Let me talk to Lila,” Mrs. Braun said.

“She isn’t here.” What if the sun catches her, what if
she turns back to herself in front of a cop, or a bus
driver, or a couple of nuns going to early Mass? “Lila
isn’t here, Mrs. Braun.”

“I have reason to believe that’s not true.” The fretful,
muscular voice had dropped all pretense of warmth.
“I want to talk to Lila.”

Farrell was suddenly dry-mouthed and shivering with
fury. It was her choice of words that did it. “Well, I
have reason to believe youre a suffocating old bitch
and a bourgeois Stalinist. How do you like them ap-
ples, Mrs. B?” As though his anger had summoned her,
the wolf was standing two feet away from him. Her
coat was dark and lank with sweat, and yellow saliva
was mixed with the blood that strung from her jaws.
She looked at Farrell and growled far away in her
throat.

“Just a minute,” he said. He covered the receiver
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with his palm. “It's for you,” he said to the wolf. “It’s
your mother.”

The wolf made a pitiful sound, almost inaudible, and
scuffed at the floor. She was plainly exhausted. Mrs.
Braun pinged in Farrells ear like a bug against a
lighted window. “What, what? Hello, what is this? Lis-
ten, you put Lila on the phone right now. Hello? I
want to talk to Lila. I know she’s there.”

Farrell hung up just as the sun touched a corner of
the window. The wolf became Lila. As before, she only
made one sound. The phone rang again, and she picked
it up without a glance at Farrell “Bernice?” Lila al-
ways called her mother by her first name. “Yes—no,
no—yeah, I'm fine. I'm all right, I just forgot to call.
No, I'm all right, will you listen? Bernice, there’s no
law that says you have to get hysterical. Yes, you are.”
She dropped down on the bed, groping under her pil-
low for cigarettes. Farrell got up and began to make
coffee.

“Well, there was a little trouble,” Lila was saying.
“See, I went to the zoo, because I couldn’t find—Ber-
nice, I know, I know, but that was, what, three months
ago. The thing is, I didn’t think they’d have their horns
so soon. Bernice, I had to, that’s all. There’d only been
a couple of cats and a—well, sure they chased me, but
I—well, Momma, Bernice, what did you want me to
do? Just what did you want me to do? You're always
so dramatic—why do I shout? I shout because I can’t get
you to listen to me any other way. You remember what
Dr. Schechtman said—what? No, I told you, I just for-
got to call. No, that is the reason, that’s the real and
only reason. Well, whose fault is that? What? Oh, Ber-
nice. Jesus Christ, Bernice. All right, how is it Dad’s
fault?”

She didn’t want the coffee, or any breakfast, but she
sat at the table in his bathrobe and drank milk greedily.
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It was the first time he had ever seen her drink milk.
Her face was sandy-pale, and her eyes were red. Talk-
ing to her mother left her looking as though she had
actually gone ten rounds with the woman. Farrell
asked, “How long has it been happening?”

“Nine years,” Lila said. “Since I hit puberty. First
day, cramps; the second day, this. My introduction to
womanhood.” She snickered and spilled her milk. “T
want some more,” she said. “Got to get rid of that taste.”

“Who knows about it?” he asked. “Pat and Janet?”
They were the two girls she had been rooming with.

“God, no. I'd never tell them. I've never told a girl.
Bernice knows, of course, and Dr. Schechtman—he’s my
head doctor. And you now. That’s all.” Farrell waited.
She was a bad liar, and only did it to heighten the ef-
fect of the truth. “Well, there was Mickey,” she said.
“The guy I told you about the first night, you remem-
ber? It doesn’t matter. He’s an acidhead in Vancouver,
of all the places. He'll never tell anybody.”

He thought: I wonder if any girl has ever talked
about me in that sort of voice. I doubt it, offhand. Lila
said, “It wasn’t too hard to keep it secret. I missed a
lot of things. Like I never could go to the riding camp,
and I still want to. And the senior play, when I was in
high school. They picked me to play the girl in Liliom,
but then they changed the evening, and I had to say I
was sick. And the winter’s bad, because the sun sets so
early. But actually, it's been a lot less trouble than my
god-damn allergies.” She made a laugh, but Farrell did
not respond.

“Dr. Schechtman says it's a sex thing,” she offered.
“He says it'll take years and years to cure it. Bernice
thinks I should go to someone else, but I don’t want to
be one of those women who runs around changing
shrinks like hair colors. Pat went through five of them
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in a month one time. Joe, I wish you'd say something.
Or just go away.”

“Is it only dogs?” he asked. Lila’s face did not change,
but her chair rattled, and the milk went over again.
Farrell said, “Answer me. Do you only kill dogs, and
cats, and zoo animals?”

The tears began to come, heavy and slow, bright as
knives in the morning sunlight. She could not look at
him; and when she tried to speak she could only make
creaking, cartilaginous sounds in her throat. “You don’t
know,” she whispered at last. “You don’t have any idea
what it’s like.”

“That’s true,” he answered. He was always very fair
about that particular point.

He took her hand, and then she really began to cry.
Her sobs were horrible to hear, much more frightening
to Farrell than any wolf noises. When he held her, she
rolled in his arms like a stranded ship with the waves
slamming into her. I always get the criers, he thought
sadly. My girls always cry, sooner or later. But never

or me,

“Don’t leave mel!” she wept. “I don’t know why I
came to live with you—I knew it wouldnt work—but
don’t leave mel There’s just Bernice and Dr. Schect-
man, and it’s so lonely. I want somebody else, I get so
lonely. Don’t leave me, Joe. I love you, Joe. I love you.”

She was patting his face as though she were blind.
Farrell stroked her hair and kneaded the back of her
neck, wishing that her mother would call again. He felt
skilled and weary, and without desire. I'm doing it
again, he thought.

“I love you,” Lila said. And he answered her, think-
ing, 'm doing it again. That’s the great advantage of
making the same mistake a lot of times. You come to
know it, and you can study it and get inside it, really
make it yours. It's the same good old mistake, except
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this ime the girl's hangup is different. But it's the same
thing. I'm doing it again.

The building superintendent was thirty or fifty: dark,
thin, quick and shivering. A Lithuanian or a Latvian, he
spoke very little English. He smelled of black friction
tape and stale water, and he was strong in the twisting
way that a small, lean animal is strong. His eyes were
almost purple, and they bulged a little, straining out—
the terrible eyes of a herald angel stricken dumb. He
roamed in the basement all day, banging on pipes and
taking the elevator apart.

The superintendent met Lila only a few, hours after
Farrell did; on that first night, when she came home
with him. At the sight of her the little man jumped
back, dropping the two-legged chair he was carrying.
He promptly fell over it, and did not try to get up, but
cowered there, clucking and gulping, trying to cross
himself and make the sign of the horns at the same time.
Farrell started to help him up, but he screamed. They
could hardly hear the sound.

It would have been merely funny and embarrassing,
except for the fact that Lila was equally as frightened
of the superintendent, from that moment. She would
not go down to the basement for any reason, nor would
she enter or leave the house until she was satisifed that
he was nowhere near. Farrell had thought then that she
took the superintendent for a lunatic.

“I don’t know how he knows,” he said to Ben. “I guess
if you believe in werewolves and vampires, you prob-
ably recognize them right away. I don’t believe in them
at all, and I live with one.”

He lived with Lila all through the autumn and the
winter. They went out together and came home, and
her cooking improved slightly, and she gave up the
guitar and got a kitten named Marilyn. Sometimes she
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wept, but not often. She turned out not to be a real
crier.

She told Dr. Schechtman about Farrell, and he said
that it would probably be a very beneficial relation-
ship for her. It wasn’t, but it wasnt a particularly bad
one either. Their love-making was usually good, though
it bothered Farrell to suspect that it was the sense and
smell of the Other that excited him. For the rest, they
came near being friends. Farrell had known that he
did not love Lila before he found out that she was a
werewolf, and this made him feel a great deal easier
about being bored with her.

“Itll break up by itself in the spring,” he said, “like
ice.

Ben asked, “What if it doesn’t? They were having
lunch in the Automat again. “Whatll you do if it just
goes on?”

“It's not that easy.” Farrell looked away from his
friend and began to explore the mysterious, swampy
innards of his beef pie. He said, “The trouble is that I
know her. That was the real mistake. You shouldn’t get
to know people if you know you’re not going to stay
with them, one way or another. It’s all right if you come
and go in ignorance, but you shouldn’t know them.”

A week or so before the full moon, she would start
to become nervous and strident, and this would con-
tinue until the day preceding her transformation. On
that day, she was invariably loving, in the tender des-
perate manner of someone who is going away; but the
next day would see her silent, speaking only when she
had to. She always had a cold on the last day, and
looked gray and patchy and sick, but she usually went
to work anyway.

Farrell was sure, though she never talked about it,
that the change into wolf shape was actually peaceful
for her, though the returning hurt. Just before moonrise
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she would take off her clothes and take the pins out of
her hair, and stand waiting. Farrell never managed not
to close his eyes when she dropped heavily down on
all fours; but there was a moment before that when her
face would grow a look that he never saw at any oth-
er time, except when they were making love. Each
time he saw it, it struck him as a look of wondrous joy
at not being Lila any more.

“See, I know her,” he tried to explain to Ben. “She
only likes to go to color movies, because wolves can’t
see color. She can’t stand the Modern Jazz Quartet, but
that’s all she plays the first couple of days afterward.
Stupid things like that. Never gets high at parties, be-
cause she’s afraid she’ll start talking., It's hard to walk
away, that’s all. Taking what I know with me.”

Ben asked, “Is she still scared of the super?”

“Oh, God,” Farrell said. “She got his dog last time.
It was a Dalmatian—good-looking animal. She didn’t
know it was his. He doesn’t hide when he sees her now,
he just gives her a look like a stake through the heart.
That man is a really classy hater, a natural. I'm scared
of him myself.” He stood up and began to pull on his
overcoat. “I wish he’d get turned onto her mother. Get
some practical use out of him. Did I tell you she wants
me to call her Bernice?”

Ben said, “Farrell, if I were you, I'd leave the coun-
try. I would.”

They went out into the February drizzle that snif-
fled back and forth between snow and rain. Farrell did
not speak until they reached the corner where he turned
toward the bookstore. Then he said very softly, “Damn,
you have to be so careful. Who wants to know what
people turn into?”

May came, and a night when Lila once again stood
naked at the window, waiting for the moon. Farrell
fussed with dishes and garbage bags, and fed the cat.
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These moments were always awkward. He had just
asked her, “You want to save what’s left of the rice?”
when the telephone rang.

It was Lila’s mother. She called two and three times
a week now. “This is Bernice. How’s my Irisher this
evening?”

“I'm fine, Bernice,” Farrell said. Lila suddenly threw
back her head and drew a heavy, whining breath. The
cat hissed silently and ran into the bathroom.

“I called to inveigle you two uptown this Friday,”
Mrs. Braun said. “A couple of old friends are coming
over, and I know if I don’t get some young people in
well just sit around and talk about what went wrong
with the Progressive party. The Old Left. So if you
could sort of sweet-talk our girl into spending an eve-
ning in Squaresville—"

“T'll have to check with Lila.” She’s doing it, he
thought, that terrible woman. Every time I talk to her,
I sound married. I see what she’s doing, but she goes
right ahead anyway. He said, “Tll talk to her in the
morning.” Lila struggled in the moonlight, between
dancing and drowning.

“Oh,” Mrs. Braun said. “Yes, of course. Have her call
me back” She sighed. “It's such a comfort to me to
know youTe there. Ask her if I should fix a fondue.”

Lila made a handsome wolf: tall and broad-chested
for a female, moving as easily as water sliding over
stone. Her coat was dark brown, showing red in the
proper light, and there were white places on her breast.
She had pale green eyes, the color of the sky when a
hurricane is coming.

Usually she was gone as soon as the changing was
over, for she never cared for him to see her in her wolf
form. But tonight she came slowly toward him, walk-
ing in a strange way, with her hindquarters almost
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dragging. She was making a high, soft sound, and her
eyes were not focusing on him.

“What is it?” he asked foolishly. The wolf whined
and skulked under the table, rubbing against the legs.
Then she lay on her belly and rolled, and as she did so
the sound grew in her throat until it became an odd,
sad, thin cry; not a hunting howl, but a shiver of long-
ing turned into breath.

“Jesus, don’t do that!” Farrell gasped. But she sat up
and howled again, and a dog answered her from some-
where near the river. She wagged her tail and whim-
pered.

Farrell said, “The superll be up here in two min-
utes flat. What's the matter with you?” He heard foot-
steps and low frightened voices in the apartment above
them. Another dog howled, this one nearby, and the
wolf wriggled a little way toward the window on her
haunches, like a baby, scooting. She looked at him over
her shoulder, shuddering violently. On an impulse, he
picked up the phone and called her mother.

Watching the wolf as she rocked and slithered and
moaned, he described her actions to Mrs. Braun. “I've
never seen her like this,” he said. “I don’t know what’s
the matter with her.”

“Oh, my God,” Mrs. Braun whispered. She told him.

When he was silent, she began to speak very rapid-
ly. “It hasn’t happened for such a long time. Schecht-
man gives her pills, but she must have run out and for-
gotten—she’s always been like that, since she was little.
All the thermos bottles she used to leave on the school
bus, and every week her piano music—"

“I wish you'd told me before,” he said. He was edg-
ing very cautiously toward the open window. The pu-
pils of the wolfs eyes were pulsing with her quick
breaths.

“It isn’t a thing you tell people!” Lila’s mother wailed
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in his ear. “How do you think it was for me when she
brought her first little boyfriend—" Farrell dropped
the phone and sprang for the window. He had the in-
side track, and he might have made it, but she turned
her head and snarled so wildly that he fell back. When
he reached the window, she was already two fire-es-
cape landings below, and there was eager yelping wait-
ing for her in the street.

Dangling and turning just above the floor, Mrs. Braun
heard Farrell's distant yell, followed immediately by a
heavy thumping on the door. A strange, tattered voice
was shouting unintelligibly beyond the knocking. Foot-
steps crashed by the receiver and the door opened.

“My dog, my dog!” the strange voice mourned. “My
dog, my dog, my dog!”

“I'm sorry about your dog,” Farrel said. “Look, please
go away. I've got work to do.”

“I got work,” the voice said. “I know my work.” It
climbed and spilled into another language, out of which
English words jutted like broken bones. “Where is she?
Where is she? She kill my dog.”

“She’s not here.” Farrell's own voice changed on the
last word. It seemed a long time before he said, “You'd
better put that away.”

Mrs. Braun heard the howl as clearly as though the
wolf were running beneath her window: lonely and in-
satiable, with a kind of gasping laughter in it. The oth-
er voice began to scream. Mrs. Braun caught the
phrase silver bullet several times. The door slammed;
then opened and slammed again.

Farrell was the only man of his own acquaintance
who was able to play back his dreams while he was
having them: to stop them in mid-flight, no matter how
fearful they might be—or how lovely—and run them
over and over, studying them in his sleep, until the
most terrifying reel became at once utterly harmless
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and unbearably familiar. This night that he spent run-
ning after Lila was like that.

He would find them congregated under the marquee
of an apartment house, or romping around the moon-
scape of a construction site: ten or fifteen males of all
races, creeds, colors, and previous conditions of servi-
tude; whining and yapping, pissing against tires, inhal-
ing indiscriminately each other and the lean, grinning
bitch they surrounded. She frightened them, for she
growled more wickedly than coynmess demanded, and
where she smapped, even in play, bone showed. Still
they tumbled on her and over her, biting her neck and
ears in their turn; and she snarled but she did not run
away.

Never, at least, until Farrell came charging upon
them, shrieking like any cuckold, kicking at the snuf-
fling lovers. Then she would turn and race off into the
spring dark, with her thin, dreamy howl floating behind
her like the train of a smoky gown. The dogs followed,
and so did Farrell, calling and cursing. They always
lost him quickly, that jubilant marriage procession, leav-
ing him stumbling down rusty iron ladders into places
where he fell over garbage cans. Yet he would come
upon them as inevitably in time, loping along Broad-
way or trotting across Columbus Avenue toward the
park; he would hear them in the tennis courts near the
river, breaking down the nets over Lila and her mo-
ment’s Ares. There were dozens of them now, coming
from all directions. They stank of their joy, and he
threw stones at them and shouted, and they ran.

And the wolf ran at their head, on sidewalks and on
wet grass; her tail waving contentedly, but her eyes
still hungry, and her howl growing ever more warning
than wistful. Farrell knew that she must have blood
before sunrise, and that it was both useless and dan-
gerous to follow her. But the night wound and un-
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wound itself, and he knew the same things over and
over, and ran down the same streets, and saw the same
couples walk wide of him, thinking he was drunk.

Mrs. Braun kept leaping out of a taxi that pulled up
next to him; usually at comers where the dogs had just
piled by, knocking over the crates stacked in market
doorways and spilling the newspapers at the subway
kiosks. Standing in broccoli, in black taffeta, with a
front like a ferry-boat—yet as lean in the hips as her
wolf-daughter—with her plum-colored hair all loose,
one arm lifted, and her orange mouth pursed in a bel-
low, she was no longer Bernice but a wronged fertility
goddess getting set to blast the harvest. “We've got to
split up!” she would roar at Farrell, and each Hme it
sounded like a sound idea. Yet he looked for her when-
ever he lost Lila’s trail, because she never did.

The superintendent kept turning up too, darting aft-
cr Farrell out of alleys or cellar entrances, or popping
from the freight elevators that load through the side-
walk. Farrell would hear his numberless passkeys click-
ing on the flat piece of wood tucked into his belt.

“You see her? You see her, the wolf, kill my dog?”
Under the fat, ugly moon, the Army .45 glittered and
trembled like his own mad eyes.

“Mark with a cross.” He would pat the barrel of the
gun and shake it under Farrell's nose like a maracas.
“Mark with a cross, bless by a priest. Three silver bul-
lets. She kill my dog.”

Lila’s voice would come sailing to them then, from
up in Harlem or away near Lincoln Center, and the
little man would whirl and dash down into the earth,
disappearing into the crack between two slabs of side-
walk. Farrell understood quite clearly that the superin-
tendents have to take elevators down to the black sub-
sub-basements, far below the bicycle rooms and the
wct, shaking laundry rooms, and below the furnace
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rooms, below the passages walled with electricity me-
ters and roofed with burly steam pipes; down to the!
realms where the great dim water mains roll like whales,
and the gas lines hump and preen, down where the|
roots of the apartment houses fade together; and so.
along under the city, scrabbling through secret ways:
with his breath whining like a mosquito in his chest,
with his gun loaded with silver bullets, and his keys
rapping against the piece of wood. He never saw Lila,
but he was never very far behind her.

Cutting across parking lots, pole-vaulting between
locked bumpers, edging and dancing his way through
fluorescent gaggles of haughty children; leaping up-
town like a salmon against the current of the. theater
crowds; walking quickly past the random killing faces
that floated down the night tide like unexploded mines,
and especially avoiding the crazy faces that wanted to
tell him what it was like to be crazy—so Farrell pur-
sued Lila Braun, of Tremont Avenue and CCNY, in
the city all night long. Nobody offered to help him, or
tried to head off the dangerous-looking bitch bound-
ing along with the delirious raggle of admirers stream-
ing after her; but then, the dogs had to fight through
the same clenched legs and vengeful bodies that Far-
rell did. The crowds slowed Lila down, but he felt
relieved whenever she turned toward the emptier
streets. She must have blood soon, somewhere.

Farrell's dreams eventually lost their clear edge aft-
er he played them back a certain number of times, and
so it was with the night. The full moon skidded down
the sky, thinning like a tatter of butter in a skillet, and
remembered scenes began to fold sloppily into each
other. The sound of Lila and the dogs grew fainter
whichever way he followed. Mrs. Braun blinked on
and ‘off at longer intervals; and in dark doorways and
under subway gratings, the superintendent burned like
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a corposant, making the barrel of his pistol run rain-
bow. At last he lost Lila for good, and with that it
seemed that he woke.

It was still night, but not dark, and he was walking
slowly home on Riverside Drive through a cool, grainy
fog. The moon had set, but the river was strangely
bright: glittering gray as far up as the bridge, where
headlights left shiny, wet paths like snails. There was
no one else on the street.

“Dumb broad,” he said aloud. “The hell with it. She
wants to mess around, let her mess around.” He won-
dered whether werewolves could have cubs, and what
sort of cubs they might be. Lila must have turmed on
the dogs by now, for the blood. Poor dogs, he thought.
They were all so dirty and innocent and happy with
her.

“A moral lesson for us all,” he announced sententious-
ly. “Don’t fool with strange, eager ladies, they’ll kill you.”
He was a little hysterical. Then, two blocks ahead of
him, he saw the gaunt shape in the gray light of the
river; alone now, and hurrying. Farrell did not call to
her, but as soon as he began to run, the wolf wheeled
and faced him. Even at that distance, her eyes were
stained and streaked and wild. She showed all the teeth
on one side of her mouth, and she growled like fire.

Farrell trotted steadily toward her, crying, “Go home,
go homel Lila, you dummy, get on home, it’s morn-
ing!” She growled terrible, but when Farrell was less
than a block away she turned again and dashed across
the street, heading for West End Avenue. Farrell said,
“Good girl, that’s it,” and limped after her.

In the hour before sunrise on West End Avenue,
many people come out to walk their dogs. Farrell had
done it often enough with poor Grunewald to know
many of the dawn walkers by sight, and some to talk
to. A fair number of them were whores and homosex-
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uals, both of whom always seem to have dogs in New
York. Quietly, almost always alone, they drifted up
and down the Nineties, piloted by their small, fussy
beasts, but moving in a kind of fugitive truce with the
city and the night that was ending. Farrell sometimes
fancied that they were all asleep, and that this hour
was the only true rest they ever got.

He recognized Robie by his two dogs, Scone and
Crumpet. Robie lived in the apartment directly below
Farrell's, usually unhappily. The dogs were horrifying
little homebrews of Chihuahua and Yorkshire terrier,
but Robie loved them.

Crumpet, the male, saw Lila first. He gave a de-
lighted yap of welcome and proposition (according to
Robie, Scone bored him, and he liked big girls any-
way) and sprang to meet her, yanking his leash through
Robie’s slack hand. The wolf was almost upon him be-
fore he realized his fatal misunderstanding and scut-
tled desperately in retreat, meowing with utter terror.

Robie wailed, and Farrell ran as fast as he could, but
Lila knocked Crumpet off his feet and slashed his
throat while he was still in the air. Then she crouched
on the body, nuzzling it in a dreadful way.

Robie actually came within a step of leaping upon
Lila and trying to drag her away from his dead dog,.
Instead, he turned on Farrell as he came panting up,
and began hitting him with a good deal of strength
and accuracy. “Damn you, damn youl” he sobbed. Lit-
tle Scone ran away around the comer, screaming like
a mandrake,

Farrell put up his arms and went with the punches,
all the while yelling at Lila until his voice ripped. But
the blood frenzy had her, and Farrell had never imag-
ined what she must be like at those times. Somehow
she had spared the dogs who had loved her all night, but
she was nothing but thirst now. She pushed and
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kneaded Crumpet’s body as though she were nursing.

All along the avenue, the morning dogs were bark-
ing like trumpets. Farrell ducked away from Robic’s
soft fists and saw them coming: tripping over their
trailing leashes, running too fast for their stubby legs.
They were small, spoiled beasts, most of them, over-
weight and shortwinded, and many were not young.
Their owners cried unmanly pet names after them, but
they waddled gallantly toward their deaths, barking
promises far bigger than themselves, and none of them
looked back. '

She looked up with her muzzle red to the eyes. The
dogs did falter then, for they knew murder when they
smelled it, and even their silly, nearsighted eyes un-
derstood vaguely what creature faced them. But they
knew the smell of love too, and they were all gentle-
men.

She killed the first two to reach her—a spitz and a
cocker spaniel-with two snaps of her jaws. But bcfore
she could settle down to her meal, three Pckes were
scrambling up to her, though they would have had to
stand on each others’ shoulders. Lila whirled without a
sound, and they fell away, rolling and yelling but un-
hurt. As soon as she turned, the Pekes were at her again,
joined now by a couple of valiant poodles. Lila got one
of the poodles when she turned again.

Robie had stopped beating on Farrell, and was lean-
ing against a traffic light, being sick. But other people
were running up now: a middle-aged Negro man, cry-
ing; a plump youth in a plastic car coat and bedroom
slippers, who kept whimpering, “Oh God, she’s eating
them, look at her, she’s really eating theml”; two lean,
ageless girls in slacks, both with foamy beige hair. They
all called wildly to their unheeding dogs, and they all
grabbed at Farrell and shouted in his face. Cars began
to stop.
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The sky was thin and cool, rising pale gold, but Lila
paid no attention to it. She was ramping under the
swarm of little dogs; rearing and spinning in circles,
snarling blood. The dogs were terrified and bewildered,
but they never swerved from their labor. The smell of
love told them that they were welcome, however un-
graciously she seemed to receive them. Lila shook her-
self, and a pair of squealing dachshunds, hobbled in a
double harness, tumbled across the sidewalk to end at
Farrell's feet. They scrambled up and immediately
towed themselves back into the maelstrom. Lila bit one
of them almost in half, but the other dachshund went
on trying to climb her hindquarters, dragging his ripped
comrade with him. Farrell began to laugh. '

The Negro said, “You think it’s funny?” and hit him.
Farrell sat down, still laughing. The man stood over
him, embarrassed, offering Farrell his handkerchief. “I'm
sorry, I shouldn’t have done that,” he said. “But your
dog killed my dog.”

“She isn’t my dog,” Farrell said. He moved to let a
man pass between them, and then saw that it was the
superintendent, holding his pistol with both hands. No-
body noticed him until he fired; but Farrell pushed
one of the foamy-haired girls, and she stumbled against
the superintendent as the gun went off. The silver bul-
let broke a window in a parked car.

The superintendent fired again while the echoes of
the first shot were still clapping back and forth be-
tween the hourses. A pomeranian screamed that time,
and a woman cried out, “Oh, my God, he shot Borgy!”
But the crowd was crumbling away, breaking into its
individual components like pills on television. The
watching cars had sped off at sight of the gun, and the
faces that had been peering down from windows scat-
tered. Except for Farrell, the few people who remained
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were scattered halfway down the block. The sky was
brightening swiftly now.

“For God’s sake, don’t let himl” the same woman
called from the shelter of a doorway. But two men
made shushing gestures at her, saying, “It’s all right,
he knows how to use that thing. Go ahead, buddy.”

The shots had at last frightened the little dogs away
from Lila. She crouched among the twitching splotches
of fur, with her muzzle wrinkled back and her eyes
more black than green. Farrell saw a plaid rag that
had been a dog jacket protruding from under her body.
The superintendent stooped and squinted over the gun
barrel, aiming with grotesque care, while the men cried
for him to shoot. He was too far from the werewolf for
her to reach him before he fired the last silver bullet,
though he would surely die before she died. His lips were
moving as he took aim.

Two long steps would have brought Farrell up be-
hind the superintendent. Later he told himself that he
had been afraid of the pistol, because that was easier
than remembering how he had felt when he looked at
Lila. Her tongue never stopped lapping around her
dark jaws; and even as she set herself to spring, she
lifted a bloody paw to her mouth. Farrell thought of
her padding in the bedroom, breathing on his face.
The superintendent grunted and Farrell closed his eyes.
Yet even then he expected to find himself doing some-
thing.

Then he heard Mrs. Braun’s unmistakable voice.
“Don’t you darel” She was standing between Lila and
the superintendent: one shoe gone, and the heel off the
other one; her knit dress torn at the shoulder, and her
face tired and smudgy. But she pointed a finger at the
startled superintendent, and he stepped quickly back,
as though she had a pistol too.

“Lady, that’s a wolf,” he protested nervously. “Lady,
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you please get, get out of the way. That's a wolf, I go
shoot her now.”

“I want to see your license for that gun.” Mrs. Braun
held out her hand. The superintendent blinked at her,
muttering in despair. She said, “Do you know that you
can be sent to prison for twenty years for carrying a
concealed weapon in this state? Do you know what
the fine is for having a gun without a license? The fine
is Five. Thousand. Dollars.” The men down the street
were shouting at her, but she swung around to face the
creature snarling among the little dead dogs.

“Come on, Lila,” she said. “Come on home with Ber-
nice. I'll make tea and we'll talk. It's been a long time
since we've really talked, you know? We used to have
nice long talks when you were little, but we don’t any-
more.” The wolf had stopped growling, but she was
crouching even lower, and her ears were stll flat against
her head. Mrs. Braun said, “Come on, baby. Listen, I
know what—you’ll call in sick at the office and stay for
a few days. You'll get a good rest, and maybe well
even look around a little for 2 new doctor, what do you
say? Schechtman hasn’t done a thing for you, I never
liked him. Come on home, honey. Momma’s here, Ber-
nice knows.” She took a step toward the silent wolf,
holding out her hand.

The superintendent gave a desperate, wordless cry
and jumped forward, clumsily shoving Mrs. Braun to
one side. He leveled the pistol point-blank, wailing, “My
dog, my dogl” Lila was in the air when the gun went
off, and her shadow sprang after her, for the sun had
risen. She crumpled down across a couple of dead Pekes.
Their blood dabbled her breasts and her pale throat.

Mrs. Braun screamed like a lunch whistle. She
knocked the superintendent into the street and sprawled
over Lila, hiding her completely from Farrell's sight.
“Lila, Lila,” she keened her daughter, “poor baby, you
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never had a chance. He killed you because you were
different, the way they kill everything different.” Far-
rell approached her and stooped down, but she pushed
him against a wall without looking up. “Lila, Lila, poor
baby, poor darling, maybe it’s better, maybe youre hap-
py now. You never had a chance, poor Lila.”

The dog owners were edging slowly back, and the
surviving dogs were running to them. The superintend-
ent squatted on the curb with his head in his arms. A
weary, muffled voice said, “For God’s sake, Bernice,
would you get up off me? You don’t have to stop yell-
ing, just get off.”

When she stood up, the cars began to stop in the
street again. It made it very difficult for the police car
to get through.

Nobody pressed charges, because there was no one
to lodge them against. The killer dog—or wolf, as some
insisted—was gone; and if she had an owner, he could
not be found. As for the people who had actually seen
the wolf turn into a young girl when the sunlight
touched her, most of them managed not to have seen it,
though they never really forgot. There were a few
who knew quite well what they had seen, and never
forgot it either, but they never said anything. They did,
however, chip in to pay the superintendent’s fine for
possessing an unlicensed handgun. Farrell gave what he
could.

Lila vanished out of Farrell's life before sunset. She
did not go uptown with her mother, but packed her
things and went to stay with friends in the Village.
Later he heard that she was living on Christopher Street;
and later still, that she had moved to Berkeley and
gone back to school. He never saw her again.

“It had to be like that,” he told Ben once. “We got
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to know too much about each other. See, there’s an-
other side of knowing. She couldn’t look at me.”

“You mean because you saw her with all those dogs?
Or because she knew you’d have let that little nut shoot
her?” Farrell shook his head.

“It was that, I guess, but it was more something else,
something I know. When she sprang, just as he shot at
her that last time, she wasn't leaping at him. She was
going straight for her mother. She’d have got her, too,
if it hadn’t been sunrise.”

Ben whistled softly. “I wonder if the old lady knows.”

“Bernice knows everything about Lila,” Farrell said.

Mrs. Braun called him nearly two years later to tell
him that Lila was getting married. It must have cost
her a good deal of money and ingenuity to find him
(where Farrell was living then, the telephone line was
open for four hours a day), but he knew by the spite-
fulness in the static that she considered it money well
spent.

“He’s at Stanford,” she crackled. “A research psy-
chologist. They're going to Japan for their honeymoon.”

“That’s fine,” Farrell said. “I'm really happy for her,
Bernice.” He hesitated before he asked, “Does he know
about Lila? I mean, about what happens—?”

“Does he know?” she cried. “He’s proud of it—he
thinks it's wonderfull It’s his field!”

“That’s great. That's fine. Goodbye, Bernice. I really
am glad.”

And he was glad, and a little wistful, thinking about
it. The girl he was living with here had a really strange

hangup.
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R. A. Lafferty has come to be recognized as one of the
very best short story writers in the fantasy field today.
(You can find 21 more of his best stories in the collec-
tion NINE HUNDRED GRANDMOTHERS, published by Ace
Books.) Here is an early Lafferty fantasy, published over a
decade ago, that shows he had fully developed his off-
center, Puckish perspective on reality at the start of his
writing career.

ADAM HAD THREE BROTHERS
R.A. Lafferty

In the town there are many races living, each in its
own enclave, some of many square miles, some of a
few acres only, some of but one or two streets. Its geog-
raphers say that it has more Italians than Rome, more
Irish than Dublin, more Jews than Israel, more Arme-
nians than Yerevan.
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But this overlooks the most important race of all.

There is the further fact (known only to the more
intense geographers): it has more Rrequesenians than
any town in the world. There are more than a hundred
of them. .

By the vulgar the Rrequesenians are called Wrecks,
and their quarter is Wreckville. And there is this that
can be said of them that cannot be said of any other
race on earth: Every one of them is a genius.

These people are unique. They are not Gypsies,
though they are often taken for them. They are not
Semites. They are not even children of Adam.

Willy McGilley, the oldest of the Wrecks (they now
use Gentile names), has an old baked tablet made of
straw and pressed sheep dung that is eight thousand
years old and gives the true story of their origin. Adam
had three brothers: Etienne, Yancy, and Rreq. Etienne
and Yancy were bachelors. Rreq bad a small family
and all his issue have had small families; until now
there are about two hundred of them in all, the most
who have ever been in the world at one time. They
have never intermarried with the children of Adam ex-
cept once. And not being of the same recension they
are not under the same curse to work for a living.

So they do not.

Instead they batten on the children of Adam by
clever devices that are known in police court as swin-
dles.

Catherine O’Conneley by ordinary standards would
be reckoned as the most beautiful of the Wrecks. By at
least three dozen men she was considered the most beau-
tiful girl in the world. But by Wreckian standards she
was plain. Her nose was too small, only a little larger
than that of ordinary women; and she was skinny as a
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crow, being on the slight side of a hundred and sixty.
Being beautiful only by worldly standards she was re-
duced even more than the rest of them to living by her
wits and charms.

She was a show girl and a bar girl. She gave piano
lessons and drawing lessons and tap-dancing lessons.
She told fortunes and sold Oriental rugs and junk jew-
elry, and kept company with lonely old rich men. She
was able to do all these things because she was one
bundle of energy.

She had no family except a number of unmarricd
uncles, the six Petapolis brothers, the three Petersens,
the five Calderons, the four Oskanians, and Charley
O’Malley, nineteen in all.

Now it was early morning and a lady knocked at her
door.

“The oil stock is no good. I checked and the place
would be three hundred miles out to sea and three miles
down. My brother says I've been took.”

P0551bly your brother isn’t up on the latest develop-
ments in offshore drilling. We have the richest unde-
veloped field in the world and virtually no competi-
tion. I can promise we will have any number of gushers
within a week. And if your brother has any money I
can still let him have stock till noon today at a hundred
and seventy-five dollars a share.”

“But I only paid twenty- -five a share for mine.”

“See how fast it has gone up in only two days. What
other stock rises so fast?”

“Well all right, I'll go tell him.”

There was another knock on the door.

“My little girl take piano lessons for six weeks and
all she can play is da da da.”

“Good. It is better to learn one note thoroughly than
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just a little bit of all of them. She is not ready for the
other notes yet. But I can tell you this: she is the most
intelligent little girl I have ever seen in my life and I
believe she has a positive genius for the piano. I truly
believe she will blossom all at once and one of these
days she will be playing complete symphonies.”

“You really think so?”

“T do indeed.”

“Well then I will pay you for six more weeks, but I
do wish she could play more than da da da.”

There was another knock at the door.

“Honey Bun, there was something wrong. I give you
ten dollars to bet on Summertime in the first race at
Marine Park; you say it’s a sure thing and fifty to one.
But now I find there isn’t any such track as Marine Park
and nobody ever heard of the horse. Huh, Honey Bun?
What you do to your best boy friend?”

“O, we use code names. What if all these hot tips
ever got out? Summertime of course was Long Day and
Marine Park was Jamaica. And he only lost by about
six noses. Wasn’t that good for a fifty to one? And now
I have an even better tip. It’s so hot I can’t even tell
you the name of the horse, but I feel sure that twenty
would get you a thousand.”

“All the time I give you money but never 1 win yet,
Honey Bun. Now you give a little kiss and we talk
about another bet.”

“I had surely thought our attachment was on a high-
er plane.”

“Words, Honey Bun, always words. But you give, um,
um, um, that'’s good. Now I bet again, but I bet I better
win someday.”

There was another knock on the door.
“How come you let my brother-in-law in on a good
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thing and never tell me? For a hundred he'll have two
hundred and fifty in a week, and you never tell me,
and I'm your friend and never persecute you when you
don’t pay your bill.”

So she had to give her caller the same deal she had
given his brother-in-law.

After that she went out to take the game out of her
traps. She had set and baited them some days before.
She had gone to see five hundred people, which took
quite a while even for one with her excess of energy.
And to each she said this:

“I have just discovered that I have an infallible gift
of picking winners. Now I want you to give it a test.
Here is a sure winner I have picked. I ask you bet it,
not with me, not with one of my uncles, but with a
bookie of your own choice. I prefer not to know with
whom you bet.”

Of the five hundred there were a hundred and forty-
four winners, very good. So the next day she went to
the hundred and forty-four with even more assurance
and offered them the same proposition again. And of
the hundred and forty-four there were fifty-six winners.
Very good, for she really could pick them.,

To these fifty-six she went the third day and offered
them the third sure bet free. And incredibly of the
fifty-six there wyere nineteen winners.

This was repeated the next day, and of the nineteen
there were seven winners.

Now she went to talk money. The seven lucky clients
could not deny that she indeed had the gift of picking
winners. She had given them all four straight in four
days and her secret should surely be worth money. Be-
sides, they had all let their bets ride and they had won
a Jot, an average of more than six hundred dollars.

But she would give no more free tips. She would
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only sell her complete and exclusive secret for a thou-
sand dollars. And she collected from six of them. The
seventh was Mazuma O’Shaunessey.

“I have given you four straight winners, but I cannot
give you any more free tips. We will now talk cold
turkey.”

“O, put it in a basket, Katie.”

“Why, what do you mean, sir?”

“I learned it in my cradle. The Inverted Pyramid.
You tapped five hundred, and you got besides me how
many? Fiver”

“Six besides you, seven in a]l.”

“Very good. You pick them nice for a little girl. But
isn’t that a lot of work for no more than a hatful of
money?”

“Six thousand dollars is a large hatful. And there is
always one smart alec like you who knows it all.”

“Now Kate dear, let’s look at it this way. I can really
pick all the winners, not seven straights in five hun-
dred, but all five hundred if I wished.”

“O bah, you can’t fool this little goose.”

“0, I could prove it easily enough, but that’s showy
and I hate to be a show-off. So I suggest that you take
my word for it and share my secret with me and give
up this penny ante stuff.”

“And all you want for your sure thing secret is five
thousand dollars or so?”

“Why Kate, I don’t want your money. I have so
much that it’s a burden to me. I only want to marry
you.”

She looked at him and she was not sure. O, not about
marrying him, he was nice enough. She was not sure,
she had never been sure, that he was a Wreck.

“Are your”
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“Why Kate, does one Wreck have to ask another that
question?”

“I guess not. I'll go ask my uncles what they think.
This is something of a decision.”

She went to see all her bachelor uncles and asked
them what they knew about Mazuma O’Shaunessey.

He was known to all of them.

“He is a competent boy, Kate,” said Demetrio Petap-
olis. “If I do not miscount I once came out a little short
on a deal with him. He knows the Virginia City Ver-
sion, he knows the old Seven-Three-Three, he can do
the Professor and His Dog, and the Little Audrey. And
he seems to be quite rich. But is he?”

He meant, not is he rich, but—is he a Wreck?

“Does one Wreck have to ask another that question?”
said Kate.

“No, I guess not.”

Hod! Oskanian knew him too.

“That boy is real cute. It seems in the last deal T had
with him he came out a little ahead. It seems that in
every deal I have with him he comes out a little ahead.
He knows the Denver Deal and the Chicago Cut. He
does the Little Old Lady and the Blue Hat. He knows
the Silver Lining and the Doghouse and the Double
Doghouse. And he seems quite likeable. But is her”

He meant, not was he likeable, but—was he a Wreck?

“Cannot one Wreck always tell another?” said Kate
loftily.

Lars Petersen knew Mazuma too.

“He is a klog pog. He knows the Oslo Puds and the
Copenhagen Streg. He knows the Farmer’s Wife and
the Little Black Dog. He can do the Seventy-Three and
the Supper Club. And he runs more tricks with the
Sleepy River than anyone I ever saw, and has three
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different versions of the Raft and four of Down the
Smoke Stack. And all the officers on the bilk squad give
him half their pay every week to invest for them. He
seems quite smart. But is he!”
He meant, not was he smart, but—is he a Wreck?
“Should one have to ask?P” said Kate haughtily.

Her uncle Charley O’'Malley” also thought well of
Mazuma.

“I am not sure but that at last count he was a raol or
so ahead of me. He knows the Blue Eyed Drover and
the Black Cow. He can do the Brandy Snifter with the
best of them, and he isnt bashful with the Snake Doc-
tor. He does a neat variation of the Bottom of the Bar-
rel. He can work the Yellow Glove and the Glaston-
burry Giveaway. And he seems affable and urbane.
But is he?”

He meant, not was he affable and urbane (he was),
but—is he a Wreck? Ah, that was the question.

“How can you even ask?” said Kate.

So they were married and began one of the famous
love affairs of the century. It went on for four years
and each day brought new high adventure. They
purged for the good of his soul a Dayton industrialist of
an excessive sum of cash and thus restored his proper
sense of values and taught him that money isnt every-
thing. They toured the world in gracious fashion and
took no more than their ample due for their comfortable
maintenance. They relaxed the grip of tight-fisted
Frenchmen and retaught them the stern virtues of pov-
erty. They enforced an austere regime of abstinence
and hard work on heretofore over-wealthy and over-
weight German burghers and possibly restored their
health and prolonged their lives. They had special stain-
less steel buckets made to bury their money in, and
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these they scattered in many countries and several con-
tinents. And they had as much fun as it is allowed
mortals to have,

One pleasant afternoon Mazuma O’Shaunessey was
in jail in a little town in Scotland. The jailer was gloomy
and suspicious and not given to joking.

“No tricks from you now. I will not be taken.”

“Just one to show I have the power. Stand back so
I can’t reach you.”

“I'm not likely to let you.”

“And hold up a pound note in one hand as tightly as
you can. I will only flick my handkerchief and the note
will be in my hand and no longer in yours.”

“May I defy you. You cannot do it.”

He held the note very tightly and closed his eyes
with the effort. Mazuma flicked his handkerchief, but
the Scotsman was right. He could not do it. This was
the only time that Mazuma ever failed. Though the
world quivered on its axis (and it did) yet the note
was held so tightly that no power could dislodge it.
But when the world quivered on its axis the effect was
that Mazuma was now standing outside the cell and
the Scotsman was within. And when the Chief came
some minutes later Mazuma was gone and the Scotch
jailer stood locked in the cell, his eyes still closed and
the pound note yet held aloft in a grip of steel. So he
was fired, or cashiered as the Old Worlders call it, for
taking a bribe and letting a prisoner escape. And this
is what usually comes as punishment to overly sus-
picious persons.

Katie still used the Inverted Pyramid and very ef-
fectively. Mazuma did not really have an unfailing tal-
ent for picking winners. He'd only said that to get Kate
to marry him, and it was the best lie he ever told. But
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he did have an infallible talent for many things, and
they thrived.

The first little cloud in the sky came once when they
passed a plowman in a field in the fat land of Belgium.

“Ah, there is a2 happy man,” said Mazuma. “Happy
at work.”

“Happy at work? O my God, what did you say?
What kind of words are these, my husband?”

But in the months and years that followed, this fright-
ening incident was forgotten.

The couple became the pride of Wreckville when
they returned as they did several times a year and told
their stories. Like the time the state troopers ran them
down and cornered them with drawn guns.

“O, we don’t want to take you in. We'll report that
we couldn’t catch you. Only tell us how you do it. We
don’t want to be troopers all our lives.”

And the time they ran a little house in Far Town it-
self. It was a small upstairs place and Katie played the
piano, and they had only one bartender, a faded little
blonde girl with a cast in one eye, and only one table
where Mazuma presided. And this where all the other
Casinos were palaces that would make Buckingham
look like a chicken coop.

And the funny thing is that they took in no money
at all. The barmaid would always say all drinks were
ten dollars, or failing that they were on the house—as
they used no coin and had trays in the register for only
tens, fifties, hundreds and thousands. It was too much
trouble to do business any other way.

Katie would bait her money jar with several hun-
dred dollar bills and one or two larger, and demurely
refuse anything smaller for selectons as she didn’t want
the jar filled up with wrapping paper. So she would
tinkle along all night and all drinks were on the house,
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which was not too many as only three could sit at the
bar at once.

And Mazuma never shook or dealt a game. He had
only blue chips as he said any other color hurt his eyes.
And no matter what the price of the chips, it was
legendary and gained zeroes as it was retold.

Several of the larger sports came up the stairs out of
curiosity. And their feelings were hurt when they were
told they were too little to play, for they weren’t little
at all. So Mazuma sat all night Monday through Fri-
day and never cut a hand or shook a bone.

Then on Saturday night the really big boys came
upstairs to see what it was about. They were the owners
of the nine big Casinos in town, and six of these gen-
tlemen had to sit on boxes. Their aggregate worth
would total out a dollar and thirteen cents to every
inhabitant of the U.S.

Katie tinkled tunes all night for a hundred to five
hundred dollars a selection, and Mazuma dealt on the
little table. And when the sun came up they owned a
share of all nine of the big Casinos, and had acquired
other assets besides.

Of course these stories of Katie and Mazuma were
topped, as about half the Wrecks went on the road,
and they had some fancy narrations when they got back
to Wreckville.

And then the bottom f¢ll out of the world.

They had three beautiful children now. The oldest
was three years old and he could already shake, deal,
shuffle, and con with the best of them. He knew the
Golden Gambit and the Four Quarters and the Nine
Dollar Dob and Three Fish Out. And every evening he
came in with a marble bag full of half dollars and
quarters that he had taken from the children in the
neighborhood. The middle child was two, but already
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she could calculate odds like lightning, and she picked
track winners in her dreams. She ran sucker ads in the
papers and had set up a remunerative mail-order busi-
ness. The youngest was only one and could not yet talk.
But he carried chalk and a slate and marked up odds
and made book, and was really quite successful in a
small way. He knew the Four Diamond trick and - the
Two Story Chicken Coop, the Thimblerig Reverse and
the Canal Boat Cut. They were intelligent children and
theirs was a happy home. '

One day Mazuma said, “We ought to get out of it,
Kate.”

“Out of what?”

“Get out of the business. Raise the children in a more
wholesome atmosphere. Buy a farm and settle down.”

“You mean the Blue Valley Farmer trick? Is it old
enough to be new yet? And it takes nearly three weeks
to set it up, and it never did pay too well for all the
trouble.”

“No, I do not mean the Blue Valley Farmer trick. I
don’t mean any trick, swindle, or con. I think we should
get out of the whole grind and go to work like honest
people.”

And when she heard these terrible words Katie fell
into a dead faint.

That is all of it. He was not a Wreck. He was a com-
mon trickster and he had caught the sickness of re-
pentance. The bottom had fallen out of the world in-
deed. The three unsolvable problems of the Greeks
were squaring the circle, trisecting the angle, and re-
bottoming the world. They cannot be done.

They have been separated for many years. The three
children were reared by their father under the recension
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and curse of Adam. One is a professor of mathematics,
but I doubt if he can figure odds as rapidly as he could
when he was one year old. The middle one is now a
grand lady, but she has lost the facility of picking track
winners in her dreams and much else that made her
charming. And the oldest one is a senator from a state
that I despise.

And Katie is now the wisest old witch in Wrecktown,
But she has never quite been forgiven her youthful in-
discretion when she married an Adamite who fell like
his ancient father and deigned to work for a living,
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Avram Davidson has written a number of excellent fan-
tasy novels in recent years, but despite the pleasure |
got from publishing a couple of those novels, I've al-
ways been a bit disappointed that he turned away from
writing short stories, since | think he’s even better at that.
Happily, he seems to be getting back into the shorter
lengths with more frequency lately, producing such calmly
written tales of the bizarre as Big Sam.

Avram Davidson

Ellen heard Big Sam before she ever saw him—but
not much before. He was one of the group of men stand-
ing around the aluminum keg of draft at a wedding
(Jinny MacKew to Lew Harris) and she, moving
around with an air of being less alone than she actual-
ly felt, passed by as a deep voice was saying, “No, I
don’t believe in that. I wouldnt do any asking and I
wouldn’t do any telling.” Something made her give a
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quick glance around just before the deep voice had
finished, and so she saw him. He was big and hulking
and he looked just a bit sleepy. But he looked nice.
Later on she was to say that she drew a circle around
him with an imaginary finger and told herself, That one
is mine. It was early spring.

The mountain county had a smaller population than
it had had a hundred years ago, which hadnt been
many even then, but the modern world kept catching
up with it at intervals; isolated as it was, still, it
couldn’t escape that. A new office machine had just
lately been installed at the phone company and as no-
body already living in the county knew how to operate
it, Ellen—who had begun to feel bored and out of
things where she was—had been persuaded to accept
a transfer, even though it meant giving up her share
of the pleasant-enough three-girl apartment and mov-
ingt two hundred miles north. “Two men to every fe-
male up there,” the personnel man said, smiling to show
heowasn't hoing offensive, and, “Well, T certainly can’t
poeec up o chanee like that,” Ellen answered, almost
withant vedlectinge, hut also smiling not seriously.

Viteowards, when e roomites asked her how come,
ehe oy b, "I Howe Tor a0 chmge” So here she was,
i thbe conmtey Tited - whiteh the wedding party had all
Lot b the st ol the simner season still a couple
vl ot i oy

Vioah hat R R thore I.\f. W(‘", .vmm,'thing, I dOIl,t
fiot woan Bl other pavs, othor women before. But
sonne oyt el nncolder fellow, probably the one who'd
tie b anled the question at the beer keg, went on.

Vil what? the tall and husky one wanted to know.
e wdpped at iy glass,

"Oh ... don’t know . . . maybe a baby . . . maybe
anold trouble with the law. . . . Hasn’t the other per-
son prol nright="
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“Yeah, how about that, Sam?” asked a third man.

Sam shrugged. “Marriage looks tough enough—from
all T hear, I mean—" They laughed. “Maybe nobody
ever finds out about this premarital whatever-it-was.
Maybe by the time they do, they wouldn’t care all that
much.”

Then a fourth man said, “Okay, Sam, you persuaded
us: you get married, don’t tell her you had a baby.” Ev-
erybody burst out laughing, Sam with a great big ha
ha! and Ellen walked calmly on her way to get a ginger
ale and a sandwich. This was not a canapé and cock-
tail kind of wedding party.

By and by Ellen said to the other girl from the office
who was at the table, “Who’s the guy with the red tie
back there? The one who'’s standing by the beer?”

Mrs. Bartlett, who was a girl by courtesy only, pushed
back some gray hair, looked, and said, still chewing,
“Who, Sambo? Sam Bock, I call him Sambo, everybody
else calls him Big Sam. He’s got that gas station out on
the South Road. T think he goes to L.A. or somewhere
in the winters, just keeps open for the summer trade,
hunters, tourists, you know. Not enough business, hard-
ly, in the winter, to pay both the stations here in town
to stay open. Nice guy. You tried this liver sausage? It’s
good.” Mrs. Bartlett was kind of slow, but she always
managed to get there, and after a while she introduced
them; she called to him—he was off standing by him-
self by that time—and he shambled over and she in-
troduced him to Ellen. Then ske said, “Don’t they feed
you down there in L.A., Sam? You always turn up thin
as a rail. Ellen, fix him a sandwich, I am going to get
some beer.” Then she went over to the keg herself, leav-
ing the two of them more or less alone.

After a while Sam, who hadn’t been very talkative,
said, “You like drunk parties?”

“Not very much.”
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“Didn’t think so. This one’s about to start.” So they
went out and went for a ride and he showed her a lot
of places she hadnt yet seen out in the country and
even the crumbling old joss house from the gold rush
days, on the other side of town, when the coolies used
to wash the leftovers the American miners wouldn’t
bother with. Then he drove down the South Road and
showed her his gas station and the house behind it.

“I turn up in plenty of time each year to get things
ready for the season,” he said. “T like to do things slow
and easy. But I have to be quick in the summers, you
bet.”

He already had an arm around her shoulders. Noth-
ing offensive, just friendly in an awkward but nice way.
She thought he was moving just fast enough right now.
“That’s an odd-looking house,” she said. “Is it historical
too?” He said, well, it was old, but in good shape—roof
would hold up a whole winter’s snow. He didn’t ask her
in then, just drove back to town, and they had coffee
and they made a date for later in the week.

The manager was a little annoyed at first when El-
len quit. “Have to go through that all over again . . .
new girl” he said. But wasn’t really angry. “Lots of
women keep on working after they’re married,” he
pointed out. Ellen said she didn’t believe in that. She
believed that a woman’s place was with her husband.
“Will wonders never cease,” the manager said, rubbing
his hand over his bald spot. So there was another wed-
ding and another wedding party and once more Sam
and Ellen left before it got drunk. They drove down
to Sacramento and got on a plane and had a short
honeymoon in Mexico, in a place called Rosarito Beach.
The nice old lady who ran the motel had a parrot who
walked around in the yard like a chicken and there
were horses galloping in the sand. Ellen loved it, but
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she understood that they could stay only a very few
days, and so back they came.

It surprised her to leamm how domestic she could be-
come; in fact, after a while the sight of Sam shambling
around made her a bit impatient. “Shool” she said.
“Scatl You take care of getting the station ready, and
the outside of the house. I'll manage the inside, all by
myself.” He laughed but did as she said, and everything
worked out fine. She swept and she sewed and she
did some painting and she aired the linens and the
huge piles of thick blankets and, observing how he liked
the things, she canned and jarred and preserved a moun-
tain of food. She wondered about a few things, but
didn’t ask. She trusted Sam.

Gradually Ellen came to pick up the rhythm of the
way things went on the long summer days. There was
a busy time early in the momings with hunters and
fishermen going farther back into the mountains. The
tourists and family vacationing groups would be along
later. Now and then she looked out of the window and
saw Sam’s big form shuffling along from gas pumps to
car front windows, then to the cash register in the tiny
“office.” Kids trotting out to the bathrooms. Sometimes
nobody at all, just Sam sitting slouched in a chair. Some-
times horns would blow. And blow. Gradually she
learned to ignore that. If it went on too long, she might
throw up a window and yell, “Closed!” If, as it seldom
was, a real emergency, she would sell the people the
contents of one of the cans of gasoline Sam had filled.
“My husband had to go someplace and I don’t know
how to work the pump. This will get you into town,
anyway.”

Once . . . the first time . . . she did ask him, “How
come you just took off to go hunting and fishing?”

He smiled, stretched hugely. “Felt like it,” he said.
And gathered her into an enormous hug,
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“Stop it,” she said. “You'll crack my ribs. Sam/!” But
wasn’t angry. Everybody had to have some fault or
funny way. After all, he put up with her when she
chased him outside. “I have work to do,” she’d say.
“Men get in the way.”

The summer passed so quickly, and one day the
CLOSED sign went up and stayed up. Now Ellen began
to wonder about the winter in L.A. or wherever it was.
Would Sam expect her to pack and move? What, ex-
actly, or even approximately, were they going to do?
But he didn’t say and she didn’t ask, determined not to
be one of those suspicious or even nosy wives. Just
went on with her work about the house. She cooked.
And Sam tucked it away appreciatively, as though he
was able now for the first time to sit back and really
enjoy it. They had few visitors on the South Road nowa-
days, few cars even went by. Sometimes Ellen won-
dered about her husband’s background. He never men-
tioned any family. Never one to talk your ear off, he
was talking even less. After supper, dozing by the radio,
he might snap awake, and ask, “Any more chops left?”

“T'll heat them, they’re all greasy by now—"

Down they went, grease and all.

“You're pulting on weight, Sam.”

He just smifled. She just smiled back. It was very nice,
way out ulone there, just the two of them. They were
both sleeping longer, going to bed earlier, relaxing
after the short but busy season. There was a limit, how-
ever, to how long Ellen could remein in bed. She had
to be up and doing after a while, fixing huge breakfasts
of bacon and eggs and steak and pancakes. “Where
do you put it all?” she asked, curiously. He yawned,
held out his plate for more. Lunch had become dinner
and supper was immense. “You better take some ex-
ercise,” she said, just a bit critically. “Look how your
belt is digging in.” Sam’s only answer was to open the
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belt and lie down on the sofa for a nap. She managed
without him, doing the dishes, a million of them though
there seemed to be. It was nice being by herself in the
kitchen. In fact, afterwards, when she sat down in the
living room with one of the piles of magazines which,
bought out of habit when in town, she’d had no time
to really read till now—in fact, Sam snoring on the
sofa seemed a bit . . . well, more than a bit . . . in the
way.

“Shame on you,” she told herself.

It was becoming a nuisance to tug him awake to
shamble off to bed. One morning he didn’t get up for
breakfast. She called to him softly a few times. He
didn’t answer, then he just mumbled, turned over,
snored. It was well after dinnertime when, following
many peeps into the bedroom, she saw him open his
eyes a little way and look at her. “Ellen . . .”

“Yes, Sam?”

He almost closed his eyes all the way shut again, but
he didn’t, quite. “You know . . . don’t you?”

It was like something from one of the magazines, one
of the stories, only different, his asking it like that. She
did know, and in that minute she realized that she
had known for quite a while now. She understood now
just what the pile of thick blankets and the well-filled
shelves, the stout snow roof and thick walls, were for.
She knew there wasn't going to be any L.A. for them,
and never had been for Sam. “Yes, Sam,” she said.

He gave a deep sigh of contentment. His eyes slipped
shut and in another minute he was sound asleep again,
She quietly closed the door of the darkened room and
went away. After all, there were all kinds of marriages.
After all, she had a lot of work to do. She had fo get all
kinds of stuff ready for the freezer and for the preserv-
ing kettle. After all, Sam would be hungry, he would
be very hungry, when he awakened in the spring.
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From Big Sam’s Northern California we go now to the
woods of Maine, where Edgar Pangborn sets his story
of a creature that prowled during snowstorms, killed cattle,
knocked down fences . . . and wouldn’t stop at killing
humans, either. Pangborn has a feeling for those woods
and the people who live there: he brings the story to vivid
life.

1l .
* 3 . LONGTOOTH :

z Z
_ . EdgarPangbom

7

7

My word is good. How can I prove it? Bomn in Dark-
field, wasn’t I? Stayed away thirty more years after col-
lege, but when I returned I was stll Ben Dane, one of
the Darkfield Danes, Judge Marcus Dane’s eldest. And
they knew my word was good. My wife died and I
sickened of all cities; then my bachelor brother Sam
died too, who'd lived all his life here in Darkfield, run-
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ning his one-man law office over in Lohman—our near-
est metropolis, pop. 6437. A fast coronary at fifty; I had
loved him. Helen gone, then Sam—I wound up my
unimportances and came home, inheriting Sam’s house-
keeper Adelaide Simmons, her grim stability and celes-
tial cooking. Nostalgia for Maine is a serious matter,
late in life: T had to yield. I expected a gradual drift
into my childless old age playing correspondence chess,
translating a few of the classics. I thought I could take
for granted the continued respect of my neighbors. I
say my word is good.

I will remember again that middle of March a few
years ago, the snow skimming out of an afternoon sky
as dirty as the bottom of an old aluminum pot. Harp
Ryder’s back road had been plowed since the last snow-
fall; I supposed Bolt-Bucket could make the mile and
a half in to his farm and out again before we got caught.
Harp had asked me to get him a book if I was making
a trip to Boston, any goddamn book that told about
Eskimos, and I had one for him, De Poncins’ Kabloona.
I saw the midget devils of white running crazy down
n hugee slope of wind, and reealled hearing at the Dark-
Held News hoenn, otherwise Cleve’s General  Store,

noocboddy aenttontog w forecast of the worst blizzard
e bty yvema o Clove, who won’t permiit o radio in
thee e becname I pesters: his uleers, inquired of his
Comned tignitton who dwells ten yards behind  your
vheht whonlder: “Whiy's it always got to be the worst in

secaned oy venrs, that going to help anybody?” The
Weveao wan st analyzing this difficult inquiry when

I ledt, with my cigarettes and as much as I could re-
member of Adelaide’s grocery list after leaving it on the
dining table. It wasn’t yet three when I turned in on

Harp's back road, and a gust slammed at Bolt-Bucket
like death with a shovel.

I tried to win momentum for the rise to the high
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ground, swerved to avoid an idiot rabbit and hit in-
stead a patch of snow-hidden melt-and-freeze, skid-
ding to a full stop from which nothing would extract
us but a tow. ,

I was fifty-seven that year, my wind bad from too
much smoking and my heart (I now know) no stronger
than Sam’s. I quit cursing—gradually, to avoid sudden
action—and tucked Kabloona under my parka. I would
walk the remaining mile to Ryder’s, stay just to leave
the book, say hello, and phone for a tow; then, since
Harp never owned a car and never would, I could
walk back and meet the truck.

If Leda Ryder knew how to drive, it didn’t matter
much after she married Harp. They farmed it, back
in there, in almost the manner of Harp’s ancestors of
Jefferson’s time. Harp did keep his two hundred lay-
ing hens by methods that were considered modern
before the poor wretches got condemned to batteries,
but his other enterprises came closer to antiquity. In
his big kitchen garden he let one small patch of weeds
fool themselves for an inch or two, so he'd have it to
work at; they survived nowhere else. A few cows,
a team, four acres for marked crops, and a small dog,
Droopy, whose grandmother bad made it somehow
with a dachshund. Droopy’s only menace in obese old
age was a wheezing bark. The Ryders must have grown
nearly all vital necessities except chewing tobacco and
once in a while a new dress for Leda. Harp could snub
the 20th Century, and I doubt if Leda was consulted
about it in spite of his obsessive devotion for her. She
was almost thirty years younger, and yes, he should
not have married her. Other side up just as scratchy:
she should not have married him, but she did.

Harp was a dinosaur perhaps, but I grew up with
him, he a year the younger. We swam, fished, helled
around together. And when I returned to Darkfield

63



LONGTOOTH

growing old, he was one of the few who acted glad to
see me, so far as you can trust what you read in a face
like a granite promontory. Maybe twice a week Harp
Ryder smiled.

I pushed on up the ridge, and noticed a going-and-
coming set of wide tire-tracks already blurred with
snow. That would be the egg-truck I had passed a
quarter-hour since on the main road. Whenever the
west wind at my back lulled, I could swing around
and enjoy one of my favorite prospects of birch and
hemlock lowland. From Ryder’s Ridge there’s no sign
of Darkfield two miles southwest except one church
spire. On clear days you glimpse Bald Mountain and
his two big brothers, more than twenty miles west of
us.

The snow was thickening. It brought relief and pleas-
ure to see the black shingles of Harp’s barn and the
roof of his Cape Codder. Foreshortened, so that it
looked snug against the bam; actually house and bamn
were connected by a two-story shed fifteen feet wide
and forty feet long—woodshed below, hen-loft above.
The Ryders’ sunrise-facing bedroom window was set
only three feet above the eaves of that shed roof.
They truly went to bed with the chickens. I shouted, for
Harp was about to close the big shed door. He held it
for me. I ran, and the storm ran after me. The west
wind was boucing off the barn; eddies howled at wus.
The temperature had tumbled ten degrees since I left
Darkfield. The thermometer by the shed door read 15
degrees, and I knew I'd been a damn fool. As I helped
Harp fight the shed door closed, I thought I heard
Leda, crying.

A swift confused impression. The wind was explor-
ing new ranges of passion, the big door squawked, and
Harp was asking: “Ca’ break down?” I do still think I
heard Leda wail. If so, it ended as we got the door
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latched and Harp drew a newly fitted two-by-four bar
across it. I couldn’t understand that: the old latch was
surely proof against any wind short of a hurricane.

“Bolt-Bucket never breaks down. Ought to get one,
Harp—lots of company. All she did was go in the ditch.”

“You might see her again come spring.” His hens
were scratching overhead, not yet scared by the storm.
Harp’s eyes were small gray glitters of trouble. “Ben,
you figure a man’s getting old at fifty-six?”

“No.” My bones (getting old), ached for the warmth
of his kitchen-dining-living-everything room, not for sad
philosophy. “Use your phone, okay?”

“If the wires ain’t down,” he said, not moving, a man
beaten on by other storms. “Them loafers didn’t cut
none of the overhang branches all summer. I told “em,
of course, I told ’em how it would be. . . . I meant, Ben,
old enough to get dumb fancies?” My face may have
told him I thought he was brooding about himself with
a young wife. He frowned, annoyed that I hadn’t taken
his meaning. “I meant, seeing things. Things that can’t
be so, but—" ]

“We can all do some of that at any age, Harp.”

That remark was a stupid brush-off, a stone for bread,
because I was cold, impatient, wanted in. Harp had al-
ways a tense one-way sensitivity. His face chilled.
“Well, come in, warm up. Leda ain’t feeling too good.
Getting a cold or something.”

When she came downstairs and made me welcome,
her eyes were reddened. I don’t think the wind made
that noise. Droopy waddled from her basket behind the
stove to snuff my feet and give me my usual, low pass-
ing mark.

Leda never had it easy there, young and passionate
with scant mental resources. She was twenty-eight that
year, looking tall because she carried her firm body
handsomely. Some of the sullenness in her big mouth
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and lucid gray eyes was sexual challenge, some pure
discontent. I liked Leda; her nature was not one for
animosity or meanness. Before her marriage the Dark-
field News Bureau used to declare with its customary
scrupulous fairness that Leda had been covered by ev-
ery goddamn thing in pants within thirty miles. For
once the Bureau may have spoken a grain of truth in
the malice, for Leda did have the smoldering power
that draws men without word or gesture. After her
abrupt marriage to Harp—Sam told me all this: I wasn’t
living in Darkfield then and hadn’t met her—the gar-
bage-gossip went hastily underground: enraging Harp
Ryder was never healthy.

The phone wires weren’t down, yet. While 1 waited
for the garage to answer, Harp said, “Ben, I can’t let
you walk back in that. Stay over, huh?”

I didn’t want to. It meant extra work and incon-
venience for Leda, and T was ancient enough to crave
my known safe burrow. But I felt Harp wanted me to
stay for his own sake. I asked Jim Short at the garage
to go ahcad with Bolt-Bucket if T wasn’t there to meet
him. Jim roared: “Know what it’s doing right now?”

“Little spit of snow, looks like.”

“Jesus!” Ho covered the mouthpicce imperfectly. 1
heard his enthusiastic voice ring through cold-iron ech-
oes: “lley, old Ben's got that thing into the ditch againl
Ain’t that something . . . ? Listen, Ben, I can’t make

no promises. Got both tow trucks out already. You bet-
ter stop over and praise the Lord you got that far.”

“Okay,” I said. “It wasn’t much of a ditch.”

Leda fed us coffee. She kept glancing toward the
landing at the foot of the stairs where a night-darkness
already prevailed. A closed-in stairway slanted down
at a never-used front door; beyond that landing was
the other ground floor room-parlor, spare, guest room
—where I would sleep. I don’t know what Leda ex-
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pected to encounter in that shadow. Once when a
chunk of firewood made an odd noise in the range, her
lips clamped shut on a scream.

The coffee warmed me. By that time the weather
left no loophole for argument. Not yet 3:30, but west
and north were lost in furious black. Through the iss-
ing white flood I could just see the front of the bam
forty feet away. “Nobody’s going noplace into that,”
Harp said. His little house shuddered, enforcing the
words. “Leda, you don’t look too brisk. Get you some
rest.” '

“I better see to the spare room for Ben.”

Neither spoke with much tenderness, but it glowed
openly in him when she turned her back. Then some
other need bent his granite face out of its normal
seams. His whole gaunt body leaning forward tried to
help him talk. “You wouldn’t figure me for a man'd go
off his rocker?” he asked.

“Of course not. What’s biting, Harp?”

“There’s something in the woods, got no right to be
there.” To me that came as a letdown of relief: I would
not have to listen to another’s marriage problems. “I
wish, b’ Jesus Christ, it would hit somebody else once,
5o I could say what I know and not be laughed at all
to hell. I ain’t one for dumb fancies.”

You walked on eggs, with Harp. He might decide
any minute that I was laughing. “Tell me,” I said. “If
anything’s out there now it must feel a mite chilly.”

“Ayah” He went to the north window, looking out
where we knew the road lay under white confusion.
Harp’s land sloped down on the other side of the road
to the edge of mighty evergreen forest. Katahdin stands
more than fifty miles north and a litile east of us. We
live in a withering, shrinking world, but you could still
set out from Harp’s farm and, except for the occasional
country road and the rivers—mot many large ones—you
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could stay in deep forest all the way to the tundra, or
Alaska. Harp said, “This kind of weather is when it
comes.”

He sank into his beat-up kitchen armchair and
reached for Kabloone. He had barely glanced at the
book while Leda was with us. “Funny name.”

“Kabloona’s an Eskimo word for white man.”

“He done these pictures . . . ? Be they good, Ben?”

“I like ’em. Photographs in the back.”

“Oh.” He turned the pages hastily for those, but stud-
ied only the ones that showed the strong Eskimo faces,
and his interest faded. Whatever he wanted was not
here. “These people, be they—civilized?”

“In their own way, sure.”

“Ayah, this guy looks like he could find his way in
the woods.”

“Likely the one thing he couldn’t do, Harp. They
never see a tree unless they come south, and they hate
to do that. Anything below the Arctic is too warm.”

“That a fact ... ? Well, it's a nice book. How much
was it?” I'd found it second-hand; he paid me to the
exact penny. “Tll be glad to read it.” He never would.
It would end up on the shelf in the parlor with the
Bible, an old almanac, a Longfcllow, until some day
this place went up for auction and nobody remem-
bered Harp’s way of living.

“What's this all about, Harp?”

“Oh . . . I was hearing things in the woods, back
last summer. I'd think, fox, then I'd know it wasn't.
Make your hair stand right on end. Lost a cow, last
August, from the north pasture acrosst the rud. Sec-
tion of board fence tore out. I mean, Ben, the two top
boards was pulled out from the nail holes. No hammer
marks.”

“Bear?”
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“Only track I found looked like bear except too small.
You know a bear wouldn’t pull it out, Ben.”

“Cow slamming into it, panicked by something?”’

He remained patient with me. “Ben, would I build
a cow-pasture fence nailing the cross-pieces from the
outside? Cow hit it with all her weight she might bust
it, sure. And kill herself doing it, be blood and hair all
over the split boards, and she’d be there, not a mile
and a half away into the woods. Happened during a
big thunderstorm. I figured it had to be somebody with
a spite ag’inst me, maybe some son of a bitch wanting
the prop’ty, trying to scare me off that’s lived here all
my life and my family before me. But that don't make
sense. I found the cow a week later, what was left. Way
into the woods. The head and bones. Hide tore up and
flang around. Any person dressing off a beef, he'll cut
whatever he wants and take off with it. He dont sit
down and chaw the meat off the bones, b’ Jesus Christ.
He don’t tear the thighbone out of the joint. . . . All
right, maybe bear. But no bear did that job on that
fence and then driv old Nell a mile and a half into
the woods to kill her. Nice little Jersey, clever’s a kit-
ten. Leda used to make over her, like she don’t usually
do with the stock. . . . I've looked plenty in the woods
since then, never turned up anything. Once and again
I did smell something. Fishy, like bear-smell but—dif-
ferent.”

“But Harp, with snow on the ground—"

“Now you'll really call me crazy. When the weather
is clear, I ain’t once found his prints. I hear him then,
at night, but I go out by daylight where I think the
sound was, there’s no trail. Just the usual snow tracks.
I know. He lives in the trees and don’t come down ex-
cept when it’s storming, I got to believe that? Because
then he does come, Ben, when the weather’s like now,
like right now. And old Ned and Jerry out in the stable
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go wild, and sometimes we hear his noise under the
window. I shine my flashlight through the glass—never
catch sight of him. I go out with the ten-gauge if there’s
any light to see by, and there’s prints around the house
—holes filling up with snow. By morning there’ll be may-
be some marks left, and they’ll lead off to the north
woods, but under the trees you won’t find it. So he gets
up in the branches and travels thataway? . . . Just once
I have seen him, Ben. Last October. I better tell you one
other thing first. A day or so after I found what was left
of old Nell, I lost six roaster chickens. I made over a
couple box stalls, maybe you remember, so the birds
could be out on range and roost in the barn at.night.
Good doors, and I always locked ’em. Two in the mom-
ing, Ned and Jerry go crazy. I got out through the barn
into the stable, and they was spooked, Ned trying to
kick his way out. I got ’em quiet, looked all over the
stable—loft, harness room, everywhere. Not a thing.
Dead quiet night, no moon. It had to be something the
horses smelled. T come back into the barm, and found one
of the chicken-pen doors open—tore out from the lock,

Chicken thiel would hring along something to pry with—
wouldw't hee b Chiedstly 1djue if he didn’t . . . ? Took
ulw b, wiw nlee edght pound roasters, and left the heads

Harp wome lonatle, People can go insane that way.
Thete e old stories—"

“Been trying to believe that. Would a man live the
winter out there? Twenty below zero?”

“Maybe a cave—animal skins.”

“I've boarded up the whole back of the barn. Done
the same with the hen-loft windows—two-by fours with
four-inch spikes driv slantwise. They be twelve feet off
the ground, and he ain’t come for ’em, not yet. . . . So
after that happened I sent for Sheriff Robart. Son of a
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bitch happens to live in Darkfield, you'd think he
might’ve took an interest.”

“Do any good?”

Harp laughed. He did that by holding my stare, mak-
ing no sound, moving no muscle except a disturbance
at the eye corners. A New England art; maybe it came
over on the Mayflower. “Robart he come by, after a
while. T showed him that door. I showed him them
chicken heads. Told him how I'd been spending my
nights out there on my ass, with the ten gauge.” Harp
rose to unload tobacco juice into the range fire; he has
a theory it purifies the air. “Ben, I might've showed him
them chicken heads a shade close to his nose. By the
time he got here, see, they wasn't all that fresh. He
made out he’d look around and let me know. Mid-
September Ain’t seen him since.”

“Might've figured he wouldn’t be welcome?”

“Why, he’d be welcome as shit on a tablecloth.”

“You spoke of—seeing it, Harp?”

“Could call it seeing. . . . All right. Tt was during them
Indian summer days—remember? Like June except
them pretty colors, smell of windfalls—God, I like that, I
like October. I'd gone down to the slope acrosst the
rud where I mended my fence after losing old Nell. Just
leaning there, guess 1 was tired. Late afternoon, sky
pinking up. You know how the fence cuts acrosst the
slope to my east wood lot. I've let the bushes grow free
—lot of elder, other stuff the birds come for. I was look-
ing down toward that little break between the north
woods and my wood lot, where a bit of old growed-up
pasture shows through. Pretty spot. Painter fella come
by a few years ago and done a picture of it, said the
place looked 11ke a coro, dunno what the hell that is,
he didn’t say.”

I pushed at his brown study. “You saw it there?”

“No. Off to my right in them elder bushes. Fifty feet
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from me, T guess. By God I didn’t turn my head. I got
it with the tail of my eye and turned the other way as
if I meant to walk back to the rud. Made like busy
with something in the grass, come wandering back to
the fence some nearer. He stayed for me, a brownish
patch in them bushes by the big yellow birch. Near the
height of a man. No gun with me, not even a stick. . . .
Big shoulders, couldn’t see his god-damn feet. He don’t
stand more’n five feet tall. His hands, if he’s got real
ones, hung out of my sight in a tangle of elder branches.
He's got brown fur, Ben, reddy-brown fur all over him.
His face too, his head, his big thick neck. There’s a shine
to fur in sunlight, you can’t be mistook. So—I did look
at him direct. Tried to act like I still didn’t see him, but
he knowed. He melted back and got the birch between
him and me. Not a sound.” And then Harp was listen-
ing for Leda upstairs. He went on softly: “Ayah, I ran
back for a gun and searched the woods, for all the good
it did me. You'll want to know about his face. T aint
told Leda all this part. See, she’s scared, I dont want
to make it no worse, T just said it was some animal that

sinck off hefore T could sce it good. A big face, Ben.
Hoad read hnman exeept it sticks out too much around
the fow. Not aimuch nose—open spots in the fur. Ben,
the e feeth 1T oseen his mouth drop open and he
pulled up one side of his lip to show me them stabbing

things. I've scen as big as that on a full-growed bear.
That’s what T'll hear, I ever try to tell this. Theyll say
I scen a bear. Now I shot my first bear when I was six-
teen and Pa took me over toward Jackman. I've got
me one maybe every other year since then. I know ’em,
all their ways. But that’s what I'll hear if I tell the story.”

I am a frustrated naturalist, loaded with assorted
facts. I kmow there aren’t any monkeys or apes that
could stand our winters except maybe the harmless
Himalayan langur. No such beast as Harp described
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lived anywhere on the planet. It didn’t help. Harp was
honest; he was rational; he wanted reasonable explana-
tion as much as I did. Harp wasn’t the village atheist for
nothing. T said, “I guess you will, Harp. People mostly
won't take the—unusual.”

“Maybe you’ll hear him tonight, Ben.”

Leda came downstairs, and heard part of that. “He’s
been telling you, Ben. What do you think?”

“I don’t know what to think.”

“Led’, I thought if I imitate that noise for him—"

“No!” She had brought some mending and was about
to sit down with it, but froze as if threatened by at-
tack. “I couldnt stand it, Harp. And—it might bring
them.”

“Them?” Harp chuckled uneasily. “I don’t guess I
could do it that good he’d come for it.”

“Don’t do it, Harpl”

“All right, hon.” Her eyes were closed, her head droop-
ing back. “Don’t git nerved up so.”

I started wondering whether a man still seeming sane
could dream up such a horror for the unconscious pur-
pose of tormenting a woman too young for him, a wom-
an he could never imagine he owned. If he told her a
fox bark wasn't right for a fox, she’d believe him. I
said, “We shouldn’t talk about it if it upsets her.”

He glanced at me like a man floating up from un-
der water. Leda said in a small, aching voice: “I wish
to God we could move to Boston.”

The granite face closed in defensiveness. “Led’, we
been over all that. Nothing is going to drive me off of
my land. I got no time for the city at my age. What the
Jesus would I do? Night watchman? Sweep out some-
body’s back room, b’ Jesus Christ? Savings’d be gone
in no time. We been all over it. We aint moving no-
where.”

“I could find work.” For Harp of course that was
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the worst thing she could have said. She probably knew
it from his stricken silence. She said clumsily, “I for-
got something upstairs.” She snatched up her mending
and she was gone.

We talked no more of it the rest of the day. I fol-
lowed through the milking and other chores, lending a
hand where I could, and we made everything as secure
as we could against storm and other enemies. The long-
toothed furry thing was the spectral guest at dinner, but
we cut him, on Leda’s account, or so we pretended. Sup-
per would have been awkward anyway. They weren’t
in the habit of putting up guests, and Leda was a rather
deadly cook because she cared nothing about it. A
Darkfield girl, I suppose she had the usual 20th-Century
mishmash of television dreams until some impulse or
maybe false signs of pregnancy tricked her into mar-
rying a man out of the 19th. We had venison treated
like beef and overdone vegetables. I don’t like venison
even when it’s treated right.

At six Harp turned on his battery radio and sat stone-
faced through the day’s bad news and the weather fore-
cast— “a blizzard which may prove the worst in 42
years. Since 3:00 p.M., 18 inches have fallen at Bangor,
21 at Boston. Precipitation is not expected to end until
tomorrow. Winds will increase during the night with
gusts up to 70 miles per hour.” Harp shut it off, with
{inality. On other evenings I had spent there he let
Leda play it after supper only kind of soft, so there had
been a continuous muted bleat and blatter all evening.
Tonight Harp meant to listen for other sounds. Leda
washed the dishes, said an early good night, and fled
upstairs.

Harp didn't talk, except as politeness obliged him to
answer some blah of mine. We sat and listened to the
snow and the lunatic wind. An hour of it was enough
for me; I said I was beat and wanted to turn in early.

74



EDGAR PANGBORN

Harp saw me to my bed in the parlor and placed a new
chunk of rock maple in the pot-bellied stove. He pro-
duced a difficult granite smile, maybe using up his al-
lowance for the week, and pulled out a bottle from a
cabinet that had stood for many years below a parlor
print—George Washington, I think, concluding a treaty
with some offbeat sufferer from hepatitis who may have
been General Cormnwallis if the latter had two left feet.
The bottle contained a brand of rye that Harp sincere-
ly believed to be drinkable, having charred his gullet
forty-odd years trying to prove it. While my throat
healed Harp said, “Shouldn’t ve bothered you with all
this crap, Ben. Hope it aint going to spoil your sleep.”
He got me his spare flashlight, then let me be, and
closed the door.

I heard him drop back into his kitchen armchair. Un-
der too many covers, lamp out. I heard the cruel whis-
per of the snow. The stove muttered, a friend, making
me a cocoon of living heat in a waste of outer cold.
Later T heard Leda at the head of the stairs, her voice
timid, tired, and sweet with invitation: “You comin’ up
to bed, Harp?” The stairs creaked under him. Their door
closed; presently she cried out in that desired pain that
is brief release from trouble.

I remembered something Adelaide Simmons had told
me about this house, where I had not gone upstairs
since Harp and I were boys. Adelaide, one of the very
few women in Darkfield who never spoke unkindly of
Leda, said that the tiny west room across from Harp’s
and Leda’s bedroom was fixed up for a nursery, and
Harp wouldn’t allow anything in there but baby furni-
ture. Had been so since they were married seven years
before.

Another hour dragged on, in my exasperations of
sleeplessness.

Then I heard Longtooth.
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The noise came from the west side, beyond the snow-
hidden vegeteble garden. When it snatched me from
the edge of sleep, I tried to think it was a fox barking,
the ringing, metallic shriek the little red beast can belch
dragon-like from his throat. But wide awake, I knew it
had been much deeper, chestier. Horned owlP—mo. A
sound that belonged to ancient times when men relied
on chipped stone weapons and had full reason to fear
the dark.

The cracks in the stove gave me firelight for groping
back into my clothes. The wind had not calmed at all.
I stumbled to the west window, buttoning up, and
found it a white blank. Snow had drifted ahove the
lower sash. On tiptoe I could just see over it. A light
appeared, dimly illuminating the snowfield beyond.
That would be coming from a lamp in the Ryders” bed-
room, shining through the nursery room and so out, weak
and diffused, into the blizzard chaos.

Yaaarrhh!

Now it had drawn horribly near. From the north
windows of the parlor T saw black nothing. Harp
squenked down to my door. “ "'Wake, Ben?”

“Yes. Come look at the west window.”

He had left no night light burning in the kitchen, and
only a scant glow came down to the landing from the
bedroom. He murmured behind me, “Ayah, snow’s up
some. Must be over three foot on the level by now.”

Yaaarrhh!

The voice had shouted on the south side, the blinder
side of the house, overlooked only by one kitchen win-
dow and a small one in the pantry where the hand
pump stood. The view from the pantry window was
mostly blocked by a great maple that overtopped the
house. I heard the wind shrilling across the tree’s win-
ter bones.

“Ben, you want to git your boots on? Up to you—
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can’t ask it. I might have to go out.” Harp spoke in an
undertone as if the beast might understand him through
the tight walls.

“Of course.” I got into my knee boots and caught up
my parka as I followed him into the kitchen. A .30-
caliber rifle and his heavy shotgun hung on deerhorn
over the door in the woodshed. He found them in the
dark.

What courage I possessed that night came from be-
ing shamed into action, from fearing to show a poor
face to an old friend in trouble. I went through the
Normandy invasion. I have camped out alone, when
I was younger and healthier, in our moose and bear
country, and slept nicely. But that noise of Longtooth
stole courage. It ached along the channel of the spine.

I had the spare flashlight, but knew Harp didn’t want
me to use it here. I could make out the furniture, and
Harp reaching for the gun rack. He already had on his
boots, fur cap and mackinaw. “You take this'n,” he said,
and put the ten-gauge in my hands. “Both barrels loaded.
Ain’t my way to do that, ain’t right, but since this thing
started—"

Yaaarrhhl

“Where’s he got to now?” Harp was by the south
window. “Round this side?”

“I thought so. . . . Where’s Droopy?”

Harp chuckled thinly. “Poor little shit! She come up-
stairs at the first sound of him and went under the bed.
I told Led’ to stay upstairs. She’d want a light down
here. Wouldn’t make sense.”

Then, apparently from the east side of the hen-loft
and high, booming off some resonating surface:
Yaaarrhh!

“He can’t! Jesus, that’s twelve foot off the ground!”
But Harp plunged out into the shed, and I followed.
“Keep your light on the floor, Ben.” He ran up the nar-
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row stairway. “Don’t shine it on the birds, theyll act
up.

pSo far the chickens, stupid and virtually blind in the
dark, were making only a peevish tut-tutting of alarm.
But something was clinging to the outside of the bar-
ricaded east window, snarling, chattering teeth, pound-
ing on the two-by-fours. With a fist?P—it sounded like
nothing else. Harp snapped, “Get your light on the
window!” And he fired through the glass.

We heard no outcry. Any noise outside was covered
by the storm and the squawks of the hens scandalized
by the shot. The glass was dirty from their continual dis-
turbance of the litter; I couldn’t see through it. The
bullet had drilled the pane without shattering it, and
passed between the two-by-fours, but the beast could
have dropped before he fired. “I got to go out there.
You stay, Ben.” Back in the kitchen he exchanged rifle
for shotgun. “Might not have no chance to aim. You re-
member this piece, don’t y'P—eight in the clip.”

“I remember it.”

“Cond. Keep your ears open.” Harp ran out through

the dooe that gave on o sinall paved arca by the wood-
ahied Vo pet around under the east Toft window he
would have to pash theongh the snow behind the barn,
niw e he bk Blocked ol the rear openings. He could
have cheled the house instead, but only by bucking
thee went wind and fighting decper drifts. I saw his big
whadow melt out of sight.

Ledo's voice quavered down to me: “He—get itP”

“Don’t know. He's gone to see. Sit tight, . . .”

I heard that infernal bark once again before Harp re-
tuned, and again it sounded high off the ground; it
must have come from the big maple. And then mo-
ments later—I was still trying to pierce the dark, watch-
ing for Harp—a vast smash of broken glass and wood,
and the violent bang of the door upstairs. One small
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wheezing shriek cut short, and one scream such as no
human being should ever hear. I can still hear it.

I think I lost some seconds in shock. Then I was grop-
ing up the narrow stairway, clumsy with the rifle and
flashlight. Wind roared at the opening of the kitchen
door, and Harp was crowding past me, thrusting me
aside. But I was close behind him when he flung the
bedroom door open. The blast from the broken window
that had slammed the door had also blown out the lamp.
But our flashlights said at once that Leda was not there.
Nothing was, nothing living,

Droopy lay in a mess of glass splinters and broken
window sash, dead from a crushed neck—something had
stamped on her. The bedspread had been pulled almost
to the window—maybe Leda’s hand had clenched on
it. I saw blood on some of the glass fragments, and on
the splintered sash, a patch of reddish fur.

Harp ran back downstairs. I lingered a few seconds.
The arrow of fear was deep in me, but at the moment
it made me numb. My light touched up an ugly photo-
graph on the wall, Harp’s mother at fifty or so, petrified
and acid-faced before the camera, a puritan deity with
shallow, haunted eyes. I remembered her.

Harp had kicked over the traces when his father
died, and quit going to church. Mrs. Ryder “disowned”
him. The farm was his; she left him with it and went to
live with a widowed sister in Lohman, and died soon,
unreconciled. Harp lived on as a bachelor, crank, re-
cluse, until his strange marriage in his fifties. Now here
was Ma still watchful, pucker-faced, unforgiving. In my
dullness of shock I thought: Oh, they probably always
made love with the lights out.

But now Leda wasn’t there.

I hurried after Harp, who had left the kitchen door
to bang in the wind. I got out there with rifle and flash-
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light, and over across the road I saw his torch. No other
light, just his small gleam and mine.

I knew as soon as I had forced myself beyond the
corner of the house and into the fantastic embrace of
the storm that I could never make it. The west wind
ground needles into my face. The snow was up beyond
the middle of my thighs. With weak lungs and maybe
an imperfect heart, I could do nothing out here except
die quickly to no purpose. In a moment Harp would
be starting down the slope to the woods. His trail was
already disappearing under my beam. I drove myself a
little further, and an instant’s lull in the storm allowed
me to shout: “Harpl I can’t follow!”

He heard. He cupped his mouth and yelled back:
“Don’t tryl Git back to the housel Telephonel” I waved
to acknowledge the message and struggled back.

I only just made it. Inside the kitchen doorway I
fell flat, gun and flashlight clattering off somewhere,
and there I stayed until I won back enough breath to
keep myself living. My face and hands were ice-blocks,
then fires. While I worked at the task of getting air

into my hody, one thought continued, an inner neces-
sty There must be a rational cause. T do not abandon
the rattonal canuse. At length 1 hauled mysclf up and
staumbled to the telephone, The line was dead.

I {fonnd the flashlight and reeled upstairs with it. I
stepped past poor Droopy’s body and over the broken
gluss to look through the window space. I could see that
snow had been pushed off the shed roof near the bed-
room window; the house sheltered that area from the
full drive of the west wind, so some evidence remained.
I guessed that whatever came must have jumped to
the house roof from the maple, then down to the shed
roof, and then hurled itself through the closed window

without regard for it as an obstacle. Losing a little blood
and a little fur.
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I glanced around and could not find that fur now.
Wind must have pushed it out of sight. I forced the
door shut. Downstairs, I lit the table lamps in kitchen
and parlor. Harp might need those beacons—if he came
back. I refreshed the fires, and gave myself a dose of
Harp’s horrible whisky. It was nearly one in the morn-
ing. If he never came back?

It might be days before they could plow out the road.
When the storm let up I could use Harp’s snowshoes,
maybe. . .. .

Harp came back, at 1:20, bent and staggering. He
let me support him to the armchair. When he could
speak he said, “No trail. No trail.” He took the bottle
from my hands and pulled on it. “Christ Jesus! What can
Ido? Ben...?I gotto go to the village, get help. If
they got any help to give.”

“Do you have an extra pair of snowshoes?”

He stared toward me, battling confusion. “Hah? No,
I ain’t. Better you stay anyhow. Ill bring yours from
your house if you want, if I can git there.” He drank
again and slammed in the cork with the heel of his
hand. “T’ll leave you the ten-gauge.”

He got his snowshoes from a closet. I persuaded him
to wait for coffee. Haste could accomplish nothing now;
we could not say to each other that we knew Leda was
dead. When he was ready to go, I stepped outside with
him into the mad wind. “Anything you want me to do
before you get backP” He tried to think about it.

“I guess not, Ben. . . . God, ain’t I lived right? No,
that don’t make sense. God? That’s a laugh.” He swung
away. Two or three great strides and the storm took him.

That was about two o’clock. For four hours I was alone
in the house. Warmth returned, with the bedroom door
closed and fires working hard. I carried the kitchen
lamp into the parlor, and then huddled in the nearly
total dark of the kitchen with my back to the wall,
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watching all the windows, the ten-gauge near my hand,
but I did not expect a return of the beast, and there was
none.

The night grew quieter, perhaps because the house
was so drifted in that snow muted the sounds. I was
cut off from the battle, buried alive.

Harp would get back. The seasons would follow their
natural way, and somehow we would learn what had
happened to Leda. I supposed the beast would have to
be something in the human pattern—mad, deformed,
gone wild, but still human.

After a time I wondered why we had heard no ex-
citement in the stable. I forced myself to take up gun
and flashlight and go look. I groped through the wood-
shed, big with the jumping shadows of Harp’s cord-
wood, and into the barmn. The cows were peacefully
drowsing. In the center alley I dared to send my weak
beam swooping and glimmering through the ghastly
distances of the hayloft. Quiet, just quiet; natural rus-
tling of mice. Then to the stable, where Ned whickered
and let me rub his brown cheek, and Jerry rolled a hu-
morous eye. I suppose no smell had reached them to
touch off panie, und perhaps they had heard the barking
often enongh so that it no longer disturbed them. I
went back to my post, and the hours crawled along a
ridgo hotweon the pits of terror and exhaustion. May-
be I slept.

No color of sunrise that day, but I felt paleness and
change; even a blizzard will not hide the fact of day-
shine somewhere. I breakfasted on bacon and eggs, fed
the hens, forked down hay and carried water for the
cows and horses. The one cow in milk, a jumpy Ayrshire,
refused to concede that I meant to be useful. I'd done
no milking since I was a boy, the knack was gone from
my hands, and relief seemed less important to her than
kicking over the pail; she was getting more amusement
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than discomfort out of it, so for the moment I let it go.
I made myself busy-work shoveling a clear space by
the kitchen door. The wind was down, the snowfall
persistent but almost peaceful. I pushed out beyond
the house and learned that the stuff was up over my
hips.

Out of that, as I turned back, came Harp in his long,
snowshoe stride, and down the road three others. I
recognized Sheriff Robart, overfed but powerful; and
Bill Hastings, wry and ageless, a cousin of Harp’s, and
one of his few friends; and last, Curt Davidson, perhaps
a friend to Sheriff Robart but certainly not to Harp.

I'd known Curt as a thick-witted loudmouth when
he was a kid; growing to man’s years hadn’t done much
for him. And when I saw him I thought, irrationally per-
haps: Not good for our side. A kind of absurdity, and
yet Harp and I were joined against the world simply
because we had experienced together what others were
going to call impossible, were going to interpret in harsh,
even damnable ways; and no help for it.

I saw the white thin blur of the sun, the strength of
it growing. Nowhere in all the white expanse had the
wind and the new snow allowed us any mark of the
visitation of the night.

The men reached my cleared space and shook off
snow. I opened the woodshed. Harp gave me one hope-
less glance of inquiry and I shook my head.

“Having a little troubler” That was Robart, taking off
his snowshoes.

Harp ignored him. “I got to look after the chores.” I
told him I'd done it except for that damn cow. “Oh,
Bess, ayah, she’s nervy. I'll see to her.” He gave me my
snowshoes that he had strapped to his back. “Adelaide,
she wanted to know about your groceries. Said I figured
they was in the ca’”

“Good as an icebox,” says Robart, real friendly.
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Curt had to have his pleasures too. “Ben, you sure
you got hold of old Bess by the right end, where the
tits wasP” Curt giggles at his own jokes, so nobody else
is obliged to. Bill Hastings spat in the snow.

“Okay if I go in?” Robart asked. It wasn’t a simple
inquiry: he was present officially and meant to have it
known. Harp looked him up and down.

“Nobody stopping you. Didn’t bring you here to
stand around, I suppose.”

“Harp,” said Robart pleasantly enough, “dont give
me a hard time. You come tell me certain things has
happened, I got to look into it is all.” But Harp was al-
ready striding down the woodshed to the barn entrance.
The others came into the house with me, and I put on
water for fresh coffee. “Must be your ca’ down the rud
a piece, Ben? Heard you kind of went into a ditch. All's
you can see now is a hump in the snow. Deep freeze
might be good for her, likely you've tried everything
else.” But I wasn't feeling comic, and never had been on
those terms with Robart. I grunted, and his face shed
mirth as onc slips off a sweater. “Okay, what’s the score?
Harp’s gono and told me a story I couldn’t feed to the
doprs, so what about it? Where’s Mrs. Ryder?”

Duvidson giggled again, IUs a nasty little sound to
como out of all that beef I don’t think Robart had
much enthusiasin for him either, but it seems he had
sworn in the fellow as a deputy before they set out. “Yes,
sir,” siid Curt, “that was really a story, that was.”

“Wlhere's Mrs. Ryder?”

“Not here,” I told him. “We think she’s dead.”

He glowered, rubbing cold out of his hands. “Seen
that window. Looks like the frame is smashed.”

“Yes, from the outside. When Harp gets back you'd
better look. I closed the door on that room and haven’t
opened it. There'll be more snow, but youll see about
what we saw when we got up there.”
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“Let’s look right now,” said Curt.

Bill Hastings said, “Curt, ain’t you a mite busy for a
dep’ty? Mr. Dane said when Harp gets back.” Bill and
I are friends; normally he wouldn’t mister me. I think
ke was trying to give me some flavor of authority.

I acknowledged the alliance by asking: “You a deputy
too, Bill?” Giving him an opportunity to spit in the stove,
replace the lid gently, and reply: “Shit no.”

Harp returned and carried the milk pail to the pan-
try. Then he was looking us over. “Bill, I got to try the
woods again, You want to come along?”

“Sure, Harp. I didn’t bring no gun.”

“Take my ten-gauge.”

“Curt here’ll go along,” said Robart. “Real good man
on snowshoes. Interested in wild life.”

Harp said, “That’s funny, Robart. I guess that’s the
funniest thing I heard since Cutler’s little girl fell under
the tractor. You joining us too?”

“Fact is, Harp, I kind of pulled a muscle in my back
coming up here. Not getting no younger neither. I be-
lieve I'll just look around here a little. Trust you got no
objection? To me looking around a little?”

“Coffee’s dripped,” I said.

“Thing of it is, if I'd ’ve thought you had any objec-
Hon, I'd *ve been obliged to get me a warrant.”

“Thanks, Ben.” Harp gulped the coffee scalding.
“Why, if looking around the house is the best you can
do, Sherf, I got no objection. Ben, I shouldn’t be keep-
ing you away from your affairs, but would you stay?
Kind of keep him company? Not that I got much in
the house, but still—you know—"

“T'll stay.” I wished I could tell him to drop that man-
ner; it only got him deeper in the mud.

Robart handed Davidson his gun belt and holster.
“Better have it, Curt, so to be in style.”

Harp and Bill were outside getting on their snow-
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shoes; I half heard some remark of Harp’s about the
sheriff's aching back. They took off. The snow had al-
most ceased. They passed out of sight down the slope
to the north, and Curt went plowing after them. Behind’
me Robart said, “You’d think Harp believed it himself.”

“That’s how it’s to be? You make us both liars be-
fore you've even done any looking?”

“I got to try to make sense of it is all.” I followed him
up to the bedroom. It was cruelly cold. He touched
Droopy’s stiff corpse with his foot. “Hard to figure a
man killing his own dog.”

“We get nowhere with that kind of idea.”

“Ben, you got to see this thing like it looks to other
people. And keep out of my hair.”

“That’'s what scares me, Jack. Something unreason-
able did happen, and Harp and I were the only ones
to experience it—except Mrs. Ryder.”

“You claim you saw this—animal?”

“I didn’t say that. I heard her scream. When we got
upstairs this room was the way you see it.” I looked
around, and again couldn’t find that scrap of fur, but
I spoke of it, and I give Robart credit for searching.
He shook out the bedspread and blankets, examined
the floor and the closet. He studied the window space,
leaned out for a look at the house wall and the shed
roof. His big feet avoided the broken glass, and he
squatted for a long gaze at the pieces of window sash.
Then he bore down on me, all policemen personified,
a massive, rather intelligent, conventionally honest man
with no patience for imagination, no time for any fact
not already in the books. “Piece of fur, huh?” He made
it sound as if I'd described a Jabberwock with eyes of
flame. “Okay, were done up here.” He motioned me
downstairs—all policemen who'd ever faced a crowd’s
dangerous stupidity with their own,
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As 1 retreated I said, “Hope you won’t be too busy
to have a chemist test the blood on that sash.”

“Well do that” He made move-along motions with
his slab hands. “Going to be a pleasure to do that little
thing for you and your friend.”

Then he searched the entire house, shed, barn and
stable. I had never before watched anyone on police
business; I had to admire his zeal. I got involved in
the farce of holding the flashlight for him while he
rooted the cellar. In the shed I suggested that if he
wanted to restack twenty-odd cords of wood he’'d better
wait till Harp could help him; he wasnt amused. He
wasn’t happy in the barn loft either. Shifting tons of
hay to find a hypothetical corpse was not a obe-man
job. I knew he was capable of returning with a crew
and machinery to do exactly that. And by his lights it
was what he ought to do. Then we were back in the
kitchen, Robart giving himself a manicure with his jack-
knife, and I down to my last cigarette, almost the last
of my endurance,

Robart was not unsubtle. I answered his questions
as temperately as I could—even, for instance: “Wasn’t
you a mite sweet on Leda yourself?” I didnt answer
any of them with flat silence; to do that right you need
an accompanying act like spitting in the stove, and I'm
not a chewer. From the north window he said: “Comin’
back. It figures.” They had been out a little over an
hour.

Harp stood by the stove with me to warm his hands.
He spoke as if alone with me: “No trail, Ben.” What
followed came in an undertone: “Ben, you told me
about a friend of yours, scientist or something, profes-
sor—"

“Professor Malcolm?P” I remembered mentioning him
to Harp a long while before; 1 was astonished at his
recalling it. Johnny Malcolm is a professor of biology
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who has avoided too much specialization. Not a really
close friend. Harp was watching me out of a granite
despair as if he had asked me to appeal to some higher
court. I thought of another acquaintance in Boston too,
whom I might consult—Dr. Kahn, a psychiatrist who
had once seen my wife Helen through a difficult
time. ...

“Harp,” said Robart, “I got to ask you a couple, three
things. I sent word to Dick Hammond to get that god-
damn plow of his into this road as quick as he can. Be-
lieve he'll try. Whiles we wait on him, we might ’s well
talk. You know I don't like to get tough.”

“Talk away,” said Harp, “only Ben here, he’s got to
get home without waiting on no Dick Hammond.” "

“That a fact, Ben?”

“Yes. I'll keep in touch.”

“Do that,” said Robart, dismissing me. As I left he
was beginning a fresh manicure, and Harp waited rigid-
ly for the ordeal to continue. I felt morbidly that I was
abandoning him.

Still—corpus delicti—nothing much more would hap-
pen until Leda Ryder was found. Then if her body
were found dead by violence, with no acceptable evi-
dence of Longtootl’s existence—well, what then?

I don’t think Robart would have let me go if he'd
known my first act would be to call Short’s brother Mike
ml ask him to drive me in to Lohman where I could
get a bus for Boston.

Johnny Malcolm said, “I can see this is distressing
you, and you wouldn’t lie to me. But, Ben, as biology it
won't do. Ain’t no such animile. You know that.”

He wasn’t being stuffy. We were having dinner at a
quiet restaurant, and I had of course enjoyed the roast
duckling too much. Johnny is a rock-ribbed beanpole
who can eat like a walking famine with no regrets.
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“Suppose,” 1 said, “just for argument and because it’s
not biologically inconceivable, that there’s a basis for
the Yeti legend.”

“Not inconceivable. I'll give you that. So long as any
poorly known comers of the world are left—the Hima-
layan uplands, jungles, tropic swamps, the tundra—
legends will persist and some of them will have little
gleams of truth. You know what I think about moon
flights and all that?” He smiled; privately I was hearing
Leda scream. “One of our strongest reasons for them,
and for the biggest flights we’ll make if we don’t kill
civilization first, is a hunt for new legends. We've used
up our best ones, and that’s dangerous.”

“Why don’t we look at the countries inside us?” But
Johnny wasn’t listening much.

“Men can’t stand it not to have closed doors and a
chance to push at them. Oh, about your Yeti—he might
exist. Shaggy anthropoid able to endure severe cold, so
rare and clever the explorers haven’t tripped over him
yet. Wouldn't have to be a camivore to have big ugly
canines—look at the baboons. But if he was active in a
Himalayan winter, he’d have to be able to use meat, I
think. Mind you, I don’t believe any of this, but you can
have it as a biological not-impossible. How’d he get to
Maine?”

“Strayed? Tibet—Mongolia—Arctic ice.”

“Maybe.” Johnny had begun to enjoy the hypothesis
as something to play with during dinner. Soon he was
helping along the brute’s passage across the continents,
and having fun till I grumbled something about alterna-
tives, extraterrestrials. He wouldnt buy that, and got
cross. Still hearing Leda scream, I assured him I wasnt
watching for little green men.

“Ben, how much do you know about this—Harp?”

“We grew up along different lines, but he’s a friend.
Dinosaur, if you like, but a friend.”
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“Hardshell Maine bachelor picks up dizzy young
wife—"

“She’s not dizzy. Wasn’t. Sexy, but not dizzy.”

“All right. Bachelor stewing in his own juices for
years. Sure he didn’t get up on that roof himself?”

“Nuts. Unless all my senses were more paralyzed than
I think, there wasn’t time.”

“Unless they were more paralyzed than you think.”

“Come off it! I'm not senile yet. . . . What’s he sup-
posed to have done with her? Tossed her into the snow?”

“Mph,” said Johnny, and finished his coffee. “All
right. Some human freak with abnormal strength and
the endurance to fossick around in a Maine blizzard
stealing women. I liked the Yeti better. You say you
suggested a madman to Ryder yourself. Pity if you had
to come all the way here just so I could repeat your
own guesswork. To make amends, want to take in a
bawdy movie?”

“Love it.”

The following day Dr. Kahn made time to see me at
the end of the afternoon, so polite and patient that I
felt certain T was keeping him from his dinner. He
seemed undecided whether to be concerned with the

traumas of Iarp Ryder’s history or those of mine. Mine
were already somewhat known to him. “I wish you had
time to talk all this out to me. You've given me a nice
summary of what the physical events appear to have

been, but="

“Doctor,” T said, “it happened. 1 heard the animal.
The window was smashed—ask the sheriff. Leda Ryder
did scream, and when Harp and I got up there to-
gether, the dog had been killed and Leda was gone.”

“And yet, if it was all as clear as that, I wonder why
you thought of consulting me at all, Ben. I wasn’t there.
I'm just a headshrinker.”

“I wanted . . . Is there any way a delusion could
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take hold of Harp and me, disturb our senses in the
same way? Oh, just staying it makes it ridiculous.”

Dr. Kahn smiled. “Let’s say, difficult.”

“Is it possible Harp could have killed her, thrown
her out through the window of the west bedroom—the
snow must have drifted six feet or higher on that side
—and then my mind distorted my time sense? So I
might've stood there in the dark kitchen all the time
it went on, a matter of minutes instead of seconds?
Then he jumped down by the shed roof, came back
into the house the normal way while I was stumbling
upstairs? Oh, hell.”

Dr. Kahn had drawn a diagram of the house from my
description, and peered at it with placid interest. “Be-
nign” was a word Helen had used for him. He said,
“Such a distortion of the time sense would be—unusu-
al.. .. Are you feeling guilty about anything?”

“About standing there and doing nothing? I can’t
seriously believe it was more than a few seconds. Any-
way that would make Harp a monster out of a detective
story. He’s not that. How could he count on me to
freeze in panic? Absurd. I'd ’ve heard the struggle,
steps, the window of the west room going up. Could
he have killed her and I known all about it at the time,
even witnessed it, and then suffered amnesia for that
one event?”

He still looked so patient I wished I hadn’t come. “I
won't say any trick of the mind is impossible, but I
might call that one highly improbable. Academically,
however, considering your emotional involvement—"

“I'm not emotionally involved!” I yelled that. He
smiled, looking much more interested. I laughed at
myself. That was better than poking him in the eye.
“I'm upset, Doctor, because the whole thing goes against
reason. If you start out knowing nobody’s going to be-
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lieve you, it’s all messed up before you open your
mouth.”

He nodded kindly. He’s a good joe. I think he'd
stopped listening for what I didnt say long enough to
hear a little of what I did say. “Youre not unstable,
Ben. Don’t worry about amncsia. The explanation, per-
haps some human intruder, will turn out to be within
the human norm. The norm of possibility does include
such things as lycanthropic delusions, maniacal behav-
for, and so on. Your police up there will carry on a good
search for the poor woman. They won’t overlook that
snowdrift. Don’t underestimate them, and don’t worry
about your own mind, Ben.”

“Ever seen our Maine woods?”

“No, I go away to the Cape.” ,

“Try it sometime. Take a patch of it, say about fifty
miles by fifty, that’s twenty-five hundred square miles.
Drop some eager policemen into it, tell ’em to hunt for
something they never saw before and don’t want to see,
that doesn’t want to be found.”

“But if your beast is human, human beings leave
traces. Bodies aren’t easy to hide, Ben.”

“In those woods? A body taken by a carnivorous ani-
mal? Why not?” Well, our minds didn’t touch. I thanked
him for his patience and got up. “The maniac respon-
sible,” I said. “But whatever we call him, Doctor, he was

there.”

Mike Short picked me up at the Lohman bus station,
and told me something of a ferment in Darkfield. I
shouldn’t have been surprised. “They’re all scared, Mr.
Dane. They want to hurt somebody.” Mike is Jim Short’s
younger brother. He scrapes up a living with his taxi
service and occsaional odd jobs at the garage. There’s a
droop in his shaggy ringlets, and I believe thirty is star-
ing him in the face, “Like old Harp he wants to tell it
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like it happened and nobody buys. That’s sad, man. You
been away what, three days? The fuzz was pissed off.
You better connect with Mister Sheriff” Robart soon.
He climbed all over my ass just for driving you to the
bus that day, like I should’ve known you shouldn’t.”

“I'll pacify him. They haven’t found Mrs. Ryder?”

Mike spat out the car window, which was rolled
down for the mild air. “Old Harp he never got such a
job of snow-shoveling done in all his days. By the
cmunity, for free. No, they won’t find her.” In that
there was plenty of I-want-to-be-asked, and something
more, a hint of the mythology of Mike’s generation,

“So what’s your opinion, Mike?r”

He maneuvered a fresh cigarette against the stub of
the last and drove on through tiresome silence. The
road was winding between ridged mountains of plowed,
rotting snow. I had the window down on my side too
for the genial afternoon sun, and imagined a tang of
spring. At last Mike said, “You prob’ly don't go along. ...
Jim got your ca’ out, by the way. It’s at your place. . ..
Well, you'll hear ’em talking it all to pieces. Some claim
Harp’s telling the truth. Some say he killed her himself.
They don’t say how he made her disappear. Ain’t heard
any ‘talk against you, Mr. Dane, nothing that counts.
The sheriffs peeved, but that’s just on account you took
off without asking.” His vague, large eyes watched the
melting landscape, the ambiguous messages of spring.
“Well, I think, like, a demon took her, Mr. Dane. She
was one of his own, seeP You got to remember, I knew
that chick. Okay, you can say it aint scientific, only
there is a science to these things, I read a book about
it. You can laugh if you want.”

I wasn’t laughing. It wasnt my first glimpse of the
contemporary medievalism and won't be my last if I
survive another year or two. I wasn’t laughing, and I
said nothing. Mike sat smoking, expertly driving his
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20th-Century artifact while I suppose his thoughts were
in the 17th, sniffing after the wonders of the invisible
world, and I recalled what Johnny Malcom had said
about the need for legends. Mike and I had no more
talk.

Adelaide Simmons was dourly glad to see me. From
her 1 learned that the sheriff and state police had
swarmed all over Harp’s place and the surrounding
countryside, and were still at it. Result, zero. Harp had
repeatedly told our story and was refusing to tell it any
more. “Does the chores and sets there drinking,” she
said, “or staring off. Was up to see him yesterday, Mr.
Dane—{felt I should. Couple days they didn’t let him
alone a minute, maybe now they’ve eased off some.
He asked me real sharp, was you back yet. Well, 1
redd up his place, made some bread, least I could do.”

When I told her I was going there, she prepared a
basket, while I sat in the kitchen and listened. “Some
say she busted that window herself, jumped down and
run off in the snow, out of her mind. Any sense in that?”

“Nope.”

“And some claim she deserted him. Earlier. Which'd
make you a liar, And they say whichever way it was,
Harp’s made up this crazy story because he cant stand
the truth.” Her clever hands slapped sandwiches into
shape. “They claim Harp got you to go along with it,
they don’t say how.”

“Hypnotized me, likely. Adelaide, it all happened
the way Harp told it. I heard the thing too. If Harp is
ready for the squirrels, so am 1.”

She stared hard, and sighed. She likes to talk, but
her mill often shuts off suddenly, because of a quality
of hers which I find good as well as rare: I mean that
when she has no more to say she doesn’t go on talking.

I got up to Ryder's Ridge about suppertime. Bill
Hastings was there. The road was plowed slick be-
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tween the snow ridges, and I wondered how much of
the litter of tracks and crumpled paper and spent ciga-
rette packages had been left by sight-seers. Ground
frost had not yet yielded to the mud season, which
would soon make normal driving impossible for a few
weeks. Bill let me in, with the look people wear for
serious illness. But Harp heaved himself out of that
armchair, not sick in body at least. “Ben, I heard him
last night. Late.”

“What direction?”

“North.”

“You hear it, Bill?” I set down the basket.

My pint-size friend shook his head. “Wasn’t here.”
I couldn’t guess how much Bill accepted of the tale.

Harp said, “What’s the basketP—oh. Obliged. Ade-
laide’s a nice woman.” But his mind was remote. “It
was north, Ben, a long way, but I think I know about
where it would be. I wouldn'tve heard it except the
night was so still, like everything had quieted for me.
You know, they been a deviling me night and day.
Robart, state cops, mess of smart little buggers from
the papers. I couldn’t sleep, I stepped outside like I
was called. Why, he might've been the other side of the
stars, the sky so full of ’em and nothing stirring. Cold. ...
You went to Boston, Ben?”

“Yes. Waste of time. They want it to be something
human, anyhow something that fits the books.”

Whittling, Bill said neutrally, “Always a man for the
books yourself, wasn’t you, Ben?”

I had to agree. Harp asked, “Hadn’t no ideas?”

“Tust gave me back my own thoughts in their lan-
guage. We have to find it, Harp. Of course some
wouldn’t take it for true even if you had photographs.”

Harp said, “Photographs be goddamned.”

“I guess you got to go,” said Bill Hastings. “We been
talking about it, Ben. Maybe I'd feel the same if it was
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me. . . . I better be on my way or supperll be cold and
the old woman raising hellfire.” He tossed his stick back
in the woodbox.

“Bill,” said Harp, “you won’t mind feeding the stock
couple, three days?”

“I don’t mind. Be up tomorrow.”

“Do the same for you sometime. I wouldnt want it
mentioned anyplace.”

“Harp, you know me better’n that. See you, Ben.”

“Snow’s going fast,” said Harp when Bill had driven
off. “Be in the woods a long time yet, though.”

“You wouldn’t start this late.” .

He was at the window, his lean bulk shutting off
much light from the time-seasoned kitchen where most
of his indoor life had been passed. “Morning, early.
Tonight I got to listen.”

“Be needing sleep, I'd think.”

“I don’t always get what I need,” said Harp.

“I'll bring my snowshoes. About six? And my car-
binc—I'm best with a gun I know.”

He stared at me a while. “All right, Ben. You under-
stind, though, you might have to come back alone. I
ain’t coming back till I get him, Ben. Not this time.”

At sunup I found him with Ned and Jerry in the
stable. He had lived eight or ten years with that team.
He gave Ned’s neck a final pat as he turned to me and
took up our conversation as if night had not intervened.
“Not till I get him. Ben, I don’t want you drug into
this ag’inst your inclincation.”

“Did you hear it again last night?”

“I heard it. North.”

The sun was at the point of rising when we left on
our snowshoes, like morning ghosts ourselves. Harp
strode ahead down the slope to the woods without
haste, perhaps with some reluctance. Near the trees he
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halted, gazing to his right where a red blaze was burn-
ing the edge of the sky curtain; I scolded myself for
thinking that he was saying goodbye to the sun.

The snow was crusted, sometimes slippery even for
our web feet. We entered the woods along a tangle of
tracks, including the fat tire-marks of a snow-scooter.
“Guy from Lohman,” said Harp. “Hired the goddamn
thing out to the state cops and hisself with it. Goes
pootin’ around all over hell, fit to scare everything in-
side eight, ten miles.” He cut himself a fresh plug to
last the moming. “I blieve the thing is a mite further
off than that. Theyll be messing around again today.”
His fingers dug into my arm. “See how it is, don’t y'?
They ain’t looking for what we are. Looking for a dead
body to hang onto my neck. And if they was to find
her the way I found—the way I found—"

“Harp, you needn’t borrow trouble.”

“I know how they think,” he said. “Was I to walk
down the road beyond Darkfield, they’d pick me up.
They ain’t got me in shackles because they got no—no
body, Ben. Nobody needs to tell me about the law.
They got to have a body. Only reason they didn't leave
a man here overnight, they figure I can’t go nowhere.
They think a man couldn’t travel in three, four foot of
snow. . . . Ben, I mean to find that thing and shoot
it down. . . . We better slant off thisaway.”

He sct out at a wide angle from those tracks, and
we soon had them out of sight. On the firm crust our
snowshocs left no mark. After a while we heard a grum-
ble of motors far back, on the road. Harp chuckled
viciously. “Bright and early like yesterday.” He stared
back the way we had come. “They’ll' never pick that
up, without dogs. That son of a bitch Robart did talk
about borrying a hound somewhere, to sniff Leda’s
clothes. More likely give ’em a sniff of mine, now.”

We had already come so far that I didn’t know the
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way back. Harp would know it. He could never be lost
in any woods, but I have no mental compass such as
his. So I followed him blindly, not trying to memorize
our trail. It was a region of uniform old growth, most-
ly hemlock, no recent lumbering, few landmarks. The
monotony wore down native patience to a numbness,
and our snowshoes left no more impression than our
thoughts.

An hour passed, or more; after that sound of motors
faded. Now and then I heard the wind move peace-
fully overhead. Few bird calls, for most of our singers
had not yet returned. “Been in this part before, Harp?”

“Not with snow on the ground, not lately.” His voice
was hushed and careful. “Summers. About a mile now,
and the trees thin out some. Stretch of slash where they
was taking out pine four, five years back and left every-
thing a Christly pile of shit like they always do.”

No, Harp wouldn’t get lost here, but I was well lost,
tired, sorry I had come. Would he turn back if I col-
lapsed? I didn’t think he could, now, for any reason.
My pack with blanket roll and provisions had become
infemal. He had said we ought to have enough for
three or four days. Only a few years earlier I had car-
ried heavier camping loads than this without trouble,
but now I was blown, a stitch beginning in my side. My
wrist watch said only nine o’clock.

The trees thinned out as he had promised, and here
the land rose in a long slope to the north. I looked up
across a tract of eight or ten acres where the devasta-
tion of stupid lumbering might be healed if the hurt
region could be let alone for sixty years. The deep snow,
blinding out here where only scrub growth interfered
with the sunlight, covered the worst of the wreckage.
“Good place for wild ras’berries,” Harp said quietly.
“Been time for em to grow back. Guess it was nearer
seven years ago when they cut here and left this mess.
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Last summer I couldn’t hardly find their logging road.
Off to the left—"

He stopped, pointing with a slow arm to a blurred
gray line that wandered up from the left to disappear
over the rise of ground. The nearest part of that gray
curve must have been four hundred feet away, and to
my eyes it might have been a shadow cast by an ir-
regularity of the snow surface; Harp knew better. Some-
thing had passed there, heavy enough to break the
crust. “You want to rest a mite, Ben? Once over that
rise I might not want to stop again.”

I let myseclf down on the butt of an old log that lay
tilted toward us, cut because it had happened to be in
the way, left to rot because they happened to be taking
pine. “Can you really make anything out of that?”

“Not enough,” said Harp. “But it could be him.” He
did not sit by me but stood relaxed with his load, snow-
shoes spaced so he could spit between them. “About
half a mile over that rise,” he said, “there’s a kind of
gorge. Must've been a good brook, former times, still a
stream along the bottom in summer. Tangle of elders
and stuff. Couple, three caves in the bank at one spot.
I guess it’'s three summers since 1 been there. Gloomy
goddamn place. There was foxes into one of them caves.
Natural caves, I blieve. I didn’t go too near, not then.”

I sat in the warming light, wondering whether there
was any way I could talk to Harp about the beast—if
it existed, if we weren't merely a pair of aging men
with disordered minds. Any way to tell him the crea-
ture was important to the world outside our dim little
village? That it ought somehow to be kept alive, not
just shot down and shoveled aside? How could I say
this to a man without science, who had lost his wife and
also the trust of his fellow-men?

Take away that trust and you take away the world.

Could I ask him to shoot it in the legs, get it back
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alive? Why, to my own self, irrationally, that appeared
wrong, horrible, as well as beyond our powers. Better
if he shot to kill. Or if I did. So in the end I said noth-
ing, but shrugged my pack into place and told him I
was ready to go on.,

With the crust uncertain under that stronger sun-
shine, we picked up our way slowly up the rise, and
when we came at length to that line of tracks, Harp
said matter-of-factly, “Now you’ve seen his mark. It’s
him.”

Sun and overnight freezing had worked on the trail
Harp estimated it had been made early the day before.
But wherever the weight of Longtooth had broken
through, the shape of his foot showed clearly -down
there in its pocket of snow, a foot the size of a man’s
but broader, shorter. The prints were spaced for the
stride of a short-legged person. The arch of the foot was
low, but the beast was not actually flat-footed. Beast
or man. I said, “This is a man’s print, Harp. Isnt it?”

He spoke without heat. “No. Youre forgetting, Ben.
I seen him.”

“Anyhow there’s only one.”

He said slowly, “Only one set of tracks.”

“What d’ you mean?”

Harp shrugged. “It's heavy. He could’ve been carry-
ing something. Keep your voice down. That crust yes-
terday, it would've held me without no web feet, but
he went through, and he aint as big as me.” Harp
checked his rifle and released the safety. “Half a mile
to them caves. B’lieve that’s where he is, Ben. Don’t
talk unless you got to, and take it slow.”

I followed him. We topped the rise, encountering
more of that lumberman’s desolation on the other side.
The trail crossed it, directly approaching a wall of un-
damaged trees that marked the limit of the cutting.
Here forest took over once more, and where it began,
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Longtooth’s trail ended. “Now you seen how it goes,”
Harp said. “Any place where he can travel above
ground he does. He don’t scramble up the trunks, seems
like. Look here—he must've got aholt of that branch
and swung hisself up. Knocked off some snow, but the
wind knocks off so much too you can’t tell nothing.
See, Ben, he—he figures it out. He knows about trails.
He'll have come down out of these trees far enough
from where we are now so there ain’t no chance of us
- seeing the place from here. Could be anywhere in a
half-circle, and draw it as big as you please.”

“Thinking like a man.”

“But he ain’t a man,” said Harp. “There’s things he
don’t know. How a man feels, acts. 'm going on to
them caves.” From necessity, I followed him. . . .

I ought to end this quickly. Prematurely I am an old
man, incapacitated by the effects of a stroke and a
damaged heart. I keep improving a little—sensible diet,
no smoking, Adelaide’s care. I expect several years of
tolerable health on the way downhill. But I find, as
Harp did, that it is even more crippling to lose the trust
of others. I will write here once more, and not again,
that my word is good.

It was noon when we reached the gorge. In that place
some melancholy part of night must always remain.
Down the center of the ravine between tangles of alder,
water murmured under ice and rotting snow, which
here and there had fallen in to reveal the dark brilliance.
Harp did not enter the gorge itself but moved slowly
through tree-cover along the left edge, eyes flickering
for danger. I tried to imitate his caution. We went a
hundred yards or more in that inching advance, maybe
two hundred. I heard only the occasional wind of spring.

He turned to look at me, with a sickly triumph, a
grimace of disgust and of justification, too. He touched
his nose and then I got it also, a rankness from down
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ahead of us, a musky foulness with an ammoniacal tang
and some smell of decay. Then on the other side of the
gorge, off in the woods but not far, I heard Longtooth.

A bark, not loud. Throaty, like talk.

Harp suppressed an answering growl. He moved on
until he could point down to a black cave-mouth on the
opposite side. The breeze blew the stench across to us.
Harp whispered, “See, he’s got like a path. Jumps down
to that flat rock, then to the cave. We'll see him in a
minute.” Yes, there were sounds in the brush. “You
keep back.” His left palm lightly stroked the underside
of his rifle barrel.

So intent was he on the opening where Longtooth
would appear, I may have been first to see the’ other
who came then to the cave mouth and stared up at us
with animal eyes. Longtooth had called again, a.rather
gentle sound. The woman wrapped in filthy hides may
have been drawn by that call or by the noise of our ap-
proach.

Then Harp saw her.

He knew her. In spite of the tangled hair, scratched
face, dirt, and the shapeless deer-pelt she clutched
around herself against the cold, I am sure he knew her.
I don’t think she knew him, or me. An inner blindness,
a look of a beast wholly centered on its own needs. I
think human memories had drained away. She knew
Longtooth was coming. I think she wanted his warmth
and protection, but there were no words in the whimper
she made before Harp’s bullet took her between the
eyes.

Longtooth shoved through the bushes. He dropped
the rabbit he was carrying and jumped down to that flat
rock snarling, glancing sidelong at the dead woman who
was still twitching. If he understood the fact of death,
he had no time for it. I saw the massive overdevelop-
ment of thigh and leg muscles, their springy motions
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of preparation. The distance from the flat rock to the
place where Harp stood must have been fifteen feet.
One spear of sunlight touched him in that blue-green
shade, touched his thick red fur and his fearful face.

Harp could have shot him. Twenty seconds for it
maybe more. But he flung his rifle aside and drew out
his hunting knife, his own long tooth, and had it waiting
when the enemy jumped.

So could I have shot him. No one needs to tell me 1

- ought to have done so.

Longtooth launched himself, clawed fingers out, fangs
exposed. I felt the meeting as if the impact had struck
my own flesh. They tumbled roaring into the gorge, and
I was cold, detached, an instrument for watching.

It ended soon. The heavy brownish teeth clenched
in at the base of Harp’s neck. He made no more mo-
tion except the thrust that sent his blade into Long-
tooth’s left side. Then they were quiet in that embrace,
quiet all three. I heard the water flowing under the ice.

I remember a roaring in my ears, and I was moving
with slow care, one difficult step after another, along
the lip of the gorge and through mighty corridors of
white and green. With my hard-won detached amuse-
ment I supposed this might be the region where I had
recently followed poor Harp Ryder to some destination
or other, but not (I thought) one of those we talked
about when we were boys. A band of iron had closed
around my forehead, and breathing was an enterprise
needing great effort and caution, in order not to worsen
the indecent pain that clung as another band around
my diaphragm. 1 leaned against a tree for thirty sec-
onds or thirty minutes, I don’t know where. I knew I
mustn’t take off my pack in spite of the pain, because
it carried provisions for three days. I said once: “Ben,
you are lost.”

I had my carbine, a golden bough, staff of life, and
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I recall the shrewd management and planning that en-
abled me to send three shots into the air. Twice.

It seems I did not want to die, and so hung on the
cliff-edge of death with a mad stubbornness. They tell
me it could not have been the second day that I fired
the second burst, the one that was heard and answered
because, they say, a man can’t suffer the kind of attack
I was having and then survive a whole night of ex-
posure. They say that when a search party reached me
from Wyndham Village (18 miles from Darkficld), I
made some garbled speech and fell flat on my face.

I woke immobilized, without power of speech or any
motion except for a little life in my left hand, and for
a long time memory was only a jarring of irrelevancies.
When that cleared I still couldn’t talk for another long
deadly while. I recall someone saying with exaspcrated
admiration that with cercbral hemorrhage on top of
coronary infarction, I had no damn right to be alive;
this was the first sound that gave me any pleasure. I
remember recognizing Adelaide and being unable to
thank her for her presence. None of this matters to the
story, except the fact that for months I had no bridge of
communication with the world; and yet I loved the
world and did not want to leave it.

One can always ask: What will happen next?

Sometime in what they said was June my memory
was (I think) clear. T scrawled a little, with the nurse
supporting the dcadened part of my arm. But in re-
sponose to what I wrote, the doctor, the nurses, Sheriff
Robart, cven Adeclaide Simmons and Bill Hastings,
looked—sympathetic. I was not believed. I am not
believed now, in the most important part of what I
wish T might say: that there are things in our world
that we do not understand, and that this ignorance
ought to generate humility. Pcople find this obvious,
bromidic—oh, they always havel—and therefore they do
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not listen, retaining the pride of their ignorance intact.

Remnants of the three bodies were found in late Au-
gust, small thanks to my efforts, for I had no notion
what compass direction we took after the cut-over area,
and there are so many such areas of desolation I couldn’t
tell them where to look. Forest scavengers, including
a pack of dogs, had found the bodies first. Water had
moved them too, for the last of the big snow melted
suddenly, and for a couple of days at least there must
have been a small river raging through that gorge. The
head of what they are calling the “lunatic” got rolled
downstream, bashed against rocks, partly buried in silt.
Dogs had chewed and scattered what they speak of as
“the man’s fur coat.”

It will remain a lunatic in a fur coat, for they won't
have it any other way. So far as I know, no scientist
cver got a look at the wreckage, unless you glorify the
coroner by that title. I believe he was a good vet before
he got the job. When my speech was more or less re-
gained, I was already through trying to talk about it. A
statement of mine was read at the inquest—that was
before T could talk or leave the hospital. At this cere-
mony society officially decided that Harper Harrison
Ryder, of this township, shot to death his wife Leda and
an individual, male, of unknown identity, while him-
self temporarily of unsound mind, and died of knife
injuries received in a struggle with the said individual
of unknown, and so forth.

I don’t talk about it because that only makes pcople
more sorry for me, to think a man’s mind should fail so,
and he not yet sixty.

I cannot even ask them: “What is truth?” They would
only look more saddened, and I suppose shocked, and
perhaps find reasons for not coming to see me again.

They are kind. They will do anything for me, except
think about it.
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Fritz Leiber has written just about every kind of fan-
tasy there is, from weird horror to sword-and-sorcery ad-
venture to safiric japes. I'm not sure what category to put
this story in, though—maybe there is no category for it.
Leiber took his PhD in Psychology, and even his lightest
works have shown his continuing fascination with the dreams
and phantasms of the human mind: The Inner Circles is
perhaps his deepest, most direct exploration of the theme.

THE INNER CIRCLES

Fritz Leiber

After the supper dishes were done there was a gen-
eral movement from the Adler kitchen to the Adler
living room.

It was led by Gottfried Helmuth Adler, commonly
known as Gott. He was thinking how they should be
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coming from a dining room, yes, with colored maids,
not from a kitchen. In a large brandy snifter he was
carrying what had been left in the shaker from the
martinis, a colorless elixir weakened by melted ice yet
somewhat stronger than his wife was supposed to know.
This monster drink was a regular part of Gott’s carefully
thought-out program for getting safely through the end
of the day.

“After the seventeenth hour of creation God got
sneaky,” Gott Adler once put it to himself.

He sat down in his leather-upholstered easy chair,
flipped open Plutarch’s Lives left-handed, glanced down
through the lower halves of his executive bifocals at
the paragraph in the biographv of Caesar he’d been
reading before dinner, then, without moving his head,
looked through the upper halves back toward the kitch-
«on

Aty Catt cime Janee Adler, his wife. She sat down

ot her dawings tuble, where pad, peneils, knife, art
g tompes padnts, water, hroshes and rags were
bt vt vty

Those cione Jittle Hetnde Adler, wenring a spaceman’s

townnponent helinet with e laegee hole in the top for ven-
Watlon e went und stood heside this arrangement of
obfecte: Hest e Tongs wooden box about knee-high with
n stndler hox on top and propped against the latter a
toy control pancl of blue and silver plastic, on which
only onc lever moved at all; next facing the panel,
a child’s wooden chair; then back of the chair another
long wooden box lined up with the first.

“Goodbye Mama, goodbye Papa,” Heinie called. “I'm
going to take a trip in my spaceship.”

“Be back in time for bed,” his mother said.

“Hot jets!” murmured his father.

Heinie got in, touched the control panel twice, and
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then sat motionless in the little wooden chair, looking
straight ahead.

A fourth person came into the living room from the
kitchen—the Man in the Black Flannel Suit. He moved
with the sick jerkiness and had the slack putty-gray
features of a figure of the imagination that hasn’t been
fully developed. (There was a fifth person in the house,
but even Gott didn’t know about him yet.)

The man in the Black Flannel Suit made a stiff ges-
ture at Gott and gaped his mouth to talk to him, but
the latter silently writhed his lips in a “Not yet, you
fooll” and nodded curtly toward the sofa opposite his
easy chair.

“Gott,” Jane said, hovering a pencil over the pad,
“you’ve lately taken to acting as if you were talking
to someone who isn’t there.”

“I have, my dear?” her husband replied with a smile
as he turned a page, but not lifting his face from his
book. “Well, talking to oneself is the sovercign guard
against madness.”

“I thought it worked the other way,” Jane said.

“No,” Gott informed her.

Jane wondered what she should draw and saw she
had very faintly sketched on a small scale the outlines
of a child, done in sticks-and-blobs like Paul Klee or
kindergarten art. She could do another “Children’s Club-
house,” she supposed, but where should she put it this
time?

The old electric clock with brass fittings that stood
on the mantel began to wheeze shrilly, “Mystery, mys-
tery, mystery, mystery.” It struck Jane as a good omen
for her picture. She smiled.

Gott took a slow pull from his goblet and felt the scent-
less vodka bite just enough and his skin shiver and the
room waver pleasantly for a moment with shadows chas-
ing across it. Then he swung the pupils of his eyes up-
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ward and looked across at the Man in the Black Flan-
nel Suit, noting with approval that he was sitting rigid-
ly on the sofa. Gott conducted his side of the following
conversation without making a sound or parting his
lips more than a quarter of an inch, just flaring his nos-
trils from time to time.

BLACK FLANNEL: Now if I may have your atten-
tion for a space, Mr. Adler—

GOTT: Speak when you're spoken to! Remember, I
created you.

BLACK FLANNEL: I respect your belief. Have you
been getting any messages?

GOTT: The number 6669 turned up three times to-
day in orders and estimates. I received an airmail ad-
vertisement beginning “Are you ready for big success?”
though the rest of the ad didnt signify. As I opened
the envelope the minute hand of my desk clock was
pointing at the faceless statue of Mercury on the Com-
merce Building. When I was leaving the office my
secretary droned at me, “A representative of the Inner
Circle will call on you tonight,” though when I ques-
tioned her, she claimed that she’d said, “Was the lettet
to Innes-Burkel and Company all right?” Because she
is aware of my deafness, I could hardly challenge her.
In any case she sounded sincere. If those were mes-
sages from the Inner Circle, I received them. But seri-
ously I doubt the existence of that clandestine organiza-
tion. Other explanations seem to me more likely—for
instance, that I am developing a psychosis. I do not
believe in the Inner Circle.

BLACK FLANNEL: (smiling shrewdly—his features
have grown tightly handsome though his complexion is
still putty gray): Psychosis is for weak minds. Look,
Mr. Adler, you believe in the Mafia, the FBI, and the
Communist Underground. You believe in upper-echelon
control groups in unions and business and fraternal or-
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ganizations. You know the workings of big companies.
You are familiar with industrial and political espionage.
You are not wholly unacquainted with the secret fellow-
ships of munitions manufacturers, financiers, dope ad-
dicts and procurers and pornography connoisseurs and
the brotherhoods and sisterhoods of sexual deviates and
enthusiasts. Why do you boggle at the Inner Circle?

GOTT (coolly): 1 do not wholly believe in all of
those other organizations. And the Inner Circle still
seems to me more of a wish-dream than the rest. Be-
sides, you may want me to believe in the Inner Circle
in order at a later date to convict me of insanity.

BLACK FLANNEL (drawing a black briefcase from
behind his legs and unzipping it on his knees): Then
you do not wish to hear about the Inner Circle?

GOTT (inscrutably): I will listen for the present.
Hushl!

Heinie was calling out excitedly, “I'm in the stars,
Papal They're so close they burn!” He said nothing
more and continued to stare straight ahead.

“Don’t touch them,” Jane warned without looking
around. Her pencil made a few faint five-pointed stars.
The Children’s Clubhouse would be on a boundary of
space, she decided—put it in a tree on the edge of the
Old Ravine. She said, “Gott, what do you suppose
Heinie sees out there besides stars?”

“Blue-eyed angels, probably,” her husband answered,
smiling again but still not taking his head out of his
book.

BLACK FLANNEL (consulting a sheet of crackling
black paper he has slipped from his briefcase, though
as far as Gott can see there is no printing, typing, writ-
ing, or symbols of any sort in any color ink on the
black bond): The Inner Circle is the world’s secret
clite, operating behind and above all figureheads, work-
horses, wealthy dolts, and those talented exhibitionists
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we name genius. The Inner Circle has existed sub rose
niger for thousands of years. It controls human life. It
is the repository of all great abilities, and the key to all
ultimate delights.

GOTT (tolerantly): You make it sound plausible
enough. Everyone half believes in such a cryptic power
gang, going back to Sumeria.

BLACK FLANNEL: The membership is small and
very select. As you are aware, I am a kind of talent scout
for the group. Qualificiations for admission (he slips a
second sheet of black bond from his briefcase) include
a proven great skill in achieving and wielding power
over men and women, an amoral zest for all of life, a
seasoned blend of ruthlessness and reliability, plus wide
knowledge and lightning wit.

GOTT (contemptuously): Is that all?

BLACK FLANNEL (flatly): Yes. Initiation is bind-
ing for life—and for the afterlife: one of our mottos is
Ferdinand’s dying cry in The Duchess of Malfi. “I will
vault credit and affect high pleasures after death.” The
penalty for revealing organizational secrets is not death
alone but extinction—all memory of the person is erased
from public and private history; his name is removed
from records; all knowledge of and feeling for him is
deleted from the minds of his wives, mistresses, and
children: it is as if he had never existed. That, by the
by, is a good example of the powers of the Inner Cir-
cle. It may interest you to know, Mr. Adler, that as a
result of the retaliatory activities of the Imnmer Circle,
the names of three British kings have been expunged
from history. Those who have suffered a like fate in-
clude two popes, seven movie stars, a brilliant Flemish
artist superior to Rembrandt . . . (As he spins out an
apparently interminable listing, the Fifth Person creeps
in on hands and knees from the kitchen. Gott cannot
see him at first, as the sofa is between Gott’s chair and
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the kitchen door. The Fifth Person is the Black Jester,
who looks rather like a caricature of Gott but has the
same putty complexion as the Man in the Black Flannel
Suit. The Black Jester wears skin-tight clothing of that
color, silver-embroidered boots and gloves, and a black
hood edged with silver bells that do not tinkle. He car-
ries a scepter topped with a small death’s-head that
wears a black hood like his own edged with tinier sil-
~ver bells, soundless as the larger ones. )

THE BLACK JESTER. (suddenly rearing up like a
cobra from behind the sofa and speaking to the Man in
the Black Flannel Suit over the latter’s shoulder): Hol
So you're still teasing his rickety hopes with that shit
about the Inner Circle? Good sport, brotherl—you play
your fish skillfully.

GOTT (immensely startled, but controlling himself
with some courage): Who are you? How dare you
bring your brabblement into my court?

THE BLACK JESTER: Listen to the old cock crow
innocent! As if he didn’t know he’d himself created
both of us, time and again, to stave off boredom, mad-
ness or suicide.

GOTT (firmly): I never created you.

THE BLACK JESTER: Oh yes you did, old cock.
Truly your mind has never birthed anything but twins
—~for every good, a bad; for every breath, a fart; and
for every white, a black.

GOTT (flares his nostrils and glares a death spell
which hums toward the newcomer like a lazy invisible
bee).

THE BLACK JESTER (pales and staggers back-
ward as the death-spell strikes, but shakes it off with
an effort and glares back murderously at Gott): Old
cock-father, I'm beginning to hate you at last.

Just then the refrigerator motor went on in the kitch-
cn, and its loud rapid rocking sound seemed to Jane
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to be a voice saying, “Watch your children, they’re in
danger. Watch your children they’re in danger.”

“I'm no ladybug,” Jane retorted tartly in her thoughts,
irked at the worrisome interruption now that her pen-
cil was rapidly developing the outlines of the Club-
house in the Tree with the moon risen across the ravine
between clouds in the late afternoon sky. Neverthe-
less she looked at Heinie. He hadn’t moved. She could
see how the plastic helmet was open at neck and top,
but it made her think of suffocation just the same.

“Heinie, are you still in the stars?” she asked.

“No, now I'm landing on a moon,” he called back.
“Don’t talk to me, Mama, I've got to watch the road.”

Jane at once wanted to imagine what roads in space
might look like, but the refrigerator motor had said
“children,” not “child,” and she knew that the language
of machinery is studded with tropes. She looked at
Gott. He was curled comfortably over his book, and as
she watched, he turned a page and touched his lips
to the martini water. Nevertheless, she decided to test
him.

“Gott, do you think this family is getting too in-
grown?” she said. “We used to have more people
around.”

“Oh, I think we have quite a few as it is,” he replied,
looking up at the empty sofa, beyond it, and then
around at her expectantly, as if ready to join in any
conversation she cared to start. But she simply smiled
at him and returned relieved to her thoughts and her
picture. He smiled back and bowed his head again to
his book.

BLACK FLANNEL (ignoring the Black Jester): My
chief purpose in coming here tonight, Mr. Adler, is to
inform you that the Inner Circle has begun a serious
study of your qualifications for membership.
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THE BLACK JESTER: At his age? After his failures?
Now we curtsy forward toward the Big Lie!

BLACK FLANNEL (in a pained voice): Really!
(then once more to Gott) Point Omne: you have gained
for yourself the reputation of a man of strong patriotism,
deep company loyalty, and realistic self-interest, stern-
ly contemptuous of all youthful idealism and rebellious-
ness. Point Two: you have cultivated constructive ha-
treds in your business life, deliberately knifing col-
leagues when you could, but allying yourself to those
on the rise. Point Three and most important: you have
gone some distance toward creating the master illu-
sion of a man who has secret sources of information,
secret new techniques for thinking more swiftly and
acting more decisively than others, secret superior con-
nections and contacts—in short, a dark new strength
which all others envy even as they cringe from it.

THE BLACK JESTER (in a kind of counterpoint as
he advances around the sofa): But he’s come down in
the world since he lost his big job. National Motors
was at least a step in the right direction, but Hagbolt-
Vincent has no company planes, no company apart-
ments, no company shooting lodges, no company call
girls! Besides, he drinks too much. The Inner Circle is
not for drunks on the downgrade.

BLACK FLANNEL: Please! Youre spoiling things.

THE BLACK JESTER: Heé’s spoiled. (Closing in on
Gott.) Just look at him now. Eyes that need crutches
for near and far. Ears that mis-hear the simplest re-
mark.

GOTT: Keep off me, I tell you.

THE BLACK JESTER (ignoring the warning): Fat
belly, flaccid sex, swollen ankles. And a mouthful of
stinking cavitiesl—did you know he hasn’t dared visit
his dentist for five yearsP Here, open up and show
them! (Thrusts black-gloved hand toward Gott’s face.)
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Gott, provoked beyond endurance, snarled aloud,
“Keep off, damn you!” and shot out the heavy book in
his left hand and snapped it shut on the Black Jester’s
nose. Both black figures collapsed instantly.

Jane lifted her pencil a foot from the pad, turned
quickly, and demanded, “My God, Gott, what was
that?”

“Only a winter fly, my dear,” he told her soothingly.
“One of the fat ones that hide in December and breed
all the black clouds of spring.” He found his place in
Plutarch and dipped his face close to study both pages
and the trough between them. He looked around slyly
at Jane and said, “I didn’t squush her.”

The chair in the spaceship rutched. Jane asked, “What
is it, Heinie?”

“A meteor exploded, Mama. I'm all right. I'm out
in space again, in the middle of the road.”

Jane was impressed by the time it had taken the
sound of Gott’s book clapping shut to reach the space-
ship. She began lightly to sketch blob-children in swings
hanging from high limbs in the Tree, swinging far out
over the ravine into the stars.

Gott took a pull of martini water, but he felt lonely
and impotent. He peeped over the edge of his Plutarch
at the darkness below the sofa and grinned with new
hope as he saw the huge flat blob of black putty the
Jester and Flannel had collapsed into. I'm on a black
kick, he thought, why blackP—choosing to forget that
he had first started to sculpt figures of the imagination
from the star-specked blackness that pulsed under his
eyelids while he lay in the dark abed: tiny black heads
like wrinkled peas on which any three points of light
made two eyes and a mouth. He'd come a long way
since then. Now with strong rays from his eyes he
rolled all the black putty he could see into a woman-
long bolster and hoisted it onto the sofa. The bolster
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helped with blind sensuous hitching movements, espe-
cially where it bent at the middle. When it was lying
full length on the sofa he began with cruel strength to
sculpt it into a figure of a high-breasted exaggeratedly
sexual girl.

Jane found she’d sketched some flies into the picture,
buzzing around the swingers. She rubbed them out and
put in more stars instead. But there would be flies in
the ravine, she told herself, because people dumped
garbage down the other side; so she drew one large
fly in the lower left-hand corner of the picture. He
could be the observer. She said to herself firmly, No
black clouds of spring in this picture and changed them
to hints of Road in Space.

Gott finished the Black Girl with two twisting tweaks
to point her nipples. Her waist was barely thick enough
not to suggest an actual wasp or a giant amazon ant.
Then he gulped martini water and leaned forward just
a little and silently but very strongly blew the breath
of life into her across the eight feet of living-room air
between them.

The phrase “black clouds of spring” made Jane think
of dead hopes and drowned talents. She said out loud,
“I wish you’d start writing in the evenings again, Gott,
Then I wouldn't feel so guilty.”

“These days, my dear, I'm just a dull businessman,
happy to relax in the heart of his family. There’s not
an atom of art in me,” Gott informed her with quiet
conviction, watching the Black Girl quiver and writhe
as the creativity-wind from his lips hit her. With a
sharp twinge of fear it occurred to him that the edges
of the wind might leak over to Jane and Heinie, distort-
ing them like heat shimmers, changing them nastily.
Heinie cspecially was sitting so still in his little chair
light-years away. Gott wanted to call to him, but he
couldn’t think of the right bit of spaceman’s lingo.
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THE BLACK GIRL (sitting up and dropping her
hand coquettishly to her crotch): He-hel Now ain’t this
something, Mr. Adler! First time you've ever had me
in your home.

GOTT (eyeing her savagely over Plutarch): Shut
up!

pTHE BLACK GIRL (unperturbed): Before this it
was only when you were away on trips or, once or
twice lately, at the office.

GOTT (flaring his nostrils): Shut up, I say! You're
less than dirt.

THE BLACK GIRL (smirking): But I'm interesting
dirt, ain’t IP You want we should do it in front of her?
I could come over and flow inside your clothes and—

GOTT: One more word and I uncreate you! I'll tear
you apart like a boiled crow. I'll squunch you back to
pulty.

: THE BLACK GIRL (still serene, preening her naked-

ness): Yes, nnd you'll enjoy every red-hot second of it,
won't yon?

AMtbronted beyond bearing, Gott sent chopping rays
it her over the Plutarch parapet, but at that instant

n blaek ligure, thin as a spider, shot up behind the sofa
and reaching over the Black Girl's shoulder brushed
aside the chopping rays with one flick of a whip-like
arm. Grown from the black putty Gott had overlooked
under the sofa, the figure was that of an old conjure
woman, stick-thin with limbs like wires and breasts like
dangling ropes, face that was a pack of spearheads
with black ostrich plumes a-quiver above it.

GOTT (frightened, but not showing it): Keep your
arms and legs on, Mother. Flossie and 1 were only
teasing each other. Vicious play is a speciality of your
house, isn’t it?

With a deep groaning cry the furnace fan switched
on in the basement and began to say over and over
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again in a low rapid rumble, “Oh, my God, my God,
my God. Demons, demons, demons, demons.” Jane
heard the warning very clearly, but she didn’t want to
lose the glow of her feelings. She asked, “Are you all
right out there in space, Heinie? and thought he
nodded “Yes.” She began to color the Clubhouse in the
Tree—blue roof, red walls, a little like Chagall.

THE BLACK CRONE (continuing a tirade): Un-
derstand this, Mr. Adler, you don’t own us, we own
you. Because you gotta have the girls to live, youre
the girls’ slave. '

THE BLACK GIRL: He-he! Shall I call Susie and
Belle? They've never been here either, and they’d en-
joy this.

THE BLACK CRONE: Later, if he’s humble. You un-
derstand me, Slave? If T tell you have your wife cook
dinner for the girls or wash their feet or watch you snug-
gle with them, then you gotta do it. And your boy got-
ta run our errands. Come over here now and sit by
Flossie while I brand you with dry ice.

Gott quaked, for the Crone’s arms were lengthening
toward him like snakes, and he began to sweat, and
he murmured, “God in Heaven,” and the smell of fear
went out of him to the walls—millions of stinking mol-
ecules.

A cold wind blew over the fence of Heinie’s space
road and the stars wavered and then fled before it like
diamond leaves.

Jane caught the murmur and the fear-whiff too, but
she was coloring the Clubhouse windows a warm rich
yellow; so what she said in a rather lqud, rapt, happy
voice was: “I think Heaven is like a children’s club-
house. The only people there are the ones you remem-
"ber from childhood—either because you were in child-
hood with them or they told you about their children
honestly. The real people.”
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At the word real the Black Crone and the Black Girl
strangled and began to bend and melt like a thin candle
and a thicker one over a roaring fire.

Heinie turned his spaceship around and began to
drive it bravely homeward through the unspeckled
dark. following the ghostlv white line that marked the
center of the road. He thought of himself as the cat
they’d had. Papa had told him stories of the cat coming
back—from downtown, from Pittsburgh, from Los An-
geles, from the moon. Cats could do that. He was the
cat coming back.

Jane put down her brush and took up her pencil
once more. She’d noticed that the two children swing-
ing out farthest weren'’t attached yet to their swings.
She started to hook them up. then hesitated. Wasn't it
all richt for some of the children to go sailing out to
the stars? Wouldn’t it be nice for some evening world
—mavbe the late-afternoon moon—to have a shower
of bahics? She wished a plaine would crawl over the
roof of the house and drone ont an answer to her ques-
tiome She diehe’t Tike 1o have to do all the wondering
D Vel T maede her Teed sauilty,

"Colt ™ she sodd, "why don't vou at least finish the
last story vou were writing? The one about the Ecl-
phants” Graveyard.” Then she wished she hadn’t men-
tioned it, because it was an idea that had scared Heinie.

“Some day,” her husband murmured, Jane thought.

Gott felt weak with relief. though he was forgetting
why. Balancing his head carefully over his book, he
drained the next to the last of the martini water. It al-
ways got stronger toward the bottom. He looked at the
page through the lower halves of his exccutive bifocals
and for a moment the word “Caesar” came up in let-
ters an inch high, each jet serif showing its tatters
and the white paper its ridgv fibers. Then, still never
moving his head, he looked through the upper halves
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and saw the long thick blob of dull black putty on the
wavering blue couch and automatically gathered the
putty together and with thumb-and-palm rays swiftly
shaped the Old Philosopher in the Black Toga, always
an easy figure to sculpt since he was never finished,
but rough-hewn in the style of Rodin or Daumier. It
was always good to finish up an evening with the Old
Philosopher.

The white line in space tried to fade. Heinic steered
his ship closer to it. He remembered that in spite of
Papa’s stories, the cat had never come back.

Jane held her pencil poised over the detached chil-
dren swinging out from the clubhouse. One of them
had a leg kicked over the moon.

THE PHILOSOPHER (adjusting his craggy toga and
yawning): The topic for tonight’s symposium is that
vast container of all, the Void.

GOTT (condescendingly): The Void? That's inter-
esting. Lately I've wished to merge with it. Life wearies
me.

A smiling dull black skull, as crudely shaped as the
Philosopher, looked over the latter’s shoulder and then
rose higher on a rickety black bone framework.

DEATH (quietly, to Gott): Really?

GOTT (greatly shaken, but keeping up a front): 1
am on a black kick tonight. Can’t even do a white
skeleton. Disintegrate, you two. You bore me almost
as much as life.

DEATH: Really? If you did not cling to life like
a limpet, you would have crashed your car, to give
your wife and son the insurance, when National Mo-
tors fired you. You planned to do that. Remember?

GOTT (with hysterical coolness): Maybe I should
have cast you in brass or aluminum. Then you'd at least
have brightened things up. But it’s too late now. Dis-
integrate quickly and don’t leave any scraps around.
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DEATH: Much too late. Yes, you planned to crash
your car and doubly indemnify your dear ones. You had
the spot picked, but your courage failed you.

GOTT (blustering): Tll have you know I am not
only Gotifried but also Helmuth—Hell's Courage Ad-
ler!

THE PHILOSOPHER (confused but trying to keep
in the conversation): A most swashbuckling sobriquet.

DEATH: Hell's courage failed you on the edge of
the ravine. (Pointing at Gott a three-fingered thumb-
less hand like a black winter branch.) Do you wish
to die now?

GOTT (blacking out visually): Cowards die many
times. (Draining the last of the martini water in ab-
solute darkness.) The valiant taste death once. Caesar.

DEATH (a voice in darkness): Coward. Yet you
summoned me—and even though you fashioned me
poorly, I am indeed Death—and there are others be-
sides yourself who take long trips. Even longer ones.
Trips in the Void.

THE PHILOSOPHER (another voice): Ah, yes, the
Void. Tmprimis--

DISATTE: Silenco,

I the et obedient silence Gott heard the unhur-
rledd ek ol Denth’s fect as e stepped from  behind
the ol nerow the hare floor toward Heinie’s space-
whip Gott avenched up in the dark and clung to his
miad

Joune heard the slow clicks too. They were the kitch-
cu clock tiching out, “Now. Now. Now. Now. Now.”

Suddenly Heinie called out, “The line’s gone. Papa,
Man, I'm lost.”

Jane said sharply, “No, you're not, Heinie. Come out
of space at once.”

“I'm not in space now. I'm in the Cats’ Graveyard.”

Jane told herself it was insane to feel suddenly so
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frightened. “Come back from wherever you are, Heinie,”
she said calmly. “Its time for bed.”

“I'm lost, Papa,” Heinie cried. “I cant hear Mama
-any more.”

“Listen to your mother, Son.” Gott said thickly, grop-
ing in the blackness for other words.

“All the Mamas and Papas in the world are dying,”
Heinie wailed.

Then the words came to Gott, and when he spoke his
voice flowed. “Are your atomic generators turning over,
Heinie? Is your space-warp lever free?”

“Yes, Papa, but the line’s gone.”

“Forget it. I've got a fix on you through subspace
and Tll coach you home. Swing her two units to the
right and three up. Fire when I give the signal. Are
you ready?”

“Yes, Papa.”

“Roger. Three, two, one, fire and away! Dodge that
-comet! Swing left around that planet! Never mind
the big dust cloud! Home on the third beacon. Nowl!
Now! Now!”

Gott had dropped his Plutarch and come lurching
blindly across the room, and as he uttered the Ilast
Now! the darkness cleared, and he caught Heinie up
from his spacechair and staggered with him against
Jane and steadied himself there without upsetting her
paints, and she accused him laughingly. “You beefed
up the martini water again,” and Heinie pulled off his
helmet and crowed, “Make a big hug,” and they clung
to each other and looked down at the half-colored
picture where a children’s clubhouse sat in a tree over
a deep ravine and blob children swung out from it
against the cool pearly moon and the winding roads
in space and the mext to the last child hooked onto
his swing with one hand and with the other caught the
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last child of all, while from the picture’s lower left-
hand corner a fat, black fly looked on enviously.

Searching with his eyes as the room swung toward
equilibrium, Gottfried Helmuth Adler saw Death peer-
ing at him through the crack between the hinges of
the open kitchen door.

Laboriously, half passing out again, Gott sneered his
face at him.,
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You find fantasy stories in the least likely places: would
you believe in Chess Review? That's where this delightful
story of unrequited horror first appeared. (You don’t have
to be a chess player to enjoy it, though—after all, how
much specialized knowledge does it take to teach us that
there are just some things man wasn’t meant to know?)

VON GOOM'S GAMBIT

Victor Contoshi

You won’t find Von Goom’s Gambit in any of the
books on chess openings. Ludvik Pachman’s Moderne
Schachtheorie simply ignores it. Paul Keres’ authorita-
tive work Teoria Debiutow Szachowych mentions it
only in passing in a footnote on page 239, advising the
reader never to try it under any circumstances and
makes sure the advice is followed by giving no further
information. Dr. Max Euwe’s Archives lists the gambit
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in the index under the initial V. G. (Gambit), but
fortunately gives no page number. The twenty-volume
Chess Encyclopedia (fourth edition) states that Von
Goom is a myth and classifies him with werewolves
and vampires. His Gambit is not mentioned. Vassily
Nikolayevitch Kryllov heartily recommends Von Goom’s
Gambit in the English edition of his book, Russian
Theory of the Opening; the Russian edition makes
no mention of it. Fortunately Kryllov himself did not—
-and does not yet—know the moves, so he did not rec-
ommend them to his American readers. If he had, the
cold war would be finished, and possibly the world.

Von Goom was an inconspicuous man, as most dis-
coverers usually are; and he probably made his dis-
covery by accident, as most discoverers usually do. He
was the illegitimate son of a well known actress and
a prominent political figure. The scandal of his birth
haunted his early years, and as soon as he could legal-
ly do so he changed his name to Von Goom. He re-
fused to take a Christian name because he claimed he
was no Christian, a fact which seemed trivial at the time
but was to explain much about this strange man. He
grew fast early in life and attained a height of five feet
four inches by the time he was ten years old. He seemed
to think this height was sufficient, for he stopped
growing. When his corpse was measured after his sud-
den demise, it proved to be exactly five feet four inches.
Soon after he stopped growing, he also stopped talking.
He never stopped working because he never started.
The fortunes of his parents proved sufficient for all his
needs. At the first opportunity, he quit school and spent
the next twenty years of his life reading science fic-
tion and growing a mustache on one side of his face.
Apparently, sometime during this period, he learmed to
play chess.

On April 5, 1997, he entered his first chess tourna-
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ment, the Minnesota State Championship. At first, the
players thought he was a deaf mute because he re-
fused to speak. Then the tournament director, an-
nouncing the pairings for the round, made a mistake
and announced, “Curt Brasket—White; Van Goon—
Black.” A small, cutting voice filled with infinite sar-
casm said, “Von Goom.” It was the first time Von Goom
had spoken in twenty years. He was to speak once
more before his death.

Von Goom did not win the Minnesota State Cham-
pionship. He lost to Brasket in twenty-nine moves. Then
he lost to George Barnes in twenty-three moves, to K.
N. Pedersen in nineteen, Frederick G. Galvin in seven,
James Scifert in thirty-nine, Dr. Milton Jackson (who
was five years old at the time) in one hundred and
two. Thereupon, he retired from tournament chess for
two years.

His next appearance was December 12, 1999, in the
Greater Birmingham Open, where he also lost all his
games. During the remainder of the year, he played
in the Fresno Chess Festival, the Eastern States Chess
Congress, the Peach State Invitational and the Alaska
Championship. His score for the year was: opponents
forty-one; Von Goom zero.

Von Goom, however, was determined. For a period
of two and one-half years thereafter he entered every
tournament he could. Money was no obstacle and dis-
tance was no barrier. He bought his own private plane
and learned to fly so that he could travel across the
continent playing chess at every possible occasion. At
the end of the two and one-half year period, he was
still looking for his first win.

Then he discovered his Gambit. The discovery must
surely have been by accident, but the credit—or rath-
er the infamy—of working out the variations must be
attributed to Von Goom. His unholy studies convinced
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him that the Gambit could be played with either the
White or the Black pieces. There was no defense against
it. He must have spent many a terrible night over the
chessboard analyzing things man was not meant to
analyze. The discovery of the Gambit and its implica-
tions turned his hair snow white, although his half
mustache remained a dirty brown to his dying day,
which was not far off.

His first opportunity to play the Gambit came in
the Greater New York Open. The pre-tournament fa-
vorite was the wily defending Champion, grandmaster
Miroslav Terminsky, although sentiment favored John
George Bateman, the Intercollegiate Champion, who
was also all-American quarterback for Notre Dame,
Phi Beta Kappa and the youngest member of the Atom-
ic Energy Commission. By this time, Von Goom had
become a familiar, almost comic, figure in the chess
world. People came to accept his silence, his with-
drawal, even his half mustache. As Von Goom signed
his entry card, a few players remarked that his hair
had turned white; but most people ignored him. Fif-
tecen minutes after the first round began, Von Goom
won his first game of chess. His opponent had died of
a heart attack. '

He won his second game too when his opponent be-
came vislently sick to his stomach after the first six
moves. His third opponent got up from the table and
left the tournament hall in disgust, never to play again.
His fourth broke down in tcars, begging Von Goom to
desist from playing the Gambit. The tournament di-
rector had to lead the poor man from the hall. The
next opponent simply sat and stared at Von Goom’s
opening position until he lost the game by forfeit.

His string of victories had placed Von Goom among
the leaders of the towrnament, and his next opponent
was the Intercollegiate Champion John George Bate-

128



VICTOR CONTOSKI

man, a hot-tempered, attacking player. Von Goom
played his Gambit, or if you prefer to be technical, his
Counter Gambit, since he played the Black pieces.
John George’s attempted refutation was as unconven-
tional as it was ineffective. He jumped to his feet,
reached across the table, grabbed Von Goom by the col-
lar of his shirt and hit him in the mouth. But it did no
good. Even as Von Goom fell, he made his next move.
John George Bateman, who had never been sick a day
“in his life, collapsed in an epileptic fit. -

Thus, Von Goom, who had never won a game of chess
in his life before, was to play the wily grandmaster,
Miroslav Terminsky, for the championship. Unfortunate-
ly, the game was shown to a crowd of spectators on a
huge demonstration board mounted at one end of the
hall. The tension mounted as the two contestants sat
down to play. The crowd gasped in shock and horror

" when they saw the opening moves of Von Goom’s Gam-

bit. Then silence descended, a long, unbroken silence.
A reporter who dropped by at the end of the day to
interview the winner found to his amazement that the
crowd and players alike had turmed to stone. Only
Terminsky had escaped the holocaust. The lucky man
had gone insane.

A few more like results in tournaments and Von
Goom became, by default, the chess champion of Amer-
ica. As such he received an invitation to play in the
Challengers Tournament, the winner of which would
play a match for the world championship with the cur-
rent champion, Dr. Vladislaw Feorintoshkin, author,
humanitarian and winner of the Nobel Peace Prize.
Some officials of the International Chess Federation
talked of banning the Gambit from play, but Von Goom
took midnight journeys to their houses and showed them
the Gambit. They disappeared from the face of the
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earth. Thus it appeared that the way to the world
championship stood open for him.

Unknown to Von Goom, however, the night before
he arrived in Portoroz, Yugoslavia, the site of the tour-
nament, the International Chess Federation held a se-
cret meeting. The finest brains in the world gathered
together seeking a refutation to Von Goom’s Gambit—
and they found it. The following night, the most intel-
ligent men of their generation, the leading grandmas-
ters of the world, took Von Goom out in the woods and
shot him. The great humanitarian Dr. Feorintoshkin
looked down at the body and said, “A merciful end
for Van Goon.” A small, cutting voice filled with in-
finite sarcasm said, “Von Goom.” Then the leading
grandimasters shot him again and cleverly concealed
his hody In o shallow grave, which has not been found
to this day. After all, they have the finest brains in the
\\'UI'(‘.

And what of Von Goom’s Gambit? Chess is a game
ol logie. ‘Thirty-two picces move on a board of sixty-
four squures, colored alternately dark and light. As they
move Lthey form patterns. Some of these patterns are
pleasing to the logical mind of man, and some are not.
They show what man is capable of and what is beyond
his reach. Take any position of the pieces on the chess-
board. Usually it tells of the logical or semi-logical plans
of the players, their strategy in playing for a win or a
draw, and their personaities. If you see a pattern from
the King’s Gambit Accepted, you know that both play-
ers are tacticians, that the fight will be brief but fierce.
A pattern from the Queen’s Gambit Declined, how-
ever, tells that the players are strategists playing for
minute advantages, the weakening of one square or
the placing of a Rook on a half-opened file. From such
patterns, pleasing or displeasing, you can tell much not
only about the game and the players but also about
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man in general, and perhaps even about the order of
the universe.

Now suppose someone discovers by accident or de-
sign a pattern on the chessboard that is more than dis-
pleasing, an alien pattern that tells unspeakable things
about the mind of a player, man in general and the
order of the universe. Suppose no normal man can look
at such a pattern and remain normal. Surely such a pat-
tern must have been formed by Von Goom’s Gambit.

I wish the story could end here, but I fear it will not
end for a long time. History has shown that discoveries
cannot be unmade. Two months ago in Camden, New
Jersey, a forty-three year old man was found turned
to stone staring at a position on a chessboard. In Salt
Lake City, the Utah State champion suddenly went
screaming mad. And, last week in Minneapolis, a wom-
and studying chess suddenly gave birth to twins—al-
though she was not pregnant at the time.

Myself, I'm giving up the game.
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You probably associate Zenna Henderson primarily with
her stories of The People, those homeless castaways
from another planet whose adventures on Earth have
been collected into two books so far, PILGRIMAGE and
THE PEOPLE: NO DIFFERENT FLESH. But Miss Henderson
is far too much a story-teller to be confined to any one
series of stories, and here she writes about a woman who was
seeing such strange things that she was afraid there was
something wrong with either her eyes or her mind. But
what she was seeing was real; it was just three-quarters of
a century in the past.
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THROUGH A GLASS — DARKLY

Zenna Henderson

I finally got so frightened that I decided to go to
Dr. Barstow and have my eyes checked.

Dr. Barstow has been my eye doctor for years—all
the way from when a mopkey bit and broke one lens
of my first glasses, up to his current encouraging me
through getting used to bifocals. Although I still take
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them off to thread a needle and put them back on to
see across the room, I take his word for it that some-
day I'll hardly notice the vast no-vision slash across the
middle of everywhere I look.

But it wasn’t the bifocals that took me to Dr. Barstow.
And he knew it. He didn’t know that the real reason I
went to him was the cactus I saw in my front room.

And I could have adjusted to a cactus—even in the
front room—but not to the roadrunner darting from my
fireplace to my hall door and disappearing with the last,
limp two inches of a swallowed snake flapping from
his smirking beak.

So Dr. Barstow finished his most thorough investiga-
tion of my eyes. Then he sat straddling his little stool
and looked at me mildly. “It takes time,” he said, “to
make the adjustment. Some people take longer—~

“It’s not that, Doctor,” 1 said miserably, “even though
I could smash the things happily some times. No, it’s
—it's—" Well, there was no helping it. I'd come pur-
posely to tell him. “It’s what I see. It’s that cactus in
my front room.” His eyes flicked up quickly to mine.
“And right now I'm seeing a prickly pear cactus with
fruit on it where your desk is.” I swallowed rackingly
and he looked at his desk.

For a moment he twiddled with whatever ophthal-
mologists twiddle with, and then he said, “Have you
had a physical check-up recently? His eyes were a
little amused.

“Yes,” I replied. “For exactly this reason. And I truly
don’t think I'm going mad.” I paused and mentally
rapped a few spots that might have gone soft, but they
rang reassuringly sound. “Unless I'm just starting and
this is one of the symptoms.”

“So it’s all visual,” he said.

“So far,” I said, feeling a flood of relief that he was
listening without laughter. It had been frightening, be-

134



ZENNA HENDERSON

ing alone. How can you tell your husband casually that
he is relaxing into a cholla cactus with his newspaper?
Even a husband like Peter. “All visual except some-
times I think I hear the wind through the cactus.”

Dr. Barstow blinked. “You say there’s a cactus where
my desk isP”

I checked. “Yes, a prickly pear. But your desk is
there, too. It's—it's—"

“Superimposed?” he suggested.

“Yes,” I said, checking again. “And if you sat down
there, it'd be your desk, but—but there’s the cactus™I
spread my hands helplessly—“with a blue tarantula
hawk flying around over it.”

“Tarantula hawk?” he asked.

“Yes, you know, those waspy looking things. Some
are bright blue and some are orangy—"

“Then you see movement, too,” he said.

“Oh, yes,” I smiled feebly. Now that I was discussing
it, it wasn’t even remotely a funny story any more. I
hadn’t realized how frightened I had becn. To go
blind! Or mad! “That’s one reason I asked for an emer-
gency appointment. Things began to move. Saturday it
was a horny toad on the mantel, which is a ledge along
a sand wash. But yesterday it was a roadrunner with
a snake in his beak, coming out of the fireplace. The'
hearth is a clump of chaparral.”

“Where is the wasp now?” asked Dr. Barstow.

I checked briefly. “It’s gone.” And I sat and looked
at him forlornly.

He twiddled some more and seemed to be reading his
diploma on the wall behind me. I noticed the thin
line across his glasses that signaled bifocals, and 1 won-
dered absently how long it had taken him to get used
to them. N

“Did you know that every time you look at your—
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um~—cactus, you look away from where you say it is?”
he finally asked.

“Away from it!” I exclaimed. “But—"

“How many fruits on the prickly pear?” he asked.

I checked. “Four green ones and a withered—"

“Don’t turn your head,” he said. “Now what do you
see in front of you?”

My eyes swam through a change of focus. “You,
holding up three fingers,” I said.

“And yet the cactus is where my desk is, and I'm
almost at right angles to it.” He put down his three fin-
gers. “Every time you’ve checked the cactus, you've
looked at me, and that’s completely away from where
you say.”

“But what—" 1 felt tears starting and I turned away,
ashamed.

“Now turn your head and look directly at my desk,”
he said. “Do you see the cactus now?”

“No.” My voice jerked forlornly. “Just the desk.”

“Keep your eyes on the desk,” he said. “Don’t move
your head. Now check my position.”

I did—and then I did cry—big sniffy tears. “Youre
sitting on a rock under a mesquite treel” I choked, pull-
ing my glasses off blindly.

He handed me a tissue. And another when that be-
came sodden. And a third to wipe those blasted bi-
focals.

“Does having the glasses off make a difference in
what you see?” he asked.

“No,” I sniffed. “Only I can see better with them.”
And I laughed shakily, remembering the old joke about
spots-before-the-eyes.

“Well, Mrs. Jessymin,” he said. “There’s nothing in
the condition of your eyes to account for what you're
seeing. And this—um—visual manifestation is apparent-
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ly not in your direct vision, but in your peripheral vi-
sion.

“You mean my around-the-edges sight?” I asked.

“Yes,” he said. “Incidentally you have excellent pe-
ripheral vision. Much better than most people—"

“Of my advanced age!” I finished, mock bitterly.
“These dern bifocals!”

“But bifocals aren’t necessarily a sign of age—"

“I know, I know,” I said. “Only of getting old.”

We had automatically dropped into our usual bifocal
speech-pattern while our minds busied themselves else-
where.

“Does this thing bother you when you drive?” he
asked.

I was startled. What if they took my license! “No,” I
hastened. “Most of the time I don’t even notice it. Then
sometimes I catch a glimpse of something interesting,
and then’s when I focus in on it. But it’s all voluntary
—so far. Paying attention to it, I mean.”

“And you focus in as long as you look away from it.”
Dr. Barstow smiled. “As a matter of fact, some things
can be seen more sharply in peripheral vision than by
looking directly at them. But I'm at a loss to explain
your cactus. That sounds like hallucination—"

“Well . . .” T twisted the tissue in my fingers. “I have
a sort of idea. I mean, where our house is—it’s in a
new housing development—it was all desert not too
long ago. I've—well-I've wondered if maybe I was
seeing the same place, only before. I mean, when it
was still desert.” I tried a smile, but Dr. Barstow didn’t
notice.

“Hmm,” he said, looking absently again at his di-
ploma. “That would certainly put cactus almost any-
where you looked, in Tucson,” he said. “But how long
ago are you seeing? This Office building is fifteen years
old.”
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“I-1 don’t know,” I faltered. “I havent thought it
out that far.”

Dr. Barstow looked at me and smiled his infrequent,
wide smile. “Well, there doesn’t seem to be anything
wrong with you,” he said. “If T were having an ex-
perience as interesting as the one youre having, I'd
just enjoy it. I'd start a little research into it. Or at least
start compiling a few statistics. How long ago are
you seeing? Is it the same time period every time?
What else can you see? People? Big animals? Enjoy it
while you can. It arrived out of nowhere, and it might
go back to the same place.” He stood up.

So did I. “Then I don’t have to worry—"

“Not about your eyes, anyway,” he assured me.. “Keep
me posted if anything new develops.” I turned to the
door. His voice made me pause there. “By the way, if
Tucson were wiped out, eventually the cactus would
come back. Are you sceing ago or to come?r”

We looked at cach other levelly a moment, then we
both smiled and T 1eft.

Of course I told Pcter, passing on the latest greetings
from our old friend. And Peter, after a few sharp, anx-
fous questions to be sure that I wasn’t concealing from
him some Monstrous Doom, accepted my odd affliction
with his usual slight grin and glint of interest. He has
long since realized that I don't see quite eye-to-eye with
the usual maturing-into-bifocals groups.

Since I didn’t have to worry about it any more. I
mostly ignored my side vision. However, there were a
few more “sharpenings” in the days that followed.

Once in a Bayless supermarket on double-stamp day,
I caused a two-aisle jam of shopping carts because 1 be-
came so engrossed in one of my peripheral pictures.
There I stood at a strategic junction, staring fixedly at
a stack of tuna cans while the rising murmur of voices
and the muted clish-clish of colliding carts faded away.
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There were people this time, two women and an as-
sortment of small, nearly naked children whose run-
nings and playings took them in and out of my range of
vision like circling, romping puppies. It was a group of
Indians. The women were intent on their work. They
had a very long, slender sahuaro rib and were busy
harvesting the fruit from the top of an enormously tall
sahuaro cactus, right in the middle of canned tomatoes.
One woman was dislodging the reddish egg-shaped fruit
from the top of the cactus with the stick, and the other
was gathering it up from the ground into a basket, us-
ing a tong-like arrangement of sticks to avoid the thorns
that cover the fruit.

I was watching, fascinated, when suddenly I heard!
There was a soft, singing voice in my mind, and my
mind knew it was the woman who knelt in the sandy
dust and lifted the thorny fruit.

. “Good, good, good!” softly she sang,

“Food for now. Food for later.

Sing good, sing good,
Sing praise, sing praise!”

“Lady, are you all right?” An anxious hand on my
elbow brought me back to Bayless and the traffic jam. I
blinked and drew a deep breath.

The manager repeated, “Are you all right? He had
efficiently rerouted the various carts, and they were
moving away from me now, with eyes looking back, cur-
ious, avid, or concemned.

“Oh, I'm so sorry,” I said, clutching the handle of my
shopping cart. “I-I suddenly remembered something
and forgot where I was.” I smiled into the manager’s
anxious face. “I'm all right, thank you, I'm sorry. I
caused trouble.”

“No trouble.” He enswered @y smile a little tenta-
tively. “You're sure—"

“Oh, certainly,” I hastened. “Thank you for your kind-
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ness.” And I moved away briskly to look for the pizza
mix that was on sale.

Up and down the aisles through the towering forest
of food I hurried, echoing in my mind, as I contrasted
the little lifting sticks and my chrome-bright cart—

Good, good

Food for now,

Food for later.

Sing praise! Sing praisel

Several days later I stood in one of those goldfish-bowl
telephone booths on a service station corner and lis-
tened to the purr as Dr. Barstow’s office phone rang.
Finally his secretary, Miss Kieth, answered briskly, and
he eventually came on the line, probably betwecn eye-
lashes.

“I'm downtown,” T said, hastily, after identifying my-
self. “I know you're busy, but—how long have your peo-
ple been in Tucson?”

There was a slight digestive pause and then he said
slowly, “My folks came out here before the turn of the
cenfury.”

“What—what did they do? I mean, to earn a living?
What I mean is, I'm seeing again, right now. There’s a
big sign over a store, Jas. R. Barstow and Sons General
Merchandise. And if Jas. means James, well that’s
you—" I wiped a tissue across my oozing forchead and
grimaced at the grime. Dr. Barstow broke the breathing
silence.

“That was my great-gramdfather. At least he’s the one
long enough ago with the right name. Can you still see
the place?” His voice quickened.

“Yes,” 1 said, concentrating on the telephone mouth-
piece. “T'm dying to go in it and see all the General
Merchandise. But I don’t think I can go in—mot yet.
What I wanted to know is, when is the storer”
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After a minute he asked, “Does it have a porch over
the sidewalk?”

I stared studiously at the dial of the phone. “Yes,” 1
said, “with peeled-pine porch posts”I dabbled my
lips—“holding up the roof.”

“Then it’s after 1897,” he said. “That was one of our
favorite ‘olden days’ stories—the one about the store
burning down. And the magnificent one that rose from
the ashes. It boasted a porch.

"“Then that’s when I'm seeing!” I cried. “Around the
turn of the century!”

“If,” came his voice cautiously, “if all your secing is
in the same period of time.”

“Someday,” I said determinedly after a slight pause,
“someday I'm going to get a flat ‘yes’ or ‘no’ from you
about something!”

“And won’t that be dull?™ I heard him chuckle as
he hung up.

I walked over to the store on the next scramble wALK
signal at the corner. The concrete clicked under my
hurried feet, but when I stepped up to the far side-
walk, my feet rang hollowly on a wooden porch floor.
Hastily, lest a change should come, I hurried across
uneven planks to the door. I grabbed the handle. Then,
I paused, taking a deep breath of a general-store smell
that was instantly recognizable—I could smell now!

“Ohl” 1 thought, the pit of my stomach cold with
excitement. “To see all the things we keep in museums
and collections now! Just walk in and—"

Then I heard Peter, vigorously and decisively, “Don’t
you dare take one step into this—I”

Caught in midstep, I turned my full gaze on the
handle I held. Jarringly, I thumped down several inches
to the sidewalk. I removed my hand from where it was
_pressed against a dusty, empty store window. Automat-
ically I read the sign propped against the stained, sag-
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ging back of the display window—You'll wonder where
the yellow went—

The week following there came an odd sort of day.
It had rained in the night—torrents of rain that made
every upside-down drainage street in Tucson run curb
to curb. The thirsty earth drank and drank and couldn’t
keep up with the heavy fall, so now the run-off was
making Rillito Creek roar softly to itself as it became
again, briefly, a running stream. The dust had been
beautifully settled. An autumn-like sky cover of heavy
gray clouds hid the sun.

Peter and I decided this was the time for us to re-
learn the art of bicyeling and to do something about my
black belt that never lied when it pinched me the news
that I was increasing around the middle. It was also
time for Peter to stop being critical of the laundromat
for shrinking his pants. So, on this cool, moisty morn-
ing we resurrected the bikes from the accumulation in
the garage. We stacked them awkwardly in the car
trunk and drove across the Rillito, stopping briefly at
the bridge to join others who stood around enjoying
the unusual sight of Water-in-a-Riverl Then we went
on up through the mushrooming foothills land devclop-
ments, until we finally amrived at a narrow, two-rutted,
sandy road that looped out of sight around the low hills
and abrupt arroyos. We parked the car and got the
bikes out.

It was a wonderful day, fragrant with wet grease-
wood-after-a-rain. The breefe was blowing, cool enough
for sleeves to feel good. It was a dustless, delightful
breeze.

“I love days like this,” I said, as I wobbled away from
the car on my bike. I made ten feet before I fell. “I get
so lonesome for rain.”

Peter patiently untangled me from the bike, flexed
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my arms to see if they were broken, flexed my neck to
kiss the end of my nose, then tried to steady my bike
with both hands and, at the same time, help me get
back on. “I get so tired of sun, sun, sun—"

“You talk like a native,” said Peter, making nice
straight tracks in the damp sand of the road.

“So I am,” I said, my tracks scalloping back and forth
across his as I tried to follow him. “It’s only you fotched-
on-furriners that find perpetual sun so delightful.”

I fell again, this time contriving to have the bike fall
one way and me the other with the pedals and my feet
twined together.

Peter was extricating me, muttering something about
a donkey being better for me since it’s braced at all
four corners, when I saw it—on the next loop of the
road where it topped the rise above us.

“Peter,” I said softly, staring at him. “I can see a horse
pulling a buggy on the road over there. There’s another
and another and a hay wagon-looking vehicle. Peter, it’s
a procession of some sort.”

Peter straightened my legs and sat down on the
ground near me. “Go on,” he said, taking my hands.

“There’s something on the hay wagon,” I said. “It
looks—it’s a coffin, Peter!” The back of my neck chilled.

“A coffin?” Peter was startled, too.

“They’re going down the other side of the hill now.
There are three buggies and the wagon. They’re gone—"

“Come on,” said Peter, getting up and lifting the
bikes. “Let’s follow them.”

“Follow them?” I grabbed my bike and tried to re-
member which side to mount from—or does that only
matter for horses? “Did you see them, too?”

“No,” he said, flinging himself up onto the bike. “But
you did. Let’s see if you can follow them.”

And behold! I could ride my bikel All sort of mus-
cular memories awoke, and I forgot the problems of
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aiming and balancing, and I whizzed—slowly—through
the sand at the bottom of a rise, as I followed Peter.

“I don’t see them!” I called to Peter’s bobbing back.
“I guess they’re gone.”

“Are you looking over there?” he called back.

“Of course I am!” I cried. “Oh!” I murmured. “Oh,
of course.” And I looked out over the valley. I noticed
one slender column of smoke rising from Davis-Mon-
than Air Base before my peripheral vision took over.

“Peter,” I said. “It is a coffin. I'm right by the wagon.
Don’t go fast. You're leaving us behind.”

Peter dropped back to ride beside me. “Go on,” he
said. “What kind of buggies are they?”

I stured ont over the valley again, and my bike
bucked up over o pgranite knob in the sand, and I fell.

Poter nwnngg haek towards me ns T serambled to my feet.
“Paver the ke 1 il “Fet’s walk, Theyre going
whow vngh

A Hoeovain b hogan, With it enme the soft sense of
W tllivewa b lovo s nhont the raln, Beside me, within my
Viadon, ovedd the lant oy of the procession, also
Hoogde w Hine ki st was not even heavy enough to

sl montd o 1t Tuded blaek Lop, but its color began
to ke e to shine,

There wero two people in the buggy, one man driv-
lugr tho single horse, the other man, thin, wrinkled,
smelling of musty old age and camphor, bundled in his
heavy overcoat, under a lap robe. A fine tremor stirred
his knotted hands, and his toothless mouth grinned a
little to show the pink smoothpess of his lower gums.

I lengthened my stride to keep up with the slow-mov-
ing procession, hearing the gritty grind of the metal
tires through the sand. I put out my hand to rest it on
the side of the buggy, but drew it back again, afraid I
might feel Something. Then I sensed the insistent seep
of a voice, soundless, inside my mind.
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Seventeen trips to the cemetery—and back again!
That’s more than anyone else around here can say. T'll
see them all underground yet! There—and back! 1 go
there and come back. They all stay!

The rain was heavier. I could feel its gnat-like in-
sistence against my face. The road was swinging
around the base of a long, low hill now.

So this is what she came to. Another thought began.
She was a pretty little thing. Thought sure some young
feller around here would have spoke for her. They say
she was bad. Shipped her back from the city to bury
her. Women sure had a fit about burying her with their
honored dead! Honored because they are dead. Every
evil in the book safely underground here in the grave-
yard. Hope Papa’s having a good time. Sure likes fu-
nerals.

I reeled away from the buggy. I had walked full-tilt
into a fence post. Peter grabbed me before I fell.

“Well?” he asked, pushing a limp, wet strand of my
hair off my forehead.

“I'm okay,” I said. “Peter, is there a cemetery around
here anywhere? You've hunted these foothills often
enough to know.”

“A cemetery?” Peter’s eyes narrowed. “Well, there are
a few graves in a fence corner around here someplace.
Come on!”

We abandoned the road and started across country.
As we trudged up one hill and scurried down another,
threading our way through cactus and mesquite, I told
Peter what I'd seen and heard.

“Therel” Peter gestured to the left, and we plunged
down into a sand wash that walked firmly because the
night rain had packed the sand, and up the other steep
side and topped out onto a small flat. Half a dozen for-
lom sunken mounds lay in the corner of two barbwire

" fences’ meeting, Gray, wordless slabs of weathered
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wood splintered at the heads of two of them. Small
rocks half outlined another.

I looked up at the towering Santa Catalinas and saw
Peter. “Move, Peter,” I said. “You're standing on a grave.
There are dozens of them.”

“Where can I stand?” Peter asked.

“In the fence comner,” I said, “There’s no fence there
—only a big rock. Here they come.”

I moved over to where the procession was coming
through the barbwire fence. I stood there, hearing the
waves of voices breaking over me.

The first buggy—

Bad—badl Rouged, even in her coffin. I should have
wlped It off the way 1 started to. Disgracefull Why did
she havo 1o humiliate me like this by coming back?
Thowy'var pot places I the ¢ty for people like her. She
ware ddewd to vespectabllity o long time ago. Why did
ahis o boaeh)!

Hhee wonnn pinched here Tips together more tightly
bo-hitnet the Blaek vell and thought passionately, Punish
heal Panish herl The wages of sinl

T'he next buggy was passing me now. Poor child—oh,
poor child—to come back so unwanted. Please, God,
cleanse her of all her sins—

There were two women and a man in this buggy.

Good rain. Needed it. Oughta be home getting things
done, not trailing after a fancy woman. Good rain for
this time of year.

The metal tires gritted past me. .

They'll be bringing me out here next. I'm dying! I'm
dying! I know. I know. Mama died of the same thing.
I'm afraid to tell. All they could do would be to tell me
I'll be the next one to come out here. I'm afraidl I'm
afraid! I'm crying for myself, not her!

A woman alone was driving the next buggy—a smart,
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shiny vehicle. She was easily controlling the restless
horse.

At least she has had someone love her, whether it
was good or bad. How many wanted her and had her
doesn’t matter now. Someone cared about what she
did and liked the way she looked. Someone loved her.

By now the men had got out of the buggies—all ex-
cept the old one—and I heard the grating sound as
they dragged the coffin from the hayrack. It thumped
to an awkward angle against the mound of desert dirt,
rocks, caliche, and the thin sandy soil of the hillside. It
was seized and lowered quickly and ungently to the
bottom of the grave. The men got shovels from their
vehicles. The took off their coats, hitched their sleeve
garters higher, and began to fill in the grave,

“Isn’t anyone going to pray?” The shocked cry came
from the one woman. “Isn’t anyone going to pray?”

There was a short, uncasy pause.

“Preacher’s prayed over her already,” said one of the
men. “For her kind, that’s enough.”

The woman stumbled to the half-filled grave and fell
on her knees. Maybe I was the only one who heard
her. “She loved much—forgive her much.”

Peter and I sat warming our hands by cradling our
coffee mugs in them. We were in a little hamburger
joint halfway back home. Outside the rain poured down,
scething on the blacktop road, thrumming insistently
on metal somewhere out back. We sat, each busy with
his, own thoughts, and watched the rain furrow the
sandy shoulder of the road. It was an unusual rain for
this time of year.

“Well . . .” My voice lifted Peter’s eyes from his cof-
fee. He lifted one brow inquiringly. “I have Told All”
I went on. “What is your considered opinion?”

147



THROUGH A GLASS—DARKLY

“Interesting,” he said. “Not everyone’s aberrant wife
has such interesting aberrations.”

“No, I mean”—I carefully balanced the tinny spoon
on my forefinger—“what—why—"

“Let’s not try to explain anything,” said Peter. “In the
first place, I know I can’t, and I don’t think you can
either. Let’s enjoy, as Dr. Barstow suggested.”

“Where do you suppose they shipped Gayla home
from?” I asked.

“GaylaP” said Peter. “Where did you get that name?
Did someone call her by it?”

I felt goosebumps run down my arms to the elbows.
“No,” I said, thinking back over the recent events. “No
onc mentioned any names, but—but her name is—was
—is Gaylal”

We oyed one another and T plunged back into words.

“Mavhe from Phoendx,” 1 said. “It was rather flesh-
potty e the old dayn”

O Tombrtone, moyhe?” suggested Peter. “Tt was
oven o an,”

"Il Tombstone have a railway?” I asked, lifting my
vup. "1 don’t remember seeing a depot there even now-
wdays, 1 think Benson would be the closest.”

“Muaybe it wasn’t by rail,” said Peter. “Maybe freight.
You know, those big wagons.”

“It was by rail,” 1 said, grimacing at the taste of
cold coffee. Peter laughed. “Well,” I said, “I don’t like
cold coffee.”

“It wasn’t that,” said Peter. “Youre sure her name is
Gayla and that she came home by rail, but you can’t
remember whether or not Tombstone has a depot, and
we were through there last week!”

“Peter,” I said through the pluming steam of a fresh
cup of coffee. “That brings up something interesting.
This—this thing is progressive. First 1 only saw still
things. Then moving things. Then people, Then I heard
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thoughts. Today I heard two people talk out loud. And
now I know something about them that I didn’t see or
hear. How far do you suppose—"

Peter grabbed both my hands, sloshing coffee over
our tight fingers. “Dont you dare!” he said tensely.
“Don’t you dare take one step into whatever this is!
Look if you want to and listen when you can, but stay
out of it!”

My jaw dropped. “Peter!” My breath wasnt work-
ing very well. “Peter, that’s what you said when I was
going to go into that store. Peter, how could I hear
then what you didn’t say until now? Or are you just say-
ing again what you said then—Peter!”

Peter mopped my hands and his. “You didn’t tell me
that part about the store.” So I did. And it shook him,
too. Peter suddenly grinned and said, “Whenever I said
it, it’s worth repeating. Stay out of this!” His grin died
and his hands tightened on mine. His eyes were trou-
bled.

“Let’s go home,” I said, tears suddenly biting the back
of my eyes. “I don’t call this enjoying.”

As we left the cafe, I said, “Peter, do you think that
if we-went back up there we could pick up the proces-
sion again and follow it again—"

“No,” he said. “Not unless we could duplicate every-
thing—time, temperature, humidity, mental state—
maybe even the color of the lipstick you had on once
today.” He grinned at me. “You look a little bedrag-
gled.”

“Look bedraggled?” I eased myself into the car. “How
‘do you suppose I feel? And the bicycling hasn’t helped
matters much, either. I think I sprained something.”

Later that weck I was trying to find an address in a
new subdivision of curved streets, cul-de-sacs too nar-

"row to turn in, and invisible house numbers. Finally I
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even forgot the name of the stravenue I was looking
for. I pulled up to park along a school fence on Fort
Lowell Road. I was rummaging in my purse, trying to
find the paper I had written the address on, when I
stopped in midrummage.

From the corner of my eye I could see the school
grounds—hard-packed adobe around a swing and tee-
ter-totter, and the front door of a tiny, one-room school
house. The children were outside for a ghostly recess.
I heard no sound. I studiously kept my eyes on the city
map spread out on the steering wheel as I counted
twelve children, though one hyperactive little boy might
have been number one, nine and twelve, he moved so
fast.

I was parked next to a three-strand barbwire fence
lined by chaparral more than head-high in places. It

formed u rough hedge around the school grounds. Right
by my car was a break in the brush through which 1
could see the school. Clouds were stacking above the
school fn tumbled blue and white. Over the Catalinas
n silent lightning flicked and flicked again. With the
squenl of the children spattered by a brief gust of rain-

drops, the audio of the scene began to function.

The clang of a handbell caught all the children in
midstride and then pulled them, running, toward the
school house. I smiled and went back to comparing the
map that stubbornly insisted that the east-west straven-
ue I sought was a north-south calle, with the address on
the paper.

A side movement brought the playground back into
my periphery. A solid chunk of a ®hild was trudging
across the playground, exasperation implicit in the dan-
gling jerk of her arms as she plodded, her nondescript
skirts catching her shins and flapping gracelessly be-
hind her. She was headed straight for me and I won-
dered ruefully if I was going to get walked through,
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body, bones and car. Then the barbwire fence and the
clumps of brush focused in.

Gayla—I knew her as I would a long-time acquaint-
ance—was crouched under a bush on ground that had
been worn floor-hard and smooth by small bodies. She
was hidden from the school by the bushes but sat, lean-
ing forearms—careful of the barbs—on the second
strand of wire that sagged with repetitions of such
scenes. She was looking, dreamy-faced, through me and
beyond me.

“Make my own way,” she murmured. “Doesn’t that
sound lovely! A hlghway Make my own way along the
hlghway, away, away—"

“Gaylal” The plodding girl had reached the bushes.
“The bell rang a long time agol Miss Pederson’s awful
mad at you. This is the third time this week she’s had
to send for you! And it’s going to rain—" The girl
dropped to all fours and scrambled by one of the well-
worn paths into the tiny room-like enclosure with Gay-
la. “You better watch out!” She snatched her wadded
skirts from under her knees. “Next thing you know she’ll
be telling your Aunt Faith on you.”

“Aunt Faith—" Gayla stirred and straightened. With
both hands she put back the dark curling of her front
hair. “Know what she said this morning, Vera? This is
my last year in school. She said I'm getting old enough
to make my own way—" She savored the words.

“Oh, Gaylal” Vera sank back against her heels. “Isn’t
she going to let you finish with me? Only another year
and then we'll be fourteen—"

“No. I've been a burden long enough, she said, tak-
ing food out of her own children’s mouths. No—" Her
eyes dreamed through me again. “I'm going to make
my own way. To the city. I'm going to find a job there—"

“The cityl” Vera laughed shortly. “Sillyl As if your
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aunt would let you gol And what kind of job do you
think you could find, being so young?

“Ben Collins is looking for a girl again. I'll bet your
Aunt Faith—"

“Ben Collins!” Gayla’s startled face swung about to
look at Vera. “What’s the matter with Ruthp”

“She’s going to live with her uncle in Central. She’d
rather milk cows and chop cotton than tend that Col-
lins bunch. You think sleeping four to a bed is crowded.
At least there’s room for two at each end. At Collins’
you'll sleep five to a bed—crosswise.

“Come on, Gaylal Miss Pederson’s throwing a fit—"

She began to back out of the playhouse.

“If Aunt Faith tries to make me go there, I'll run
away.” Gayla was following slowly, the two girls face to
face on hands and knees. “And don’t you go telling,
cither, Verao Tl run away to the city and get rich and

when 1 eome baek, she'll be sorry she was so mean. But
Il forgive her and give her a magnificent gift, and
she'll ery nnd beg my ="

“Your At Fuith ery!” Vera snickered. “Not that I
helieve for one minute that you'll ever run away, but

il you do, don’t ever come back. You know your Aunt
Iaith better than that!”

The two girls emerged from the bushes and stood
ercct. Vera towed the reluctant Gayla toward the school
house. Gayla looked wistfully back over her shoulder
at the dusty road leading away from the school. Make
my own way. I heard the thought trail behind her like
a banner. Seek my fortune, and someone who'll love
me. Someone who'll want me.

Lightning stabbed out of the darkening sky. A sud-
den swirling wind and an icy spate of stinging ran-
drops that came with the thunder jolting across the
hills sent the two girls racing for the school house and—

My windshield was speckling with rain. I blinked
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down at my street map. There was my stravenue, right
under my thumb, neither north-and-south nor east-and-
west, but sidling off widdershins across the subdivision.
I started my car and looked for a moment at the high
cyclone fence that now enclosed the huge sprawl of
the modem school. “Her own way! Was it her way—"

I suppose I could have started all sorts of scholarly
research to find out who Gayla was, but I didn’t, most-
ly because I knew it would be unproductive. Even in
my birth-time, a birth registration was not required
around here. Neither were "death certificates or burial
permits. It was not only possible but very commonplace
in those days to be one whose name was “writ in
water.” And an awful lot of water had been writ in
since the turn of the century—if so she lived then. Then,
too, I didn’t care to make a cold black-and-white busi-
ness of this seeing business. 1 agreed with Dr. Barstow.
I preferred to enjoy. I'd rather have Gayla and girl
friend swept away from me diagonally across a windy
playground under a thunder-heavy sky.

Well, in the days that followed, a cactus wren built
a nest roughly where the upper right corner of Peter’s
easy chair came, and for a while I couldn’t help laugh-
ing every time I saw her tiny head peering solemnly
over Peter’s ear as she earnestly sat and sat.

“But no worms,” said Peter firmly. “She’d better not
dribble worms on me and my chair when her fine-feath-
ered infants arrive.”

“I imagine worms would be the least of your worry
as far as dribbling goes,” I said. “Baby birds are so
messyl”

Occasionally I wondered about Gayla, my imagina-
tion trying to bridge the gap between making my own
way and the person over whom no one had cared to
pray. Had she become a full-fledged Scarlet Woman
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with all the sinful luxury associated with the primrose
path, or had she slipped once or been betrayed by
some Ben Collins? Too often a community will, well,
play down the moral question if the sin is large—and
profitable—enough, but a small sin is never let to die.
Maybe it’s because so few of us have the capacity to sin
in the grand manner, but we all can sin sordidly. And
we can’t forgive people for being as weak as we are.

You understand, of course, that any number of or-
dinary things were happening during this time. These
peripheral wanderings were a little like recurring head-
aches. They claimed my whole attention while they
were in progress, but were speedily set aside when they
were over. ‘

Well, fall came and with it, the hunting scason.
Peter decided to try for his deer in the rapidly dimin-
ishing wilds of the foothills of the Catalinas. He went
out one Saturday to look the ground over and came
back fit to be tied.

“Two new fences!” he roared. “One of them straight
across Flecha Cayendo Wash and the other running
right along the top of the hills above Fool’s Pass! And
that’s not all. A road! They've ‘dozed out a road! You
know that little flat where we like to picnic? Well, the
road goes right though it!”

“Not where we wait for the lights in town to come
on!” I cried.

“And now they’ll use those same lights to sell those
quarter million dollar houses with huge picture win-
dows that look out over the valley and have good heavy
curtains to pull across as soon as the sun goes down—"

So, in the weck following, Peter found another way
into the Catalinas. It involved a lot of rough mileage
and a going-away-from before a returning-to the area
he wanted to hunt. We went out one early morning
armed with enthusiasm, thirty-ought-sixes, and hunting
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licenses, but we walked the hills all day and didn’t get
a glimpse of a deer, let alone a shot.

We came back that evening, exhausted, to the flat
where we had left the car. We had planned, in case
of just such luck, to spend the night under the stars
and start out again the next day, so we unloaded.

We built our campfire of splintered, warped odds
and ends of lumber we salvaged from the remnants of
a shack that sagged and melted to ruin in the middle
of a little flat. We ate our supper and were relaxing
against a sun-warmed boulder in the flicker of the fire-
light when the first raindrops fell and hissed in the
fire,

“Rain?” Peter held out his hand incredulously. The
sunset had been almost cloudless.

“Rain,” T said resignedly, having been whacked on
my dusty bifocals with two big drops.

“I might have known,” said Peter morosely. “I sus-
pected all afternoon that your muttering and scram-
bling was some sort of incantation, but did it have to
be a rain dancer”

“It wasn’t,” I retorted. “It was a hole in my left sock
and I have the blister to prove it.”

“Well, let's get the tarp out,” said Peter. “ ’S prob-
ably just a sprinkle, but we might as well have some-
thing overhead.”

We busied ourselves arranging our sleeping bags and
stretching the tarp over them. I poured what was left
of the coffee into the thermos and put the rest of the
food back into the chuck box.

But it wasn’t a sprinkle. The thrum on the tarp over
us got louder and louder. Muffled thunder followed
the flash of lightning. Rain was a solid curtain between
us and the edge of our flat. I felt a flutter of alarm as
the noise increased steadily. Andincreased again.

“Boy! This is a gully washer!” Peter ducked his drip-
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ping head back into the shelter after a moment’s glance
out in the downpour. “The bottom’s dropped out of
something!”

“I think it’s our camp floor,” I said. “I just put my
hand up to the wrist in running water!” '

We scrambled around bundling things back into the
car. My uneasiness was increased by the stinging force
of the rain on my head and shoulders as we scrambled,
and by the wading we had to do to get into the car. I
huddled in the front seat, plucking at the tight, wet
knot of my soaked scarf as Peter slithered off in the
darkness to the edge of the flat and sloshed back a lit-
tle quicker than he had gone. Rain came into the car
with him,

“The run-off's here already,” he said. “Were ma-
rooned—on a desert island. Listen to the roar!”

Above and underlying the roar of the rain on the car
roof, I could hear a deceper tone—a shaking, frighten-
ing roar of narrow sand washes trying to channel off a
cloudburst.

“Oh, Peter!” My hand shook on his arm. “Are we
safe here? Is this high enough?” Rain was something
our area prayed for, but often when it came, it did so
in such huge, punishing amounts in such a short time
that it was terrifying. And sometimes the Search-and-
Rescue units retrieved bodies far downstream, not al-
ways sure whether they had died of thirst or were
drowned.

“I think we’re okay,” Peter said. “I doubt if the whole
flat would cave into the washes, but I think I'd better
move the car more nearly into the middle, just in case.”

“Don’t get too close to that old shack,” I warned,
peering through a windshield the wipers couldn’t clear.
“We don’t want to pick up a nail.”

“The place was mostly ’dobe, anyway,” said Peter,
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easing the car to a stop and setting the hand brake.
“This storm’ll probably finish melting it down.”

We finally managed to make ourselves a little fore-
shortenedly comfortable in the car for the night. Peter
had the back seat and I had the front. I lay warm and
dry in my flannel gown—Peter despaired of ever mak-
ing me a genuine camper: a nightgownP—my head
propped on the armrest. Pulling up the blanket, I let the
drumming roar of the rain wash me past my prayers in
steadily deepening waves into sleep.

The light woke me. Struggling, I freed one elbow
from the cocoon of my blanket and lifted myself, gasp-
ing a little from a stiff neck. I was lost. I couldn’t square
the light with any light in our house nor the stiff neck
with my down pillow nor the roar around me with any
familiar home noise. For a moment I was floating in

- the directionless, timeless warm bath of Not Being.
Then I pulled myself up a little higher, and suddenly
the car and all the circumstances were back, and I
blinked sleepily at the light.

The light? 1 sat up and fumbled for the shoe where
I'd left my glasses. What was a light doing on this flat?
And so close that it filled the whole of my window? I
wiped my glasses on a fold of my gown and put them
on. The wide myopic flare of light concentrated then
to a glow, softer, but still close. I rolled the car window
down and leaned my arms on the frame.

The room was small. The floor was dirt, beaten hard
by use. Rain was roaring on a tin roof and it had come

-in under the unpainted wooden door, darkening the

sill and curling in a faintly silver wetness along one
wall. A steady-dripping leak from the ceilingless roof
had dug a little crater in the floor in one corner, and
each heavy drop exploded myuddily in its center. Steam
plumed up from the spout of a granite-ware teakettle

157



THROUGH A GLASS—DARKLY

on the small cast-iron stove that glowed faintly pink
through its small isinglass window on the front. The
light was on the table. It was a kerosene lamp; its
flame, turned too high, was yellow and jagged, oc-
casionally smoking the side of the glass chimney. It
was so close to me that the faint flare of light was
enough to make shadowy the room beyond the table.

“It's that peripheral thing again,” I thought and
looked straight at the lamp. But it didn’t fade out! The
car did instead! I blinked, astonished. This wasn’t pe-
ripheral—it was whole sight!l I looked down at my
folded arms. My sleeves were muddy from a damp
adobe window sill. :

Movement caught my attention—movement and
sound. I focused on the dim interior of the room. There
was an iron bedstead in the far corner. And someone
was in it—in pain. And someone was by it—in fear
and distress.

“It hurts! It hurts!” the jerky whisper was sexless and
ageless because of pain. “Where’s Jim?”

“I told you. He went to see if he could get help. May-
be Gramma Nearing or even a doctor.” The voice was
patient. “He can’t get back because of the storm. Lis-
ten to it!”

We three listened to the roar of the flooded washes,
the drum of the rain and, faintly, the splash of the leak-
ing roof.

“I wish he was—" The voice lost its words and be-
came a smothered, exhausted cry of pain.

I closed my eyes—and lost the sound along with the
sight. I opened my eyes hastily. The room was still
there, but the dampness by the door was a puddle
now, swelling slowly in the lamplight. The leak in the
corner was a steady trickle that had overrun its crater
and become a little dust-covered snake that wandered
around, seeking the lowest spot on the floor.
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The person on the bed cried out again, and, tangled
in the cry, came the unmistakable thin wail of the new-
born. A baby! I hitched myself higher on my folded
arms. My involuntary blinking as I did so moved time
again in the small room. I peered into the pale light.

A woman was busy with the baby on the table. As
she worked, she glanced anxiously and frequently over
at the bed corner. She had reached for some baby
clothes when a sound and movement from the comer
snatched her away from the table so hastily that the
corner of the blanket around the baby was flipped
back, leaving the tiny chest uncovered. The baby’s face
turned blindly, and its mouth opened in a soundless
cry. The soft lamplight ran across its wet, dark hair as
the head turned.

“It won'’t stop!” I dont know whether I caught the
. panting words or the thought. “I can’t stop the blood!
Jim! Get here! God help mel”

“Come backl” Y cried—silentlyP—aloud? “Come back!
Quick! The baby’s dyingl”

The vague figure moving beyond the light paid no
attention. I heard her again, desperately, “Vestal What
am I supposed to do? I cant—"

The baby was gasping still, its face shadowing over
with a slaty blue. I reached. The table was beyond
my finger tips. I pulled myself forward over the sill
until the warped board of the wide framing cut across
my stomach. My hand hovered over the baby.

Somewhere, far, far behind me, I heard Peter cry
. out sleepily and felt a handful of my flannel gown
gathered up and pulled. But I pulled too, and, surg-
ing forward, wide-eyed, afraid to blink and thus change
time again, I finally touched the thin little subsiding
chest.

My reach was awkward. The fin%ers of my one hand
were reaching beyond their ability, the other was try-
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ing to keep me balanced on the window sill as I
reached. But I felt the soft, cold skin, the thin stuff of
the turned-back blanket, the fragile baby body under
my palm.

I began a sort of one-handed respiration attempt.
Two hands would probably have crushed the tiny rib
cage. Compress—release—compress—release. I felt sweat
break out along my hairline and upper lip. It wasn’t
working, Peter’s tug on me was more insistent. My
breath cut off as the collar of my gown was pulled
tightly backward.

“Peter!]” 1 choked voicelessly. “Let me go!” I scram-
bled through the window, fighting every inch of the
way against the backward tug, and reached for the
child. There was a sudden release that staggered me

neross the table, Or over the table? My physical orienta-
tion wa lost,

I hent over the ehdld, tilting its smnll, quict face up
ind biek, Tnasplit second 1 reviewed everything T had
heurd or read about mouth-to-mouth resuscitation and

then sent my fervent petitionary prayer into the lungs
of the child with the first breath.

I had never tried this before, but I breathed—not
too hard! Its a baby—and paused and breathed and
paused and breathed, losing myself in the rhythm, los-
ing my sight in a too-close blur, afraid to close my eyes.

Then there was movement! Breathe. And a gaspl
Breathe. And a turning! Breathe. And a thin wail that
strengthened and lifted and filled the room.

My eyes ached with keeping them wide, and I was
gasping. Blessedly the room swam grayly. I thought,
Peter! Oh, Peter] And felt a small twitch at the hem of
my gown. And felt the flannel tug back to awareness.
There was movement beyond the lamp.

“My baby.” The voice was hardly audible. “Hattie,
let me see my baby before I die.”
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“Vesta!” Hattie’s voice was sharp with anxiety. “Don’t
talk about dying! And I can’t leave you now. Not even
to—"

“I want to see my baby,
“Hattie, please—"

I looked down at the still-wailing child, its face red-
dening with life, its clenched fists blindly beating the
air. Then I was with the baby near the bed. The young
face in the shadows below was a vague white blur. The
baby fit into the thin curve of the young shoulder.

“I can’t seel” The pale, suffering face fretted in the
shadows of the bed corner. “It’s too dark.”

Hattie whirled from the empty table, the lamp she
had just lifted tilting heavy black smoke against one
side of the chimney, slanting heavily in her hands. She
righted it, her eyes teirified, and looked quickly back
over her shoulder. Her face, steadied by the deter-
mined set of her mouth, was white as she brought the
lamp to the bed, her free hand curving around the top
of the chimney to cut the draft. She held the lamp high.

Vesta weakly brought herself up to one elbow above
the baby and peered down at the crumpled face and
the smudge of dark hair.

“A girl,” she smiled softly, “Name her Gayla, Hattie.
It’'s a happy name. Maybe she will be—" Her face whit-
ened and she slid slowly down from her elbow. “Oh, I
wish,” she whispered. “I wish I could see her grown
up!” '

The sound of the rain filled the silence that followed,
and the tug on my gown was no longer a tug, it was an
insistence, an imperative. My gown was straining back
so that I felt as if I were a figurehead on a ship. I
moved involuntarily backward. .

“Who came?” Vesta’s fading voice was drowsy.

“There’s nobody here but me.” Hattie’s voice jerked.

“I thought someone came.” Now she was fading, and
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the faint voice persisted.
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the whole room was stirring like a bowl full of smoke,
and I was being drawn back through it, hearing Hat-
tie’s, “There’s nobody here but me—"

The sound of the baby’s cry cut through the rain
sound, the swirling smoke, and Hattie’s voice. I heard
Vesta’s tender crooning, “There, there, Gayla, there,
there.”

Then I faded—and could finally close my eyes. I
faded into an intolerable stretching from adobe win-
dow sill to car window, a stretching from Then to Now,
a stretching across impossibility. I felt pulled out so
thin and tight that it seemed to me the sudden rush of
raindrops thrummed on me as on the tightened strings
of some instrument. I think I cried out. Then thcre was
a terrific tug and a feeling of coming unstuck, and
then I was face down, halfway out of the car window,
rain parting my hair with wet insistent hands, hearing
Peter’s angry, frightened voice, “Not even sense enough
to come in out of the rain!”

It took quite a while to convince Peter that T was all
there. And quite a time to get my wet hair dried. And
to believe that there were no mud stains on the sleeves
of my gown. And an even longer, disjointed time to fill
Peter in on what happened.

He didn’t have much to say about what happened
from his point of view. “Bless the honest flannel!” he
muttered as he wrapped me in a scratchy blanket and
the warmth of his arms. “I was surc it was going to
tear before I could get you back. I held on like grim
death with that flannel stretching like a rubber band
out the window and into the dark—into nothing! There
I was, like hanging onto a kite string! A {lannel onel Or
a fishing linel A (Tannel onel Wondering what would
happen if Thad let go? H 1T'd had to Tet gol”

We comforted cach other for the unanswerable ter-
ror of the question, Aud 1 told him all of it again, and

162



ZENNA HENDERSON

together we looked once more at the memory of the
white, young face floating in the darkness. And the
reddening small face, topped by its smudge of black,
tloating in the yellow flood of lamplight.

Then I started up, crying, “Oh, Peter, what did I
save her for?”

“Because you couldn’t let her die,” he said, pulling
me back.

“I don’t mean why did I save her. I mean for what
did I save her? For making her own way? For that’s
cnough for her kind? For what did I save her?” I felt
sorrow flood over me.

Peter took my shoulders and shook me. “Now, look
here,” he said sternly. “What makes you think you had
anything to do with whether she lived or died? You
may have been an instrument. On the other hand, you
may have just wanted so badly to help that you thought
you did. Don’t go appointing yourself judge and jury
over the worth of anyone’s life. You only know the lit-
tle bit that touched you. And for all you know, that lit-
tle bit is all hallucination.”

I caught my breath in a hiccoughy sob and blinked
in the dark. “Do you think it’s all hallucination?” I
asked quietly.

Peter tucked me back into the curve of his shoulder.
“I don’t know what I think,” he said. “I'm just the ob-
server. And most likely that’s all you are. Let’s wait un-
til morning before we decide.

“Go to sleep. We have hunting to do in the morning,
too.”

“In all this rain and mud?”

“Wait till morning,” he repeated. s

Long after his steady, sleeping breath came and
went over my head, I lay and listened to the intermit-
tent rain on the roof—and thought.
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Finally the tight knot inside me dissolved, and I re-
laxed against Peter.

Now that I had seen Gayla born, I could let her be
dead. Or I could keep her forever the dreaming child
in the playhouse on the school grounds. Why I had
become involved in her life, I didn’t need to know any
more than I needed to know why 1 walked through
the wrong door one time and met Peter. I tucked my
hand against my cheek, then roused a little. Where
were my glasses?

I groped on the car floor. My shoe. Yes, the glasses
were there, where I always put them when were camp-
ing. I leaned again and slept.
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Even if you're a Zelazny buff who's searched out all his
stories in back issves of magazines, you'll probably have
missed this one, since it was published under a pen-
name. (“Harrison Denmark” was the name; he used it
only four times, in a span of less than half a year in
1963.) This one is worth discovering, too; it's about the
last vampire on Earth, and it has the same colorful flair
that made Zelazny’s own byline one worth looking for.

THE STAINLESS STEEL LEECH

Roger Zelazny

They're really afraid of this place.

During the day they’ll clank around the headstones,
if they’re ordered to, but even Central can’t make them
search at night, despite the ultras and the infras—and
they’ll never enter a mausoleum.
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Which makes things nice for me.

They're superstitious; it’s a part of the circuitry. They
were designed to serve man, and during his brief
time on earth, awe and devotion, as well as dread,
were automatic things. Even the last man, dead Ken-
nington, commanded every robot in existence while he
lived. His person was a thing of veneration, and all his
orders were obeyed.

And a man is a man, alive or dead—which is why the
graveyards are a combination of hell, heaven, and
strange feedback, and will remain apart from the cities
so0 long as the earth endures.

But even as I mock them they are looking behind
the stones and peering into the gullies. They are search-
ing for—and afraid they might find—me.

I, the unjunked, am legend. Once out of a million
assemblies a defective such as I might appear and go
undetected, until too late.

At will, T could cut the circuit that connected me
with Central Control, and be a free ’bot, and master
of my own movements. I liked to visit the cemeteries,
because they were quiet and different from the mad-
dening stamp-stamp of the presses and the clanking of
the crowds; I liked to look at the green and red and
yellow and blue things that grew about the graves.
And I did not fear these places, for that circuit, too,
was defective. So when I was discovered they removed
my vite-box and threw me on the junk heap.

But the next day I was gone, and their fear was
great.

I no longer possess a self-contained power unit, but
the freak coils within my chest act as storage batteries.
They require frequent recharging, however, and there
is only one way to do that.

The werebot is the most frightful legend whispered
among the gleaming steel towers, when the night wind
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sighs with its burden of fears out of the past, from days
when non-metal beings walked the earth. The half-
lifes, the preyers upon order, still cry darkness within
the vite-box of every 'bot.

I, the discontent, the unjunked, live here in Rose-
wood Park, among the dogwood and myrtle, the head-
stones and broken angels, with Fritz—another legend
—in our deep and peaceful mausoleum.

Fritz is a vampire, which is a terrible and tragic thing.
He is so undernourished that he can no longer move
about, but he cannot die either, so he lies in his casket
and dreams of times gone by. One day, he will ask me
to carry him outside into the sunlight, and I will watch
him shrivel and dim into peace and nothingness and
dust. T hope he does not ask me soon.

We talk. At night, when the moon is full and he feels
strong enough, he tells me of his better days, in places
called Austria and Hungary, where he, too, was feared
and hunted.

“. .. But only a stainless steel leech can get blood
out of a stone—or a robot,” he said last night. “It is a
proud and lonely thing to be a stainless steel leech—
you are possibly the only one of your kind of existence.
Live up to your reputation! Hound them! Drain them!
Leave your mark on a thousand steel throats!”

And he was right. He is always right. And he knows
more about these things than L.

“Kennington!” his thin, bloodless lips smiled. “Oh,
what a duel we foughtl He was the last man on earth,
and I the last vampire. For ten years I tried to drain
him. T got at him twice, but he was from the Old Coun-
try and knew what precautions to take. Once he learned
of my existence, he issued a wooden stake to every
robot—but I had forty-two graves in those days and
they never found me. They did come close, though. . . .
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“But at night, ah, at night!” he chuckled. “Then
things were reversed! I was the hunter and he the prey!

“I remember his frantic questing after the last few
sprays of garlic and wolfsbane on earth, the crucifix as-
sembly-lines he kept in operation around the clock—
irreligious soul that he wasl I was genuinely sorry
when he died, in peace. Not so much because I hadn’t
gotten to drain him properly, but because he was a
worthy opponent and a suitable antagonist. What a
game we played!”

His husky voice weakened.

“He sleeps a scant three hundred paces from here,
bleaching and dry. His is the great marble tomb by
the gate. . . . Please gather roses tomorrow and place
them upon it.”

I agreed that I would, for there is a closer kinship
between the two of us than between myself and any
‘bot, despite the dictates of resemblance. And I must
keep my word, before this day passes into evening and
although there are searchers above, for such is the law
of my nature.

“Damn them! (He taught me that word.) Damn
them!” I say. “I'm coming up! Beware, gentle ’bots! I
shall walk among you and you shall not know me. I
shall join in the search, and you will think I am one of
you. I shall gather the red flowers for dead Kenning-
ton, rubbing shoulders with you, and Fritz will smile
at the joke.”

I climb the cracked and hollow steps, the east al-
ready spilling twilight, and the sun half-lidded in the
west.

I emerge.

The roses live on the wall across the road. From great
twisting tubes of vine, with heads brighter than any
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rust, they burn like danger lights on a control panel,
but moistly.

One, two, three roses for Kennington. Four, five . . .

“What are you doing, ’bot?”

“Gathering roses.”

“You are supposed to be searching for the werebot.
Has something damaged you?”

“No, I'm all right,” I say, and I fix him where he
stands, by bumping against his shoulder. The circuit
completed, I drain his vite-box. until I am filled.

“You are the werebotl” he intones weakly.

He falls with a crash.

. .. Six, seven, eight roses for Kennington, dead Ken-
nington, dead as the ’bot at my feet—more dead—for
he once lived a full, organic life, nearer to Fritzs or
my own than to theirs.

“What happened here, ‘bot?”

“He is stopped, and I am picking roses,” I tell them.

There are four "bots and an Over.

“It is time you left this place,” I say. “Shortly it will
be night and the werebot will walk. Leave, or he will
end you.”

“You stopped him!” says the Over. “You are the were-
bot!”

I bunch all the flowers against my chest with one
arm and turn to face them. The Over, a large special-
order ’bot, moves toward me. Others are approaching
from all directions. He had sent out a call.

“You are a strange and terrible thing,” he is saying,
.“and you must be junked, for the sake of the com-
munity.”

He seizes me and I drop Kennington’s flowers.

I cannot drain him. My coils are already loaded
near their capacity, and he is specially insulated.

There are dozens around me now, fearing and hat-
ing. They will junk me and I will lie beside Kennington.
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“Rust in peace,” they will say. . . . I am sorry that I
cannot keep my promise to Fritz.

“Release him!”

Nol

It is shrouded and moldering Fritz in the doorway of
the mausoleum, swaying, clutching at the stone. He al-
ways knows. . ..

“Release him! I, a human, order it.”

He is ashen and gasping, and the sunlight is doing
awful things to him.

—The ancient circuits click and suddenly I am free.

“Yes, master,” says the Over. “We did not know. . . >

“Seize that robot!”

He points a shaking emaciated finger at him.

“He is the werebot,” he gasps. “Destroy him! The one
gathering flowers was obeying my orders. Leave him
here with me.”

He falls to his knees and the final darts of day pierce
his flesh.

“And go! All the rest of you! Quickly! It is my order
that no robot ever enter another graveyard again!”

He collapses within and I know that now there are
only bone and bits of rotted shroud on the doorstep of
our home.

Fritz has had his final joke—a human masquerade.

I take the roses to Kennington, as the silent ’bots file
out through the gate forever, bearing the unprotesting
Overbot with them. I place the roses at the foot of the
monument—Kennington’s and Fritz’s—the monument of
the last, strange, truly living ones.

Now only I remain unjunked.

In the final light of the sun I see them drive a stake
through the Over’s vite-box and bury him at the cross-
roads.

Then they hurry back toward their towers of steel, of
plastic.
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I gather up what remains of Fritz and carry him
down to his box. The bones are brittle, and silent.

... It is a very proud and very lonely thing to be a
stainless steel leech.
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This story actually began as an article called The Truth
About Snow White: I'd noted the similarities in a num-
ber of old folk or fairy tales about beautiful princesses
lying in enchanted sleep ftill being awakened by this or
that prince, and | speculated on what could have been
behind such a proliferation of tales. What eventually
took form in my head was not an article, though, but a

short story—a fairy tale, in fact. Well, not exactly a fairy
tale.

4

Wi} K}
SLEEPING BEAUTY

In that land where the dark leaves seemed to sleep
on the trees, hanging still and silent around Hairold as
he rode, there was a brown, tangy odor of the past. It
curled around him, leather and sweat of horse and the
smell of damp earth broken open by shod hoofs. A cool
fog rolled down from Mount Rispan, hugging the shoul-
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ders of the mountain, spilling over into the gulleys as
the hot sun climbed into morning,

Harrold crossed a clattering bridge slowly, his mount
picking each footstep. This bridge was long unused,
the stones showing grass between and moss on top. He
paused for a moment on the other side, looking down
into the valley.

From this distance it would have been impossible to
pick out any houses if he hadn’t seen, here and there,
the drifting smears of smoke in the air. Far across the
valley, at a point where the river curled back upon it-
self around a high stone outcropping, stood the castle,
dark and empty. No smoke rose anywhere inside its
walls, and the fields outside had a blotched, irregular
look, even at this distance, which showed them to be
untenanted and wild.

So it was true: the house of Bieranthal had fallen.
Stories had filtered out to the more civilized world for
many years, but most had discredited them. Bieranthal
gone? Nonsense. The kings of Bieranthal had ruled for
more than a thousand years, with never a single upris-
ing among the serfs, no attempted invasions from neigh-
boring countries—the valley was too small, and too iso-
lated, to make it worthwhile—not even so much as a
palace plot to add spice to the sucéession of kings. It
was the most stable kingdom in all Europe.

But a plague— They had spoken of a sudden series
of deaths, among the nobles and peasants alike.

Well, perhaps. Bieranthal was a backwater, almost
entirely cut off from the rest of Europe. Sanitation was
probably nonexistent there. In any case, what did it
matter? Forget Bieranthal; nothing happening there
could be of any interest to a civilized person.

But Harrold had wondered about Bieranthal. He was,
first of all, a romantic who avidly read the chronicles of
medieval kings and crusades, of battles and alliances,
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noble quests and Machiavellian schemes, until he could
recite them at will. Europe’s feudal past, with its Divine
right of kings, its lusty peasants and adventurous knights,
was his heritage.

This was not only a matter of temperament. Harrold
had been born a prince, although a third son of his fa-
ther the king and therefore not likely to succeed him.
His country was not a prosperous one, in any case—it
included less than three square miles of land, on which
the principal buildings were-the palace and a gambling
hall, the proceeds of which paid for the palace’s serv-
ants and fuel to heat those rooms which were still in
use. A great pretense of prosperity was maintained, and
Harrold had been brought up to believe that even if
kings perhaps did not have Divine right, they should at
the very least behave as though they thought they did.

Harrold took this too much to heart, and before he
was sixtcen was known as a spendthrift and rake. His
father—stern, graying, sad-eyed—had lectured him about
noblesse oblige, and Harrold had been so delighted
with the concept that he had explained it all, in the
accents of a burdened noble heart, to two chamber-
maids and a nouveau-riche heiress. Some time later,
the fathers of the first two and the attorneys of the lat-
ter had explained to him just how nobly indeed he was
obliged to the young ladies. His father the king had paid
them off and then disinherited Harrold and exiled him
from the kingdom.

Which left Harrold in a bad way. What, after all, had
a penniless, disfranchised prince to offer the world? How
could he even get by? He had been, alas, in jail many
times, but owing to his station he had never had to stay
longer than overnight, so he had never learned a useful
trade. All he knew, actually, was how to act like a
prince.

And so he thought of Bieranthal, where the ruling
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house was reputed to be in danger of falling, or per-
haps to have fallen already. If the former were true—
if the dynasty were merely shaky—would not the mar-
riage of one of the Bieranthal princesses with a hand-
some, civilized prince like Harrold do much to stabilize
the ruling house’s position with the peasants? And if,
indeed, the Beiranthals had fallen and the valley were in
anarchy, who could better pick up the reins of power
than a noble prince with civilized manners to charm and
impress the citizenry?

And so he had come to Bieranthal; and now, as he
surveyed the valley, he nodded to himself. Yes, it had
the proper air about it: rustic and ancient, an‘almost
forgotten remnant of earlier ages when the world had
been a more simple place for princes to live. Harrold
felt a sense of belonging here, as though he were not a

strangrer 1o these mountaing and this high valley, but a
nntive returning after n very long journey.

s chin upthrust nobly and a confident smile touch-
Ingr the corners of his mouth, Harrold spurred his mount
forward. Down into the valley he rode, at a leisurely,
dignilied pace, smelling the crisp, clean air and the

tang of mountain evergreens. The Bieranthal peasants
would welcome him, Harrold knew. To them he would
seem the embodiment of the rich, the exotic, of the
decisiveness they expected in a strong ruler who could
lead their valley out of whatever darkmess had fallen
upon it. And decisive he would be, he decided firmly -
—and rich, and exotic. The wealth would have to come
from the people of Bieranthal themselves, but for their
taxes they would see pomp and glory at the castle to
rival the courts of the great days. What matter that
the peasants would have to tithe half their produce
to him—perhaps two-thirds for the first few years. Har-
rold reflected, so that he could pay off some back debts
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—when by their sacrifices a great house would rise
again in Europe?

Lost in thoughts and plans, Harrold wended his way
through the morning land. The trail he followed led
steadily downward, following the rushing stream until it
met and joined the river proper. The silence of the
mountains was gone now; here where water joined
water a soft, steady rippling and foaming filled the air
with sound and spray. The trail turned to the right, fol-
lowing the river, and a few hundred yards down Har-
rold could see another bridge. He walked his horse to it
and over it, and found himself at the gate of a rustic
cottage.

Pigs rooted in a pen halfway around toward the back.
The house was of crude, uneven mud-bricks, yet it
seemed to be a clean house for all that, as peasants’
. dwellings went. Harrold wrinkled his nose at a whiff
from the pigpen and dismounted.

He was looping the reins about the log fence in front
when suddenly the heavy oaken door burst open and
a shrill voice snapped, “Hold, mister! Hold still and
don’t move!”

Harrold wasn’t accustomed to being spoken to in such
a manner, except by police officials, and besides, wasn't
that a redundant way of putting it? “Hold still and
don’t move” . . . yes, there was a definite redundancy
there. He looked up at the speaker with a rebuke form-
ing on his lips, and stared down the bore of a most ef-
ficient looking shotgun.

He straightened slowly, perspiration forming on his
brow.

The figure behind the shotgun was a woman. Or at
least Harrold supposed she was a woman—she wore a
dress and long hair, at any rate. The dress was of some
coarse, shapeless material, and the hair was gray and
stringy. The creature’s face was old, rheumy-eyed, snag-
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gle-toothed and pock-marked. ( The results of the plague?
Harrold wondered. But no: the plague had been recent,
and those pits and blotches went back decades.) She
was staring at him with narrowed eyes, the gun un-
wavering.

“Who are ye?” she demanded.

Harrold hesitated, then decided to turn on the charm.
His easy, condescending manner had turned the heads
of ladies much more sophisticated than this one.

He swept the plumed hat from his head and bowed
low to the lady of the shotgun. “My name,” he said, “is
Harrold. I am a prince by birth, as you may have no-
ticed, and I am come to Bieranthal on a matter .of
great urgency.”

The hag scrutinized him for another moment, then
lowered the gun and cackled. “Aye, I'll wager ye are,
at that,” she said. “I can’t see anyone comin’ here if it
wasn’t urgent.”

IMarrold smiled understandingly. “T've heard the val-
ley of Bieranthal has had bad days. T came to sce what
I conld do.”

“T'o help?” she asked; then her eyes boring into his,
she went on, “No, that wasu’t what ye said, was it? Ye
come to sce what ye can do, but ye didn’t say for who?”

“Why, for the people of the valley,” Harrold said.
He waved a hand vaguely at the fields and river. “It’s
a lovely land, and my heart grieves to see it fallen into
the shadow of recent days. The very kings of Bicranthal
have been struck down, I am told.”

“If that’s how ye want to put it,” she said. She seemed
to be considering something as she gazed at him; after
a moment, her decision made, she stepped back out of
the doorway and said, “Well, come in then.”

Harrold smiled, and bowed again, and stepped for-
ward into the cottage. It was dim inside, but he made
out a heavy table and chairs, a fircplace with an iron
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kettle hung in it, a crude mud-brick oven and, at the
other end of the single room, a pallet of animal skins on
the hard-packed dirt floor. “Ye can throw yer exter gar-
ments there,” the hag said. She turned away and went
to the table. “I suppose ye'll have a hunger, fresh from
the road.”

“Indeed I have,” Harrold said, pleased. He detected
in her rough, rustic hospitality faint echoes of the chival-
ric code of past centuries, when travelers had been re-
ceived at each household with freely given food and
lodging in exchange for news of the lands over the
hill, beyond river or mountain pass.

Harrold unwound his cloak from his shoulders and
laid it neatly across the pallet. He set his hat atop the
cloak, and turned to the table, where the hag was set-
ting out biscuits and ale, which she poured from a
freshly unstoppered jug. “It’s not wine from the low-
lands,” she said, “but it’s better drink than ye'll find to-
day at the castle.”

Harrold bowed yet again before he sat down; the hag
raised a dirty-gray eyebrow but held back her com-
ment, if she had any. Harrold took a deep draught
from his mug, and quickly put it down, gasping and
almost choking. This was indeed no drink for a smooth
palate.

To cover his surprise, he said, “Then I take it the
castle is empty now that your former rulers are gone.”

“Empty, no,” the hag said. She took a long swallow
from her own mug, sighing with satisfaction as she
set it down. “There’s snakes and wolves prowling there,
though they’ve no royal blood in ’em—not that it makes
much difference. And of course there’s the one ye came
for.”

Harrold blinked. “The one I came for? he asked.

“Aye. The princess, she that sleeps in the tower. I
knew from the first ye was one that come fer her.” She
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leaned forward, looking in his mug, and frowned sharp-
ly at him, her forehead tightening into a rough knot of
wrinkles and her eyes disappearing into darkness un-
der lowering brows. “Ye're not drinkin’,” she said ac-
cusingly. “Ye neednt be afraid, young nobleman; it’s
neither potion nor poison.” She waved a bony finger at
his mug, and obediently Harrold raised it again to his
lips. But he was careful only to sip, and in small quan-
tities the ale was somewhat more bearable.

“Now then,” she said. “The princess. So ye’ve heard
of her, have ye?”

Harrold hesitated, calculating how best to draw her
out. “Yes, I've heard of her,” he said slowly, “but no
more than you've already mentioned—just that she’s
there, in the tower.”

The old crone chuckled softly, like ancient parch-
ment crackling. “So the story is still travelin’ abroad, no
doubt becomin’ more and more fanciful with each
tellin’. Did they say how Dbeautiful she is? Hair jet
black like a raven’s wing? Skin white and clear as snow
that’s just fallen? Lips red and full like your lowlands
wines? That much is true, at any rate.”

Harrold felt his heartbeat speeding up as she spoke.
An cligible princess? What better way to cement his
claim to the throne of Bieranthal than through such a
marriage? And if she were truly as beautiful as the
strange hag said . . .

“Mind ye, some o the other parts o’ the story aren’t
as true,” the old woman went on. “Sometimes they say
she’s imprisoned there in the tower, an’ growin’ her
hair longer each year fer the hope o lettin’ it down
through the window so that rescuers can climb up. But
she’s no prisoner—she’s sleepin’. Aye, sleepin’ fer many
years now, on her silk-hung bed.”

Harrold took a somewhat bolder sip of the ale,
winced, and asked, “But why does she sleep? Is it the
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disease that’s struck the valley? Some sort of sleeping
sickness?”

“Sleepin’ sickness!” the hag exclaimed. “There’s been
no such sickness here! If sickness it was, it was a dyin’
sickness. Them that was took by it did no snorin’ after-
wards.” She cackled again, and Harrold felt a bit dis-
quieted at her glee. But she was obviously senile, and
probably crazy too. Harrold made a mental note to have
her locked up as soon as he took power.

The crone went on, “No, what’s got her took her years
and years ago, beforé any of thé deaths ye've heard of.
Long she’s slept there, mourned by her family and the
common folk alike. But them that mourned her have
died, while she lives on, asleep—there’s a taste of irony,
if ye've a palate for it.” She chuckled again, and drank,

But Harrold was not to be put off by an old hag’s
digressions. He strove to take command of the conversa-
tion. “If not the sickness, then, what else could it be
that she has? You put me in mind of superstitious
tales of enchanted princesses, madam—maids with spells
cast- upon them, who must wait for a handsome young
prince to come and—"

She broke in with a sharp, loud laugh that grated
against the marrow of his bones. “Ah!l Ah, but that’s it,
brave lad! Didn’t I say to ye first thing that she’s waitin’
fer yeP The princess of the Bieranthals, the last of a
noble family—sleepin’ so rich an’ fair there on her soft
bed, her milk-white hands folded ’cross her breast. Go
to her, young princel Go to her!”

Harrold’s imagination leapt at these words, as all
the romantic tales he’d read during his bitter youth in
a half empty, false-front palace surged into memory.
And the handsome prince beheld her, and she was fair
beyond imagining . . . he kissed her cold lips, and
felt them tremble . . . breath quickened within her, and
her eyes fluttered open . . . and there was a great ball,
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and all those in the kingdom came to it and cheered
the prince and princess. . . . And, of course, they lived
happily ever after.

Could it be? Even in this isolated valley where the
magic aura of the past was in the very air, where he
had felt a sense of destiny as he had looked down from
the pass, could he believe in such a thing? Excited, his
blood pounding in his temples, Harrold took an even
stronger draught of his ale, and hardly felt the shud-
der that ran reflexively through him. The hag was right
—there were many different stories about enchanted prin-
cesses, stories which agreed in most of the essentials.
Especially about the essential of the handsome prince
who must free her from her ensorcelment. Might not
those stories be variations of one original truth which
had been warped with the passage of time? Was it not
a tenet of scholars that folk legends were based on some
forgotten truth?

And so now Harrold, full blooded prince of a royal
house, had come to the long-forgotten land where a
fabled princess slept under a spell. He drew a deep
breath and raised his head proudly, knowing that his
eycs must be glinting the color of steel in the firelight.

“The princess,” he said, a trifle thickly.

The aged crone refilled his mug of ale, laughing deep
in her bony chest. “Aye, the princess that sleeps in the
tower. Waitin’ fer ye.”

It was dusk when Harrold reached the castle. Low
clouds had gathered over the mounteins to the east,
and a wind was blowing them swiftly overhead now.
Looking up at the battlements of Bieranthal Castle
with the dark clouds passing above them, Harrold imag-
ined he could feel the world turning, time passing, de-
cades and centuries settling like silt upon the castle
and grounds. For this was a very ancient place: the
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stones of the walls, scarred and weatherwomn, showed
that plainly, and the silence, broken only by the moan-
ing of the wind, seemed to echo the years.

Harrold lowered his gaze from the moving sky and
shook his head in an effort to clear it. He was still a bit
fuzzy from the hag’s ale, and the almost hypnotic ef-
fect of racing clouds low over the castle had numbed
him. But in a few moments he felt steadier, and he
walked his horse on through the open castle gate and
into the courtyard.

Here there was only dust and shadow. The heavy
door to what had been the smithy stood open and
swinging slowly in the wind. Deep ruts from waggon-
wheels led into the courtyard and disappeared in their
own profusion. Drifts of dust had blown up against the
west walls where fragments of market stalls lay. Har-
rold dismounted and tethered his horse in the de-
gerted stables, then walked around to the main gate to
the castle proper. He entered.

As he made his way through the dim, empty halls,
noting fallen hangings and overturned tables, he felt
his excitement mounting once more. The very deca-
dence of the place, the deserted, forlorn aspect of it,
touched the deepest wellsprings of ambition in him,
When he was acknowledged king of Bieranthal, he
would rebuild here. The halls and rooms would be
cleaned and hung once more with rich tapestries; the
facings of the outer walls would be repaired, the bat-
tlements inlaid with gold that would gleam proudly in
the sun. It woud be costly, of course, but no matter
—the peasants and tradesmen would pay the price, not
he. An advantage of being a penniless prince, he
thought, smiling—-he would not need to spend his per-
sonal fortune on things which were, after all, matters
of state. He had no personal fortune . . . except that
* which he would extract from his subjects.
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The little people of the world never realize how de-
pendent upon them we are, he thought. We're parasites,
sucking their blood to maintain ourselves. Then he
frowned, annoyed at his own simile. No, not parasites
. . . carnivores. The kings made by natural law . . .
feared by the weak, fed by the slow of foot and the
slow of mind.

Above him, in the tower, was the princess whose hand
would give him an unbreakable grip on the kingdom.

He reached the stairs leading to the high tower and
started to climb, marveling at the way everything had
proven to be exactly as the hag had described it. He
had begun, despite himself, to doubt her tale of sorcery
and his own destiny here, but as one detail after an-
other in her description of the castle proved true, the
chain of evidence grew stronger,

Besides, he could feel the air of magic himself, in
these halls and this stairwell in particular. This was the
path for which his whole life had been a preparation.

Four times he had to pause to catch his breath be-
fore he finally reached the chamber at the top of the
stairs. It was fully dark by now, so that he had to strike
a match to see his way. He saw an oaken door before
him, but it swung inward at his touch—and then he
saw the princess for the first time.

She lay on a canopied bed with silken hangings
drawn halfway back. Beyond her, across the dark room,
a window opened onto the night sky, so that she was
silhouetted against a wash of stars. He paused in the
doorway, awed at the unexpected intensity of the
beauty before him,

Then hesitantly he stepped forward, afraid suddenly
that at this last moment it would all prove unreal: that
when he drew back the silk hangings they would crum-
ble into dust at his touch, that when he saw her face
it would be a macabre skull that had lain here undis-
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turbed for centuries. But the hangings did not crumble
and when he sat beside her and looked upon her face
in the starlight it was as lovely as the hag had said.

Her hair was black, spread in soft waves on the pil-
low. Her skin was white as the stars themselves, and
her lips were full, red and inviting. He marveled at the
graceful perfection of her features, the delicate flare of
her nostrils, the serenity of her expression in sleep. As
though she were waiting for something she knew would
come . . . waiting for him. .

He removed his plumed hat and bent over her, won-
dering at her milk-white skin. She must have lain in
sleep for a very long time. But in a moment she would
waken and live again,

He kissed her.

And it was just as he had imagined it would be: her
cold, delicate lips trembling under his, her eyes flut-
tering open in wonderment, then her arms raising and
gently encircling his neck as their lips clung for & mo-
ment. Then he drew back a little and smiled, and
as she returned his smile he saw the incredibly sharp
little teeth that were suddenly reaching for his throat.
And she kept her arms around him for a long, long
time.
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If you like to watch old movies on Ilate-night TV, | hope
you don't get quite as carried away as does the heroine
of Robert Bloch’s mordant story below.
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When they broke into the apartment, they found her
sitting in front of the television set, watching an old
movie.

Peggy couldn’t understand why they made such a
fuss about that. She liked to watch old movies—the
Late Show, the Late Late Show, even the All Night
Show. That was really the best, because they generally
ran the horror pictures. Peggy tried to explain this to
them, but they kept prowling around the apartment,
looking at the dust on the furniture and the dirty sheets
on the unmade bed. Somebody said there was green
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mold on the dishes in the sink; it’s true she hadn’t both-
ered to wash them for quite a long time, but then she
simply hadn’t bothered to eat for several days, either.

It wasn’t as though she didn’t have any money; she
told them about the bank accounts. But shopping and
cooking and housekeeping was just too much trouble,
and besides, she really didn’t like going outside and
seeing all those people. So if she preferred watching
TV, that was her business, wasn’t it?

They just looked at each other and shook their heads
and made some phone calls. And then the ambulance
came, and they helped her dress. Helped her? They
practically forced her, and by the time she realized
where they were taking her it was too late.

At first they were very nice to her at the hosp1tal but
they kept asking those idiotic questions. When she said
she had no relatives or friends they wouldn’t believe
her, and when they checked and found out it was true
it only made things worse. Peggy got angry and said
she was going home, and it all ended with a hypo in
the arm.

There were Tots of hypos after that, and in between
times this Dr. Crane kept after her. He was one of the
heads of staff and at first Peggy liked him, but not
when he began to pry.

She tried to explain to him that she’d always been a
loner, even before her parents died. And she told him
there was no reason for her to work, with all that mon-
ey. Somehow, he got it out of her about how she used
to keep going to the movies, at least one every day,
only she liked horror pictures and of course there
weren’t quite that many, so after a while she just
watched them on TV. Because it was easier, and you
didn’t have to go home along dark streets after sceing
something frightening. At home she could lock herself
in, and as long as she had the television going she
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didn’t feel lonely. Besides, she could watch movies all
night, and this helped her insomnia. Sometimes the old
pictures were pretty gruesome and this made her nerv-
ous, but she felt more nervous when she didnt watch.
Because in the movies, no matter how horrible things
seemed for the heroine, she was always rescued in
the end. And that was better than the way things gen-
erally worked out in real life, wasn’t it?

Dr. Crane didn’t think so. And he wouldn’t let her
have any television in her room now, either. He kept
talking to Peggy about the need to face reality, and
the dangers of retreating into a fantasy world and iden-
tifying with frightened heroines. The way he made it
sound, you’d think she wanted to be menaced, wanted
to be killed, or even raped.

And when he started all that nonsense about a “nerv-
ous disorder” and told her about his plans for treat-
ment, Peggy knew she had to escape. Only she never
got a chance. Before she realized it, they had arranged
for the lobotomy.

Peggy knew what a lobotomy was, of course. And
she was afraid of it, because it meant tampering with
the brain. She remembered some mad doctor—Lionel
Atwill, or George ZuccoP—saying that by tampcring
with the secrets of the human brain one can change
reality. “There are some things we were not meant to
know,” he had whispered. But that, of course, was in a
movie. And Dr. Crane wasn’t mad. She was the mad
one. Or was she? He certainly looked insane—she kept
trying to break free after they strapped her down and
he came after her—she remembered the way every-
thing gleamed. His eyes, and the long needle. The long
needle, probing into her brain to change reality—

The funny thing was, when she woke up she felt
fine. “I'm like a different person, Doctor.”

And it was true. No more jitters; she was perfectly
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calm. And she wanted to eat, and she didn’t have in-
somnia, and she could dress herself and talk to the
nurses, even kid around with them. The big thing was
that she didnt worry about watching television any
more. She could scarcely remember any of those old
movies that had disturbed her. Peggy wasn't a bit dis-
turbed now. And even Dr. Crane knew it.

At the end of the second week he was willing to let
her go home. They had a little chat, and he compli-
mented her on how well she was doing, asked her about
her plans for the future. When Peggy admitted she
hadnt figured anything out yet, Dr. Crane suggested
she take a trip. She promised to think it over.

But it wasn’t until she got back to the apartment that
Peggy made up her mind. The place was a mess. The
moment she walked in she knew she couldn’t stand it.
All that dirt and grime and squalor—it was like a movie
set, really, with clothes scattered everywhere and dishes
piled in the sink. Peggy decided right then and there
she’d take a vacation. Around the world, maybe. Why
not? She had the money. And it would be interesting
to see the real things she’d seen represented on the
screen all these years.

So Peggy dissolved into a travel agency and mon-
taged into shopping and packing and faded out to Lon-
don.

Strange, she didn’t think of it in that way at the time.
But looking back, she began to realize that this is the
way things seemed to happen. She’d come to a de-
cision, or go somewhere and do something, and all of
a sudden she’d find herself in another setting—just like
in a movie, where they cut from scene to scene. When
she first became aware of it she was a little worried; per-
haps she was having blackouts. After all, her brain had
been tampered with. But there was nothing really
alarming about the little mental blanks. In a way they
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were very convenient, just like in the movies; you don't
particularly want to waste time watching the heroine
brush her teeth or pack her clothing or put on cosmetics.
The plot is the thing. That’s what’s real.

And everything was real, now. No more uncertainty.
Peggy could admit to herself that before the operation
there had been times when she wasn’t quite sure about
things; sometimes what she saw on the screen was
more convincing than the dull gray fog which seemed
to surround her in daily life.

But that was gone, now. Whatever that needle had
done, it had managed to pierce the fog. Everything
was very clear, very sharp and definite, like good black-
and-white camera work. And she herself felt so much
more capable and confident. She was well-dressed, well-
groomed, attractive again. The extras moved along the
streets in an orderly fashion and didn’t bother her. And
the bit-players spoke their lines crisply, performed their
functions, and got out of the scene. Odd that she
should think of them that way—they werent “bit-play-
ers” at all; just travel clerks and waiters and stewards
and then, at the hotel, bellboys and maids. They seemed
to fade in and out of the picture on cue. All smiles, like
in the early part of a good horror movie, where at first
everything seems bright and cheerful.

Paris was where things started to go wrong. This
guide—a sort of Eduardo Cianelli type, in fact he
looked to be an almost dead ringer for Cianelli as he
was many years ago—was showing her through the
Opera House. He happened to mention something
about the catcombs, and that rang a bell.

She thought about Erik. That was his name, Erik—
The Phantom of the Opera. He had lived in the cata-
combs underneath the Opera House. Of course, it was
only a picture, but she thought perhaps the guide
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would know about it end she mentioned Erik’s name
as a sort of joke. .

That's when the guide turned pale and began to
tremble. And then he ran. Just ran off and left her
standing there.

Peggy knew something was wrong, then. The scene
just seemed to dissolve—that part didn’t worry her, it
was another one of those temporary blackouts she was
getting used to—and when Peggy regained awareness,
she was in this bookstore asking a clerk about Gaston
Leroux.

And this was what frightened her. She remembered
distinctly that The Phantom of the Opera had been
written by Gaston Leroux, but here was this French
bookstore clerk telling her there was no such author.

That’s what they said when she called the library.
No such author—and no such book. Peggy opened her
mouth, but the scene was already dissolving. . . .

In Germany she rented a car, and she was enjoying
the scenery when she came to this burmed mill and
the ruins of the castle beyond. She knew where she
was, of course, but it couldn’t be—not until she got out
of the car, moved up to the great door, and in the wan-
ing sun of twilight, read the engraved legend on the
stone. Frankenstein.

There was a faint sound from behind the door, a
sound of muffled, dragging footsteps, moving closer.
Peggy screamed, and ran. . . .

Now she knew where she was running to. Perhaps
she’d find safety behind the Iron Curtain. Instead there
was another castle, and she heard the howling of a
wolf in the distance, saw the bat swoop from the shad-
ows as she fled.

And in an English library in Prague, Peggy searched
the volumes of literary biography. There was no listing
for Mary Wollstonecraft Shelley, none for Bram Stoker.
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Of course not. There wouldn't be, in a movie world,
because when the characters are real, their “authors” do
not exist.

Peggy remembered the way Larry Talbot had
changed before her eyes, metamorphizing into the howl-
ing wolf. She remembered the sly purr of the Count’s
voice, saying, “I do not drink—wine.” And she shud-
dered, and longed to be far away from the superstitious
peasantry who draped wolfbane outside their windows
at night. ‘

She needed the reassurance of sanity in an English-
speaking country. She’d go to London, see a doctor
immediately.

Then she remembered what was in London. Another
werewolf. And Mr. Hyde. And the Ripper. ...

Peggy fled through a fadeout, back to Paris. She
found the name of a psychiatrist, made her appoint-
ment. She was perfectly prepared to face her problem
now, perfectly prepared to face reality.

But she was not prepared to face the baldheaded
little man with the sinister accent and the bulging eyes.
She knew him—Dr. Gogol, in Mad Love. She also knew
Peter Lorre had passed on, knew Mad Love was only
a movie, made the year she was born. But that was in
another country, and besides, the wench was dead.

The wench was dead, but Peggy was alive. “I am a
stranger and afraid, in a world I never made.” Or had
she made this world? She wasn’t sure. All she knew was
that she had to escape.

* Where? It couldn’t be Egypt, because that’s where he
would be—the wrinkled, hideous image of the Mummy
superimposed itself momentarily., The Orient? What
about Fu Manchu?

~ Back to America, then? Home is where the heart is—
but there’d be a knife waiting for that heart when the
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shower-curtains were ripped aside and the creature of
Psycho screamed and slashed. . . .

Somehow she managed to remember a haven, bom
in other films. The South Seas—Dorothy Lamour, Jon
Hall, the friendly natives in the tropical paradise. There
was escape.

Peggy boarded the ship in Marseilles. It was a tramp
steamer but the cast—crew, rather—was reassuringly
small. At first she spent most of her time below deck,
huddled in her berth. Oddly enough, it was getting to
be like it had been before. Before the operation, that
is, before the needle bit into her brain, twisting it, or
distorting the world. Changing reality, as Lionel At-
will had put it. She should have listened to them—At-
will, Zucco, Basil Rathbone, Edward Van Sloan, John
Carradine. They may have been a little mad, but they
were good doctors, dedicated scientists. They meant
well. “There are some things we were not meant to
know.”

When they reached the tropics, Peggy felt much bet-
ter. She regained her appetite, prowled the deck, went
into the galley and joked with the Chinese cook. The
crew seemed aloof, but they all treated her with the
greatest respect. She began to realize she’d done the
right thing—this was escape. And the warm scent of
tropic nights beguiled her. From now on, this would
be her life: drifting through nameless, uncharted seas,
safe from the role of heroine with all its haunting and
horror. '

It was hard to believe she’d been so frightened.
There were no Phantoms, no Werewolves in this world.
Perhaps she didn’t need a doctor. She was facing real-
ity, and it was pleasant enough. There were no movies
here, no television; her fears were all part of a long-
forgotten nightmare,

One evening, after dinner, Peggy returned to her
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cabin with something nagging at the back of her brain,
The Captain had put in one of his infrequent appear-
ances at the table, and he kept looking at her all through
the meal. Something about the way he squinted at
her was disturbing. Those little pig-eyes of his reminded
her of someone. Noah Beery? Stanley Fields?

She kept trying to remember, and at the same time
she was dozing off. Dozing off much too quickly. Had
her food been drugged?

Peggy tried to sit up. Through the porthole she caught
a reeling glimpse of land beyond, but then everything
began to whirl and it was too late. . ..

When she awoke she was already on the island, and
the woolly-headed savages were dragging her through
the gate, howling and waving their spears.

They tied her and left her and then Peggy heard
the chanting. She looked up and saw the huge shadow.
Then she knew where she was and what it was, and
she screamed.

Even over her own screams she could hear the na-
tives chanting, just one word, over and over again. It
sounded like “Kong.”
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Jorge Luis Borges, whose literary reputation continues
to soar, has one of those fascinating minds that make
reading a story by him something more personal than
reading most stories, even good ones: in the midst of
every Borges story is the personality of Borges himself,
speculating with minute logic on questions of percep-
tion and reality. A recent interview told the story of how
Borges, who lives in the north of Buenos Aires, took a
cab to the National Museum in the south of the city;
the cab driver peered at him for a while and finally
asked, “Are you Borges?’ Borges said, “More or less.”
If anyone else had made that reply he’d have been joking.

FUNES THE MEMORIOUS

Jorge Luis Borges

I remember him (I have no right to utter this sacred
verb; only one man on earth had that right and he is
dead) with a dark passion flower in his hand, seeing it
as no one has ever seen it, though he might look at it
from the twilight of dawn till that of evening, a whole
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lifetime. I remember him, with his face taciturn and
Indian-like and singularly remote, behind the cigarette.
I remember (I think) his angular, leather-braiding
hands. I remember near those hands a maté gourd
bearing the Uruguayan coat of arms; I remember a yel-
low screen with a vague lake landscape in the window
of his house. I clearly remember his voice: the slow,
resentful, nasal voice of the old-time dweller of the sub-
urbs, without the Italian sibilants we have today. I
never saw him more than three times; the last was in
1887. . . . I find it very satisfactory that all those who
knew him should write about him; my testimony will
perhaps be the shortest and no doubt the poorest, but
not the most impartial in the volume you will edit. My
deplorable status as an Argentine will prevent me from
indulging in a dithyramb, an obligatory genre in Uru-
guay whenever the subject is an Uruguayan. Highbrow,
city slicker, dude: Funes never spoke these injurious
words, but I am sufficiently certain I represented for
him those misfortunes. Pedro Leandro Ipuche has writ-
ten that Funes was a precursor of the supermen, “a
vernacular and rustic Zarathustra”; I shall not debate the
point, but one should not forget that he was also a kid
from Fray Bentos, with certain incurable limitations.

My first memory of Funes is very perspicuous. I
can see him on an afternoon in March or February of
the year 1884. My father, that year, had taken me to
spend the summer in Fray Bentos. I was returning from
the San Francisco ranch with my cousin Bernardo Ha-
edo. We were singing as we rode along and being on
horseback was not the only circumstance determining
my happiness. After a sultry day, an enormous slate-
colored storm had hidden the sky. It was urged on by
a southern wind, the trees were already going wild; I
was afraid (I was hopeful) that the elemental rain
would take us by surprise in the open. We were run-
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ning a kind of race with the storm. We entered an al-
leyway that sank down between two very high brick
sidewalks. It had suddenly got dark; I heard some
rapid and almost secret footsteps up above; I raised my
eyes and saw a boy running along the narrow and
broken path as if it were a narrow and broken wall. 1
remember his baggy gaucho trousers, his rope-soled
shoes, I remember the cigarette in his hard face, against
the now limitless storm cloud. Bernardo cried to him
unexpectedly: “What time is it, Ireneo?” Without con-
sulting the sky, without stopping, he replied: “It's four
minutes to eight, young Bernardo Juan Francisco.” His
voice was shrill, mocking.

I am so unperceptive that the dialogue I have just
related would not have attracted my attention had it
not been stressed by my cousin, who (I believe) was
prompted by a certain local pride and the desire to show
that he was indifferent to the other’s tripartite reply.

He told me the fellow in the alleyway was one Ireneo
Funes, known for certain peculiarities such as avoiding
contact with people and always knowing what time
it was, like a clock. He added that he was the son of
the ironing woman in town, Maria Clementina Funes,
and that some people said his father was a doctor at
the meat packers, an Englishman by the name of O’Con-
nor, and others that he was a horse tamer or scout from
the Salto district. He lived with his mother, around the
corner from the Laureles house.

During the years eighty-five and eighty-six we spent
the summer in Montevideo. In eighty-seven I returned
to Fray Bentos. I asked, as was natural, about all my
acquaintances and, finally, about the “chronometrical”
Funes. I was told he had been thrown by a half-tamed
horse on the San Francisco ranch and was left hope-
lessly paralyzed. I remember the sensation of uneasy
magic the news produced in me: the only time I had
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seen him, we were returning from San Francisco on
horseback and he was running along a high place; this
fact, told me by my cousin Bernardo, had much of the
quality of a dream made up of previous elements. I
was told he never moved from his cot, with his eyes
fixed on the fig tree in the back or on a spider web.
In the afternoons, he would let himself be brought out
to the window. He carried his pride to the point of act-
ing as if the blow that had felled him were beneficial. . . .
Twice I saw him behind the iron grating of the win-
dow, which harshly emphasized his condition as a per-
petual prisoner: once, motionless, with his eyes closed;
another time, again motionless, absorbed in the con-
templation of a fragrant sprig of santonica.

Not without a certain vaingloriousness, I had begun
at that time my methodical study of Latin. My valise
contained the De viris illustribus of Lhomond, Quich-
erat’s Thesaurus, the commentaries of Julius Caesar
and an odd volume of Pliny’s Naturalis historia, which
then exceeded (and still exceeds) my moderate virtues
as a Latinist. Everything becomes public in a small
town; Ireneo, in his house on the outskirts, did not take
long to learn of the arrival of these anomalous books.
He sent me a flowery and ceremonious letter in which
he recalled our encounter, unfortunately brief, “on the
seventh day of February of the year 1884,” praised the
glorious services my uncle Gregorio Haedo, deceased
that same year, “had rendered to our two nations in the
valiant battle of Ituzaingé” and requested the loan of
any one of my volumes, accompanied by a dictionary
“for the proper intelligence of the original text, for I
am as yet ignorant of Latin” He promised to return
them to me in good condition, amost immediately. His
handwriting was perfect, very sharply outlined; his or-
thography, of the type favored by Andrés Bello: i for y,
i for g. At first I naturally feared a joke. My cousins as-
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sured me that was not the case, that these were pecu-
liarities of Irenco. I did not know whether to attribute
to insolence, ignorance or stupidity the idea that the
arduous Latin tongue should require no other instru-
ment than a dictionary; to disillusion him fully, I sent
him the Gradus od Parnassum of Quicherat and the
work by Pliny.

On the fourteenth of February, I received a telegram
from Buenos Aires saying I should return immediately,
because my father was “not at all well.” May God for-
give me; the prestige of beinig the recipient of an ur-
gent telegram, the desire to communicate to all Fray
Bentos the contradiction between the negative form of
the message and the peremptory adverb, the tempta-
tion to dramatize my suffering, affecting a virile stoi-
cism, perhaps distracted me from all possibility of real
sorrow. When I packed my valise, I noticed the Gradus
and the first volume of the Naturalis historia were miss-
ing. The Saturn was sailing the next day, in the morn-
ing; that night, after supper, I headed towards Funes’
house. I was astonished to find the evening no less
oppressive than the day had been.

At the respectable little house, Funes’ mother opened
the door for me.

She told me Ireneo was in the back room and I
should not be surprised to find him in the dark, be-
cause he knew how to pass the idle hours without light-
ing the candle. I crossed the tile patio, the little pas-
sageway; I reached the second patio. There was a grape
arbor; the darkness seemed complete to me. I sudden-
ly heard Ireneo’s high-pitched, mocking voice. His voice
was speaking in Latin; his voice (which came from the
darkness) was articulating with morose delight a speech
or prayer or incantation. The Roman syllables re-
sounded in the earthen patio; my fear took them to
be indecipherable, interminable; afterwards, in the enor-
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mous dialogue of that night, I leamned they formed
the first paragraph of the twenty-fourth chapter of
the seventh book of the Naturalis historia. The subject
of that chapter is memory; the last words were ut nihil
non iisdem verbis redderetur auditum.

Without the slighest change of voice, Ireneo told me
to come in. He was on his cot, smoking. It seems to me
I did not see his face until dawn; I believe I recall
the intermittent glow of his cigarette. The room smelled
vaguely of dampness. I sat down; I repeated the story
about the telegram and my father’s illness.

I now arrive at the most difficult point in my story.
This story (it is well the reader know it by now) has
no other plot than that dialogue which took place half
a century ago. I shall not try to reproduce the words,
which are now irrecoverable. I prefer to summarize
with veracity the many things Ireneo told me. The in-
direct style is remote and weak; I know I am sacrific-
ing the efficacy of my narrative; my readers should
imagine for themselves the hesitant periods which over-
whelmed me that night.

Ireneo began by enumerating, in Latin and in Span-
ish, the cases of prodigious memory recorded in the
Naturalis historia: Cyrus, king of the Persians, who
could call every soldier in his armies by name; Mith-
ridates Eupator, who administered the law in the twen-
ty-two languages of his empire; Simonides, inventor of
the science of mnemonics; Metrodorus, who practiced
the art of faithfully repeating what he had heard only
once. In obvious good faith, Ireneo was amazed that
such cases be considered amazing. He told me that
before that rainy afternoon when the blue-gray horse
threw him, he had been what all humans are: blind,
deaf, addlebrained, absent-minded. (I tried to remind
him of his exact perception of time, his memory for
proper names; he paid no attention to me.) For nine-
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teen years he had lived as one in a dream: he looked
without seeing, listened without hearing, forgetting ev-
erything, almost everything. When he fell, he became
unconscious; when he came to, the present was almost
intolerable in its richness and sharpness, as were his
most distant and trivial memories. Somewhat later he
learned that he was paralyzed. The fact scarcely in-
terested him. He reasoned (he felt) that his immobility
was a2 minimum price to pay. Now his perception and
his memory were infallible,

We, at one glance, can perceive three glasses on a
table; Funes, all the leaves and tendrils and fruit that
make up a grape vine. He knew by heart the forms of
the southern clouds at dawn on the 30th of April, 1882,
and could compare them in his memory with the mot-
tled streaks on a book in Spanish binding he had only
seen once and with the outlines of the foam raised by
an oar in the Rio Negro the night before the Quebracho
uprising. These memories were not simple ones; each
visual] image was linked to muscular sensations, thermal
sensations, etc. He could reconstruct all his dreams,
all his half-dreams. Two or three times he had recon-
structed a whole day; he never hesitated, but each re-
construction had required a whole day. He told me:
“I alone have more memories than all mankind has
probably had since the world has been the world.” And
again: “My dreams are like you people’s waking hours.”
And again, toward dawn: “My memory, sir, is like a
garbage heap.” A circle drawn on a blackboard, a right
triangle, a lozenge—all these are forms we can fully
and intuitively grasp; Ireneo could do the same with
the stormy mane of a pony, with a herd of cattle on a
hill, with the changing fire and its innumerable ashes,
with the many faces of a dead man throughout a long
wake. I don’t know how many stars he could see in the

sky.

203



FUNES THE MEMORIOUS

These things he told me; neither then nor later have
I ever placed them in doubt. In those days there were
no cinemas or phonographs; nevertheless, it is odd and
even incredible that no one ever performed an experi-
ment with Funes. The truth is that we live out our lives
putting off all that can be put off; perhaps we all know
deep down that we are immortal and that sooner or
later all men will do and know all things.

Out of the darkness, Funes’ voice went on talking
to me.

He told me that in 1886 he had invented an original
system of numbering and that in a very few days he
had gone beyond the twenty-four-thousand mark. He
had not written it down, since anything he thought of
once would never be lost to him. His first stimulus was,
I think, his discomfort at the fact that the famous
thirty-three gauchos of Uruguayan history should re-
quire two signs and two words, in place of a single
word and a single sign. He then applied this absurd
principle to the other numbers. In place of seven thou-
sand thirteen, he would say (for example) Mdximo
Pérez; in place of seven thousand fourteen, The Rail-
road; other numbers were Luis Melidn Lafinur, Olimar,
sulphur, the reins, the whale, the gas, the caldron,
Napoleon, Agustin de Vedia. In place of five hundred,
he would say nine. Each word had a particular sign, a
kind of mark; the last in the series were very compli-
cated. . . . I tried to explain to him that this rhapsody of
incoherent terms was precisely the opposite of a system
of numbers. I told him that saying 365 meant saying
three hundreds, six tens, five ones, an analysis which is
not found in the “numbers” The Negro Timoteo or meat
blanket. Funes did not understand me or refused to
understand me.

Locke, in the seventeenth century, postulated (and
rejected) an impossible language in which each in-

204



JORGE LOUIS BORGES

dividual thing, each stone, each bird and each branch,
would have its own name; Funes once projected an
analogous language, but discarded it because it seemed
too general to him, too ambiguous. In fact, Funes re-
membered not only every leaf of every tree of every
wood, but also every one of the times he had per-
ceived or imagined it. He decided to reduce each of
his past days to some seventy thousand memories, which
would then be defined by means of ciphers. He was
dissuaded from this by two considerations: his aware-
ness that the task was interminable, his awareness that
it was useless. He thought that by the hour of his death
he would not even have finished classifying all the
memories of his childhood.

The two projects I have indicated (an infinite vo-
cabulary for the natural series of numbers, a useless
mental catalogue of all the images of his memory) are
senseless, but they betray a certain stammering gran-
deur. They permit us to glimpse or infer the nature of
Funes’ vertiginous world. He was, let us not forget, al-
most incapable of ideas of a general, Platonic sort. Not
only was it difficult for him to comprehend that the
generic symbol dog embraces so many unlike individuals
of diverse size and form; it bothered him that the dog
at three fourteen (seen from the side) should have
the same name as the dog at three fifteen (seen from
the front). His own face in the mirror, his own hands,
surprised him every time he saw them. Swift relates
that the emperor of Lilliput could discern the move-
ment of the minute hand; Funes could continuously
discern the tranquil advances of corruption, of decay,
of fatigne. He could note the progress of death, of
dampness. He was the solitary and lucid spectator of
a multiform, instantaneous and almost intolerably pre-
cise world. Babylon, London and New York have over-
whelmed with their ferocious splendor the imagina-
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tions of men; no one, in their populous towers or their
urgent avenues, has felt the heat and pressure of a re-
ality as indefatigable as that which day and night con-
verged upon the hapless Ireneo, in his poor South
American suburb. It was very difficult for him to sleep.
To sleep is to turn one’s mind from the world; Funes,
lying on his back on his cot in the shadows, could
imagine every crevice and every molding in the sharp-
ly defined houses surrounding him. (I repeat that the
least important of his memories was more minute and
more vivid than our perception of physical pleasure or
physical torment.) Towards the east, along a stretch
not yet divided into blocks, there were new houses, un-
known to Funes. He imaged them to be black, compact,
made of homogeneous darkness; in that direction he
would turn his face in order to sleep. He would also
imagine himself at the bottom of the river, rocked and
annihilated by the current.

With no effort, he had learned English, French, Por-
tuguese and Latin. I suspect, however, that he was not
very capable of thought. To think is to forget differ-
ences, generalize, make abstractions. In the teeming
world of Funes, there were only details, almost im-
mediate in their presence.

The wary light of dawn entered the earthen patio.

Then I saw the face belonging to the voice that had
spoken all night long. Ireneo was nineteen years old;
he had been born in 1868; he seemed to me as monu-
mental as bronze, more ancient than Egypt, older than
the prophecies and the pyramids. I thought that each
of my words (that each of my movements) would per-
sist in bis implacable memory; I was benumbed by the
fear of multiplying usecless gestures.

Ireneo Funes died in 1889, of congestion of the lungs.

Translated by
James E. Irby
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J. G. Ballard is probably the most controversial writer
in the fantasy field, primarily for short stories like The
Assassination of John F. Kennedy Considered as a Down-
hill Motor Race and Why | Want to Fuck Ronald Reagan,
stories that are actually much more unusual than even their
titles. The present story is considerably more traditional
in form and style, though Ballard’s imagination is by no
means lacking here: this is about clothes that are alive and
react to stimuli from the bodies wearing them . . . and
sometimes, if they’re moody, to other stimuli as well.
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At midnight I heard music playing from the aban-
doned nightclub among the dunes at Lagoon West.
Each evening the frayed melody had wakened me as
I slept in my villa above the beach. As it started once
again I stepped from the balcony onto the warm sand
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and walked along the shore. In the darkness the beach-
combers stood by the tideline, listening to the music
carried towards them on the thermal rollers. My torch
lit up the broken bottles and hypodermic vials at their
feet. Wearing their dead motley, they waited in the
dim air like faded clowns.

The nightclub had been deserted since the previous
summer, its white walls covered by the dunes. The
clouded letters of a neon sign tilted over the open-air
bar. The music came from a record-player on the stage,
a foxtrot I had forgotten years before. Through the
sand-strewn tables walked a young woman with coral-
line hair, crooning to herself as she gestured with jew-
eled hands to the rhythm of his antique theme. Her
downward eyes and reflective step, like those of a pen-
sive child, made me guess that she was sleepwalking,
drawn to this abandoned nightclub from one of the
mansions along the shore.

Beside me, near the derelict bar, stood one of the
beachcombers. His dead clothes hung on his muscular
body like the husk of some violated fruit. The oil on
his dark chest lit up his drug-filled eyes, giving his
broken face a moment of lucid calm. As the young
woman danced by herself in her black nightgown he
stepped forward and took her arms. Together they cir-
cled the wooden floor, her jeweled hand on his scarred
shoulder. When the record ended she turned from him,
her face devoid of expression, and walked among the
tables into the darkness.

Who was my beautiful neighbor, moving with the
certainty of a sleepwalker, who danced each evening
with the beachcombers at the deserted nightclub? As
I drove into Vermilion Sands the following morning I
peered into the villas along the shore in the hope of
seeing her again, but the beach was a zone of late-
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risers still asleep under their sealed awnings. The season
at Vermilion Sands was now in full swing. Tourists
filled the cafe terraces and the curio shops selling sing-
ing flowers and sonic sculpture. After two or three hec-
tic weeks at festivals devoted to everything from non-
aural music to erotic food, most of them would jettison
their purchases from their car windows as they sped
back to the safety of Red Beach. Running to seed in
the sand-reefs on the fringes of Vermilion Sands, the
singing flowers and sculpture formed the unique flora
of the landscape, an island ringed by strange sounds.

My own boutique, “Topless in Gaza,” which special-
ized in bio-fabric fashions, I had opened two years
earlier. When I reached the arcade near Beach Drive
at eleven o’clock that morning a small crowd was al-
ready peering through the window, fascinated by the
Op Art patterns unfurling as the model gowns on dis-
play flexed and arched themselves in the morning sun-
light. My partner, Georges Conte, his art nouveau eye-
patch raised over his left eye, was settling an electric-
yellow beach robe onto its stand. For some reason the
fabric was unusually skittish, clinging to him like a
neurotic dowager. Gripping the wrists with one hand,
Georges forced it onto its stand, then stepped back be-
fore it could clutch at him again. The robe switched ir-
ritably from side to side, the fabric pulsing like an in-
flamed sun.

As I entered the shop I could see it was going to be
one of our more difficult days. Usually I arrived to find
the gowns and robes purring on their hangers like the
drowsy inmates of some exquisite arboreal zoo. Today
something had disturbed them. The racks of model
dresses were seething, their patterns livid and dis-
cordant. Whenever they touched, the fabrics recoiled
from each other like raw membranes. The beach-clothes
were in an equal state of unrest, the bandanas and
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sun-suits throwing off eye-jarring patterns like exhibits
in some demented kinetic art.

Hands raised in a gesture of heroic despair, Georges
Conte came over to me. His white silk suit glimmered
like a bilious rainbow. Even my own mauve day-shirt
was unsettled, its seams beginning to shred and um-
ravel.

“Georges, what's happening? The whole place is in
uproar!”

“Mr. Samson, I wash my hands of them! Sheer tem-
perament, they’re impossible to deal with!”

He looked down at his dappled sleeve, and tried to
flick away the livid colors with a manicured hand. Up-
set by the disturbed atmosphere, his suit was expand-
ing and contracting in irregular pulses, pulling across
his chest like the fibers of a diseased heart. With a burst
of exasperation he picked one of the model gowns
from its rack and shook it angrily. “Quiet!” he shouted,
like an impresario calling an unruly chorus line to or-
der. “Is this “Topless in Gaza’ or a demonic zoo?”

In the two years that I had known him Georges had
always referred to the dresses and gowms as if they
were a troupe of human performers. The more expensive
and sensitive fabrics bred from the oldest pedigree
stocks he would treat with the charm and savoir faire
he might have reserved for a temperamental duchess.
At the opposite extreme, the flamboyant Op Art beach-
wear he handled with the cavalier charm he displayed
to the teenage beauties who often strayed by accident
into the boutique.

Sometimes I wondered if for Georges the gowns and
suits were more alive than their purchasers. I suspected
that he regarded the eventual wearers as little more
than animated check books whose sole function was to
feed and exercise the exquisite creatures he placed
upon their backs. Certainly a careless or offhand cus-
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tomer who made the mistake of trying to climb into a
wrong fitting or, even worse, was endowed with a fig-
ure of less than Dietrich-like proportions, would re-
ceive brusque treatment from Georges and be directed
with the shot of a lace cuff to the inert-wear shops in
the town’s amusement park.

This, of course, was a particularly bitter jibe. No one,
with the exception of a few eccentrics or beachcombers,
any longer wore inert clothing. The only widely wom
inert garment was the shroud, and even here most fash-
ionable people would not be seen dead in one. (How-
ever, the macabre spectacle of the strange grave-flora
springing from cracked tombs, like the nightmare col-
lection of some Quant or Dior of the netherworld, had
soon put an end to all forms of bio-fabric coffin-wear
and firmly established the principle: “Naked we came
into this world, naked we leave it.”)

Georges’s devotion had been largely responsible for
the success and select clientele of the boutique, and
I was only too glad to indulge his whimsical belief in
the individual personality of each gown and dress. His
slim fingers could coax a hemline to shorten itself with-
in seconds instead of hours, take in a pleat or enlarge
a gusset almost before the customer could sign her
check. A particularly exotic gown, unsettled by being
worn for the first time or upset by the clammy contact
of human skin, would be soothed and consoled by
Georges as he patted it into place around its owner’s
body, his gentle hands caressing the nervous tissues
around the unfamiliar contours of hip and bust.

Today, however, his charm and expertise had failed
him. The racks of gowns itched and quivered, their col-
ors running into blurred pools. One drawback of bio-
fabrics is their extreme sensitivity. Bred originally from
the gene-stocks of delicate wisterias and mimosas, the
woven yarns have brought with them something of the
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vine’s remarkable response to atmosphere and touch.
The sudden movement of someone nearby, let alone of
the wearer, brings an immediate reply from the nerve-
like tissues. A dress can change its color and texture in
a few seconds, becoming more decollete at the approach
of an eager admirer, more formal at a chance meeting
with a bank manager.

This sensitivity to mood explains the real popularity
of bio-fabrics. Clothes are no longer made from dead
fibers of fixed color and texture that can approximate
only crudely to the vagrant human figure, but from liv--
ing tissues that adapt themselves to the contours and
personality of the wearer. Other advantages are the con-
tinued growth of the materials, fed by the body odors
and perspiration of the wearer, and sweet liqueurs dis-
tilled from her own pores, and the constant renewal of
the fibers, repairing any faults or ladders and eliminat-
ing the need for washing.

However, as 1 walked around the shop that morning
I reflected that these immense advantages had been
bought at a price. For some reason we had accumu-
lated a particularly temperamental collection. Cases
had been reported of sudden panics caused by the back-
firing of an engine, in which an entire stock of model
gowns had destroyed themselves in a paroxysm of vio-
lence, converting themselves in a few seconds into what
looked like a collection of boiled hats.

I was about to suggest to Georges that we close the
shop for the morning when I noticed that the first
customer of the day had already arrived. Partly con-
cealed by the racks of beach wear, I could only see an
elegantly groomed face veiled by a white-brimmed hat.
Near the doorway a young chauffeur waited in the sun-
light, surveying the tourists with a bored glance.

At first I was annoyed that a wealthy customer should
arrive at the very moment when our stock was restive—
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I still remembered with a shudder the bikini of nervous
weave that shed itself around its owner’s ankles as she
stood on the high diving-board above the crowded pool
at the Neptune Hotel. I turned to ask Georges to use all
his tact to get her to leave.

For once, however, he had lost his aplomb. Leaning
forwards from the waist, eyes focused myopically, he
was gazing at our customer like a seedy voyeur of the
boulevards starstruck by some sub-teen nymphet.

“Georges! Pull yourself together] Do you know her?”

He glanced at me with blank eyes. “What?” Already
his suit had begun to smooth itself into a glass-like mir-
ror, his invariable response when faced with a beautiful
woman. He murmured: “Miss Channing.”

“Who?”

“Raine Channing. . . .” he repeated. “Before your
time, Mr. Samson, before anyone’s time. . ..”

I let him walk past me, hands outstretched in the at-
titude of Parsifal approaching the Holy Grail. Certain-
ly I remembered her, sometime international model
and epitome of eternal youthfulness, with her melan-
choly gamin face recreated by a dozen plastic surgeries.
Raine Channing was a macabre relic of the 1970s and
its teenage cult. Where, in the past, elderly screen ac-
tresses had resorted to plastic surgery to lift a sagging
cheek or erase a telltale wrinkle, in the case of Raine
Channing a young model in her early twenties had sur-
rendered her face to the scalpel and needle in order
to recapture the child-like bloom of a teenage ingenue.
As many as a dozen times she had gone back to the
operating theater, emerging swathed in bandages that
were rolled back before the arc-lights to reveal a frozen
teenage mask. In her grim way, perhaps she had helped
to kill this lunatic cult. For some years now she had
been out of the public eye, and I remembered only a
few months beforehand reading about the death of her
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confidante and impresario, the brilliant young couturier
and designer of the first bio-fabric fashions, Gavin Kai-
ser.

Although now in her late twenties, Raine Channing
still preserved her child-like appearance, this strange
montage of adolescent faces superimposed on her mel-
ancholy eyes. In her gaze she carried the latent suicide
of Marilyn Monroe. As she spoke to Georges in her low
voice I realized where I had seen her: dancing with the
beachcombers in the deserted nightclub at Lagoon
West.

When I bought the boutique the faded fashion maga-
zines had been filled with her photographs . ... Raine
with her wounded eyes, looking out above the band-
ages around her remade cheeks, or wearing the latest
bio-fabric creation at some exclusive discotheque, smil-
ing into Kaiser’s handsome gangster face. In many ways
the relationship between Raine Channing and this 25-
year-old genius of the fashion houses summed up a
whole disastrous epoch, of which Raine’s mutilated face
was a forgotten shrine. One day soon, before she reached
the age of thirty, even that face would dissolve.

However, as she visited our boutique this grim pros-
pect seemed a long way distant. Georges was delighted
to see her, at last meeting on equal terms one of the
too-bright luminaries of his apprenticeship. Without a
thought for our disturbed stock, he opened the win-
dows and display cases. Curiously, everything had
quietened, the gowns stirring gently on their hangers
like docile birds.

I waited for Georges to enjoy his moment of reminis-
cence, and then introduced myself.

“You've calmed everything down,” I congratulated
her. “They must like you.”

She drew her white fox collar around herself, rub-
bing her cheek against it. The fur slid around her
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neck and shoulders, nestling her in its caress. “I hope
50,” she said. “Do you know, though, a few months ago
I hated them. I really wanted everyone in the world
to go naked, so that all the clothes would die.” She
laughed at this. “Now I've got to look for a whole new
wardrobe.”

“We're delighted you've started here, Miss Channing,.
Are you staying long in Vermilion Sands?”

“A little while. I first came here a long time ago,
Mr. Samson. Nothing in Vermilion Sands ever changes,
have you noticed? It’s a good place to come back to.”

We walked along the displays of gowns. Now and
then she would reach out to stroke one of the fabrics,
her white hand like a child’s. As she opened her coat a
sonic jewel, like a crystal rose, emitted its miniature
music between her breasts. Velvet playtoys nestled like
_voles around her wrists. Altogether she seemed to be
concealed in this living play-nest like some bizarre in-
fant Venus.

What was it, though, about Raine Channing that so
held me? As Georges helped her select a brilliant pastel
gown, the other dresses murmuring on the chairs around
her, it occurred to me that Raine Chapning resem-
bled a child-Eve in a couture Eden, life springing from
her touch. Then I remembered her dancing with the
beachcombers in the deserted nightclub at Lagoon
West.

While the young chauffeur carried out her purchases
I said: “I saw you last night. At the nightclub by the
beach.”

For the first time she looked directly into my face,
her eyes alert and adult above the white adolescent
mask. “I live nearby, in one of the houses along the
lake. There was music playing and people dancing.”

As the chauffeur opened the door of the car for her
I saw that the seats were filled with playtoys and sonic
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jewels. They drove off together like adults playing at
children.

Two days later I heard music coming again from the
abandoned nightclub. As I sat on the veranda in the
evening this faint night-music began, the dry metallic
sounds muffled by the powdery air. I walked along the
shore through the darkness. The beachcombers had
gone, but Raine Channing wandered through the tables
of the nightclub, her white gown drawing empty sig-
natures in the sand.

A sand-yacht was beached in the shallows. Beside it
a bare-chested young man watched with hands on hips.
His powerful thighs stood out under his white shorts in
the darkness, the thermal surf breaking the dust into
ripples around his feet. With his broad face and
smashed Michelangelesque nose he resembled some dark
beach angel. He waited as I approached, then stepped
forward and walked across me, almost brushing my shoul-
der. The oil on his back reflected the distant lights of
Vermilion Sands as he moved among the dunes toward
the nightclub.

‘After this strange rendezvous I assumed that we
would see no more of Raine Channing, but the next
morning when I arrived at the shop in Vermilion Sands
I found Georges waiting nervously by the door.

“Mr, Samson, I tried to telephone you—Miss Chan-
ning’s secretary has been calling, everything she bought
has gone berserkl Nothing fits, three of the gowns are
growing out of weave—"

I managed to calm him down, then spoke to Raine’s
secretary, a tart-toned Frenchwoman who sharply in-
formed me that the entire wardrobe of two evening
gowns, a cocktail dress and three day suits which Raine
had purchased from “Topless in Gaza” had run to seed.
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Why this should have happened she had no idea. “How-
ever, Mr. Samson, I suggest you drive out immediately
to Miss Chanmngs residence and either replace each
item or reimburse the total purchase price of six thou-
sand dollars. The alternative—"

“Mlle. Fournier,” I insisted stiffly with what little
pride I could muster, “there is no alternative.”

Before I left, Georges brought out with elaborate
care a cyclamen sports-suit in a shantung bio-fabric
which he had ordered for one of our millionaire cus-
tomers.

“For my good name, Mr. Samson, if not for yours—
at moments such as these one should show the flag.”

The suit clung to me like a willowy, lace-covered
cobra, shaping itself to my chest and legs. Its colors
glowed and rippled as it explored the contours of my
body. As I walked out to my car people turned to look
at this exquisite gliding snakeskin.

Five minutes after our arrival at Raine Channing’s vil-
la it had quieted down considerably, hanging from my
shoulders like a wounded flower. The atmosphere at
the villa seemed set for disaster. The'young chauffeur
who took my car whipped it away with a snarl of tires,
his eyes moving across my face like razors. Mlle. Four-
nier greeted me with a peremptory nod. A sharp-faced
Frenchwoman of about forty, she wore a witch-like
black dress that seethed around her angular shoulders
like a shrike.

“An entire wardrobe ruined, Mr. Samson! Not only
, your own gowns, but priceless originals from Paris this
season. We are out of our minds here!”

I did my best to calm her. One danger with bio-
fabrics is that they are prone to stampede. Moments
of domestic crisis, a cry of anger or even a door’s slam,
can sct off a paroxysm of self-destruction. My own suit
was already wilting under Mlle. Fournier’s baleful eye.
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As we went up the staircase I smoothed the ruffled
velvet of the curtains, settling them into their niches.
“Perhaps they’re not being worn enough,” I temporized.
“These fabrics do need human contact.”

Mlle. Fournier gave me a surprisingly arch glance.
We entered a suite on the top floor. Beyond the shaded
windows was a verd-antique terrace, the painted sur-
face of the sand-lake below it. Mile. Fournier gestured
at the open wardrobes in the large dressing-room. “Hu-
man contact? Precisely, Mr. Samson.”

Everywhere there was uproar. Gowns were strewn
across the facing chesterfields. Several had lost all col-
or and lay blanched and inert. Others had felted and
died, their edges curled and blackened like dead banana
skins. Two evening dresses draped over the escritoire
had run rogue, their threads interlocking in a macabre
embrace. In the wardrobes the racks of gowns hung in
restive files, colors pulsing like demented suns.

As we watched I sensed that they were uneasily set-
tling themselves after some emotional outburst earlier
that morning. “Someone’s been whipping them into a
frenzy,” I told Mlle. Fournier. “Doesn’t Miss Channing
realize one can’t play the temperamental fool near these
fabrics?”

She gripped my arm, a barbed finger raised to my
lips. “Mr. Samson! We all have our difficulties. Just do
what you can. Your fee will be paid immediately.”

When she was gone I moved along the racks and
laid out the more damaged dresses. The others I spaced
out, soothing the disturbed fabrics until they relaxed
and annealed themselves.

I was hunting through the wardrobes in the bedroom
next door when I made a curious discovery. Packed
behind the sliding doors was an immense array of cos-
tumes, faded models of the previous seasons which had
been left to die on their hangers. A few were still barely
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alive. They hung inertly on their racks, responding with
a feeble glimmer to the light.

What surprised me was their condition. All of them
had been deformed into strange shapes, their colors
bled like wounds across the fabric, reflecting the same
traumatic past, some violent series of events they had
witnessed between Raine Channing and whoever had
lived with her in the years past. I remembered the
clothes T had seen on a woman killed in a car crash
at Vermilion Sands, blooming out of the wreckage like
a monstrous flower of hell, and the demented ward-
robe offered to me by the family of an heiress who had
committed suicide. Memories such as these outlived their
wearers. There was the apocryphal story of the mur-
derer absconding in a stolen overcoat who had been
strangled by the garment as it recapitulated the death-
throes of its owner.

Leaving these uneasy relics to their dark end, I went
back to the dressing-room. As I eased the last of the
disturbed gowns onto their hangers the terrace door
opened behind me.

Raine Channing stepped out of the sun. In place of
her clinging white fur she now wore a bio-fabric bikini.
The two yellow cups nestled her full breasts like sleep-
ing bands. Despite the clear evidence of some fierce
row that morning, she seemed composed and relaxed.
As she stared at the now placid tenants of her ward-
robe, her white face, like a devious adolescent’s, more
than ever resembled a surgical mask, the powdered
child-face of a Manchu Empress.

“Mr. Samson! They're quiet now! You're like .. .”

“St. Francis calming the birds?” I suggested, still an-
noyed at having been summoned to Lagoon West. I
gestured towards the sealed wardrobes in her bedroom.
“Forgive me saying so, but there are strange memories
here.”
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She picked up my jacket and draped it over her
naked shoulders, a gesture of false modesty that none-
theless held a certain charm. The fabric .clung to her
like a huge pink flower, caressing her breasts and arms.

“The past is something of a disaster area, I'm afraid,
Mr. Samson. I know I brought you out here under false
pretenses. Something went wrong this morning, and
you are the only ncighbor I have.” She walked to the
window and gazed over the painted lake. “I came back
to Vermilion Sands for reasons that must seem crazy.”

I watched her warily, but something about her ap-
parent frankness destroyed caution. Presumably the
midnight lover of the sand-yacht had left the scene, no
doubt in a holocaust of emotions.

We went onto the terrace and sat in the reclining
chairs beside the bar. During the next hours, and the
many that followed in that house without mirrors above
the painted lake, she told me something of her years
with Gavin Kaiser, and how this young genius from the
fashion world had found her singing at the open-air
nightclub at Lagoon West. Seeing in this beautiful fif-
teen-year-old the apotheosis of the teenage cult, Kai-
ser had made her his star model for the bio-fabric
fashions he designed. Four years later, at the age of
nineteen, she had her first face lift, followed by even
more extensive plastic surgery in the years immediate-
ly after. When Kaiser died she came back to Lagoon
West, to the house near the deserted nightclub.

“I left so many pieces of myself behind in all those
clinics and hospitals. I thought perhaps I could find
them here.”

“How did Kaiser die?” I asked.

“From a heart attack—they said. It was some sort of
terrible convulsion, as if he’d been bitten by a hundred
rabied dogs. He was trying to tear his face to pieces.”
She raised her hands to her own white mask.
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“Wasn't there some doubt . . .” I hesitated.

She held my arm. “Gavin was mad! He wanted noth-
ing to change between us. Those face-lifts—he kept
me at fifteen not because of the fashion-modeling. He
wanted me forever when I first loved him.”

At the time, however, I hardly cared why Raine
Channing had come back to Lagoon West. Every aft-
ernoon I would drive out to her villa and we would lie
together under the awning by the bar, watching the
changing colors of the painted lake. There, in that house
without mirrors, she would tell me her strange dreams,
all bound up with her fears of growing young. In the
evenings, as the music began to play from the deserted
nightclub, we would walk across the dunes and dance
among the sand-strewn tables.

Who brought this record-player to the nightclub with
its one unlabeled diskP Once, as we walked back, I
again saw the young man with the powerful shoulders
and broken nose standing by his sand-yacht in the dark-
ness. He watched us as we walked arm in arm, Raine’s
head against my chest. As she listened to the music
jewel in her hand, Raine’s eyes stared back like a child’s
at his handsome face.

Often I would see him at noon, sailing his sand-
yacht across the lake a few hundred yards from the
shore. I assumed that he was one of Raine’s past lovers,
watching his successor with a kind of sympathetic curi-
osity and playing his music for us out of a bizarre sense
of humor.

Yet when I pointed him out to Raine one afternoon
she denied that she knew him or had even seen him be-
fore. Sitting up on one elbow, she watched the sand-
yacht beached three hundred yards away along the
shore. The young man was walking along the tide-line,
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searching for something among the broken hypodermic
vials.

“I can tell him to go away, Raine.” When she shook
her head, I said: “He was here. What happened be-
tween your”

She turned on me sharply. “Why do you say that?”

I let it pass. Her eyes followed him everywhere, but
I lay back beside her, a piece of the sun in my arms.

Two weeks later I saw him again at closer quarters,
Shortly after midnight I woke on the terrace of Raines
villa and heard the familiar music coming from the de-
serted nightclub. Below, in the dim light, Raine Chan-
ning walked towards the dunes. Along the beach the
thermal rollers whipped the white sand into fine waves.

The villa was silent. Mlle. Fournier had gone to Red
Beach for a few days, and the young chauffeur was
asleep in his apartment over the garages. I opened the
gates at the end of the dark, rhododendron-filled drive
and walked towards the nightclub. The music whined
around me over the dead sand.

The nightclub was empty, the record playing to it-
self on the deserted stage. I wandered through the ta-
bles, searching for any sign of Raine. For a few min-
utes I waited by the bar. Then, as I leaned over the
counter, the slim-faced figure of the chauffeur stood up
and lunged at me, his right fist aimed at my forehead.

Sidestepping inside his arm, I caught his hand and
rammed it onto the counter. In the darkness his small
face was twisted in a rictus of anger. He wrenched his
arm from me, looking away across the dunes to the lake.
The music whined on, the record starting again.

I found them by the beach, Raine with her hand
on the young man’s hip as he bent down to cast off the
yacht. Uncertain what to do, and confused by his off-
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hand manner as he moved around Raine, I stood among
the dunes at the top of the beach.

Feet moved through the sand. I was staring down at
Raine’s face, its white masks multiplying themselves in
the moonlight, when someone stepped behind me and
struck me above the ear.

I woke on Raine’s bed in the deserted villa, the white
moonlight like a waiting shroud across the terrace.
Around me the shadows of demented shapes seethed
along the walls like the deformed inmates of some night-
mare aviary. In the silence of the villa I listened to them
tearing themselves to pieces, like condemned creatures
tormenting themselves on their gibbets.

I climbed from the bed and faced my reflection in
the open window. I was wearing a suit of gold lamé
which shone in the moonlight like the armor of some
archangelic specter come to visit these beasts of hell
Holding my bruised scalp, I-walked onto the terrace. The
gold suit adhered itself to my body, its lapels caressing
my chest,

‘In the drive Raine Channing’s limousine waited
among the rhododendrons. At the wheel the slim-
faced chauffeur looked up at me with bored eyes.

“Raine!” In the rear seat of the car there was a move-
ment of white-clad thigh, a man’s bare-backed figure
crouching among the cushions. Angered by having to
watch the spectacle below in this preposterous suit, I
started to tear it from my shoulders. Before I could
shout again to Raine something seized my calves and
thighs. I tried to step forward but my body was clamped
in a golden vise. I looked down at the sleeves. The
fabric glowed with a fierce luminescence as it con-
tracted around me, its fibers knotting themselves like
a thousand zips.

Already breathing in uncertain spasms, I tried to
turn, unable to raise my hands to the lapels that gripped
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my neck. As I toppled forwards onto the rail the head-
lamps of the car illuminated the drive. It moved slow-
ly across the gravel.

I lay on my back in the gutter, arms clamped be-
hind me. The golden suit glowed in the darkness, its
burning light reflected in the thousand glass panes of
the house. Somewhere below me the car turned through
the gates and roared off into the night.

A few minutes later, as I came back to consciou§=
ness, I felt ands pulling at my chest. I was lifted up
against the balcony and sat there limply, my bruised
ribs moving freely again. The bare-chested young man
knelt in front of me, silver blade in hand, cutting away
the last golden strips from my legs. The fading rem-
nants of the suit burned like embers on the dark tiles.

He pushed back my forehead and peecred into my
face, then snapped the blade of his knife. “You looked
like a dying angel, Samson.”

“For God’s sake . ..” I leaned against the rail. A net-
work of weals covered my naked body. “The damn
thing was crushing me. . . . Who are you?”

“Jason—Jason Kaiser. You've seen me. My brother
died in that suit, Samson.”

His strong face watched me, the broken nose and
broad mouth making a half-formed likeness.

“Kaiser? Do you mean your brother—” I pointed to
the lamé rags on the floor. “—that he was strangled?”

“In a suit of lights. What he saw, God knows, but it
killed him. Perhaps now you can make a guess, Sam-
son. Justice in a way, the tailor killed by his own cloth.”
He kicked the glowing shreds into the gutter and
looked up at the deserted house. “I was sure she’'d
come back here. I hoped she’d pick one of the beach-
combers but you turned up instead. Sooner or later I
knew she’d want to get rid of you.”
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He pointed to the bedroom windows. “The suit was
in there somewhere, waiting to live through that attack
again. You know, I sat beside her in the car down there
while she was making up her mind to use it. Samson,
she turns her lovers into angels.”

“Wait—didn’t she recognize you?”

He shook his head. “She’d never seen me—I couldn’t
stand my brother, Samson. Let’s say, though, there are
certain ciphers in the face, resemblances one can make
use of. That record was all I needed, the old theme tune
of the nightclub. I found it in the bar.”

For some absurd reason, despite my bruised ribs and
torn skin I was still thinking of Raine, and that strange
child’s face she wore like a mask. She had come back
to Lagoon West to make a beginning, and instead
found that events repeated themselves, trapping her in-
to this grim recapitulation of Kaiser’s death.

Jason walked towards the bedroom as I stood there
naked. “Where are you goingf” I called out. “Every-
thing is dead in there.”

“I know. We had quite a job fitting you into that
suit, Samson. They knew what was coming.” He pointed
to the headlamps speeding along the lake road five
miles to the south. “Say goodbye to Miss Channing.”

I watched the car disappear among the hills. By
the abandoned nightclub the dark air drew its empty
signatures across the dunes. “Say goodbye to the wind.”
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This is a story about contact between minds, but it's not
exactly a telepathy story—the people in mind-contact live
in different eras, Charity Payne in 1700, Peter Wood in our
own time. So their telepathic link is the only way they can
affect each other’s lives . . . or so you'd think at first.

A MESSAGE FROM CHARITY
William M. Lee

That summer of the year 1700 was the hottest in the
memory of the very oldest inhabitants. Because the
year ushered in a new century, some held that the
events were related and that for a whole hundred years
Bay Colony would be as torrid and steamy as the Indies
themselves.

There was a good deal of illness in Annes Towne,
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and a score had died before the weather broke at last
in late September. For the great part they were oldsters
who succumbed, but some of the young were sick too,
and Charity Payne as sick as any.

Charity had turned eleven in the spring and had still
the figure and many of the ways of thinking of a child,
but she was tall and strong and tanned by the New
England sun, for she spent many hours helping her fa-
ther in the fields and trying to keep some sort of order
in the dooryard and garden.

During the weeks when she lay bedridden and, for a
time, burning np with the fever, Thomas Carter and
his good wife Beulah came as neighbors should to lend
a hand, for Charity’s mother had died abirthing and
Obie Payne could not cope all alone.

Charity lay on a pallet covered by a straw-filled mat-
tress which her father, frantic to be doing something
for her and finding little enough to do beyond the say-
ing of short fervent prayers, refilled with fresh straw
as often as Beulah would allow. A few miles down Har-
mon Brook was a famous beaver pond where in winter
the Annes Towne people cut ice to be stored under
layers of bark and chips. It had been used heavily early
in the summer, and there was not very much ice left,
but those families with sickness in the home might
draw upon it for the patient’s comfort. So Charity had
bits of ice folded into a woolen cloth to lay on her fore-
head when the fever was bad.

William Trowbridge, who had apprenticed in medi-
cine down in Philadelphia, attended the girl, and pro-
nounced her illness a sort of summer cholera which was
claiming victims all up and down the brook. Trow-
bridge was only moderately esteemed in Annes Towne,
being better, it was said, at delivering lambs and foals
than at treating human maladies. He was a gruff and
notional man, and he was prone to state his views on a
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subject and then walk away instead of waiting to argue
and perhaps be refuted. Not easy to get along with,

For Charity he prescribed a diet of beef tea with
barley and another tea, very unpleasant to the taste,
made from pounded willow bark. What was more, all
her drinking water was to be boiled. Since there was
no other advice to be had, they followed it and in due
course Charity got well.

She ran a great fever for five days, and it was mid-
way in this period when the strange dreams began.
Not dreams really, for she was awake though often out
of her senses, knowing her father now and then, other
times seeing him as a gaunt and frightening stranger.
When she was better, still weak but wholly rational,
she tried to tell her visitors about these dreams.

“Some person was talking and talking,” she recalled.
“A man or perchance a lad. He talked not to me, but I
could hear or understand all that he said. "Twas strange
talk indeed, a porridge of the King’s English and oth-
er words of no sense at all. And with the talk I did see
some fearful sights.”

“La, now, don’t even think of it,” said Dame Beulah.

“But I would fen both think and talk of it, for I am
no longer afeared. Such things I saw in bits and flashes,
as ‘twere seen by a strike of lightning.”

“Talk and ye be so minded, then. There’s naught
impious in y’r conceits. Tell me again about the car-
riages which traveled along with nary horse.”

Annes Towne survived the Revolution and the War
of 1812, and for a time seemed likely to become a larg-
er, if not an important community. But when its farms
became less productive and the last virgin timber dis-
appeared from the area, Annes Towne began to dis-
appear too, dwindling from two score of homes to a
handful, then to none; and the last foundation had
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crumbled to rubble and been scattered a hundred years
before it could have been nominated a historic site.

In time dirt tracks became stone roads, which gave
way to black meanterings of macadam, and these in
their turn were displaced by never ending bands of
concrete. The cross-roads site of Annes Towne was pres-
ently cleared of brambles, sumac and red cedar, and
overnight it was a shopping center. Now, for mile on
spreading mile the New England hills were dotted
with ranch houses, salt boxes and split-level colonial
homes.

During four decades Harmon Brook had been fouled
and poisoned by a textile bleach and dye works. Ris-
ing labor costs had at last driven the small company
to extinction. With that event and increasingly rigorous
legislation, the stream had come back to the extent that
it could now be bordered by some of these prosperous
homes and by the golf course of the Anniston Country
Club.

With aquatic plants and bull frogs and a few fish
inhabiting its waters, it was not obvious to implicate
the Harmon for the small outbreak of typhoid which
occurred in the hot dry summer of 1965. No one was
dependent on it for drinking water. To the discomfort
of a local milk distributor, who was entirely blameless,
indictment of the stream was delayed and obscured
by the fact that the organisms involved were not a
typical strain of Salmonella typhosa. Indeed they ul-
timately found a place in the American Type Culture
Collection, under a new number.

Young Peter Wood, whose home was one of those
pleasantly situated along the stream, was the most seri-
ously ill of all the cases, partly because he was the first,
mostly because his symptoms went unremarked for a
time. Peter was sixteen and not highly communicative
to either parents or friends. The Wood Seniors both
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taught, at Harvard and Wellesley respectively. They
were intelligent and well-intentioned parents, but some-
times a little off-hand, and like many of their friends,
they raised their son to be a miniature adult in as
many ways as possible. His sports, tennis and golf, were
adult sports. His reading tastes were catholic, ranging
from Camus to Al Capp to science fiction. He had
been carefully held back in his progress through the
lower grades so that he would not enter college more
than a year or so ahead of his age. He had an adequate
number of friends and sufficient areas of congeniality
with them. He had gotten a driver’s license shortly aft-
er his sixteenth birthday and drove seriously and well
enough to be allowed nearly unrestricted use of the
second car.

So Peter Wood was not the sort of boy to complain
to his family about headache, mild nausea and other
symptoms. Instead, after they had persisted for forty-
eight hours, he telephoned for an appointment on his
own initiative and visited the family doctor. Suddenly,
in the waiting room, he became much worse, and was
given a cot in an examining room until Dr. Maxwell
was free to drive him home. The doctor did not serious-
ly suspect typhoid, though it was among several pos-
sibilities which he counted as less likely.

Peter’s temperature rose from 104° to over 105° that
night. No nurse was to be had until morning, and his
parents alternated in attendance in his bedroom. There
was no cause for alarm, since the patient was full of
wide-spectrum antibiotic. But he slept only fitfully with
intervals of waking delirium. He slapped at the sheet,
tossed around on the bed and muttered or spoke now
and then. Some of the talk was understandable.

“There’s a forest,” he said.

“What?” asked his father.

“There’s a forest the other side of the stream.”
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“Oh.”

“Can you see it?”

“No, I'm sitting inside here with you. Take it easy,
son. -

“Some deer are coming down to drink, along the
edge of Weller’s pasture.”

“Is that so?”

“Last year a mountain lion killed two of them, right
where they drank. Is it raining?”

“No, it isn’t. It would be fine if we could have some.”

“It’s raining. I can hear it on the roof.” A pause. “It
drips down the chimney.”

Peter turned his head to look at his father, momen-
tarily clear eyed.

“How long since there’s been a forest across the
stream?”

Dr. Wood reflected on the usual difficulty of an-
swering explicit questions and on his own ignorance of
history.

“A long time. I expect this valley has been farm land
since colonial days.”

“Furniny,” Peter said. “I shut my eyes and I can see
a forest. Really big trees. On our side of the stream
there’s a kind of a garden and an apple tree and a path
goes down to the water.”

“It sounds pleasant.”

“Yeah.”

“Why don’t you try going to sleep?”

“OK.”

The antibiotic accomplished much less than it should
have done in Peter’s case, and he stayed very sick for
several days. Even after diagnosis, there appeared no
good reason to move him from home. A trained nurse
was on duty after that first night, and tranquilizers and
sedatives reduced her job to no more than keeping a
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watch. There were only a few sleepy communications
from her young patient. It was on the fourth night, the
last one when he had any significant fever, that he
asked.

“Were you ever a girl?”

“Well, thanks a lot. I'm not as old as all that.”

“I mean, were you ever inside a girl?”

“I think you'd better go back to sleep, young man.”

He uttered no oddities thereafter, at least when there
was anyone within hearing. - During the days of his
recovery and convalescence, abed and later stretched
out on a chaise longue on the terrace looking down to-
ward Harmon Brook, he took to whispering. He moved
his lips hardly at all, but vocalized each word, or if he
fell short of this, at least put each thought into care-
fully chosen words and sentences.

The idea that he might be in mental communica-
tion with another person was not, to him, very star-
tling. Steeped in the lore of science fiction whose heroes
were, as like as not, adepts at telepathy, the event
seemed almost an expected outcome of his wishes. Many
nights he had lain awake sending out (he hoped) a
mental probe, trying and trying to find the trick, for
surely there must be one, of making a contact.

Now that such a contact was established he sought,
just as vainly, for some means to prove it. How do you
know youTre not dreaming, he asked himself. How do
you know you're not still delirious?

The difficulty was that his communication with Char-
ity Payne could be by mental route only. Had there
been any possibility for Peter to reach the girl by mail,
by telephone, by travel and a personal visit, their rap-
port on a mental level might have been confirmed,
and their messages cross-checked.

During their respective periods of illness, Peter and
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Charity achieved a communion of a sort which con-
sisted at first of brief glimpses, each of the other’s en-
vironment. They were not—then—seeing through one
another’s eyes, so much as tapping one another’s visual
recollections. While Peter stared at a smoothly plas-
tered ceiling, Charity looked at rough hewn beams. He,
when his aching head permitted, could turn on one side
and watch a television program. She, by the same
movement, could see a small smoky fire in the mon-
strous stone fireplace, where water was heated and her
beef and barley broth kept steaming,

Instead of these current images, current for each of
them in their different times, they saw stored-up pic-
tures, not perfect, for neither of them was remember-
ing perfectly; rather like pictures viewed through a
badly ground lens, with only the objects of principal
interest in clear detail.

Charity saw her fearful sights with no basis for com-
prehension—a section of dual highway animated by
hurtling cars and trucks and not a person, recognizable
as a person, in sight; a tennis court, and what on earth
could it be; a jet plane crossing the sky; a vast and
many storied building which glinted with glass and the
silvery tracings of untarnished steel.

At the start she was terrified nearly out of her wits.
It’s all very well to dream, and a nightmare is only a
bad dream after you waken, but a nightmare is as-
sembled from familiar props. You could reasonably be
chased by a dragon (like the one in the picture that
St. George had to fight) or be lost in a cave (like the
one on Parish Hill, only bigger and darker). To dream
of things which have no meaning at all is worse.

She was spared prolongation of her terror by Peter’s
comprehension of their situation and his intuitive real-
ization of what the experience, assuming a two way
channel might be doing to her. The vignettes of her
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life which he was seeing were in no way disturbing. Ev-
erything he saw through her mind was within his frame-
work of reference. Horses and cattle, fields and forest,
rutted lanes and narrow wooden bridges were things
" he knew, even if he did not live among them. He recog-
nized Harmon Brook because, directly below their home,
there was an immense granite boulder parting the flow,
shaped like a great bear-like animal with its head
down, drinking. It was strange that the stream, in all
those years, had neither silted up nor eroded away to
hide or change the seeming of the rock, but so it was.
He saw it through Charity’s eyes and knew the place
in spite of the forest on the far hill.

When he first saw this partly familiar, partly strange
scene, he heard from somewhere within his mind the
frightened cry of a little girl. His thinking at that time
was fever distorted and incoherent. It was two days
later after a period of several hours of normal temper-
ature when he conceived the idea—with sudden virtual
certainty—these pastoral scenes he had been dream-
ing were truly something seen with other eyes. There
were subtle perceptual differences between those pic-
tures and his own seeing.

To his mother, writing at a table near the windows,
he said, “I think I'm feeling better. How about a glass
of orange juice?”

She considered. “The doctor should be here in an
hour or so. In the meantime you can make do with a
little more ice water. I'll get it. Drink it slowly, re-
member.”

Two hundred and sixty-five years away, Charity
Payne thought suddenly, “How about a glass of orange
juice?” She had been drowsing, but her eyes popped
wide open. “Mercy,” she said aloud. Dame Beulah bent
over the pallet.
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“What is it, child?”

“How about a glass of orange juice?” Charity re-
peated.

“La, ’tis gibberish.” A cool hand was laid on her fore-
head. “Would ye like a bit of ice to bite on?”

Orange juice, whatever that might be, was forgotten.

Over the next several days Peter Wood tried time
and again to address the siranger directly, and repeat-
edly failed. Some of what he said to others reached
her in fragments and further confused her state of
mind. What she had to say, on the other hand, was
coming through to him with increasing frequency. Of-
ten it was only a word or a phrase with a quaint twist
like a historical novel, and he would lie puzzling over
it, trying to place the person on the other end of their
erratic line of communication. His recognition of Bear
Rock, which he had seen once again through her eyes,
was disturbing. His science fiction conditioning led him
naturally to speculate about the parallel worlds con-
cept, but that seemed not to fit the facts as he saw
them.

Peter reached the stage of convalescence when he
could spend all day on the terrace and look down,
when he wished, at the actual rock. There for the hun-
dredth time he formed the syllables, “Hello, who are
you?” and for the first time received a response. It was
a silence, but a silence reverberating with shock, total-
ly different in quality from the blankness which had
met him before.

“My name is Peter Wood.”

There was a long pause before the answer came,
softly and timidly.

“My name is Charity Payne. Where are you? What
is happening to me?”

The following days of enforced physical idleness were
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filled with exploration and discovery. Peter found out
almost at once that, while they were probably no more
than a few feet apart in their respective worlds, a gulf
of more than a quarter of a thousand years stretched
between them. Such a contact through time was a
greater depature from known physical laws, certainly,
than the mere fact of telepathic communication. Peter
reveled in his growing ability,

In another way the situation was heartbreaking. No
matter how well they came to know one another, he
realized, they could never meet, and after no more than
a few hours of acquaintance he found that he was re-
garding this naive child of another time with esteem
and a sort of affection.

They arrived shortly at a set of rules which seemed
to govern and limit their communications. Each came
to be able to hear the other speak, whether aloud or
subvocally. Each learned to perceive through the oth-
er's senses, up to a point. Visual perception became
better and better especially for direct seeing while, as
they grew more skillful, the remembered scene became
less clear. Tastes and odors could be transmitted, if
not accurately, at least with the expected response.
Tactile sensations could not be perceived in the slight-
est degree.

There was little that Peter Wood could learn from
Charity. He came to recognize her immediate associates
and liked them, particularly her gaunt, weather-beaten
father. He formed a picture of Puritanism which, as
an ethic, he had to respect, while the supporting dog-
ma evoked nothing but impatience. At first he exposed
her to the somewhat scholarly agnosticism which pre-
vailed in his own home, but soon found that it dis-
tressed her deeply and he left off. There was so much
he could report from the vantage of 1965, so many
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things he would show her which did not conflict with
her tenets and faith.

He discovered that Charity’s ability to read was re-
markable, though what she had read was naturally lim-
ited—the Bible from cover to cover, Pilgrim’s Prog-
ress, several essays and two of Shakespeare’s plays. En-
couraged by a schoolmaster who must have been an
able 'and dedicated man, she had read and reread
everything permitted to her. Her quite respectable vo-
cabulary was gleaned from these sources and may have
equaled Peter’s own in size. In addition she possessed
an uncanny word sense which helped her greatly in
understanding Peter’s jargon.

She learned the taste of bananas and frankfurters,
chocolate ice cream and coke, and displayed such an
addiction to these delicacies that Peter rapidly put on
some of the pounds he had lost. One day she asked
him what he looked like.

“Well, I told you I am sixteen, and I'm sort of thin.”

“Does thee possess a mirror?” she asked.

“Yes, of course.”

At her urging and with some embarrassment he went
and stood before a mirrored door in his mother’s bed-
room.

“Marry,” she said after a dubious pause, “I doubt
not thee is comely. But folk have changed.”

“Now let me look at you,” he demanded.

“Nay, we have no mirror.”

“Then go and look in the brook. There’s a quiet
spot below the rock where the water is dark.”

He was delighted with her appearance, having re-
membered Hogarth’s unkind representations of a not
much later period and being prepared for disappoint-
ment, She was in fact very much prettier by Peter’s
standards than by those of her own time, which fa-
vored plumpness and smaller mouths. He told her she
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was a beauty, and her tentative fondness for him turned
instantly to adulation.

Previously Peter had had fleeting glimpses of her slim,
smoothly muscled body, as she had bathed or dressed.
Now, having seen each other face to face, they were
overcome by embarrassment and both of them, when
not fully clothed, stared resolutely into the corners of
the room.

For a time Charity believed that Peter was a dread-
ful liar. The sight and sound of planes in the sky were
not enough to convince her of the fact of flying, so he
persuaded his father to take him along on a business
flight to Washington. After she had recovered from the
marvels of airplane travel, he took her on a walking
tour of the Capitol. Now she would believe anything,
even that the American Revolution had been a success.
They joined his father for lunch at an elegant French
restaurant and she experienced, vicariously, the pleas-
ures of half of a half bottle of white wine and a choco-
late eclair. Charity was by way of getting spoiled.

‘Fully recovered and with school only a week away,
Peter decided to brush up his tennis. When reading or
doing nothing in particular, he was always dimly aware
of Charity and her immediate surroundings, and by
sharpening his attention he could bring her clearly to
the forefront of his mind. Tennis displaced her com-
pletely and for an hour or two each day he was un-
aware of her doings.

Had he been a few years older and a little more
knowledgeable and realistic about the world, he might
have guessed the peril into which he was leading her.
Fictional villainy abounded, of course, and many items
in the news didn’t bear thinking about, but by his own
firsthand experience, people were well intentioned and
kindly, and for the most part they reacted to events
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with reasonable intelligence. It was what he expected
instinctively.

A first hint of possible consequences reached him as
he walked home from one of his tennis sessions.

“Ursula Miller said an ill thing to me today.”

“Oh?” His answer was abstracted since, in all truth,
he was beginning to run out of interest in the village
gossip which was all the news she had to offer.

“Yesterday she said it was an untruth about the
thirteen states. Today she avowed that I was devil rid-
den. And Ursula has been my best friend.”

“I warned you that people wouldn’t believe you and
you might get yourself laughed at,” he said. Then sud-
denly he caught up in his thinking. “Good Lord—Sa-
lem.”

“Please, Peter, thee must stop taking thy Maker’s
name.”

“I'll try to remember. Listen, Charity, how many peo-
ple have you been talking to about our—about what's
been happening?r”

“As I have said. At first to Father and Aunt Beulah.
They did believe I was still addled from the fever.”

“And to Ursula.”

“Aye, but she vowed to keep it secret.”

“Do you believe she will, now that she’s started name
calling?”

A lengthy pause.

“I fear she may have told the lad who keeps her
company.”

“I should have warned you. Damn it, I should have
laid it on the line.” '

“Peter!”

“Sorry. Charity, not another word to anybody. Tell
Ursula you've been fooling—telling stories to amuse
her.”

“*Twould not be right.”

240



WILLIAM M. LEE

“So what. Charity, dont be scared, but listen. Peo-
ple might get to thinking you're a witch.”

“Oh, they couldn't.”

“Why not?”

“Because I am not one. Witches are—oh, no, Peter.”

He could sense her growing alarm.

“Go tell Ursula it was a pack of lies. Do it now.”

“I must milk the cow.”

“Do it now.”

“Nay, the cow must be milked.”

“Then milk her faster than she’s ever been milked
before.”

On the Sabbath, three little boys threw stones at
Charity as she and her father left the church. Obadiah
Payne caught one of them and caned him, and then
would have had to fight the lad’s father save that the
pastor intervened.

It was on the Wednesday that calamity befell. Two
tight-lipped men approached Obadiah in the fields.

“Squire wants to see thy daughter Charity.”

“Squire?”

“Aye. Squire Hacker. He would talk with her at
once.

“Squire can talk to me if so be he would have her
reprimanded. What has she been up to?”

“Witchcraft, that’s what,” said the second man, sound-
ing as if he were savoring the dread news. “Croft’s old
ewe delivered a monstrous lamb. Pointy pinched-up
face and an extra eye.” He crossed himself.

“Great Godl”

“ "Twill do ye no good to blaspheme, Obadiah.
She’s to come with us now.”

“I'll not have it. Charity’s no witch, as ye well know,
and I'll not have her converse with Squire. Ye mind
the Squire’s lecherous ways.”
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“That’s not here nor there. Witchcraft is afoot again
and all are saying 'tis your Charity at bottom of it.”

“She shall not go.”

First one, then the other displayed the stout trun-
cheons they had held concealed behind their backs.

“’Twas of our own good will we told thee first. Come
now and instruct thy daughtet to go with us featly.
Else take a clout on the head and sleep tonight in the
gaol house.”

They left Obie Payne gripping a broken wrist and
staring in numbed bewilderment from his door stoop,
and escorted Charity, not touching her, walking at a
cautious distance to either side, to Squire Hacker’s big
house on the hill. In the village proper, little groups of
people watched from doorways and, though some had
elways been her good friends, none had the courage
now to spcak a word of comfort.

Peter went with her each reluctant step of the way,
counting himself responsible for her plight and helpless
to do the least thing about it. He sat alone in the living
room of his home, eyes closed to sharpen his reading
of her surroundings. She offered no response to his
whispered reassurances and perhaps did not hear them.

At the door her guards halted and stood aside, leav-
ing her face to face with the grim-visaged squire. He
moved backward step by step, and she followed him,
as if hypnotized, into the shadowed room.

The squire lowered himself into a high-backed chair.
“Look at me.” :

Unwillingly she raised her head and stared into his
face.

Squire Hacker was a man of medium height, very
broad in the shoulder and heavily muscled. His face
was disfigured by deep pock marks and the scar of a
knife cut across the jaw, souvenirs of his earlier years
in the Carib Islands. From the Islands he had also
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brought some wealth which he had since increased
manyfold by the buying of land, share cropping and
money lending.

“Charity Payne,” he said sternly, “take off thy frock.”

“No. No, please.”

“I command it. Take off thy garments for I must
search thee for witch marks.”

He leaned forward, seized her arm and pulled her
to him. “If thee would avoid public trial and condem-
nation, thee will do as I say,” His hands began to ex-
plore her body.

Even by the standards of the time, Charity regular-
ly spent extraordinary hours at hard physical labor and
she possessed a strength which would have done credit
to many young men. Squire Hacker should have been
more cautious.

“Nay,” she shouted and drawing back her arm, hit
him in the nose with all the force she could muster.
He released her with a roar of rage, then, while he was
mopping away blood and tears with the sleeve of his
ruffled shirt and shouting imprecations, she turned and
shot out the door. The guards, converging, nearly
grabbed her as she passed but, once away, they stood
no chance of catching her and for a wonder none of
the villagers took up the chase.

She was well on the way home and covering the
empty road at a fast trot before Peter was able to gain
her attention.

“Charity,” he said, “Charity, you mustn’t go home. If
that s. 0. b. of a squire has any influence with the court,
you just fixed yourself.”

She was beginning to think again and could even
translate Peter’s strange language.

“Influencel” she said. “Marry, he is the court. He is
the judge.”

“Ouch!l”
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“I wot well T must not be found at home. I am trying
to think where to hide. I might have had trial by water.
Now they will burn me for surety. I do remember what
folk said about the last witch trials.”

“Could you make your way to Boston and then may-
be to New York—New Amsterdam?”

“Leave my home forever! Nay. And I would not dare
the trip.”

“Then take to the woods. Where can you got”

“Take to—P Oh. To the cave, mayhap.”

“Don’t too many people know about it?”

“Aye. But there is another across the brook and be-
yond Tom Carter’s freehold. I do believe none know of
it but me. Tis very small. We must ford the brook just
yonder, then walk that fallen tree. There is a trail which
at sundown will be tromped by a herd of deer.”

“You're thinking about dogs?”

“Aye, on the morrow. There is no good pack in Annes
Towne.”

“You live in a savage age, Charity.”

“Aye,” she said wryly. “ "Tis fortunate we have not in-
vented the bomb.”

“Damn it,” Peter said, “I wish we’d never met. I wish
I hadn’t taken you on the plane trip. I wish I'd warned
you to keep quiet about it.”

“Ye could not guess I would be so foolish.”

“What can you do out here without food?”

“I'd liefer starve than be in the stocks, but there is
food to be had in the forest, some sorts of roots and
toadstools and autumn berries. I shall hide myself for
three days, I think, then seek out my father by night
and do as he tells me.”

When she was safely hidden in the cave, which was
small indeed but well concealed by a thicket of young
sassafras, she said:
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“Now we can think. First, I would have an answer
from thy superior wisdom. Can one be truly a witch
and have no knowledge of it.”

“Don’t be foolish. There’s no such thing as a witch.”

“Ah well, ’tis a matter for debate by scholars. I do
feel in my heart that I am not a witch, if there be
such creatures. That book, Peter, of which ye told me,
which recounts the history of these colonies.”

“Yes?”

“Will ye look in it and learn 1f 1 came to trial and
what befell me?”

“There’d be nothing about it. It's just a small book.
But-"

To his parents’ puzzlement, Peter spent the follow-
ing morning at the Boston Public Library. In the after-
noon he shifted his operations to the Historical Society.
He found at last a listing of the names of women known
to have been tried for witchcraft between the years
1692 and 1697. Thereafter he could locate only an oc-
casional individual name. There was no record of any
Charity Payne in 1700 or later.

He started again when the reading room opened
next day, interrupting the task only momentarily for
brief exchanges with Charity. His lack of success was
cheering to her, for she overestimated the complete-
ness of the records.

At close to noon he was scanning the pages of a
photostated doctoral thesis when his eye caught a fa-
miliar name.

“Jonas Hacker,” it read. “Bom Liverpool, England,
date uncertain, perhaps 1659, was the principal figure
in a curious action of law which has not become a rec-
ognized legal precedent in English courts.

“Squire Hacker, a resident of Annes Towne (cf. An-
niston), was tried and convicted of willful murder and
larceny. The trial was posthumous, several months aft-
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er his decease from natural causes in 1704. The sen-
tence pronounced was death by hanging which, since
it could not be imposed, was commuted to forfeiture
of his considerable estate. His land and other posses-
sions reverted to the Crown and were henceforward
administered by the Governor of Bay Colony.

“While the motivation and procedure of the court
may have been open to question, evidence of Hacker’s
guilt was clear cut. The details are these. . . .”

“Hey, Charity,” Peter rumbled in his throat.

“Aye?”

“Look at this page. Let me flatten it out.”

“Read it please, Peter. Is it bad news?”

“No. Good, I think.” He read the paragraphs on Jonas
Hacker.

“Oh, Peter, can it be true?”

“It has to be. Can you remember any details?”

“Marry, I remember well when they disappeared,
the ship’s captain and a common sailor. They were said
to have a great sack of gold for some matter of busi-
ness with Squire. But it could not be, for they never
reached his house.”

“That’s what Hacker said, but the evidence showed
that they got there—got there and never got away.
Now here’s what you must do. Late tonight, go home.”

“I would fen do so, for I am terrible athirst.”

“No, wait. What's your parson’s name?”

“John Hix.”

“Can you reach his house tonight without being seen?”

“Aye. It backs on a glen.”

“Go there. He can protect you better than your fa-
ther can until your trial.”

“Must I be tried?”

“Of course. We want to clear your name. Now let’s
do some planning.”

The town hall could seat no more than a score of
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people, and the day was fair; so it was decided that
the trial should be held on the common, in discomfort-
ing proximity to the stocks.

Visitors came from as far as twenty miles away, afoot
or in carts, and nearly filled the common itself. Squire
Hacker's own armchair was the only seat provided.
Others stood or sat on the patchy grass.

The squire came out of the inn presently, fortified
with rum, and took his place. He wore a brocaded
coat and a wide-brimmed hat and would have been more
impressive if it had not been’ for his still swollen nose,
now permanently askew.

A way was made through the crowd then, and Char-
ity, flanked on one side by John Hix, on the other by
his tall son, walked to the place where she was to stand.
Voices were suddenly stilled. Squire Hacker did not
condescend to look directly at the prisoner, but fixed
a cold stare on the minister: a warning that his protec-
tion of the girl would not be forgiven. He cleared his
throat.

* “Charity Payne, is thee willing to swear upon the
Book?” )

“Aye.”

“No mind. We may forego the swearing. All can see
that ye are fearful.”

“Nay,” John Hix interrupted. “She shall have the op-
portunity to swear to her word. 'Twould not be legal
otherwise.” He extended a Bible to Charity, who placed
her fingers on it and said, “I do swear to speak naught
but the truth.”

Squire Hacker glowered and lost no time coming to
the attack. “Charity Payne, do ye deny being a witch?”

“I do.”

“Ye do be one?”

“Nay, I do deny it.”
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“Speak what ye mean. What have ye to say of the
monstrous lamb born of Master Croft’s ewer”

“I know naught of it.”

“Was’t the work of Satan?”

“I know not.”

“Was’t then the work of God?” .

“I know not.”

“Thee holds then that He might create such a mon-
ster?”

“I know naught about it.”

“In thy own behalf will thee deny saying that this
colony and its neighbors will in due course make wars
against our King?”

“Nay, I do not deny that.”

There was a stir in the crowd and some angry mut-
tering.

“Did ye tell Mistress Ursula Miller that ye had flown
a great journey through the air?”

“Nay‘”

Mistress Ursula will confound thee in that lie.”

“I did tell Ursula that someday folk would travel in
that wise. I did tell her that I had seen such travel
through eyes other than my own.”

Squire Hacker leaned forward. He could not have
hoped for a more damning statement. John Hix’s head
bowed in prayer.

“Continue.”

“Aye. I am blessed with a sort of second sight.”

“Blessed or cursed?”

“God permits it. It cannot be accursed.”

“Continue. What evil things do ye see by this sec-
ond sight?”

“Most oftentimes I see the world as it will one day
be. Thee said evil. Such sights are no more and no less
evil than we see around us.”

Hacker pondered.-There was an uncomfortable wrong-
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ness about this child’s testimony. She should have
been gibbering with fear, when in fact she seemed self-
possessed. He wondered if by some strange chance she
really had assistance from the devil’s minions.

“Charity Payne, thee has confessed to owning sec-
ond sight. Does thee use this devilish power to spy on
thy neighbors?”

It was a telling point. Some among the spectators
exchanged discomfited glances.

“Nay, ’tis not devilish, and I cannot see into the do-
ings of my neighbors—except—"

“Speak up, girl. Except what?”

“Once I did perceive by my seeing a most foul mur-
der.”

“Murder!” The squire’s voice was harsh. A few in
the crowd made the sign of the cross.

“Aye. To tell true, two murders. Men whose corpses
do now lie buried unshriven in a dark cellar close onto
this spot. "Tween them lies a satchel of golden guin-
eas.

It took a minute for the squire to find his voice.

“A cellar?” he croaked.

“Aye, a root cellar, belike the place one would keep
winter apples.” She lifted her head and stared straight
into the squire’s eyes, challenging him to inquire fur-
ther.

The silence was ponderous as he strove to straighten
out his thoughts. To this moment he was safe, for her
words described every cellar in and about the village.
But she knew. Beyond any question, she knew. Her
gaze, seeming to penetrate the darkest corners of his
mind, told him that, even more clearly than her words.

Squire Hacker believed in witches and considered
them evil and deserving of being destroyed. He had
seen and shuddered at the horrible travesty of a lamb
in farmer Croft’s stable yard, but he had seen like de-
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formities in the Caribbee and did not hold the event
an evidence of witchcraft. Not for a minute had he
thought Charity a witch, for she showed none of the
signs. Her wild talk and the growing rumors had sim-
ply seemed to provide the opportunity for some dal-
liance with a pretty young girl and possibly, in exchange
for an acquittal, a lien upon her father’s land.

Now he was unsure. She must indeed have second
sight to have penetrated his secret, for it had been
stormy that night five years ago, and none had seen
the missing sailors near to his house. Of that he was
confident. Further, shockingly, she knew how and
where they lay buried. Another question and answer
could not be risked.

He moved his head slowly and looked right and left
at the silent throng.

“Charity Payne,” he said, picking his words with
greatest care, “has put her hand on the Book and
sworn to tell true, an act, I opine, she could scarce per-
form, were she a witch. Does any person differ with
me?”

John Hix looked up in startled hopefulness.

“Very well. The lambing at Master Croft’s did have
the taint of witchcraft, but Master Trowbridge has
stated his belief that some noxious plant is growing in
Croft’s pasture, and ’tis at the least possible. Besides,
the ewe is old and she has thrown runty lambs before.

“To quote Master Trowbridge again, he holds that
the cholera which has afflicted us so sorely comes from
naught but the drinking of bad water. He advises boil-
ing it. I prefer adding a little rum.”

He got the laughter he sought. There was a lessen-
ing of tension.

“As to second sight.” Again he swept the crowd with
his gaze. “Charity had laid claim to it, and I called it a
devilish gift to test her, but second sight is not witch-
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craft, as ye well know. My own grandmother had it, and
a better woman n€’er lived. I hold it to be a gift of God.
Would any challenge me?

“Very well. I would warn Charity to be cautious in
what she sees and tells, for second sight can lead to
grievous disputations. I do not hold with her story of
two murdered men although I think that in her own
sight she is telling true. If any have aught of knowledge
of so dire a crime, I adjure him to step forth and speak.”

He waited. “Nobody? Then, by the authority con-
ferred on me by his Excellency the Governor, I declare
that Charity Payne is innocent of the charges brought.
She may be released.”

This was not at all the eventuality which a few of
Squire Hacker’s cronies had foretold. The crowd had
clearly expected a day long inquisition climaxed by a
prisoner to bedevil in the stocks. The Squire’s about-
face and his abrupt ending of the trial surprised them
and angered a few. They stood uncertain.

Then someone shouted hurrah and someone else
called for three cheers for Squire Hacker, and all in a
minute the gathering had lost its hate and was taking
on the look of a picnic. Men headed for the tavern.
Parson Hix said a long prayer to which few listened,
and everybody gathered around to wring Obie Payne’s
good hand and to give his daughter a squeeze.

At intervals through the afternoon and evening Peter
touched lightly on Charity’s mind, finding her care-
free and happily occupied with visitors. He chose not
to obtrude himself until she called.

Late that night she lay on her mattress and stared
into the dark.

“Peter,” she whispered.

“Yes, Charity.”

“Oh, thank you again.”

“Forget it. I got you into the mess. Now you’re out
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of it. Anyway, I didn’t really help. It all had to work out
the way it did, because that’s the way it had happened.
You see?”

“No, not truly. How do we know that Squire won't
dig up those old bones and burn them?”

“Because he didn’t. Four years from now somebody
will find them.” )

“No, Peter, I do not understand, and I am afeared
again.”

“Why, Charity?”

“It must be wrong, thee and me talking together like
this and knowing what is to be and what is not.”

“But what could be wrong about it?”

“That I do not know, but I think ‘twere better you
should ‘stay in your time and me in mine. Goodbye,
Peter.”

“Charityl”

“And God bless you.”

Abruptly she was gone and in Peter’s mind there was
an emptiness and a knowledge of being alone. He had
not known that she could close him out like this.

With the passing of days he became skeptical and
in time he might have disbelieved entirely. But Charity
visited him again. It was October. He was alone and
studying, without much interest.

“Peter.”

“Charity, it’s you.”

“Yes. For a minute, please, Peter, for only a minute,
but I had to tell you. I-" She seemed somehow embar-
rassed. “There is a message.”

“A what?”

“Look at Bear Rock, Peter, under the bear’s jaw on
the left side.”

With that, she was gone.

The cold water swirled around his legs as he traced
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with one finger the painstakingly chiseled message she

had left: a little-gir]l message in a symbol far older than
either of them.
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NaME veeeveasscccnssccacccsorsesscrcocessvsssscscvasas

AdAress ceeecosscsccceasscsassecsssvnsssrsssccsccsccse

City.vsoesoaessscassscaee Stal@iuerseccscces ZPecce.. .e

Please allow 4 weeks for delivery. 7



ACE SCIENCE FICTION DOUBLES
Two books back-to-back for just 75¢

05595 Beyond Capella Rackham
The Electric Sword-Swallowers Bulmer

11182 Clockwork’s Pirate
Ghost Breaker Goulart

11560 The Communipaths Elgin
The Noblest Experiment in the Galaxy
Trimble

13783 The Dark Dimensions
Alternate Orbits Chandler

13793 Dark of the Woods
Soft Come the Dragons Koontz

13805 Dark Planet Rackham
The Herod Men Kamin

51375 The Mad Goblin
Lord of the Trees Farmer

58880 Alice’s World
No Time for Heroes Lundwall

71802 Recoil Nunes
Lallia Tubb

76096 The Ships of Durostorum Bulmer
Alton’s Unguessable Sutton

78400 The Star Virus Bayley
Mask of Chaos Jakes

81610 To Venus! To Venus! Grinnell
The Wagered World Janifer and Treibich

Available wherever paperbacks are sold or use this coupon.

ace books, (Dept. MM) Box 5§76, Times Square Station
New York, N.Y. 10036
Please send me titles checked above.

1enclose $uverrerasnrnocennss Add 15¢ handling fee per copy.

Name T R LY R T T P PR Y S PP P S PPy .
AdAress cveesseoreccorsessocsscsscasesccscsrsesasnnnncss

(€ -1 F:1 (- T4 ] « D
BAe2e71
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NOVELS BY

ROBERT A. HEINLEIN

05500 Between Planets 95c

10600 Citizen of the Galaxy 95c¢

31800 Have Space Suit—Will Travel 95¢
71140 Red Planet 95c

73330 Rocket Ship Galileo 95c

73440 The Rolling Stones 95¢

77730 Space Cadet 95c

78000 The Star Beast 95c

82660 Tunnel in the Sky 95c

91501 The Worlds of Robert A, Heinlein 60c

Available wherever paperbacks are sold or use this coupon,

ace books, (Dept. MM) Box 576, Times Square Station
New York, N.Y. 10036

Please send me titles checked above.

lenclose $.veveeesreneaseses.Add 15¢ handling fee per copy.

NamMe c.cieerecnccacescacecscacrssscnnasssccsssssassas
AdAresSS soceeesecroscsesasoccssncssassossssassssccsscsans
City.veeaveneocscccasecnce StalCivcecsccsssse ZiPevoseaes

Please allow 4 weeks for delivery. 17






NEW WORLDS
OF FANTASY

The boy whose mind is linked with a
girl who died 200 years ago....

A strange race of men who are not
descended from Adam. ...

The Yeti, whose awesome cries haunt lonely
winter nights in northern forests. ...

These are three of the fascinating stories
of unleashed imagination in this new
anthology that presents the finest of
modern fantasy.

Here are authors such as R. A. LAFFERTY,

ROBERT BLOCH, ZENNA HENDERSON, :
JORGE LUIS BORGES, J. G. BALLARD, ROGER
ZELAZNY, EDGAR PANGBORN and many \'
more...including a little-known novelette

by PETER S. BEAGLE about a young man

whose girlfriend turned out to be 1
a werewolf.

It'sareal “"find"’ for lovers of great fantasy! ‘
! )



