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INTRODUCTION

by
Roger Anker

Though best remembered for his short fiction and nostalgic essaysin _Playboy |, teleplaysfor
_TheTwilight Zone_; and his screenplay adaptation, _The Seven Facesof Dr. Lao_, Charles
Beaumont's crestive ta ents have been evidenced in such diverse fields as science fiction, horror, whimsy,
crime-suspense, and film criticiam.

Hispralific output aso reflects his many interests and hobhbies, including motor racing, music,
hi-fiddlity equipment, cartooning, and travel.

Tdll, lean and bespectacled, Beaumont was dways full of athousand ideas and a thousand
projects, and approached them all with what was fantastic energy. In a career which spanned a brief
thirteen years, hedd written and sold ten books, seventyfour short stories, thirteen screenplays (nine of
which were produced), two dozen articles and profiles, forty comic stories, fourteen columns, and over
seventy teleplays.

Some of hisbooks wereinspired by his adventurous persona experiences. _Omnibus of Speed
and_When Engines Roar_ (both co-edited with William F. Nolan) are about auto racing; _The
Intruder_, anovel concerning Southern integration in the early sixties, was drawn from his extensve
research on the subject.

Beaumont could never write fast enough to keep up with hisideas. A selfeducated man, learning
for him was never confined to a classroom; life had much to teach.

Hewas born Charles Leroy Nutt in Chicago on January 2, 1929, and grew up on that city's
North side.

Of hisearly childhood, he wrote, "Football, baseball and dimestore cookie theftsfilled my early
world, to the excluson of Aesop, the brothers Grimm, Dr. Doolittle and even Bullfinch. Theingalation
by my parents of 'library wallpaper' in the house ("A room-full of booksfor only 70~ ayard!") convinced
methat literature was on the way out anyway, 0| lived in illiterate contentment until laid low by spina
meningitis. Thisforced meto less strenous forms of entertainment. | discovered Oz; then Burroughs; then
Poe--and the jig was up. Have been reading ever since, feding no pain.”

The only child of CharlesH. and Letty Nutt, young Charlie Nutt was "fairly outgoing,” yet very
senditive about his name. He once expressed to boyhood acquaintance Frank M. Robinson (co-author of
_TheGlassInferno_and _The Gold Crew ) his hatred for the continuous name teasing he/d endured: . .
. the kidsin school would call him'Ches or 'Wall' or would ask ‘Isyour father some kind of anut?' He
later changed his nameto Charles McNutt, but when that didn't satisfy the Situation, he changed it finally,
legdly, to Beaumont.

At an early age, hed often "haunt” the editoria offices of the Ziff-Davis Publishing
Company--publishersof _ Amazing Stories _and other pulp magazines--and, from an outer office, would
gaze at the group of employeestyping busily. To young Charlie Nutt, these people were giants, editing
manuscripts, and building asmall empire, at that time, in Chicago. "1 used to stand there and watch them
damming out 10,000 wordsaday,” he once wrote. "They were Godsto me. . ." Ironicaly, hisfirst
professiond sde, "The Devil, You Say?", would gppear in the January, 1951 issue of _ Amazing Stories .

At age twelve, mid-way through histwo year bout with meningitis, Beaumont's parents sent him
to what they considered to be a better climate. In July, 1960, hetold the _San Diego Union , "I lived
with five widowed aunts who ran arooming house near atrain depot in the state of Washington. Each
night we had the ritua of gathering around the stove and there I'd hear stories about the strange degth of



each of their husbands."

During this period in Everett, he published his own fan magazine, _Utopia , and soon became an
avid fan of sciencefiction, writing lettersto dmost every magazine of this genre. By the time he was
thirteen he had broken into print 25 timesin dmost as many magazines with these resumes and editoria
criticdsms.

Hisinterests then shifted from typewriter to drawing board and hisillustrations began to gppear in
anumber of pulp magazines under the brush name E.T. Beaumont. Hisfirgt cartoon, donein
collaboration with hisfriend and fellow artist, Ronad Clyne, appeared in _Fantastic Adventures_in
October, 1943.

In the early months of 1944, Charlie McNutt turned to dramaand radio work, beginning asa
featured actor on "DramaWorkshop," aWest coast show, and soon moved on to write and direct his
own spat, "Hollywood Hi-Lights," a 15 minute show of movieland chatter and shop talk. Hisformal
education was sparse, of which, hewrote, "[1] barely nosed through the elementary grades and gained a
certain notoriety in high school asawastrel, dreamer, coul d-do-the-work-if-he'd-only-tryer and general
lunkhead." He left high school ayear short of graduation for afour month period of Army service
(Infantry) before he was medically discharged for abad back. Thisled to his enrollment into the
Bliss-Hayden Acting Schooal in Cdiforniaunder the GI Bill. After sarring in aloca verson of the
Hecht-MacArthur play, Broadway , he was signed by Universal Studio as an actor, and was scheduled
for aco-garring rolein aUniversa-Internationd film. But despite much "hullaba oo in film magazines and
newspapers,” this never materidizied, and Beaumont reluctantly gave up athestrical career for onein
commercid art. Soon he was sketching cartoons for MGM's animation studio and working as a part-time
illugtrator for FPCI (Fantasy Publishing Company) in Los Angeles. Beaumont later wrote, "[1] worked
hard, managed to crack most of the pulp magazines with illustrations, graduated to book jackets and
dick magazine cartoons. But [was| forced, findly, to admit total lack of any red talent inthefield.”

When thisfailed, Beaumont turned to writing.

It wasin the summer of 1946, that he met twenty-sx-year-old Ray Bradbury (author of
numerous screenplays, teleplays, essays, poems, and works of fiction, including _Farenheit 451 and
_TheMartian Chronicles ) in Fowler Brothers Book Store in downtown Los Angeles, and began talking
about his comic collection. Remembers Bradbury: "He said hehad alot of _Steve Canyon_, and | told
him| had alot of _Prince Vadiants and some Hannes Bok photographs; so we decided to get together.

"Out of that beginning, of our mutud interest in comic trips, afriendship blossomed.”

Bradbury began to read Beaumont's short fiction and quickly became amaor influencein
Beaumont's life--a mentor. "When | read thefirst one, | said: "Yes. Very definitely. You are awriter,”
recals Bradbury. "It showed immediately. It's not like so many people who come to you with stories and
you say, 'Well, they're okay," Y ou know, if they keep working they'll make it. Chuck's talent was obvious
from that very first sory."

For reasons of economic surviva, Beaumont moved to Mobile, Alabamain 1948, where his
father had obtained employment for him asaclerk for the Gulf, Mobile & Ohio Railroad. It wasthere
that he met Helen Broun, and wrote in anotebook: "She'sincredible. Intdligent _and _beautiful. Thisis
thegirl I'm going to marry!" A yeer later, they were married and moved to Cdifornia. Their son,
Christopher, was born in December of 1950; they would later parent three more children: Catherine,
Elizabeth, and Gregory.

As Beaumont's early writing brought him little more than rejection dips, he worked at anumber
of jobs, including that of apiano player ("Studied piano for six years, decided [I] couldn't squesk by
owing to immensely tdented right hand and nowhere left") and, in 1949, atracing clerk for Cdifornia
Motor Express, where he met John Tomerlin. When the two discovered they shared apassion for words
(eswdl asaskill for "geting out of work™), they quickly cultivated what wasto become alifelong
friendship.

In mid-1951, another specid friendship was made when Beaumont met ayoung, struggling writer
by the name of Richard Matheson (who, in addition to many screenplays, teleplays and short Sories, is
known for workssuchas_| AmLegend _and _The Shrinking Man ). Astheir families became very



close, there soon devel oped between Beaumont and Matheson a constant interchange of idess, out of
which anumber of varied and imaginative stories would emerge. Sayswriter Dennis Etchison

(_ Darkside_and _Cuitting Edge ), who'd attended Beaumont's UCLA writing classin 1963, "It's pretty
difficult to consder Beaumont and Matheson separately because as short story writers they came out at
the same time; they worked together, they both came out of an influence from Bradbury, and they both
had such aclose friendship. | think there are great Smilarities, tradeoffs, and variations between their
stories. They were just two of akind that came up at onetime.”

Astheir careers grew, Beaumont and Matheson acted as "spurs' to one another. "Heand I, ina
very niceway, of course, were very compstitive,” says Matheson. "At firgt, | wasalittle ahead of himin
sdles. I'd call him on the phone and say, 'l just sold a collection of short Storiesto Bantam,' and he'd say,
‘Thanksalot, thanks alot,' and hang up. [laughs] He wasn't serious about it though. But he caught up to
me. My firg collection of stories[ Born of Man and Woman, 1954] spurred him on to hisfirst collection
[ The Hunger and Other Stories , 1957]. Then we both did aso-called 'straight’ novel just about the
sametime [Beaumont's_The Intruder_, 1959 and Matheson's _The Beardless Warriors , 1960]."

But the success which wasto come their way, was gill in the future. For now, Beaumont was
working hard to break through. Says Ray Bradbury, "'l was a Universal in 1952 on my very first screen
project, It Came From Outer Space . And Chuck, coincidentally, was working there in the music
department, handling amulltilith machine, copying the musica scores. | would see him and have lunch with
him there at the studio and encourage him, Those were hard yearsfor him; he didn't want to bein the
music department doing al this'stupid’ work. Hewanted to _write ."

During this period, Beaumont was writing feverishly, but meeting with little success. Hisagent at
the time, Forrest J. Ackerman, recalls "I made gpproximately 78 submissionsfor him, but nothing
happened for quite sometime.”

When fired from Universal in June of 1953, Beaumont took the plunge into fulltime writing.

Late 1953 saw the Beaumonts in disastrous financia shape; Chuck's typewriter wasin hock and
the gas had been shut off in their gpartment. Writer William F. Nolan (co-author of _Logan'sRun_and
biographer of Dashidl Hammett) remembers Beaumont "breaking the sed and turning it back on; Chris
required heat, and damn the gas company! Chris got what he needed.”

Nolan had met Beaumont, briefly, in 1952 at Universal, when introduced by Ray Bradbury. "
recall Chuck's sad face and ink-stained hands. The first Beaumont story had aready appeared (in
_Amazing Stories ) and within afew more months, when | saw Chuck again, haf a dozen others had
been sold. Forry Ackerman got ustogether early in 1953, and our friendship wasimmediate and lasting.
| found, in Chuck, awarmth, avitality, an honesty and depth of character which few possess. And, most
necessary, awild, wacky, irreverant sense of humor."

In February, 1954, Beaumont and Nolan began writing comics for Whitman Publication.
Together they turned out ten stories, after which Beaumont sold another thirty to become employed a
Whitman as co-editor, where he helped to "guide the destinies of such influentid literary figures as Bugs
Bunny, Mickey Mouse, Donald Duck and Andy Panda."

Findly, in September of that year, Beaumont'sfirst magjor sde appeared in_Playboy . "Black
Country," a10,000-word novelaabout aterminaly ill jazzman, is considered by Ray Russdll (_Playboy
editor during the 1950s, and author of many works of fiction, including _Incubus_and _Sardonicus ),
thebest story Playboy _ ever bought. "Beaumont managesto set up arhythm and sustain apitch, a
concert pitch--to useamusicd term--and sustain that from the very beginning to the very end,” says
Russdll. "It dmost never relaxes. Y ou're on abest throughout the entire story until _whhhh , it'sover.
There are very few stories that have that, by Beaumont or anybody else.”

_Playboy soon placed Beaumont on afive-hundred-dollar monthly retainer for first refusal right
to hismanuscripts, and later listed him as a contributing editor.

Beaumont had reached the turning point in his career.

His stories began to appear in the most prestigious magazinesin the nation, including _Esquire ,
_Callier's_and _The Saturday Evening Post_. 1954 also marked the beginning of his career intelevision
when, in April, histeleplay "Masguerade” aired on _Four Star Playhouse . In the yearsto follow, he



would write anumber of scripts, many in collaboration with Richard Matheson. " For ayear or two, we
wrote together on al sorts of projects. we did acouple of _Have Gun, Will Travels , and old Western
series, Buckskin_, and therewas_Philip Marlowe , andthe _D.A.'sMan . Red crap, most of it," says
Matheson, laughingly. "But it was fun, because we had never donethis before. . . But eventualy we
decided that we redlly didn't need to collaborate, and chose to go our own ways."

Beaumont's entry into television, coupled with hissuccessat _Playboy , soon enabled him to
participate in what was to become anew and exciting hobby--auto racing. In February, 1955, Beaumont
and Nolan attended their first sports car race in Palm Springs (an event in which actor James Dean was
driving, and with whom Beaumont would later share amaintainance pit). The sport instantly became one
of the great fascinations of their lives--afascination which quickly carried over to John Tomerlin aswell.
"Chuck was marvel ous at talking people into doing things they had not thirty seconds before ever
dreamed they wanted to do, and suddenly discovered that it was their lifelong ambition,” says Tomerlin.
"And the next thing you knew, you'd be off and on your way doing it!"

Thetrio could soon be found attending and competing in weekend racing events on the West
coadt, a an average of one event per month, and writing voluminoudly for motoring journals such as
_Road & Track , Autosport , TheMotor_, Sports Car Illustrated , and _Autocar_. A favorite
hangout became the Grand Prix--a Hollywood restaurant which catered to the sports car enthusiast and
professond dike, and featured racing music, racing records, and 8mm racing films, which were shown
over thewalls by multiple projectors. Of their racing abilities, Nolan says. "We weren't greet, by any
means, but we werefairly good, fairly fast, and totally crazy--which meanswe weren't afraid of
anything."

Later this year, Beaumont made amajor--as well as difficult--decison to act on hisgrowing
concern over theway hisfiction was being handled by the Forrest Ackerman agency--an agency which
dedlt, dmost exclusively, in sciencefiction markets. With increasing regularity, Beaumont had found
himsdlf turning toward "maingream” storytelling and, in July, signed with Don Congdon, of the Harld
Matson agency in New Y ork. The move proved to be abeneficia one, and quickly helped in establishing
Beaumont's versatility. As Richard Matheson observes, " Chuck had no genre; he was not ascience
fiction writer, he was not afantasy writer--although he did write some wonderful sciencefiction and
fantasy stories-hewrote dl kinds of fiction. A _lot_ of the stuff he wrote--for _Playboy _, what have
you--was just flat, goodout fiction. Straight fiction. So thereé's no category. His mind jumped from place
to place.

Beaumont'sfirgt short fiction collection, _The Hunger and Other Stories_ (G.P. Putnam's Sons)
was rdeased in April of 1957 to favorable reviews. "Thefirgt Sixteen tales of the book are interesting as
instruments which reved the scope and proclivities of ahighly individua mind," saysthe _New Y ork
Herad Tribune . "Oneisimpressed by the crestive gymnastics of the author . . . Butin 'Black Country,’
Beaumont, the author, isforgotten . . . Among dl the Soriesit isthis extraordinary work that passionately
tearsinto the heart of jazz which gives Mr. Beaumont undeniable sature asan artist.”

In addition to the previoudy mentioned periodicas, Beaumont's stories--both fiction and non
fiction--were appearing in publicationsas _ The Magazine of Fantasy and Science Fiction , _Fortnight
and_Rogue . (In_Rogue , dueto his_Payboy commitment, he appeared as"C.B. Lovehill" and
"Michad Philips"). Other collections soon followed--_Y onder: Stories of Fantasy and Science Fiction
(Bantam, 1958), Night Ride and Other Journeys (Bantam, 1960), and _TheFiendinYou , a
Beaumont-edited anthology (Ballantine Books, 1962). In September of 1957, hisfirst novel was
published, _Run From the Hunter__ (written in collaboration with John Tomerlin under the joint
pseudonym "Keith Grantland").

Though he employed many writing styles, the distinct Beaumont "signature’ wasadwaysin
evidence. "Hiswriting was brisk and very terse," says Bradbury. "Therés agreat smilarity to John
Collier. Collier rubbed off on him, just as Callier rubbed off on me. And it wasdl to the good: good,
short, to the point, imaginative storytelling. A lot of usare Collier'sindirect sons, but you learn asthe
years pass, to shake the influence. But it's certainly there. | dso see carryovers from my work in Chuck.
It'sinevitable, because we were around each other so much. | told him about Eudora Welty and



Katherine Anne Porter. | think that dso shows. And it'sdl to the good.”

By 1958, Beaumont had firmly established himsdlf in televison, scripting episodes for shows as
_Alfred Hitchcock Presents ,  One Step Beyond , Naked City , Thriller_and _Wanted Dead or
Alive . Recdls Jerry Sohl, author of numerous scripts and novels, and with whom Beaumont had
collaborated on several screen projects, including an unproduced verson of _The Dunwich Horror
"Chuck wasthe kind of person who could go in [to aproducer's office] and absolutely flabbergast you.
Hed do what you'd call ‘Blue Sky'--held pitch this story and no one would say that's no good, because
they'd be so fascinated with Chuck. He had this ability to absolutely overpower you with what it was that
he was doing. The trouble with most writersisthat they may be good writers, but they can't sdll
themsdlvesin tdevison. Chuck Beaumont was able to do both; plus he could ddliver the goods when the
chipswere down." In 1958, Beaumont aso saw the film release of hisfirst produced screenplay, Queen
of Outer Space . (Two earlier screenplays, _Confession of aTeen-Ager_and _Invaders from 7000
A.D._, both written in 1956-7, went unproduced). Of the film, Beaumont says. "[The] studio called mein
to do what I'd thought was to be a serious study of a group of men who take a space ship to Venus. But
how serious can a picture be when the part of the world's biochemist is played by Zsa Zsa Gabor? The
picture [is] about these men who land on Venus and find aplanet inhabited entirely by beautiful women.

"Naturaly, | wrote the thing as a big spoof. Only trouble was the director and some of the cast
didnt redizeit."

When Rod Serling's_Twilight Zone _made it's network debut in 1959, Besumont became one of
the show's principa writers, scripting 22 of its 156 episodes. Richard Matheson explains hisand
Beaumont's involvement with the celebrated series. " The show was just getting started and Chuck and |
had just joined this agency which was quite good at the time (we'd never had agood film agency before
this), so they immediately started getting us gppointments. Therewas alot of work going onin
televison--haf-hour televison--and _Twilight Zone_ was about to screen their pilot episode. So Chuck
and | went to pitch someideasto Rod [Serling] and [producer] Buck Houghton.” Beaumont and
Matheson went on to become second and third, respectively, in production of _Twilight Zone _ scripts
behind Serling, and were largely responsible for some of the series classic episodes.

Beaumont was aso responsible for bringing ayoung, untried talent to_ Twilight Zone's _ core of
principa writers. While George Clayton Johnson's story output was relatively minor (four stories and four
teleplays), when compared to that of Serling, Beaumont and Matheson, it wasthe _qudity _ of hiswork
which soon placed him on aleve with the other three.

By now aclose-knit "brotherhood" had formed between Beaumont and his friends-—-many of
whom considered him the cornerstone or "electric center” of the group. " Chuck was like the hub of the
whed," explains Nolan, "And you had dl these different spokes going out: Richard Matheson, John
Tomerlin, George Clayton Johnson, OCee Ritch, Chad Oliver, Ray Russdll, Rod Serling, Frank
Robinson, Charles Fritch, myself. Spokes. All connected to Beaumont. He energized us. Fired us. Made
us stretch our creative and writing muscles. He was dways encouraging usto do better. It wasavery
gimulating period in our lives.

The summer of 1961 found Beaumont involved in an explosively-controversid project: thefirst
motion picture to ded with the volatile problem of Southern school integration, based on hisnovel _The
Intruder_.

Thefactua springboard for both novel and film was an article on rabble-rousing John Kasper in
_Look _magazine, printed in 1957 as "Intruder in the South,” which described a power-hungry Kasper's
efforts to sabotage school integration in Clinton, Tennessee. Adam Cramer, the centra figurein
Beaumont's story (protrayed by actor William Shatner), ison asmiliar misson and aso usesintegration
asaready lever in an attempt to gain persona power. Hefails, as Kasper failed, but not before mob
violence hastaken itsugly toll, asit actualy did in Clinton; by the time Kasper |eft, aweek after his
arriva, bombings, acts of terror, and attacks on integrationists had become common in the small
community.

Intrigued by Kasper, Beaumont packed a suitcase and flew to Clinton to interview him.

A year and ahdf later his novel was finished, and Beaumont was subsequently hired to do the



screenplay adaptation for director Roger Corman.

When Corman, whose forte had |ong been science fiction-horror, was unable to obtain studio
backing, hefinanced _The Intruder_ on an independent basis. Filmed on location in and near Charleston,
Missouri, on ashoestring budget of $100,000, and utilizing some 300 loca townspeoplein its cast,
Beaumont went along to oversee his script and to essay the cameo role of school principal Harley Paton.

Thefilm was never successful in generd release due to complications over its controversa
nature, but it was later exploited under the misnomer, | Hate Your Guts , and, later, _Shame .

The early Sixties aso saw the production of seven other Beaumont screenplays. _The Premature
Burid_ (written in collaboration with Ray Russell); Burn, Witch, Burn_ (with Richard Matheson); _The
Wonderful World of the Brother Grimm_ (with David P. Harmon and William Roberts); _ The Haunted
Pdlace ; The Seven Facesof Dr. Lao_; _The Masque of the Red Death _ (with R. Wright Campbdll);
and Mr. Moses (with Monja Danischevsky). In 1959, Beaumont also worked with Otto Preminger on
_Bunny LakeisMissing_; however, Beaumont's script was never used and he remained uncredited on
thefilm.

By now, film and television offerswere flooding in. At times Beaumont juggled as many asten
projects smultaneoudy, and would have to farm the extrawork out to fellow writers William F. Nolan,
Jerry Sohl, John Tomerlin, Ray Russdll and OCee Ritch. "I gather Chuck did too much, didn't he?"
observes Bradbury. "He overloaded himsdlf; then had to farm the extrawork out to hisfriends. | think
therésasimilarity here to Rod Serling--Rod could never resist temptation. In other words, you've been
neglected agood part of your life and no oneis paying attention to you, and dl of asudden, people
_are_paying atention: they're offering you jobs here and there. And the temptation is. Jeez! | never had
anything. | better take that because it may not last! And that happensto al of us. So Chuck, I think
auffered from 'Serling Syndrome.’ Rod, in the last year of hislife, did al those commercids, which he
didn't haveto do. But he couldn't resist, and | gather Chuck couldn't resist all these things; then it got to
be ared burden and he had to do something with it. So hisfriends had to cometo hisaid.”

Although held attained a high-level of creative and financid successin film and television,
Beaumont had often confided to close friends his desire to return to novel writing, and, in 1963, decided
tofinish_Where No Man Walks --anovel hed begun in mid-1957. John Tomerlin explains, "Onceyou
begin working in Hollywood, unless you enter it through the back door of doing novels and then writing
the screenplays and stories that you want to, you end up taking assgnments; usudly, to alarge extent,
those ass gnments are other peopl€s--you're meeting their requirements. Even if the story isorigina, you
must adapt it to their requirements. | think Chuck didn't like doing that, and wanted very much to write
booksthat he had seen himsdlf writing.”

But time was running out on Beaumont.

By mid-1963, his concentration began to dip; he was using Bromo Seltzer constantly to cope
with ever increasing headaches. Friends remarked he looked notably older than his thirty-four years of
age. By 1964, he could no longer write. Meetings with producers turned disastrous. His speech became
dower, more deliberate. His concentration worsened. Meanwhile, hisfamily and friends desperately tried
to understand and treat his symptoms.

In the summer of 1964, after a battery of testsat UCLA, Beaumont was diagnosed as having
Alzheimer's Disease; he faced premature senility, aging, and an early death. "The saving gracetoit,” says
Tomerlin, "if thereisone, in adisease like that, ishe was not realy aware, after the very beginning, that
there was anything wrong with him. When hefirst began to show strong symptoms of it, he would have
kind of momentary flashes of greet concern, asthough he saw something happening and couldn't
understand what it was. But it was afairly gentle process.”

Charles Beaumont died February 21, 1967 at the age of thirty-eight, hisfull potential never
redized.

Hislast hardcover book was _Remember? Remember?_, and as Bill Nolan observes, "thereis
so_much _to remember about Charles Beaumont: [a] midnight call to Caifornia--Chuck caling from
Chicago to tel me he planned to spend the day with lan Fleming and why not join them?. . . thefrenzied,
nutty nights when we plotted Mickey Mouse adventuresfor the Disney Magazines. . . the bright, hot,



exciting racing weekends a Palm Springs, Torrey Pines, Pebble Beach . . . the whirlwind tripsto Paris
and Nassau and New York . . . thesessonsontheset at_ Twilight Zone _when held exclaim, 'l writeit
and they createit in three dimensions. God, but it's_magic!_"... the fast, machine-gun rattle of his
typewriter as| talked to Helen in the kitchen while he worked in the den.. . the rush to the newstand for
the latest Beaumont story. .

Y et, Beaumont's magic is till with us, evidenced by the four children who survived him, andin
the stories which follow. He was a craftsman, the kind of writer who could be relied upon to perform the
ultimate function of fiction--entertainment--adding dways some ambiance, echoing, indefinable, the
reflection of a storyteller who was more than avoice. . .

Roger Anker
LosAngdes, Cdifornia
January, 1987

PREFACE

by
Christopher Beaumont

Roger Anker has put together a good and varied collection of Beaumont short stories. But he's
done something more. He'swrapped each and every story in the loving embrace of afriend. Matheson,
Tomerlin, Bradhury, Nolan; al names| grew up with. Each one adigtinct and pleasant piece of my
memory. A memory that includes the picture of ayoung boy faling adeep, night after night, to the sound
of hisfather'stypewriter, the keysfinaly becoming afamiliar [ullgby.

Do nat think for aminute that the style and clarity found in these stories was not the result of
countless hours spent shaping and reshaping, and then reshaping again, the words.

But somehow, in the midst of his passion for the words, he found time enough, and love enough
to be afather. And such isthe qudlity of that love that it sustained his children; Catherine, Elizabeth,
Gregory and mysdlf, through the stormy westher that followed his desth and the death of our mother.

Not only sustained, but inspired and confirmed our suspicionsthat certain things never die: a
story well told, the steadfast loyalty of agood and true friend, and the memory of afather who
somewhere knew that histime was short, and so passionately shared dl that he had to share.

And even now, some nights, | vaguely hear the typewriter keys tapping in the other room. The
snglebell a the end of the carriage. The sound of theroller twisting another lucky page into the works.
And then the tapping startsagain and | begin to drift to deep.

Good night, Father.

Introduction to



MISSGENTILBELLE
by Ray Bradbury

It has been too many years. Quite suddenly | redlize the old memory isfailing.

| say this because | thought | remembered everything there was to remember about Charles
Beaumont and "Miss Gentilbelle” Not so.

For some letters have comeinto my hands from that time more than 30 years ago, when Charles
Beaumont was ayoung father and amore-than-aspiring writer. Those were the yearswhen | promised
Chuck if he showed up at my house every Wednesday evening with anew story, | would read it. It was
away of forcing him, and several other writer friends, to do one story aweek, 52 weeks ayear. Quality,
| told them and him, came out of quantity. The more you wrote, the better you got. That isif your
intentions were honorable and your dreams high and wondrous.

Chuck did just that. He not only wrote 52 short stories ayear, but he revised them during the
same weeks.

"Miss Gentilbelle" must have come under my eye on not just one or two, but three or four
occasions. With this, and other stories, | wanted Chuck to learn how to cut his stories. Like every writer
inthe higtory of the world, including mysdlf, his stories ran long, and needed shaves and haircuts.

| wish | had some of the origind versons of "Miss Gentilbelle" in front of me. For itisobvious, in
re-reading our old letters, that he revised and cut the story three or four times. At one point, | rather
rigoroudy inssted that if he didn't edit hisstories, | wouldn't read them. That seemsterribly harsh, now
that | look back. But young writers are often stubborn, and remembering my own stubbornness about my
immorta prose, | had to nag Chuck.

It was al worth while, as can be seen by the story here. Chuck revised it at least four times, and |
becameitsfriendly agent to severa magazines. My luck was not good. When | had sent it around five or
sx times, | passed the story on to other hands, and it findly sold.

Further results can be seen in dozens and then scores of hisfuture tales. He became, in avery
short while, not only my honorary son, but first cousin to John Collier, Road Dahl, Nigel Knede, and a
lot of other story tellersthat we admired together. Until, at last, he became and stayed the one and only
Charles Beaumont.

| am glad that we werefriends. | am proud that | gently nagged "Miss Gentilbell€" at various
times. Long after the nags are forgotten, the story will stand. Here is the early Chuck Beaumont,
promising even greater things that he lived just long enough, thank God, to do.

MISSGENTILBELLE
by Charles Beaumont

Robert settled on hisfavorite branch of the old em and watched Miss Gentilbelle. The night was
very black, but he was not afraid, athough he was young enough to be afraid. And he was old enough to
hate, but he didn't hate. He merely watched.

Miss Gentilbdlle sat straight and tiff in the faded chair by the window. The phonograph had been
turned down and she sat, listening. In her hands were ateacup, faintly flowered, and a saucer that did not



match. She held them with great care and delicacy and the tea had long ago turned cold.

Robert decided to watch Miss Gentilbelle's hands.

They were thin and ddlicate, like the cup and saucer. But he saw that they were aso wrinkled
and not smooth like his own. One of the fingers was encircled by atarnished yellow band and the skin
wasvery, very white.

Now the phonograph began to repest toward the end of the record and Miss Gentilbellelet it go
for awhile before she moved.

When she rose, Robert became frightened and cried loudly. He had forgotten how to climb
down from the tree. Miss Gentilbelle heard him crying and after she had replaced the record in itsalbum
she went to the window and raised it hafway to the top.

"Roberta,” she said. "I'm surprised. Quite surprised.” She paused. "Trees are for monkeys and
birds, not little girls. Do you remember when | told you that?"

The soft bayou wind took Miss Gentilbelle's words and carried them off. But Robert knew what
had been said.

"Y es, Mother. Trees are for monkeysand birds.”

"Very well. Come down from there. | wish to spesk with you."

"Yes, Mother." Robert remembered. Cautioudy at first, and then with greater daring, he grasped
smal limbs with his hands and descended to the ground. Before the last jump ajagged piece of bark
caught on his gown and ripped along hole in the gauzy cloth.

The jJump hurt hisfeet but he ran up the splintery steps fast because he had recognized the look in
Miss Gentilbelle's eyes. When he got to the living room, he tried nervoudy to hold the torn patch of cloth
together.

He knocked.

"Comein, Roberta" The pale woman beckoned, gestured. "Sit over there, please, inthe big
chair." Her eyeswere expressionless, without color, like clots of mucus. Shefolded her hands. "I seethat
you have ruined your best gown," shewhispered. "A pity, it once belonged to your grandmother. Y ou
should have been in bed adeep, but instead you were climbing trees and that iswhy you ruined your
gown. It'smade of slk--did you know that, Roberta? Pure silk. Soft and fragile, like the wings of adove;
not of the coarse burlap they're usng nowadays. Such apity . . . It can never be replaced.” Shewas
quiet for atime; then she leaned forward. "Tell me, Roberta- what did you promise when | gave you the
gown?'

Robert hesitated. There were no words to come. He stared at the frayed Oriental rug and
listened to his heart.

"Roberta, don't you think you ought to answer me? What did you promise?"

"That--" Robert's voice was mechanicd. "That | would take good care of it."

"And have you taken good care of it?"

"No, Mother, | ... haven't.”

"Indeed you have not. Y ou have been awicked girl."

Robert bit flesh away from the inside of his mouth. "Can' it be mended?" he asked.

Miss Gentilbelle put afiney woven hankerchief to her mouth and gasped. "Mended! Shdll | take
it to atailor and have him saw apatch?' Her eyes cameto life, flashing. "When a butterfly haslogt its
wing, what happens?'

"It can't fly."

"True. It cannot fly. Itisdead, it isno longer abutterfly. Roberta--there are few thingsthat can
ever be mended. None of the redly worthwhile things can be." She sat thoughtfully slent for severa
minutes, Spping her cold tea

Robert waited. His bladder began to ache.

"Y ou have been an exceedingly wicked girl, Roberta, and you must be punished. Do you know
how | shdl punish you?'

Robert looked up and saw hismother'sface. "Shdl you beat me?'

"Besat you? Redlly, do | seem so0 crude? When have | ever beaten you? No. What are afew little



bruises. They disappear and are forgotten. Y ou must be taught alesson. Y ou must be taught never to
play tricksagan.”

The hot night air went through the grest house and into his body, but when Miss Gentilbelle took
his hand in hers, hefdt cold. Her fingers seemed suddenly to be made of iron. They hurt his hand.

Then, in slence, the two waked from the living room, down the vast, dark hail, past the many
dirty doorwaysand, findly, into the kitchen.

"Now, Roberta," Miss Gentilbelle said, "run up to your room and bring Margaret to me.
Ingtantly.”

He had stopped crying: now hefdt ill. Robert knew what his mother was going to do.

He reached up and clutched her arm. "But--"

"I shdl count up to thirty-five."

Robert ran out of the room and up the stairs, counting quickly to himsdlf. When he entered his
bedroom he went to the small cage and took it from the high shelf. He shook it. The parakeet indde
fluttered white and green wings, moved its head in tiny machine movements.

Twenty seconds had passed.

Robert inserted his finger through the dender bars, touched the parakeet's hard bill. "I'm sorry,
Margaret," hesaid. "I'm sorry." He put hisface up close to the cage and dlowed the bird to nip gently at
hisnose.

Then he shook the confusion from his head, and ran back downgairs.

Miss Gentilbelle was waiting. In her right hand was alarge butcher knife. "Give Margaret to me,”
shesad.

Robert gave the cage to his mother.

"Why do you force meto do these things, child?' asked Miss Gentilbelle.

Shetook the parakeet from its cage and watched the bird struggle.

Robert's heart beat very fast and he couldn't move; but, he did not hate, yet.

Miss Gentilbelle held the parakeet in her |eft hand so that one wing was free. The only sound was
thefrantic fluttering of thiswing.

She put the blade of the knife up closeto the joint of the wing.

Robert tried not to look. He managed to stare away from Margaret's eyes; his gaze held on his
mother's hands.

She held the knife stationary, frozen, touching the feathers.

Why didn't shedoit! Get it over with! It waslike the time she had killed Edna, holding the knife
above the puppy's belly until-- " And now, when you wish you had your little friend, perhaps you will
think twice before you climb trees.

Therewas aquick movement, aglint of Slver, an unearthly series of small sounds.

Thewing fluttered to the floor.

"Margaret!"

The parakeet screamed for a considerable time before Miss Gentilbelle pressed the life from it.
When it was slent, asladt, the white fingersthat clutched it were stained with adark, thin fluid.

Miss Gentilbelle put down the butcher knife, and took Robert's hand.

"HereisMargaret,” shesaid. "Take her. Yes. Now: Shall we mend Margaret?”

Robert did not answer.

"Shal we put her together again, glue back her pretty littlewing?'

"No, Mother. Nothing can be mended.”

"Very good. Perhaps you will learn.” Miss Gentilbelle smiled. "Now take the bird and throw it
into the sove."

Robert held the dead parakeet gently in his hands, and secretly stroked its back. Then he
dropped it into the ashes.

"Take off your gownand putitin, dso.”

As Raobert drew off the thin blue nightgown, he looked directly into his mother's eyes.

"Something you would like to say to me, Roberta?'



"No, Mother."

"Excdlent. Put in some papers and light them. And when you've finished that, get arag from the
broom closet and wipe the floor. Then put the rag into the stove.™

"Yes, Mother."

"Roberta”

v

"Do you understand why Margaret was killed?!

Thistime he wanted to say no, he did not understand. Not at al. There was such confusionin his
head.

"Yes, Mother. | understand.”

"And will you climb trees any more when you ought to bein bed?’

"No. | won't climb any moretrees.”

"I think that istrue. Good night, Roberta. Y ou may go up to your room, afterwards.

"Good night, Mother.”

Miss Gentilbelle walked to the sink and carefully washed her hands. She then returned to the
living room and put arecord on the phonograph.

When Robert went upstairs, she smiled at him.

Helay il in the bed. The swamp wind was damming shutters and cresking boards throughout
the house, so he could not deep. From abroken dat in his own shutter, moonlight shredded in upon the
room, making of everything dark shadows.

He watched the moonlight and thought about the things he was beginning to know.

They frightened him. The books--The pictures of the people who looked like him and were
caled boys, and who looked like Miss Gentilbelle and were caled girls, or ladies, or women .

He rose from the bed, put his bathrobe about him, and walked to the door. It opened noisdesdy,
and when it did, he saw that the entire hallway was streaming with dark, cold light. The old Indian's head
on thewall looked down at him with a plaster frown, and he could make out most of the stained
photographs and wrinkled paintings.

It was so quiet, so quiet that he could hear the frogs and crickets outside; and the moths,
bumping and thrashing againgt the walls, the windows.

Softly hetiptoed down the long hdll to the last doorway and then back again to hisroom.
Perspiration began to form under his arms and between hislegs, and he lay down once more.

But deep would not come. Only the books, the knowledge, the confusion. Dancing. Burning.

Finally, his heart jabbing, loud, Robert rose and silently retraced his footsteps to the door.

He rapped, softly, and waited.

Therewas no answer.

He rapped again, somewhat harder than before; but only once.

He cupped his handsto his mouth and whispered into the keyhole: " _Drake! "

Silence. He touched the doorknaob. It turned.

He went into the room.

A large man was lying across a bulky, posterless bed. Robert could hear the heavy guttural
bresthing, and it made him fed good.

"Drake. Please wake up."

Robert continued to whisper. The large man moved, jerked, turned around. "Minnie?"

"No, Drake. It'sme."

The man sat upright, shook his head violently, and pulled open a shutter. The room lit up.

"Do you know what will happen if shefindsyou here?’

Robert sat down on the bed, close to the man. "I couldn't deep. | wanted to talk to you. She
won't hear--"

"Y ou shouldn't be here. Y ou know what shelll say.”



"Jug alittlewhile. Won't you tak alittle while with me, like you used to?!

The man took a bottle from beneath the bed, filled aglass, drank haf. "Look here" he said.

"Y our mother doesn't like usto be talking together. Don't you remember what she did last time? Y ou
wouldn't want that to happen again, would you?"

Robert smiled. "It won't. | don't have anything left for her to kill. She could only hit me now and
she wouldn't hit you. She never hitsyou."

The man amiled, srangdly.

"Drake."

"What?"

"Why doesn't she want meto tak to you?"'

The man coughed. "It'salong story. Say I'm the gardener and she's the mistress of the house and
you're her. . . daughter, and it isn't right that we should mix."

"But why?'

"Never mind."

"Tdlme"

"Go back to bed, Bobhie. I'll see you next week when your mother takes her trip into town."

"No, Drake, please tak alittle more with me. Tell me about town; please tell me about town."

"You'll see some day--"

"Why do you dways call me 'Bobbie”? Mother calls me Roberta. Is my name Bobbie?’

The man shrugged. "No. Y our nameis Roberta.”

"Then why do you call me Bobbie? Mother saysthereisno such name.”

The man said nothing, and his hand trembled more.

"Dreke."

"y e

"Drake, am| _redly alittlegirl?"

The man got up and waked over to the window. He opened the other shutter and stood for a
long while staring into the night. When he turned around, Robert saw that his face was wet.

"Bobbie, what do you know about God?"

"Not very much. It is mentioned in the George Bernard Shaw book | am reading, but | don't
understand.”

"Well, God iswho must help your mother now, Bobbie boy!"

Robert's fists tightened. He knew--he'd known if for alongtime. A _boy ...

The man had fallen onto the bed. His hands reached for the bottle, but it was empty.

"It'sgood,” the man said. "Ask your questions. But don't ask them of me. Go away now. Go
back to your room!™

Robert wondered if hisfriend wereill, but hefelt too strange to be with anyone. He opened the
door and hurried back to hisroom.

And as helay down, his brain hurt with the new thoughts. He had learned many wonderful things
thisnight. He could dmogt identify the feding that gnawed at the pit of his somach whenever he thought
of MissGentilbdle.

Robert did not deep before the first signs of dawn appeared. And then he dreamed of dead
puppies and dead birds.

They were whigpering something to him.

"Why, Roberta," said Miss Gentilbelle, in a soft, shocked voice. ™Y ou haven't worn your scent
thismorning. Did you forget it?"

"y es"

"A pity. There's nothing like the essence of blossomsto put atouch of freshness about
evaything."

"I'm sorry."



"I should be displeased if you were to forget your scent again. It's not ladylike to go about
amdling of your flesh."

"Yes, Mother."

Miss Gentilbelle munched her toast dowly and looked into Robert's flushed face.

"Roberta, do you fed quitewe|?'

"Yes"

Miss Gentilbelle put her hand to Robert's forehead. ™Y ou do seem somewhat feverish. | think we
will digpense with today's lesson in Jeanne dArc. Immediately following your criticism on the Buxtehude
you will goto bed.”

The bregkfast wasfinished in slence as Miss Gentilbelle read a book. Then they went into the
living room.

Robert hated the music. It sounded in the faded room like the crunch of shoes on gravel, and the
bass notes were dl dissolved into an ugly roar.

They listened for one hour without spesking, and Robert moved only to change the records.

"Now, then, Roberta," Miss Gentilbelle said. "Would you agree with Mr. Locke that Buxtehude
in these works surpasses the bulk of Bach's organ music?’

Robert shook his head. He knew he would have to answer. "1 think Mr. Lockeisright.”

And then it struck him that he had actudly lied before, many times. But perhaps he never knew
before that he didiked music.

"Very good. No need to continue. The facts are salf-evident. Go to your room and undress.
Dinner will be prepared at twelve-thirty."

Robert curtsed and began to walk to the stairway.

"Oh, Roberta."

"Yes, Mother?'

"Did you by any chance see Mr. Franklin last night?"

Robert'sthroat went dry. It was difficult to hold on to histhoughts. "No, Mother, | did not."

"Y ou know you should never seethat evil man, don't you? Y ou must dways avoid him, never
speak aword to him. Y ou remember when | told you that, don't you?"

"Yes, Mother."

"Y ou disobeyed me once. Y ou would never dream of doing that again, would you, Roberta?"

"No, Mother."

"Very good. Retire to your room and be dressed for dinner by twelve.”

Robert went up the stairs dowly, for he could not see them. Tearswelled in his eyes and burned
them, and he thought he would never reach the top.

When he went into hisroom he saw Margaret for amoment and then she was gone.

He sat on the bed and proceeded to remove his clothes. They were dainty clothes, thin and
worn, demanding of great care. He took them off lightly with atouch and |ooked at each garment for a
longtime.

The patent leather shoes, the pink stockings, the pale yellow dress-he laid them nesetly on the
sofaand looked at them. Then, when dl the clothes had been removed, he went to the mirror and looked
intoit.

Robert didn't know what he saw and he shook his head. Nothing seemed clear; one moment he
felt like shouting and another, like going to deep. Then he became frightened and legpt into the large easy
chair, where he drew hislegs and arms about him. He sat whimpering softly, with his eyes open,
dreaming.

A little bird flew out of acorner and fluttered itswings a him. Margaret'swing, the one Miss
Gentilbelle had cut off, fell from the ceiling into hislap and he hdd it to hisface beforeit disappeared.

Presently the room wasfull of birds, al fluttering their wings and crying, crying to Robert. He
cried, too, but softly.

He pulled hisarms and legs closer to him and wrenched at the blond curlsthat fell acrosshis
eyes. The birdsflew at him and around him and then their wings started to fal off. And asthey did, the



brown liquid he remembered soaked into dl the feathers. Some of it got on Robert and when it did, he
cried doud and shut hiseyes.

Then the room seemed empty. Therewere no birds. Just apuppy. A little dog withitsbelly laid
open, crawling up to Robert in awake of spilled entrails, looking into his eyes.

Robert fell to thefloor and rolled over severd times, hisbody quivering, flecks of sdivastreaming
fromhislips.

"Edna, Edna, don't go away."

The puppy tried to walk further but could not. Its round low body twitched like Robert's, and it
meade snuffling noises.

Robert crawled to a corner.

"Edna, please. It wasn't me, it wasn't, redly .

And then a cloud of blackness covered Robert's mind, and he dropped his head on his breast.

When he awakened he was in bed and Drake was standing over him, shaking his shoulders.

"Bobbie, what isit?"

"I don't know. All of sudden | saw Margaret and Ednaand al the birds. They were mad, Drake.
They were mad!™

The man stroked Robert's forehead gently.

"It'sdl right. Y ou don't haveto be afraid now. Y ou just had abad nightmare, that'sall. | found
you laying on thefloor.

"It seemed very red thistime."

"I know. They sometimes do. Why, | could hear you crying dl the way down the hal!"

"She didn't hear me, did she?'

"No, shedidn't hear you."

Then Robert saw the heavy brown bag. "Drake, why have you got that suitcase?'

The man coughed and tried to kick the bag underneath the bed. "It's nothing. Just some
equipment for theyard.”

"No, noitisn't, Drake. | cantell. You're going away!"

"It's equipment for theyard, | tel you.”

"Please don't go away, Drake. Please don't. Please Don't."

The man tightened hisfists and coughed again.

"Now you look, Bobbie. I've just got to go away for alittletrip, and I'll be back before you
know it. And maybe then we can go off somewhere together. I'm going to find out about it, but you
musn't say aword to your mother. Hear?'

Robert looked up, confused. Something fluttered. He could seeiit, from the corner of hiseye.

The man was dirty and he smelled of acohal, but it made Robert fed good when he touched him.

"Redly?Youmean _us? "

"Bobbie. You've got to tell me something first. Do you love your mother?"

He didn't have to think abouit it. "No, she alwayskillsthings, and dways hurtsthings. | don't love
her."

The man spoke under his breath. "I've wanted to do thisfor along time."

Something crawled in acorner. Robert could dmost seeit. "Drake,” he said, "have you ever
killed anything?'

Perspiration stood out on the man's forehead. He answered asiif he had not heard.

"Only once, Bobbie. Only oncedid I kill."

"Wha wasit? An animd?'

"No. It wasworse, Bobbie. | killed a human spirit--asoul.”

"Mother doesit dl thetime!”

"I know. Therés been alot of death in thishouse ... But here now, lad, are you over your
nightmere?'



Robert tried not to look up.

"Areweredly going away when you get back? Away from Mother and this place, just you and
me, Drake? Promise me?"

"Yes, boy. Yes, wearel"

The man took Robert's hand in hisand held it hard.

"Now you see here. If shelearns of thistherell be alot of trouble. Something might go wrong.
So, whatever you do, don't you let on to her what's happened. I'll see the authorities and tell them
everything and you'l get out of here. And wélll be free, you and me, boy!"

Robert didn't say anything. He waslooking a a corner.

"Bobbie, you're not old enough yet to know everything about your mother. She wasn't dways
like sheisnow. And | wasn't, either. Something just happened and. well, I'll tell you about it later so
you'll understand. But right now, | want you to do something. After | leave, you get yourself another little
pet, afrog or something. Keep it in thisroom. Shelll know nothing's changed, then. Shelll know you
haven't been talking to me. Get that frog, Bobbie, and I'll be back so that you can haveit dwaysasa
friend. Always.

"Goodbye, lad. Y ou'll not be staying with that crazy woman much longer, | promise you."

Robert smiled and watched Drake go toward the door.

"Will you redly come back, Drake?"

"Nothing on earth isgoing to siop me, son. | knew that when | saw you last night; | knew it when
you asked me those questions. The first normal things I'd heard for... Yes, son, I'll be back for you."

Robert did not understand much. Only about the frog. He would find himself apet and keepit.

The movement in the corners had stopped, and Robert could think for only alittle while before
he fell into asound deep. So sound adeep that he did not hear Miss Gentilbelle coming up the stairs and
he did not see her face when she stepped into the room.

"Roberta, yourelate. Y ou weretold to be downstairs promptly at twelve-thirty and instead | find
you resting like alady of great leisure. Get up, girl!"

Robert's eyes opened and, he wanted to scream.

Then he apol ogized, remembering to mention nothing of Drake. He put on hisdress quickly and
went downgtairs after Miss Gentilbelle.

He scarcely knew what he was egting; the food was tastel essin his mouth. But he remembered
things and answered questions as he aways had before.

During dessert Miss Gentilbelle folded her book and laid it aside.

"Mr. Franklin has gone away. Did you know that?"

"No, Mother, | did not. Where has he gone?’

"Not very far--he will be back. He's sure to come back; he always does. Roberta, did Mr.
Franklin say anything to you before he left?”

"No, Mother, hedid not. | didn't know Mr. Franklin had gone away."

Robert looked a Miss Gentilbelle€'s hands, watched the way the thin fingers curled about
themsdlves, how they arched ddlicately intheair.

Helooked at the yellow band and again at the fingers. Such white fingers, such dry, white fingers

"Mother."

"y e’

"May | gointo theyard for alittle while?'

"Yes. Y ou have been naughty and kept me waiting dinner but | shal not punish you. Seeyou
remember the kindness and bein the living room in one haf hour. Y ou have your criticism to write.”

"Yes, Mother."

Robert walked down the steps and into the yard. A soft breeze went through his hair and lifted
the golden curls and billowed out his dress. The sun shone hotly but he did not notice. He walked to the



first clump of treesand sat carefully on the grass. He waited.

And then, after atime, a plump frog hopped into the clearing and Robert quickly cupped his
hands over it. The frog leapt about violently, bumping its body against Robert's palms, and then it was
dill.

Robert loosened the thin cloth belt around hiswaist and put the frog under his dress, so that it did
not protrude noticeably.

Then he stroked its back from outside the dress. The frog did not squirm or resist.

Robert thought awhile.

"l shdl cdl you Drake," he said.

When Robert re-entered the kitchen he saw that Miss Gentilbelle was il reading. He excused
himsalf and went up to his bedroom, softly, so that he would not be heard, and hid the frog in his dresser.

He began to fed odd then. Sdivawas forming inside his mouth, boiling hot.

The corners of hisroom looked dive.

He went downgtairs.

". .. and Jeanne d'Arc was burned at the stake, her body consumed by flames. And there was
only the sound of the flames, and crackling straw and wood: she did not cry out once." Miss Gentilbelle
sghed. "There was punishment for you, Roberta. Do you profit from her story?"

Robert said yes, he had profited.

"Soitiswithlife. The Maid of Orleanswasinnocent of any crime; she wasfilled with the grestest
virtue and goodness, yet they murdered her. Her own people turned upon her and burnt the flesh away
from her bones! Roberta--thisis my question. What would you have doneif you'd been Jeanne dArc
and could have lived beyond the stake?"

"|--don't know."

"That," said Miss Gentilbelle, "isyour misfortune. | must speak with you now. I've purposely put
off thisdiscusson so that you might think. But you've thought and remain bathed in your own iniquity.
Child, did you honestly suspect that you could go babbling about the house with that drunken fool
without my knowledge?'

Robert's heart froze; the hurting needles came.

"| listened to you, and heard agreat dedl of what was said. First, let us have an answer to a
question. Do you think that you are aboy?'

Robert did not answer.

"You do." Miss Gentilbelle moved close. "Well, asit happens, you are not. Not in any sense of
the word. For men are animals--do you understand? Tell me, are you an animal or a human being,
Roberta?'

"A human being."

"Exactly! Then obviody you cannot be aboy, isn't that s0? Y ou areagirl, ayoung lady: never,
never forget that. Do you hear?!

"Yes, Mother."

"That, however, is not the purpose of thisdiscusson.” Miss Gentilbelle calmed swiftly. "I am
disturbed that your mind playstricks on you. No. What does disturb me is that you should lie and chesat
S0 blatantly to your mother. Y ou see, | heard you talking.”

Robert's head throbbed uncontrollably. His temples seemed about to burst with pain.

"So--he had gone to get the authorities to take you away from me! Because your mother is so
cruel toyou, so vicioudy crud to the innocent young child! And you will both ride off on awhite horseto
wonderful landswhere no oneismean. . ."

Her cheekstrembled. Her eyes seemed glazed. "Roberta, can you be so naive? Mr. Franklinis
_accustomed _ to such promises: | know." She put ahand to her brow, moved thin fingers acrossthe
flesh. "At thismoment,” she sad, distantly, "heisin abar, drinking himsef into a stupor. Or perhaps one
of the Negro brothels--I understand hel's awell-known figure there."



Miss Gentilbelle did not smile. Robert was confused: thiswas unlike her. He could catch just a
little something in her eyes.

"And s0 you listened to him and loved him and you wait for him. | understand, Roberta; |
understand very well indeed. Y ou love the gardener and you will go away with him!™ Something
happened; her tone changed, abruptly. It was no longer soft and distant. "Y ou must be punished. It ought
to be enough when you findly realize that your Drake will never come back to carry you off. But--it is
not enough. There must be more.”

Robert heard very little now.

"Stop gazing off asif you didn't hear me. Now--bring your little friend here.”

Robert fdt the seed growing within him. He could fed it hard and growing insde his heart. And
he couldn't think now.

Miss Gentilbelle took Robert'swrist in her hand and clutched it until her nails bit deep into the
flesh. "I saw you put that anima in your dress and take it upstairs. Fetch it to methisingtant.”

Robert looked into his mother's eyes. Miss Gentilbelle stood above him, her hands clasped now
to the frayed white collars of her dress. She was trembling and her words did not quite knit together.

"Get it, bring it to me. Do you hear?'

Robert nodded dumbly, and went upstairsto hisroom. It was dive. Birdsfilled it, and puppies.
Little puppies, crying, whimpering with pain.

Hewalked straight to the dresser and withdrew the frog, holding it securely in his hand.

Green and white wings brushed his face as he went back toward the door.

Hewaked downgtairs and into the living room. Miss Gentilbelle was standing in the doorway;
her eyes danced over thewriggling animd.

Robert said nothing as they walked into the kitchen.

"I am sure, Roberta, that when you see this--and when you see that no one ever comesto take
you away--that the best thing is merely to be agood girl. It isenough. To be agood girl and do as
Mother says."

Shetook thefrog and held it tightly. She did not seem to notice that Robert's mouth was moi<t,
that his eyes stared directly through her.

She did not seem to hear the birds and the puppies whispering to Robert, or see them clustering
about him.

She held the frog in one hand, and with the other pulled alarge knife from the knife-holder. It
was rusted and without luster, but its edge was keen enough, and its point sharp.

"Y ou must think about this, child. About how you forced your mother into punishing you.” She
amiled. "Tdl methis have you named your little friend?'

"Yes. HisnameisDrake."

"Drake! How very appropriatel

Miss Gentilbelle did not ook at her son. She put the frog on the table and turned it over onits
back. The creature thrashed violently.

Then she put the point of the knife on the frog's belly, paused, waited, and pushed inwards. The
frog twitched as she held it and drew the blade dowly across, dowly, deep ingde the animdl.

Inawhile, when it had quieted, she dropped the frog into abox of kindling.

She did not see Robert pick up the knife and hold it in his hand.

Robert had stopped thinking. Snowy flecks of salivadotted hisface, and hiseyeshad nolifeto
them. He listened to hisfriends. The puppies, crawling about hisfeet, yipping painfully. The birds,
dropping their bloody wings, flying crazily about his head, screaming, calling. And now the frogs,
hopping, croaking.

Hedid not think. He listened.

"Yes...... yes."

Miss Gentilbelle turned quickly, and her laughter died as she did so. She threw her hands out and
cried--but the knife was aready diding through her pae dress, and through her paeflesh.

The birds screeched and the puppies howled and the frogs croaked. Yes, yes, yes, yes!



And the knife came out and went in again, it came out and went in again.

Then Robert dipped on the wet floor and fell. He rolled over and over, crying softly, and
laughing, and making other sounds.

Miss Gentilbelle said nothing. Her thin white fingers were curled about the handle of the butcher
knife, but she no longer tried to pull it from her somach.

Presently her wracked breathing stopped.

Robert rolled into a corner, and drew hislegs and arms about him, tight.

He held the dead frog to hisface and whispered toit . . .

The large red-faced man waked heavily through the cypressed land. He skillfully avoided bushes
and pits and came, findly, to the clearing that was the entrance to the great house.

He walked to the wrought-iron gate that joined to the high brick wall that was topped with
broken glass and curved spikes.

He opened the gate, crossed the yard, and went up the decaying, splintered steps. He applied a
key to the old oak door.

"Minnie!" he caled. "Got alittle newsfor you! Hey, Minnie!™

The slent gairsanswvered him.

He went into the living room, upstairs to Robert's room.

"Minnig"

Hewalked back to the hallway. An uncertain grin covered hisface. "They're not going to let you
keep him! How's that? How do you likeit?"

The warm bayou wind sighed through the shutters.

The man made fistswith hisfingers, paused, waked down the hall, and opened the kitchen door.

The sickly odor went to his nogtrils first. The words " Jesus God' formed on hislips, but he made
no sound.

He stood very ill, for along time.

The blood on Miss Gentilbell€'s face had dried, but on her hands and whereit had gathered on
thefloor, it was ill moist.

Her fingerswere iff around the knife.

The man's eyestraveled to the far corner. Robert was huddled there, chanting softly--flat, dead,
sSngsong words.

"...wicked...must bepunished. . .wicked girl .. ."

Robert threw his head back and smiled up at the ceiling.

The man walked to the corner and lifted Robert to his chest and held him tightly, crushingly.

"Bobbie," he said. "Bobbie. Bobbie. Bobbie."

The warm night wind turned cold.

It sang through the halls and through the rooms of the great house in the forest.

And then it |eft, frightened and done.
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Introduction to
THE VANISHING AMERICAN
by John Tomerlin



On hisway home, after working late at the office, Mr. Minchell discoversthat heis, in fact,
vanishing. To hisemployer, store clerks, bartenders--even his own family--he either has become literaly
invishle, or soindgnificant that his presence no longer can be detected. Only through an act of daring, an
assartion of hisindividudity, doesMr. Minchell reappear; gain attention; prove his existence.

The pun isarecurrent theme in Charles Beaumont'stitles-"Fair Lady" being another, obvious,
example; "Point of Honor" and Black Country" two less gpparent ones--and is some indication of the
sort of writer hewas. A storyteller, aspinner of yarns, balladeer, prophet; adiscoverer of the wonderous
amidst the commonplace. Hisideas sorang from the germind "What if...?"

What if homosexudity were the norm instead of inverson; what if awoman sought rape instead
of avoiding it; and what if, in lieu of the assmilation of aboriginas, an American actudly _did_vanish?

The sometimes-obvious answers were couched in terms of characters and events so unexpected
(occasiondly unpleasant, frequently macabre, yet invariably red) that they laid bare new truths and new
dimensions of understanding.

Thisisbecause the pure act of imagination that isa Beaumont story is deeply rooted in persona
history. The office where Mr. Minchell works adding up figures on amanifes, isthe office of asouthern
Cdiforniatrucking firm for which Charles performed smilar, agonizing servicesin 1950. "King Richard"
isone of the stone lions at the entrance to the public library on 5th Avenue near 42nd Street, which he
often visted whilelivingin New Y ork.

To those who knew him best, the trappings and imagery of his stories are fun house mirrors
through which hisred life can be glimpsed: people, places, actua events. There wasthe early loss of his
father, and strained relationships with hismother; apair of maiden auntsin Washington who raised
him--eccentricsto say the least; and periods of seriousillnessesasachild. All appear repeatedly in his
dories.

The most familiar character of al, though, one that appearstime and again in different guises, is
alone or has only one other equally powerless person to talk to; is sometimes the possessor of aunique
gift or talent, sometimes not; and must, through an act of daring or persond risk, achieve recognition and
appreciation.

"I'll be seeing you," the stranger in the crowd says. "That'sright,” Mr. Minchell saysfrom his seat
atop thelion. "Youll be seeing me.”

Fear not, old friend, we see you till.

THE VANISHING AMERICAN
by Charles Beaumont

He got the notion shortly after five o'clock; at least, apart of him did, asmall part hidden down
beneath al the conscious cells-he didn't get the notion until sometime later. At exactly five P.M., the bell
rang. At two minutes after, the chairs began to empty. There was the vast damming of drawers, the
graightening of rulers, the sound of bones snapping and mouths yawning and feet shuffling tiredly.

Mr. Minchell relaxed. He rubbed his hands together and relaxed and thought how nice it would
be to get up and go home, like the others. But of course there was the tape, only three-quartersfinished.



Hewould haveto stay.

He stretched and said good night to the people who filed past him. Asusua, no one answered.
When they had gone, he set hisfingers pecking again over the keyboard. The _click-clicking _grew loud
in the suddenly still office, but Mr. Minchell did not notice. He was logt in the work. Soon, he knew, it
would be timefor the totaling, and his pulse quickened at the thought of this.

Helit acigarette. Heart tapping, he drew in smoke and released it.

He extended hisright hand and rested hisindex and middle fingers on the metal bar marked
TOTAL. A mile-long ribbon of paper lay gathered on the desk, strangely festive. He glanced at it, then at
the manifest sheet. The figure 18037448 was circled in red. He pulled breath into hislungs, locked it
there; then he closed his eyes and pressed the TOTAL bar.

Therewas asmooth low metalic grinding, followed by absolute Silence.

Mr. Minchell opened one eye, dragged it from the ceiling on down to the adding machine.

He groaned, dightly.

Thetotal read: 18037447.

"God." He gtared at the figure and thought of the fifty-three pages of manifest, the three thousand
separate rows of figures that would have to be checked again. "God."

The day waslost, now. Irretrievably. It wastoo late to do anything. Madge would have supper
waiting, and F.J. didn't approve of overtime; dso. . .

Helooked at thetotal again. At the last two digits.

He sighed. Forty-seven. And thought, startled: Today, for the Lord's sake, ismy birthday! Today
| am forty--what?--forty-seven. And that explains the mistake, | suppose. Subconscious kind of thing.

Sowly he got up and looked around the deserted office.

Then he went to the dressing room and got his hat and his coat and put them on, carefully.

"_Pushingfifty now_..."

The outside hail was dark. Mr. Minchell walked softly to the elevator and punched the Down_
button. "Forty-seven,” he said, aloud; then, dmost immediately, the light turned red and the thick door
did back noisily. The elevator operator, abirdthin, tan-fleshed girl, swiveled her heed, looking up and
down the hall. "Going down," she said.

"Yes," Mr. Minchdl said, stepping forward.

"Going down.” Thegirl clicked her tongue and muttered, "Damn kids." She gave thelattice gatea
tired push and moved the smooth wooden-handled lever initsdot.

Odd, Mr. Minchell decided, was the word for this particular girl. He wished now that he had
taken the dairs. Being alone with only one other person in an eevator had aways made him nervous:
now it made him very nervous. He felt the tenson growing. When it became unbearable, he cleared his
throat and said, "Long day."

The girl said nothing. She had a surly look, and she seemed to be humming something deep in her
throat.

Mr. Minchell closed hiseyes. In less than aminute--during which time he dreamed of the cables
snarling, of the car being caught between floors, of himself trying to make smal talk with the odd girl for
sx graight hours-he opened his eyes again and walked into the lobby, briskly.

The gate dammed.

He turned and started for the doorway. Then he paused, feeling asharp increasein his heartbeat.
A large, red-faced, magnificently groomed man of middle years stood directly beyond the glass, talking
with another man.

Mr. Minchell pushed through the door, with effort. He's seen me now, he thought. If he asks any
questions, though, or anything, I'll just say | didn't put it on the time card; that ought to makeit dl right .

He nodded and smiled at the large man. "Good night, Mr. Diemd."

The man looked up briefly, blinked, and returned to his conversation.

Mr. Mincheli felt aburning comeinto hisface. He hurried on down the street. Now the
notion--though it was not even that yet, drictly: it was more avague feding--swam up from the bottom of
his brain. He remembered that he had not spoken directly to F.J. Diemel for over ten years, beyond a



"Good morning” . . .

|ce-cold shadowsfell off thetall buildings, staining the streets, now. Crowds of shoppers moved
aong the pavement like juggernauts, exhaustedly, but with great determination. Mr. Minchell looked at
them. They al had furtive appearances, it seemed to him suddenly, even the children, asif each was
fleeing from some hideous crime. They hurried dong, Saring.

But not, Mr. Minchdll noticed, a him. Through him, yes. Past him. Asthe eevator operator had
done, and now F.J. And had anyone said good night?

He pulled up his coat collar and walked toward the drugstore, thinking. He was forty-seven
yearsold. At the current life-expectancy rate, he might have another seventeen or eighteen years|eft.
And then desth.

_If you're not dead already .

He paused and for some reason remembered astory he'd once read in amagazine. Something
about a man who dies and whose ghost takes up hisduties, or something; anyway, the man didn't know
he was dead--that was it. And at the end of the story, he runsinto his own corpse.

Which is pretty absurd: he glanced down at his body. Ghosts don't wear $36 suits, nor do they
have trouble pushing doors open, nor do their corns ache like blazes, and what the devil iswrong with
me today?

He shook his head.

It was the tape, of course, and the fact that it was his birthday. That waswhy his mind was
behaving so foolishly.

Hewent into the drugstore. It was an immense place, packed with people. He walked to the
cigar counter, trying not to fed intimidated, and reached into his pocket. A small man ebowed in front of
him and caled loudly: "Gimme couplanickels, will you, Jack?' The clerk scowled and scooped the
change out of his cash regigter. The smal man scurried off. Otherstook his place. Mr. Minchell thrust his
arm forward. "A pack of Luckies, please," he said. The clerk whipped hisfingers around apile of
cdllophaned packages and, looking elsewhere, droned: "Twenty-ax." Mr. Minchdl put his
twenty-six-cents-exactly on the glass shelf. The clerk shoved the cigarettes toward the edge and picked
up the money, deftly. Not once did helift hiseyes.

Mr. Minchell pocketed the L uckies and went back out of the store. He was perspiring now,
dightly, despite the chill wind. Theword "ridiculous’ lodged in hismind and stayed there. Ridiculous, yes,
for heaven's sake. Still, he thought--now just answer the question--isn't it true? Can you honestly say that
that clerk saw you?

Or that anybody saw you today?

Swalowing dryly, he walked another two blocks, awaysin the direction of the subway, and
went into abar caled the Chez When. One drink would not hurt, one smal, stiff, steadying shot.

The bar was a gloomy place, and not very warm, but there was agood crowd. Mr. Minchell sat
down on agtool and folded his hands. The bartender was talking animatedly with an old woman, laughing
with boisterous good humor from timeto time. Mr. Minchell waited. Minutes passed. The bartender
looked up severa times, but never made a moveto indicate that he had seen acustomer.

Mr. Minchell looked at his old gray overcoat, the humbly floraled tie, the cheap sharkskin
suit-cloth, and became aware of the extent to which he detested this ensemble. He sat there and detested
his clothesfor along time. Then he glanced around. The bartender waswiping aglass, dowly.

_All right, the hell with you. I'll go somewheredse .

Hedid off the stoal. Just as he was about to turn he saw the mirrored wall, pinktinted and
curved. He stopped, peering. Then he dmost ran out of the bar.

Cold wind went into his head.

Ridiculous. The mirror was curved, you jackass. How do you expect to see yourself in curved
mirrors?

Hewalked past high buildings, and now past the library and stone lion he had once, long ago,
named King Richard; and he did not look at the lion, because he'd dways wanted to ride the lion, ever
since hewas a child, and he'd promised himsdlf he would do that, but he never did.



He hurried on to the subway, took the stairs by twos, and clattered across the platform in timeto
board the express.

It roared and thundered. Mr. Minchell held onto the strap and kept himsalf from staring. No one
watched him. No one even glanced at him when he pushed his way to the door and went out onto the
empty platform.

Hewaited. Then the train was gone, and he was aone.

Hewaked up the stairs. It was fully night now, a soft, unshadowed darkness. He thought about
the day and the strange things that were gouging into his mind and thought about dl thisas he turned
down afamiliar street which led to hisfamiliar gpartment.

The door opened.

Hiswifewasin the kitchen, he could see. Her apron flashed across the arch, and back, and
across. Hecdled: "Madge, I'm home.”

Madge did not answer. Her movements were regular. Immy was Sitting at the table, drooling
over aglass of pop, whispering to himself.

"l said--" Mr. Minchell began.

"Jmmy, get up and go to the bathroom, you hear? I've got your water drawn.”

Jmmy promptly brokeinto tears. He jumped off the chair and ran past Mr. Minchell into the
bedroom. The door dammed vicioudy.

"Madge."

Madge Minchell came into the room, tired and lined and heavy. Her eyes did not waver. She
went into the bedroom, and there was a silence; then asharp dapping noise, and ayelling.

Mr. Minchell walked to the bathroom, fighting down the small terror. He closed the door and
locked it and wiped his forehead with a handkerchief. Ridiculous, he thought, and ridiculous and
ridiculous. I am making something utterly foolish out of nothing. All I haveto doislook in the miror,
and--.

He held the handkerchief to hislips. It was difficult to breathe.

Then he knew that he was afraid, more so than ever beforein alifetime of being afraid, L ook at
it thisway, Minchdl: why __shouldnt__youvanish?

"Y oung man, just you wait until your father gets here!™

He pushed the handkerchief against his mouth and leaned on the door and gasped.

" What do you mean, vanish? "

_Goon, takealook. You'll seewhat | mean .

Hetried to swallow, couldn't. Tried to wet hislips, found that they stayed dry.

" Lord-_"

He ditted his eyes and walked to the shaving mirror and looked in.

Hismouth fell open.

Themirror reflected nothing. It held nothing. It was dull and gray and empty.

Mr. Minchell stared at the glass, put out hishand, drew it back hadtily.

He sguinted. Inches away. There was aform now: vague, indistinct, festureless. but aform.

"Lord," he said. He understood why the elevator girl hadn't seen him, and why F.J. hadn't
answered him, and why the clerk at the drugstore and the bartender and Madge.

" I'mnot dead ."

_Of course you're not dead--not that way .

"--tan your hide, Immy Minchell, when he gets home."

Mr. Minchell suddenly wheeled and clicked the lock. He rushed out of the steamfilled bathroom,
across the room, down the stairs, into the street, into the cool night.

A block from home he dowed to awalk.

_Invishle!_He said the word over and over, in ahalf-voice. He said it and tried to control the
panic that pulled at hislegs, and a hisbrain, and filled him.

_Why?_

A fat woman and alittle girl passed by. Neither of them looked up. He started to call out and



checked himsdlf. No. That wouldn't do any good. There was no question about it now. Hewasinvisible,

Hewaked on. As hedid, forgotten things returned; they came and they left, too fast. He couldn't
hold onto them. He could only watch, and remember. Himsdlf as ayoungster, reading: the Oz books,
Tarzan, and Mr. Wells. Himsdf going to the University, wanting to teach, and meeting Madge; then not
planning any more, and Madge changing, and al the dreams put away. For later. For theright time. And
then Immy--little strange Jmmy, who atefilth and picked his nose and watched television, who never
read books, never; Jmmy, his son, whom he would never understand.

He walked by the edge of the park now. Then on past the park, through amaze of familiar and
unfamiliar neighborhoods. Walking, remembering, looking at the people and feding pain because he
knew that they could not see him, not now or ever again, because he had vanished. He walked and
remembered and felt pain.

All the stagnant dreams came back. Fully. Thetrip to Italy held planned. The open sports car,
bad westher be damned. The firsthand knowledge that would tell him whether he did or did not approve
of bullfighting. Thebook . ..

Then something occurred to him. It occurred to Mr. Minchell that he had not just suddenly
vanished, likethat, after dl. No; he had been vanishing gradudly for along while. Every time he said
good morning to that bastard Dieme he got alittle harder to see. Every time he put on this horrible suit he
faded. The process of disappearing was set into action every time he brought his pay check home and
turned it over to Madge, every time he kissed her, or listened to her vicious unending complaints, or
decided againgt buying that novel, or punched the adding maching he hated so, or . . .

Certanly.

He had vanished for Dieme and the othersin the office years ago. And for strangersright
afterwards. Now even Madge and Jmmy couldn't see him. And he could barely see himsdlf, evenina
mirror.

It madeterrible senseto him. _Why _ shouldn't__ you disappear? Well, why, indeed? There
wasn't any very good reason, actualy. None. And this, in anightmarish sort of away, madeit as brutaly
logicd asaperfect tape.

Then he thought about going back to work tomorrow and the next day and the day after that.
Hed haveto, of course. He couldn't let Madge and immy starve; and, besides, what else would he do?
It wasn't asif anything important had changed. Hed go on punching the clock and saying good morning
to people who didn't see him, and he'd run the tapes and come home best, nothing atered, and some day
held die and that would be that.

All & once hefelt tired.

He sat down on acement step and sighed. Digtantly he redlized that he had cometo the library.
He sat there, watching the people, feeling the tiredness seep through him, thickly.

Then helooked up.

Above him, black and regal against the sky, stood the huge stone lion. Its mouth was open, and
the great head wasraised proudly.

Mr. Minchdl smiled. King Richard. Memories scattered in hismind: old King Richard, well, my
God, herewe are.

He got to hisfeet. Fifty thousand times, at least, he had passed this spot, and every time he had
experienced that instant of wild craving. Less so of late, but ill, had it ever completely gone? Hewas
amazed to find that now the childish desre was welling up again, stronger than ever before. Urgently.

He rubbed his cheek and stood there for several minutes. It's the most riduculousthing in the
world, he thought, and I must be going out of my mind, and that must explain everything. But, he inquired
of himsdlf, even so, why not?

After dl, I'minvisible. No one can see me. Of coursg, it didn't have to be thisway, not redlly. |
don't know, hewent on, | mean, | believed that | was doing the right thing. Would it have been right to
go back to the University and the hell with Madge? | couldn't change that, could 1? Could | have done
anything about that, even if 1'd known?

He nodded sadly.



All right, but don't make it any worse. Don't for God's sake _dwell_ oniit!

To hissurprise, Mr. Minchell found that he was climbing up the concrete base of the statue. It
ripped the bresth from hislungs--and he saw that he could much more easily have gone up afew extra
steps and smply stepped on--but there didn't seem anything else to do but just this, what he was doing.
Once upright, he passed his hand over the statue's flank. The surface wasincredibly deek and cold, hard
asalion'smuscles ought to be, and tawny.

Hetook astep backwards. Lord! Had there ever been such power? Such marvel ous downright
power and--majesty, as was here? From stone--no, indeed. It fooled agood many people, but it did not
fool Mr. Minchell. He knew. Thislion was no mere library decoration. It was an animal, of deadly
cunning and fantastic strength and unbdievable ferocity. And it didn't move for the smple reason thet it
did not careto move. It waswaiting. Some day it would see what it was waiting for, its enemy, coming
down the street. Then look out, people!

He remembered the whole yarn now. Of everyone on Earth, only he, Henry Minchell knew the
secret of thelion. And only he was allowed to St adtride this mighty back.

He stepped onto thetail, experimentally. He hesitated, gulped, and swung forward, swiftly, on up
to the curved rump.

Trembling, he did forward, until finaly he was over the shoulders of thelion, just behind the
raised head.

Hisbregth came very fadt.

He closed hiseyes.

It was not long before he was breathing regularly again. Only now it was the hot, fetid air of the
jungle that went into hisnogtrils. He felt the great muscles ripple beneeth him and he listened to the fast
crackle of crushed foliage, and he whispered:

"Easy, fdlow."

Theflying spearsdid not frighten him; he sat sraight, smiling, with hisfingersburied in therich
tawny mane of King Richard, whilethewind tore a hishair -

Then, abruptly, he opened hiseyes.

The city stretched before him, and the people, and the lights. He tried quite hard not to cry,
because he knew that forty-seven-year-old men never cried, not even when they had vanished, but he
couldn't help it. So he sat on the stone lion and lowered his head and cried.

Hedidn't hear the laughter &t firgt.

When he did hear it, he thought that he was dreaming. But it was true: somebody was laughing.

He grasped one of the statue's ear for balance and |eaned forward. He blinked. Below, some
fifteen feet, there were people. Y oung people. Some of them with books. They werelooking up and
gmiling and laughing.

Mr. Minchell wiped hiseyes.

A dight horror came over him, and fell away. He leaned farther out.

One of the boyswaved and shouted: "Ride him, Pop!”

Mr. Minchell dmost toppled. Then, without understanding, without even trying to
understand--merely knowing--he grinned widdly, showing his teeth, which were hisown and very white.

"You--seeme?' hecaled.

The young people roared.

"You do!" Mr. Minchdl'sface seemed to met upwards. He let out ayell and gave King
Richard's shaggy stone mane an enormous hug.

Below, other people stopped in their walking and asmall crowd began to form. Dozens of eyes
peered sharply, quizzicaly.

A woman in gray fursgiggled.

A thin man in ablue suit grunted something about these damned exhibitionists.

"Y ou pipe down,” another man said. "Guy wantsto ride the goddamn lion it's his own business."

There were murmurings. The man who had said pipe down was small and he wore black-rimmed
glasses. "l usedto do it Al thetime." He turned to Mr. Minchell and cried: "How isit?"



Mr. Minchell grinned. Somehow, he redized, in some mysterious way, he had been given a
second chance. And thistime he knew what he would do with it. "Fine!" he shouted, and stood upon
King Richard's back and sent his derby spinning out over the heads of the people. "Come on up!™

"Cant doit,” theman said. "Got adate." Therewasalook of profound admiration in hiseyesas
he strode off. Away from the crowd he stopped and cupped his hands and cried: "I'll be seeing you!™

"That'sright,” Mr. Minchell said, fedling the cold new wind on hisface. "Y oull be seeing me."

Later, when he was good and ready, he got down off thelion.

A PLACE OF MEETING
by Charles Beaumont

It swept down from the mountains, aloose, crysta-smelling wind, an autumn chill of moving
wetness. Down from the mountains and into the town, whereit set the dead trees hissing and the
sgnboards cresking. And it even went into the church, because the bell was ringing and there was no one
toring the bell.

The peoplein the yard stopped their talk and listened to the rusty music. Big Jm Kroner listened
too. Then he cleared histhroat and clapped his hands-- thick hands, calloused and work-dirtied.

"All right,” hesaid loudly. "All right, let's settle down now." He waked out from the group and
turned. "Who'sgot the list?"

"Got it right here, Jm," awoman said, coming forward with aloose-lesf folder.

"All present?’

"Everybody except that there German, Mr. Grunin--Grunger--"

Kroner smiled; he made amegaphone of his hands. "Gruninger--Bartold Gruninger?"

A smal man with amustache caled out excitedly, "Ja, ja ... swar schwer den Friedhof zu
finden,”

"All right. That'sal we wanted to know, whether you was here or not,” Kroner studied the pages
carefully. Then he reached into the pocket of his overalsand withdrew astub of pencil and put thetipin
hismouth.

"Now, before we gart off," he said to the group, "1 want you to know is there anybody here
that's got a question or anything to ask?' Helooked over the crowd of silent faces. "Anybody don't
know who | an? No?"

Then came another wind, mountain-scattered and fast: it billowed dresses, set damp hair moving;
it pushed over pewter vases, and smashed dead roses and hydrangeas to swirling dust againgt the gritty
tombstones. Its clean rain smell was gone now, though, for it had passed over the fields with the odors of
rotting life.

Kroner made a check mark in the notebook, "Anderson,” he shouted. "Edward L."

A maninoverdlslike Kroner's stepped forward.

"Andy, you covered Skagit valley, Snohomish and King counties, aswell as Segitle and the



rex?'

"Yes gr."

"What you got to report?'

"They'redl dead,” Anderson said.

"Y ou looked everywhere? Y ou was red careful ?'

"Yes, dr. Aint nobody divein thewhole sate”

Kroner nodded and made another check mark. "That'sdl, Andy. Next: Avakian, Katina."

A woman in awool skirt and gray blouse walked up from the back, waving her arams. She
started to speak.

Kroner tapped his stick. "Listen here for asecond, folks," he said. " For those that don't know
how to talk English, you know what thisis al about--so when | ask my question, you nod up-and-down
for yes (likethis) and sideways (like this) for no. Makesit alot easier for those of us as don't remember
too good. All right?!

There were murmurings and whispered consultations and for alittle while the yard was full of
noise. Thewoman called Avakian kept nodding.

"Fine," Kroner said. "Now, Miss Avakian. Y ou covered what? Iran, Irag, Turkey, Syria. Did
you--find--an-ybody a-live?'

The woman stopped nodding. "No," she said. "No, no."

Kroner checked the name. "Let's see here, Boledavsky, Peter. Y ou can go on back now, Miss
Aveakian."

A manin bright city clothes walked briskly to thetree clearing. "Yes, gr," hesaid.

"What have you got for us?'

The man shrugged. "Wdll, | tel you; | went over New Y ork with afine-tooth comb. Then | hit
Brooklyn and Jersey. Nothin', man. Nothin' nowhere."

"Heisright," adark-faced woman said in atremulous voice. "1 wasthere too. Only the dead in
the Streets, dl over, dl over the city; inthe cars| looked even, inthe _offices . Everywhereis people
dead.”

"Chavez, Fietro. BgaCdifornia.

"All dead, senor chief,"

"Ciodo, Ruggiero. Capri."

The man from Capri shook his head violently.

"Denman, Charlotte. Southern United States.” "Dead asdoornails. . ." "Elgar, DavisS. . ."
"Ferrazio, Ignatz . . ." "Goldfarb, Bernard . . ." "Halpern .. ." "lves. .. Kranek ... OBrian..."

The names exploded in the pale evening air like degp gunshots; there was much head-shaking,
many people saying, "No. No."

At last Kroner stopped marking. He closed the notebook and spread his big workman's hands.
He saw theround eyes, the trembling mouths, the young faces; he saw all the frightened people.

A girl began to cry. She sank to the damp ground, and covered her face and made these crying
sounds. An elderly man put his hand on her head, The elderly man looked sad. But not afraid. Only the
young ones seemed afraid,

"Settle down now," Kroner said firmly. " Settle on down. Now, listen to me, I'm going to ask you
al the same question one more time, because we got to be sure." He waited for them to grow quiet. "All
right. Thishereisdl of us, everyone. \Veve covered al the spots. Did anybody herefind onesingle
Slitary Sgn of life?”

The people were silent. Thewind had died again, so therewas no sound at dl. Acrossthe
corroded wire fence the gray meadows lay strewn with the carcasses of cows and horses and, in one of
thefields, sheep. No flies buzzed near the dead animds; there were no maggots burrowing. No vultures,
the sky was clean of birds. And in dl the untended rolling hills of grass and weeds which had once sung
and pulsed with amillion voices, in dl theland there was only thisimmense stillness now, gill asyears,
gl asthe unheard motion of the sars.

Kroner watched the people. The young woman in the gay print dress, thetall African with his



bright paint and cultivated scars; the fierce-looking Swede looking not so fierce now in thisgraying
twilight. He watched dl thetall and short and old and young people from dl over the world, pressed
together now, avast slent polyglot in this country meeting place, thisaways|onely and long-deserted
spot--deserted even before the gas bombs and the disease and the flying pestilences that had covered the
earth in three days and three nights. Deserted. Forgotten.

"Tak tous, Im," the woman who had handed him the notebook said. She was new,

Kroner put thelist ingde hisbig overalls pocket.

"Tdl us" someonedsesaid. "How shdl we be nourished? What will we do?'

"Theworld'sall dead,” achild moaned. "Dead as dead, thewholeworld . . ." .

"Todo & mund--"

"Monsieur Kroner, Monsieur Kroner, what will we do?"

Kroner smiled, "Do?" Helooked up through the still-hanging poison cloud, the dun blanket, up to
where the moon was now risen in full coldness. His voice was steady, but it lacked life. "What some of us
have done before,” he said. "WEell go back and wait. It ain't thefirst time. It ain't the lagt.”

A littlefat bald man with old eyes sighed and began to waver in the October dusk. The outline of
his form wavered and disappeared in the shadows under the trees where the moonlight did not reach.
Othersfollowed him as Kroner talked.

"Same thing welll do again and likely keep on doing. WEII go back and--deep. And well wait.
Thenit'll start al over again and folksl! build their cities--new folks with new blood--and then well wake
up. Maybe along timeyet. But it ain't so bad; it's quiet, and time passes.” Helifted asmdll girl of fifteen
or sixteen with pae cheeks and red lips. "Come on, now! Why, just think of the appetite you'll have dl
built up!"

The girl smiled. Kroner faced the crowd and waved his hands, large hands, rough from the stone
of midnight pyramids and the fed of muskets, boil-speckled from night hoursin packing plants and
trucking lines; broken by the impact of atomahawk and machine-gun bullet; but white where the dirt was
not caked, and bloodless. Old hands, old beyond years.

Ashewaved, thewind came limping back from the mountains. It blew the heavy iron bell highin
the steepled white barn, and set the signboards creaking, and lifted ancient dusts and hissed again through
the dead trees.

Kroner watched the air turn black. Helistened to it fill with the flappings and the flutterings and
the squeakings. He waited; then he stopped waving and sighed and began to walk.

Hewalked to aplace of vines and heavy brush. Here he paused for amoment and looked out at
the silent place of high dark grass, of hidden huddled tombs, of scrolls and stone-frozen children stained
slver inthe night'swet darkness; at the crosses he did not look. The people were gone, the place was
empty.

Kroner kicked away the foliage. Then he got into the coffin and closed the lid.

Soon he was adeep.

Introduction to
THEDEVIL, YOU SAY?
by Howard Browne



In 1951, asthe then editor of the Ziff-Davis Fiction Group, | bought "The Devil, You
Say?'--Charles Beaumont's first story sdle. This obvioudy made methefirst to recognize his unique
talentsasawriter.

Not true. As| recdl, TDY S cameinto our editoria officesviathe"dush pile” i.e. the daily raft of
unsolicited submissonsto the severd fiction magazines the company published at thetime, It wasthe
daff'sjob to go through the pile in the unlikely chance of coming across something we could use.

At thetime Lila Shaffer--agifted young woman with an unerring ability to separate the occasiona
grain of wheat from al that chaff--was associate editor of both _Amazing Stories_and _Fantastic
Adventures .

Asl recdll, she plunked the Beaumont story on the desk in front of me, said something like, “This
isthe best thing I've come acrossin | don't know how long. Y ou've got to read it. Right now!", and sat
down.

| said, "Sinceyou put it that way," and began reading.

After thefirst four or five pages, 1 looked up at her, said, "Y ou know damned well | don't like
stories that open with someone saying ‘Let metell you what happened to me awhile back.' Lacks
immediacy.”

"Read," shesaid.

| read the rest of it, handed her the pages, said, "Who isthisguy?'

Shesaid, "'l don't know. | never heard of him before.”

"Send acheck,” | said. "And aletter saying we want first crack at anything else he Writes,"

Unfortunately nothing came of it. _Playboy and Rogue paid better rates than we did.

A few yearslater | was brought to Hollywood to write for motion pictures and television. Shortly
after | got there, | met Charles Beaumont and told him the whole story.

I'm not sure he believed me, but he laughed and bought me adrink. And weraised our glassesin
atoadt. To LilaSheffer.

THEDEVIL, YOU SAY?
by Charles Beaumont

It was two o'clock in the morning when | decided that my attendance a a mesting of the
International Newspapermen's Society for the Prevention of Thirst was amatter of mora necessity. This
noble Brotherhood, steeped in tradition and by now asimmortd as the ingtitution of the public press, has
aways been ahaven, arefuge and an inspiration to weary soulsin the newspaper professon. Its
gatherings at AdasBar & Grill--Open 24 Hours A Day--have made more than afew dismiss their woes
forawhile.

| had just covered aterrificaly drab story which depended nine tenths upon the typewriter for its
effect, and both brain and throat had grown quite dry in consequence. The extra block and a hdf over to
Adaswas acompletey natural detour.

Asusud at thistime of day, the only customers were newspapermen.



Joe Barnes of the_Herad _wasthere, dso Mary Kepner and Frank Monteverdi of the
_Express . Warren Jackson, the _Globe's _ drama critic, sat musing over acigar, and Mack Sargent,
who got paid for being the _New's  sports man, seemed to be fascinated by improvising multiple beer
rings on the table cloth.

The only one | was surprised to seewas Dick Lewis, afeatured columnist for the Express
who'd lately hit the syndicates. He usualy didn't drop in to Adas more than two or three times amonth,
and then he never added much to the conversation.

Not that he wasn't likable. Asamatter of fact, Dick always put a certain color into the
get-togethers, by reason of being such aclam. It gave him a secretive or "MysteryMan' appearance, and
that's dways stimulating to gabfests which occasionally verge towards the monotonous.

He sat in one of the corner booths, 1ooking as though he didn't give adamn about anything. A
little different thistime, alittle lower at the mouth. Having looked into mirrors many times mysdf, I'd
come to recognize the old half-closed eydidsthat didn't result from mere tiredness. Dick sat there
consdering his haf-empty stein and stifling only asmal percentage of burps. Clearly he had been there
sometime and had considered a great many such haf-empty sems.

| drew up achair, tossed off an dl-inclusve nod of greeting and listened for afew secondsto
Frank's story of how he had scooped everybody in the city onthe _Lusitania_ disaster, only to get
knocked sensaless by an automobile ten seconds before he could get to a phone. The story died in the
mid-section, and we dl sat for ahalf hour or so quaffing cool ones; hiccoughing and apologizing.

One of the wonderful things about beer isthat alittle bit, Spped with the proper speed, can give
one the courage to do and say things one would ordinarily not have the courage to even dream of doing
and saying. | had absorbed, _presto , sufficient of the miracle drug by the time the clock got to three
AM., to do something | guess I'd wanted to do in the back of my mind for along time. My voice was
loud and clear and charged with insinuation. Everybody |ooked up.

"Dammit, Lewis" | said, pointing directly at him, "in order to be amember in good standing of
this Society, you've just got to say something interesting. A guy smply doesn't look asinscrutable asyou
do without having something on hismind. Y ou've listened to our stories. Now how about one of your
owvn?'

"Yeah," joined Monteverdi, "Ed'sright. Y ou might call it your dues."

Jackson looked pleased and put in: "See here, Lewis, you're anewsman, aren't you? Surely you
have one hafway diverting story." "If it'spersond,” | said, "so much the better. | mean, after al, were
aBrotherhood here."

And that started it. Pretty soon wewere dl glaring at poor Dick, looking resentful and defiant.

He then surprised us. He threw down the last of hisdrink, ordered three more, stared useachin
the face one by one and said:

"Okay. All right. You'redl just drunk enough to listen without caling for the boysin white,
though you'l till think I'm the damndest liar in the state. All right, | admit it. | do have something on my
mind. Something you won't believe worth beans. And let metell you something ese. I'm quitting this
screwball racket, so | don't care what you think."

He drained another stein-full.

"I'm going to tell you why as of tomorrow | start looking for some nice quiet job in aboiler
factory. Or maybe asamissonary.”

Andthisisthe story Dick Lewistold that night. He was either mightily drunk or crazy asacoct,
because you could tell he believed every word he said.

I'm not sure about any of it, mysdlf. All | know for certain isthat he actudly did quit the game just
as he said hewould, and since that night | haven't even heard hisname.

When my father died heleft me a hundred and twenty-two dollars, his collection of
plastic-coated insects and complete ownership of the _Danville Daily Courier_. Hed owned and edited
the _Courier_ for fifty-five years and dthough it never made any money for him, heloved it with dl his



heart. | sometimes used to think that it was the most preciousthing in life to him. For whenever there
wasn't any news--which wasdl the time--he'd pour out hisinner thoughts, his history, hiswhole soul into
the columns. It was alot more than just asmall town newspaper to Dad: it was hislife.

| cut my first teeth on the old hand press and spent most of my time in the office and back room.
Pop used to say to me, "Y ou weren't born, lad, you appeared one day out of abottle of printer'sink."”
Corny, but | must have believed him, because | grew up loving it al.

What we lived on those days was a mystery to me. Not enough issues of the _Courier_ were
sold even to pay for the paper stock. Nobody bought it because there was never anything to read of any
interest--aside from Dad's persona column, which was understandably limited in its apped. For smilar
reasons, no one ever advertised. He couldn't afford any of the press services or syndicates, and Danville
wasn't homebody enough atown to give much of adarn how Mrs. Piddles milk cows were coming
dong.

| don't even know how he managed to pay the few hands around the place. But Dad didn't seem
toworry, so | never gavethe low circulation figures agreat deal of thought.

That is, | didn't until it was my turn to take over.

After thefirst month | began to think about it alot. | remember Stting in the office done one
night, wondering just how the hell Dad ever did it. And | don't mind saying, | cussed his hide for not ever
telling me. He was a queer old duck and maybe thiswas meant as atest or something.

If so, | had flunked out on thefirst round.

| sat there staring dumbly at the expense account and wondering, in a hdf-stupid way, how such
apretty color asred ever got mixed up with so black athing as being broke.

| wondered what earthly good a newspaper wasto Danville. It was atown unusual only because
of its concentrated monotony: nothing ever happened. Which isnews just once, not once aday.
Everybody was happy, nobody was starving; everlasting duties were tended to with acomplete lack of
reluctance. If every placein the world had been like Danville, old Heraclitus wouldn't have been given a
second thought. It hadn't had so much as a drunken brawl since 1800.

So | figured it dl out that night. I'd take the sheets of paper in front of me and pitch theminto the
waste basket. Within an hour I'd call up everyone who worked with me, including the delivery boys, and
tell them that the _Danville Daily Courier__had seen itsday. Those people with subscriptions, | thought,
would haveto try to find me. | had about ten dollars left and owed twenty timesthat in rent and credit.

| suppose you just don't decide to close up business and actualy close it up--right down to firing
al the hep--in an hour'stime. But that'swhat | was going to do. | didn't take anything into consideration
except thefact that | had to go somewhere and get ajob quick, or I'd end being thefirst personin
Danilleshistory to die of starvation. So | figured to lock up the office, go home and get my things
together and leave the next afternoon for some nearby city.

| knew that if | didn't act that fast, if | stayed and tried to sdll the office and the house, I'd never
get out of Danville. Y ou don't carry out flash decisonsif you wait around to weigh their consequences.
You've got to act. So that'swhat | started to do.

But | didn't get far. About thetime | had it dl nicely resolved and justified, | was scared out of
my shoes by apolite sort of cough, right next to me. It was after midnight and subconscioudly | realized
that this was neither the time nor the place for polite coughs--at least ones| didn't make. Especialy since
| hadn't heard anyone comein.

An old boy who must have been crowding ninety stood in front of the desk, staring at me. And |
stared right back. He was dressed in the sporty style of the eighteen nineties, with whiskersal over his
face and alittle black derby which canted jauntily over hisleft eye.

"Mr. Lewis?' he said, hopping on the side of the desk and taking off hiswhite gloves, finger by
finger. "Mr. Richard Lewis?'

"Yes, that'sright” iswhat | said.

"The son of Elmer Lewis?'

| nodded, and I'll bet my mouth was wide open. He took out abig cigar and lit it.

"If I may besorude,” | findly managed to get out, "who the hell are you and how did you get in



here?'

Hiseyestwinkled and immediately | was sorry for having been so abrupt. | don't know why, but
| added, "After al, y'know, it's pretty late."

The old geezer just sat there smiling and puffing smokeinto the air.

"Did you want to see me about something, Mr.--"

"Cadll me Jones, my boy, cal me Jones. Y es, asamaitter of fact, | do have some businesswith
you. Y'see, | knew your father quite well once upon atime--might say he and | were very close friends.
Business partnerstoo, you might say. Y es. Business partners. Tell me, Richard, did you ever know your
father to be unhappy?"

It was an odd conversation, but Mr. Joneswas far too friendly and ingratiating to get anything but
courtesy out of me. | answered him honestly.

"No, Dad was aways about the happiest person I've ever seen. Except when Mother died, of
course.”

Jones shifted and waved hiscanein the air.

"Of course, of course. But aside from that. Did he have any grievances about life, any particular
concern over the fact that his newspaper was never very, shal we say, successful? In aword, Richard,
was your father content to the day he died?"

"Yes, I'd say hewas. At least | never heard him complain. Dad never wanted anything but a
chanceto putter around the office, write his column and collect bugs.”

At this he whacked the desk and grinned until al | could see wasteeth. "Ah, that's very good,
m'boy, very good. Times haven't been like they werein the old days. I'd begun to wonder if | wasas
good as| made out to be. Why, do you know that Elmer was my first customer since that time Dan'l
Webster made such afool of me! Oh, that wasrich. Y ou've got to hand it to those New Hampshire
lawyers, you'vejust got to hand it to them.”

He sat chuckling and puffing out smoke, and, looking squarely at the Situation, | beganto get a
very uncomfortable sensation adong the back of my spine.

"Y our dad wasn't any dlouch, though, let metell you, Dick. That part of the dedl isover. He got
what he wanted out hislife on Earth and now he's-what's that wonderful little expresson somebody
started afew centuries ago?--oh yes, he's paying the fiddler. But things were dmost as bad then asthey
arenow, | mean asfar as sgned, paid-up contracts go. Oh, | tell you, you humans are getting altogether
too shrewd for your own good. What with wars and crime and politicians and the like, | scarcely have
anything to do these days. No funin merely shoveling 'emin.”

A long, gassy Sigh.

"Yesdr, Elmer was onto medl right. He played his cards mighty clever. Included you, Dick
m'boy. So dl | haveto do is make you happy and, well then, the ded's closed.”

By thistime fdt pretty much like jumping out the window, but shot nerves or not, | was ableto
sy

"Look, Grandpa, | don't know what in hell you're talking about. I'm in no mood for this sort of
thing and don't particularly careto be. If you were afriend of Pop's|'m glad to see you and dl that, but if
you came herefor hospitality I'm afraid you're out of luck. I'm leaving town tomorrow. If you'd like, I'll
walk you to anice clean hotdl."

"Ah," he said, pushing me back into my chair with his cane, "you don't understand. Lad, I've not
had much practice lately and may be atrifle on the rusty side, but you must give me my dues. Let me
see--if | remember correctely, the monthly cash stipend was not included and therefore was not passed
ontoyou."

"L ook--"

"The hundred and fifty amonth your father got, I mean. | see you know nothing of it. Cautious
one, Elmer. Takeit easy, son, takeit easy. Y our troublesare over."

Thiswastoo much. | got up and amost shouted at him.

"I've got enough troubles dready, without aloony old bird like you busting in on me. Do we take
you to ahotel, or do you start traveling?'



Hejus sat there and laughed like ajackass, poking me with his cane and flicking cigar ashes dl
over thefloor.

"Dick m'boy, it'sapity you don't want out of lifewhat your father did. In away, that would have
samplified things. Asit is, I'm going to have to get out the old bag of tricks and go to work. Answer one
more question and you may go your way."

| said, "All right, make it snappy, Pop. I'm getting tired of thisgame."

"Am| right in assuming that your principal unhappinessliesin the fact that your newspaper is not
sdling asyou would likeit to, and that thisis due to the categorica fact that nothing newsworthy ever
takes placein thistown?"

"Y eah, that'sright on the button. Now--"

"Very well, Dick. That'swhat | wanted to know. | advise you to go home now and get agood
night'sdeep.”

"Exactly what | plan to do. It's been charming, Mr. Jones. | don't mind saying | think you'rea
nosy galoot with squirrelsin the head. Anyway, do you want to go to a hotel ?*

He jumped down off the desk and started to walk with me toward the front door.

"No thank you, Richard lad; | have much work to do. | tell you, stop worrying. Things are going
to berosy for you and, if you watch your step, you'll have no fiddler to pay. And now, good night.”

Jones then dug mein the ribs with his cane and strode off, whistling "Ther€lll BeaHot Timein the
Old Town Tonight."

He was headed straight for the Little Creek bridge, which gradualy opened off into flap pastures
and afew farm houses. Nothing lay beyond that except the graveyard.

| suppose he didn't know where he was going, but | was too confused and tired to care much.
When | looked again there wasn't hide nor hair of Mr. Jones.

He was promptly forgotten. Almost, anyway. When you're broke and owe everybody in town,
you're ableto forget just about anything. Except, of course, that you're broke and owe everybody in
town.

| locked up the office and started for home. The fire and fury were gone: | couldn't get up the gall
to phone everyone and do al the things I'd planned to do.

So, miserable asawet dog, | trudged afew blocks to the house, smoked a half dozen cigarettes
and went to bed, hoping I'd have the guts to get on the train the next day.

| woke up early fedling like afish left out in the suntoo long. It was six o'clock and, like always at
thistime, | wished that | had awife or amistressto get me abig breskfast. Instead | hobbled downstairs
and knew exactly what Mother Hubbard felt like. | fixed alousy cup of coffee and sat down to aglorious
dish of corn flakes. | knew that train was mighty far away and that in alittle while I'd go to the office,
reach in thefiller box and help set up another stinking issue of the _Daily Courier_. Then would come the
creditors and the long line of bushwa. Even the corn flakes tasted rancid.

Then | heard adigtinct thud against the front door. It struck me as being odd, because there had
never before been any thuds at that particular front door, which made precisely that sound.

| opened it, looked around and finally at my feet. There, folded magnificently and encircled with a
piece of string, was a newspaper.

Sincethe _Courier_wasthe only paper Danville had ever known, and since | never read the
thing anyway, it al looked very peculiar. Besides, none of my delivery boys ever folded in such anedt,
professond manner.

Therewasn't anybody in sight, but | noticed, before | picked it up, that there was a paper on the
doorstep of every house and store around. Then people started coming out and noticing the bundles, so |
gathered it up and went back inside. Maybe | scratched my head. | know | felt likeit.

There was alittle card attached to the string. It read:

COMPLIMENTARY ISSUE



If Y ou Desire To Begin Or Rebegin Y our Subscription, Send
Checks Or Cash To The Office Of The Danville Daily Courier.
Rates Are Listed Conveniently Within.

That was alaugh, but | didn't. Something was screwy somewhere. In thefirst place, there weren't
supposed to be any morning deliveries. I, Ernie Meyer and Fred Scarborough (my staff) started the
edition around eight o'clock, and it didn't get delivered until Six that night. Also, Sihce no onewasin the
office after | left and nothing whatsoever had been done on the next days issue--let alone the fancy
printing on that card, which could have been done only on alarge press-well, | got an awfully queer
feding inthe pit of my somach.

When | opened up the paper | about yelled out loud. It looked like the biggest, most expensive
highfautin' city paper ever put together. The legend still read _Danville Daily Courier_, but I'd have fdlt
better if it had said the_Tribune .

Immediately upon reading the double-inch headlines, | sat down and started to swest. There, in
black, bold letters were the words:

MAYOR'SWIFE GIVESBIRTH
TO BABY HIPPOPOTAMUS

And undernesth:

At three A.M. thismorning, Mayor and Mrs. Fletcher Lindquist were very much startled to find
themselves the parents of a hedlthy, 15 pound baby hippo. Most surprising isthe fact that nowherein the
lineage of either the Mayor or hiswifeisthere record of ahippopotamus strain. Mrs. Lindquist's
great-grandfather, reports show, was araving lunatic from the age of twenty-three to thetime of his
degth, fifty years|ater, but it is biologically unsound to assume that such ancestral proclivitieswould
necessarily introduce into later generations so unusud aresult.

Therefore, Danville's enterprising, precedent-setting Mayor Lindquist may be said to have
proved hisfirg campaign promise, to wit, "l will make many changed"

Continued on page 15

| don't have to recount what | did or thought at al this. | merely sat there and numbly turned to
pagefifteen.

Displaying hisusual cool and well-studied philosophy, the Mayor announced thet, in view of the
fact that the Lindquists expected baby was to have been cdled either Edgar Bernhardt or LouisaAnn,
and inasmuch as the hippopotamus was male in sex, the name Edgar Bernhardt would be employed as
planned.

When queried, the Mayor said smply, "1 do not propose that our son be victim to unjudicious
dander and stigmatic probings. Edgar will lead ahedlthy, normal life" He added brusquely: "1 have gresat
plansfor the boy!"

Both Mrs. Lindquist and the attending physician, Dr. Forrest Peterson, refrained from comment,
athough Dr. Peterson was observed in acorner from time to time, mumbling and siriking his forehead.

| turned back to the front page, feding not at al well. There, 3inchesby 5 incheswasa
photograph of Mrs. Fletcher Lindquist, holding in her arms (honest to God!) a pint-sized hippopotamus.

| flipped feverishly to the second sheet, and saw:

FARMER BURL ILLING COMPLAINS



OF MY STERIOUS APPEARANCE
OF DRAGONSIN BACK YARD.

And then | threw the damn paper asfar as| could and began pinching myself. It only hurt; |
didn't wake up. | closed my eyes and looked again, but there it was, right where I'd heaved it.

| suppose | should have, but | didn't for amoment get the ideal was nuts. A red live newspaper
had been delivered at my door. | owned the only newspaper in town and cdled it the _Danville Daily
Courier_. This paper was dso called the _Danville Daily Courier_. | hadn't put together an issue since
the day before. This one was dated today. The only worthwhile news my paper had ever turned out was
aweather report. Thisone had stuff that would cause the Associated Pressto drop its teeth.

_Somebody _, | concluded, was nuts.

And then | dowly remembered Mr. Jones. That screwy Mr. Jones, that loony old bird-brain.

He'd broken into the office after I'd left and somehow put together this fantastic issue. Where he
got the photograph I didn't know, but that didn't bother me. It was the only answer. Sure--who else
would have done such athing? Thought held help me by making up alot of tal tales and peddling them to
everyonein town.

| got sore as hell. So thiswas how he was going to "help" me! If held been there at the moment |
would have broken every bonein his scrawny old body. My God, | thought, how'll | get out of this?
What would | say when the Mayor and 11ling and Lord knows how many others got wind of it?

Dark thoughts of me, connected to along rail, coated from head to toe with alot of tar and lot of
feathers, floated clearly before my eyes. Or me at the stake, with hungry flameslapping up . . . Who
could blamethem?_Some _big time magazine or tabloid would get a copy--they'd never missastory
likethis. And then Danville would be the laughing stock of the nation, maybe of the world. At the very
best, I'd be sued blue.

| took onelast look at that paper on the floor and lit out for the office. | was going to tear that old
jerk limb from limb--I was going to make somered news.

Hdfway there the figure of Fred Scarborough rushed by me amile aminute. He didn't even turn
around. | started to cdll, but then Ernie Meyer came vaulting down the street. | tried to dodge, but the
next thing | knew Ernie and | were sitting on top of each other. In his eyes was an insane look of fear and
confuson.

"Ernie," | said, "what the devil's the matter with you? Has this town gone crazy or have|?"

"Don't know about that, Mr. Lewis," he panted, "but I'm headin’ for the hills"

He got up and started to take off again. | grabbed him and shook him till histeeth rattled.

"What isthe matter with you? Where's everybody running? Isthere afire?'

"Look, Mr. Lewis, | worked for your dad. It wasaquiet lifeand | got paid regular. EImer wasa
little odd, but that didn't bother me none, because | got paid regular, see. But thingsis happening at the
office now that | don't have to put up with. ‘cause, Mr. Lewis, | don't get paid at al. And when an old
man dressed like my grandfather startsalot of brand new presses running al by himsdlf and, on top of
that, chases me and Fred out with apitchfork, well, Mr. Lewis, I'm quittin’. | resgn. Goodbye, Mr.
Lewis. Thingslikethisjust ain't ever happened in Danville before.

Ernie departed in ahurry, and | got madder at Mr. Jones.

When | opened the door to the office, | wished | was either in bed or had adrink. All the old
hand-setters and presses were gone. | nstead there was a huge, funny looking machine, popping and
smoking and depositing freshly folded newspapersinto abig bin. Mr. Jones, with hisderby till on his
head, sat at my desk pounding furioudy at the typewriter and chuckling like alunatic. He ripped a sheet
out and Started to insert another, when he saw me.

"Ah, Dick mboy! How are you thismorning? | must say, you don't look very well. Sit down,
won't you. I'll befinished inasecond.”

Back hewent to hiswriting. All | could do was st down and open and close my mouth.



"Well," he said, taking the sheets and poking them through alittle dot in the machine. "Wéll,
thereéstomorrow's edition, al--how doesit go?--al put to bed. They'll go wild over that. Just think,
Reverend Piltzer's daughter was found tonight with asmoking pistol in her hand, still standing over the
body of her--"

| woke up.

"Of coursg, it's not front page stuff. Makes nicefiller for page eight, though."”

"Yes, mboy?'

"I'm going to kill you. So help me, I'm going to murder you right now! Do you redize what you've
done? Oh Lord, don't you know that half the peoplein Danville are going to shoot me, burn me, sue me
and ride me out on arail? Don't you--but they won't. No gir. I'll tell them everything. And you're going to
gtick right here to back me up. All of the--"

"Why, what's the matter, Dick? Aren't you happy? Look at al the news your paper is getting.”

"Hap-Happy? Y ou completely ruin me and ask if I'm happy! Go bar the door, Jones; they'll be
here any second.”

He looked hurt and scratched the end of his nose with his cane.

"I don't quite understand, Richard. _Who_ will be here? Out of town reporters?’

| nodded weakly, too sick to talk.

"Oh no, they won't arrive until tomorrow. Y ou see, they're just getting this morning'sissue. Why
areyou so distraught? Ah, 1 know what will cheer you up. Take alook at the mail box."

| don't know why, but that'swhat | did. I knew the mail wasn't supposed to arrive until later, and
vaguely | wanted to ask what had happened to al the old equipment. But | just went over and looked at
the mail box, like Mr. Jones suggested. | opened the first |etter. Three dollars dropped out. Letter
number two another three bucks. Automatically | opened |etter after letter, until the floor was covered
with currency. Then | imagined | looked up piteoudy a Mr. J.

"Subscriptions, mboy, subscriptions. | hurried the ddlivery abit, so you'd be pleased. But that's
just agart. Wait'll tomorrow, Dick. This office will be knee-degp in money!"

At thispoint | finaly did begin to think | was crazy.

"What isal thisabout, Jones? _Please tell me, or call the little white wagon. Am | going soggy
inthebran?'

"Come, come! Not abit of it! I've merdy fulfilled my promise. Last night you told me that you
were unhappy becausethe Courier_wasn't selling. Now, asyou can seg, it _is_selling. And not only in
Daville. No sr, the whole world will want subscriptionsto your paper, Richard, before I'm through.”

"But you don't understand, Jones. Y ou just can't make up alot of news and expect to get by with
it. It'sbeen tried a hundred different times. People are going to catch on. And you and me, we're going to
bejailed sure asthe devil. Do you see now what you've done?"

Helooked at me quizzically and burst out laughing.

"Why, Dick, you _don't _understand yet, do you! Come now, surely you're not such adunce.
Tdl me, exactly what do you think?'

"Merely that an old man stepped into my life last night and that my life has been anightmare ever
ance”

"But beyond that. Who am | and why am | here?"

"Oh, | don't know, Mr. Jones. Y ou're probably just afriend of Dad's and thought you could help
me out by this crazy scheme. | can't even get angry with you anymore. Thingswere going to hell without
you--maybe | can get ajob on the prison newspaper.”

"Just aqueer old friend of Elmer's, en? And you think | did no more than 'make up' those
headlines. Y ou don't wonder abouit this press-" he waved his cane toward the large machine which had
supplanted the roll-your-own--"or how the papers got delivered or why they look so professiona?1s
that pressyour imagination?"'

| looked over at the machine. It was nothing I'd ever seen before. Certainly it was not an



ordinary press. But it was real enough. Actua papers were popping out of it at the rate of two or threea
second. And then | thought of that photograph.

"My God, Jones, do you mean to tell me that you're--"

"Precisely, my lad, precisdly. A bit rusty, as| said, but with many auniquekick left.”

He kicked his heelstogether and smiled broadly.

"Now, you can be of no help whatever. So, since you look abit peaked around the face, itismy
suggestion that you go home and rest for afew days."

"That news... those thingsin the paper, you mean they were--"

"Absolutely factua. Everything thet isprinted inthe_Danville Dally Courier " hesaid gaily, "is
the, er, the gospd truth. Go home, Dick: I'll attend to the reporters and editors and the like. When you're
fedling better, come back and welll work together. Perhaps you'll have afew idess.”

He put another sheet in the typewriter, rested his bushy chin on the head of the canefor a
moment, twinkled his eyes and then began typing like mad.

| staggered out of the office and headed straight for Barney's Grill. All | had was beer, but that
would haveto do. | had to get drunk: | knew that.

When | got to Barney's, the place was crowded. | ordered a beer and then almost dropped it
when thewaiter said to me;

"Y ou certainly wereright on the bal, Mr. Lewis, you and your paper. Who'd aever thought the
Mayor'swife would have ahippopotamus? Y es Sir, right on the ball. | sent in my subscription an hour
ago!”

Then Mrs. Olaf Jaspers, aquiet old lady who adways had her coffee and doughnut at Barney's
before going to work at the hospital, said:

"Oh, it was certainly asight to see. Miz Lindquist isjust as proud. Fancy, a hippopotamus!”

| quickly gulped the beer.

"Y ou mean you actualy saw it, Mrs. Jaspers?’

"Ohmy yes" sheanswered. "l wastheredl thetime. We can't any of usfigureit out, but it was
the cutest thing you ever did see. Who wasthat old fellow that took the picture, Richard? A new man?"

Everyone began talking to me then, and my head swam around and around.

"Mighty quick of you, Lewis! Y ou've got my subscription for two years"

"Poor Burl never did catch those pesky dragons. Ate up every one of histurnips, too."

"Youreared editor, Mr. Lewis. Were al going to takethe Courier_ from now on. Imagine; all
these funny things happen and you're right there to get al the news!"

| bought a case of beer, excused myself, went home and got blind drunk.

It was nice to wake up the next morning, because, even though my head split | felt surethiswas
every bit adream. The hope sank fast when | saw dl the beer bottleslying on the floor. With an empty
feeling down below, | crawled to the front door and opened it.

No dream.

The paper lay there, folded beautifully. | saw people running down the streets, lickity split,
toward Main Street.

Thinking was an impossibility. | made for the boy's room, changed clothes, fixed some breskfast
and only then had the courage to unfold the issue. The headlines cried: EXTRA!! Undernegth, amost as

large

S.S. QUEEN MARY DISCOVERED
ON MAIN STREET

Anunusua discovery today made Danville, U.S.A., acenter of aworld-wide attention. The
renowned steam ship, the S.S. _ Queen Mary _, thought previoudy to be headed for Italy enroute from
Southampton, appeared suddenly in the middle of Main Street in Danville, between Geary and Orchard



Ave.

Imbedded deep in the cement so that it remains upright, the monstrous vesse isproving a
dangeroustraffic hazzard, causing many motoriststo go an entire mile out of their way.

Citizens of Danville view the phenomenon with jaundiced eyes, generdly consdering it agreet
nuisance.

Empty whiskey bottles were found strewn about the various decks, and dl of the crew and
passengers remain under the influence of heavy intoxication.

In the words of the Captain, J.E. Cromerline:

"l din have athing to do with it. It wasthat damned navigator, al hisfault.”

Officids of the steam ship line are coming from London and New Y ork to investigate the
gtugtion.

Continued on page 20

That'swhat it said, and, so help me, there was another photograph, big and clear aslife.

| ran outside, and headed for Main Street. But the minute | turned the corner, | saw it,

There, exactly asthe paper had said, wasthe _Queen Mary _, as quiescent and natural as though
sheld been in dock. People were gathered dl around the giant ship, jabbering and yelling.

In adazed sort of way, | got interested and joined them.

LydiaMurphy, a school teacher, was describing the nautical termsto her class, agang of kids
who seemed happy to get out of school.

Arley Taylor, afellow who used to play checkerswith Dad, walked over to me.

"Now, ain't that something, Dick! | ask ya, ain't that something!"

"That, Arley," | agreed, "is something.”

| saw Mr. Jones standing on the corner, swinging his cane and puffing hiscigar. | galoped over
tohim.

"Look, Jones, | believe you. Okay, you're the devil. But you just can't do this. First a
hippopotamus, now the world's biggest ocean liner in the middle of the street-- Y ou're driving me nuts!™

"Why, hello Dick. Say, you ought to see those subscriptions now! 1'd say we have five thousand
dollars worth. They're beginning to come in from the cities now. Just you wait, boy, you'll have a
newspaper that'll beat 'em al!"

Arguing didn't faze him. | saw then and there that Mr. Jones wouldn't be stopped. So | cussed a
few times and started off. Only | was stopped short by an expensive looking blonde, with horn-rimmed
glasses and a notebook.

"Mr. Richard Lewis, editor of the Danville Courier_?" she said.

"That'sme"

"My nameisElissa Traskers. | represent the_New York Mirror_. May we go somewhereto
tak?'

| mumbled, "Okay," and took one more look at the ship.

Far up on the deck | could see aguy in auniform chasing what couldn't have been anything else
but ayoung lady without much clothes on.

When two big ratsjumped off thelowest port hole and scampered down the street, | turned
around sharply and almost dragged the blonde the entire way to my house.

Onceinsde, | closed the door and locked it. My nerves were on the way out.

"Mr. Lewis, why did you do that?" asked the blonde.

"Because| liketolock doors, | _love to lock doors. They fascinate me."

"l see. Now then, Mr. Lewis, weld like afull account, in your own words, of al these strange
happenings”

She crossed atan leg and that didn't help much to cam me down.

"Miss Traskers" | said, "I'll tell you just once, and then | want you to go away. I'm not awell



mean.

"My father, Elmer Lewis, was adrifter and afloater dl hislife, until he met the devil. Then he
decided what would reglly make him happy. So he asked the devil to set him up inasmal townwith a
small town newspaper. He asked for amonthly cash stipend. He got all this, so for fifty yearshe sat
around happy asafool, editing a paper which didn't sall and collecting lousy bugs--"

The blonde baby |ooked worried, because | must have sounded somewhat unnatura . But maybe
the business with the boat had convinced her that unusua things do, occasionadly, happen.

"Mr. Lewis" she said swestly, "before you go on, may | offer you adrink?"

And she produced from her purseasmal, silver flask. It had scotch init. With the elan of the
damned, | got a couple of glasses and divided the contents of the flask into each.

"Thanks"

"Quitedl right. Now, enough kidding, Mr. Lewis. | must turnin areport to my paper.”

"I'm_not_ kidding, honey. For fifty-five yearsmy dad did this, and my mother stuck right by him.
The only thing out of the ordinary they ever had was me."

The scotch tasted wonderful. | began to like Miss Traskersalot.

"All this cost Pop his soul, but he was philosophic and | guessthat didn't matter much to him.
Anyway, hetricked the devil into including me into the bargain. So after he died and | eft the paper to me,
and | started to go broke, Mr. Jones gppeared and decided to help me out.”

"To help you out?'

"Yeah, All thisnewsishiswork. Before he's done helll send the whole world off itsrocker, just
S0 | can get subscriptions.™

Sheld stopped taking it down along time ago.

"I'd think you were adamned liar, Mr. Lewis-"

"Cdl meDick."

"--if | hadn't seenthe _Queen Mary _ Sitting out there. Frankly, Mr. Lew--Dick, if youretelling
the truth, something's got to be done.”

"You'redarnright it does, Elissa. But what? The old boy is having too much fun now to be
stopped. He told me himself that he hasn't had anything to do like thisfor centuries.”

"Begdes," shesad, "how did | get here so quickly? The ship was discovered only thismorning,
yet | can't remember--"

"Oh, don't worry about it, kid. From now on_anything_islikely to happen.”

Something did. | went over and kissed her, for no apparent reason except that she was a pretty
girl and | wasfeding rotten. She didn't seem to mind.

Right on cue, the doorbell rang.

"Whoisit?' | shouted.

"We're from the Associated Press. We want to see Mr. Richard Lewis," came a couple of
voices. | could hear more footsteps coming up the front porch.

"I'm sorry,” | called, "he's just come down with Y ellow Fever. He can't see anybody.”

But it wasn't any use. More and more steps and voices, and | could see the door being pushed
inward, | grabbed Elissa's hand and we ran out the back way, ran al the way to the office.

Strangely, there weren't many people around. We waked in, and there, of course, was Mr.
Jones at the typewriter. He looked up, saw Elissaand winked at me.

"Listen to this, boy. BANK PRESIDENT'S WIFE CLAIMS DIVORCE--EXPLAINS
CAUGHT HUSBAND TRIFLING WITH THREE MERMAIDSIN BATHTUB. 'coursg, it'srather
long, but | think we can squeezeit in. Well, well, who have you there?"

| couldn't think of anything else, so | introduced Elissa.

"Ah, fromthe _Mirror! | got you down here thismorning, didn't 17?*

Elissalooked a meand | could tell shedidn't think | had been trying to fool her.

"Have you turned in your report yet, Miss?'

She shook her head.

"Well, do soimmediately! Why do you think | took the trouble of sending you in thefirst place?



Never mind, I'll attend to it. Oh, were terribly busy here. But a shapely lass like you shouldn't have to
work for aliving, now should she, Dick?"

And with this, Jones nudged Elissawith his cane, in aspot which caused meto say:

"Now see here Jones--thisis going too far! Do that again and I'll punch you in the snoot.”

"I must say, Richard, you're just like your father. Don't lose aminute, do you!" | reached out to
grab him, but the second afterwards he was over on the other sde of the room.

"Tut tut, m'boy, not avery nice way to treat your benefactor! Look at that basket there ."

| looked and so did Elissa. She looked long and hard. The room was full of money and checks,
and Mr. Jones danced over with amischievousglint in his eyes.

"Bet a couple could take just what's there and live comfortably for ayear onit. That is, if they
were sure there would be more to come.”

He sidled over to Elissaand nudged her again, and | started swinging. Before | landed on my
face, athought came to me. It was a desperate, long-odds, crazy thought, but it ssemed the answer to
everything.

"Tdl youwhat, Jones," | said, picking mysdf up off thefloor and placing Elissabehind me. "This
isalittleslly after dl. | think you'reright. | think I've acted in avery ungrateful fashion and | want to
gpologize. The _Courier_isredly sdling now, and it ppearsthat it'll make me alot of money. All thanks
toyou. I'mredly sorry."

He put the chair down and seemed pleased.

"Now then, that's more likeit, Dick. And, er, | gpologize, young lady. | was only being devilish.”

Elissawas a sophigticated girl: she didn't open her mouth.

"| can seethat you're busy, Mr. Jones, so if you don't mind, Elissaand | will takealittlewalk."

| gave him a broad wicked wink, which ddighted him.

"That's_fine_, m'boy. | want to get this evening's edition ready. Now let's see, wherewas| . . ."

By thistime it was getting dark. Without saying aword, | pushed Elissainto the aley behind the
shop. Y ou could hear the press chugging away inside, so | beganto talk fast.

"I likeyou," | said, "and maybe after dl thisis over, we can get together somewhere. But right
now the important thing isto stop that bird."

She looked beautiful therein the shadows, but | couldn't take thetimeto tell her so. Vaguely |
sensad that 1'd somehow fallen in love with thisgirl whom I'd met that same day. Shelooked in dl ways
cooperétive.

| did manageto ask: "Y ou got a boyfriend?"

Again she shook that pretty blonde head, so | got right back to the business at hand.

"Jones_has _to be stopped. What hel's done o far isfantagtic, dl right, but comparatively
harmless. However, we've got to remember that he's the devil after al, and for sure he's up to something.
Thingswon't stay harmless, you can count on that. Already he'sforgotten about the origind idea. Look at
him in there, having thetime of hislife. Thiswasall he needed to cut loose. Dad made the mistake of
leaving the _idea_of my happiness up to Mr. Jones imagination.”

"All right, Dick, but what do we do?"

"Did you notice that he read doud what's _going _to happen tonight, Elissa?"

"Y ou mean about the mermaidsin the bathtub?"

"Yes. Don't you get it? That hasn't happened yet. He thinks up these crazy ideas, types ‘em out,
gets'em dl printed and _then they take place. He goes over, takes afew pictures and in some way gets
the papers ddivered afew minutes later, complete with the news. Don't ask me why he doesn't just snap
his fingers—-maybe he enjoysit thisway more."

"| supposethat's, uh, sensible. What do you want me to do, Dick?"

"It'sasking alot, | suppose, but we can't let him wreck the whole world. Elissa, do you think you
could divert the devil for about ahaf hour?!

Looking &t her, | knew she could.



"l get it now. Okay, if you think it'll work. First, do me afavor?'

"Arything”

"Kissme again, would you?'

| complied, and let metell you, there was nothing crazy about that kiss. | was honestly grateful to
Mr. Jonesfor onething at least.

Elissa opened the front door of the office, threw back her hair and crooked afinger at the devil.

"Oh Mr. Jones!"

Fromthedley | could see him stop typing abruptly. More than abruptly. So would 1.

"Why, my dear! Back from your wak so soon? Whereis Richard?'

"I don't know--he just walked off and didn't say anything. Now I'm al aone."

The devil'seyeslooked liketiny red hot cods, and he bit clean through hiscigar. "Well," he said.
"Wdl, wdl, _wdl!_"

"Y ou wouldn't like to take me out for afew drinks, would you, Mr. Jones?"

The way she moved her hips would have me bite through my cigar, if I'd had acigar. Shewas
doing beautifully.

"Wdll, | had planned to--no, it can wait. Certainly, Miss Traskers, I'd be pleased, more than
pleased, oh, very pleased to accompany you somewhere for aspot. Richard has probably gone home
to talk to other reporters.”

With this he hopped over the desk and took Elissa'sarm.

"Oh, my dear girl, it has been so long, so very long. Voluntarily, | mean.”

She smiled a the old goat and in afew minutes they were headed straight for Barney's Grill. |
amost chased them when | heard him say, "And afterwards, perhaps we could take a stroll through the
woods, en?'

As soon asthey were out of sight, | ran into the office, took hismateria out of the typewriter and
inserted anew shest.

| thought for afew minutes, and then hurriedly typed:

DEVIL RETURNSHOME

The devil, known aso as Mr. Jones, cut short hislatest visit to Earth because of dtercationsin
Gehenna. Mr. Elmer Lewis, for some years aresident of the lower regions, successfully made his escape
and entry into heaven, where hejoined hiswife, Elizabeth. The devil can do nothing to ater this, but has
decided to ingtitute amore rigorous discipline among his subjects still remaining.

And then, on another sheet | wrote:

OFFICE OF DANVILLE DAILY
COURIER DISAPPEARS

The citizens of Danville were somewheat relieved this morning as they noticed the disappearance
of the office of the town's only newspaper, the _Courier_. All the news reported in the pages of this
tabloid since April 11, furthermore, was found to be totally fase and misrepresentationd, except the
information printed in this edition. Those who paid for subscriptions have dl received their money in full.

Richard Lewis, the editor, isrumored to bein New Y ork, working for one of the large
metropolitan newspapers.

The community of Danville continues anorma, happy existence, despite the lack of anews
organ.

| walked over to the machine, which still gected papers, and quickly inserted the two sheetsinto
the dot, exactly as1'd observed Jones do.



At which point the universe blew up in my face. The entire office did ajig and then settled gently
but firmly, on top of my heed.

When things unfuzzed and | could begin to see straight, | found myself Sitting at atypewriterina
very large and very strange office.

A fellow in shirt.d eeves and tortoise-shells ambled over and thumped me on the back.

"Great work, Dick," he said. "Grest job on that city hall fire. C'mon, break down, you set it
yoursdf?'

Of course, aswas becoming ahabit, | stared dumbly.

"Always the dead-pan--wotta joker! So now you'rein the syndicates. Some guys arejust plain
old lucky, | guess. Do _|__ever happen to be around when thingslike that bust out? Huh!™

Hewalked away, and by degrees, very carefully, | learned that I'd just scooped everybody on a
big fire that had broken out in the city hall.

| wasworking for the _Mirror_, making $75.00 per week. I'd been with them only afew days,
but everyone seemed very chummy.

It had worked. I'd outsmarted the devil! 1'd gotten rid of him and the paper and everything. And
then | remembered.

| remembered Elissa. So, come quitting time, | asked thefirst guy | saw:

"Where does Miss Elissa Traskers work, you know?"

Thefdlow'seyeslit up and helooked meanchaly.

"Y ou mean the Blonde Bomber? Whatta gal, whatta gdl! Those legs, those--"

"Y eah--where does she work?"

"Second floor. Flunks for Davidson, that lucky--"

| got down to the second floor quick. There shewas, as pretty as| remembered her. | walked
up and said:

"Hello, honey. It worked!"

"l beg your pardon?'

Shedidn't haveto say any more. | realized with acold heartlessfeding what it was I'd forgotten.
I'd forgotten Elissa. Didn't even mention her on either of those sheets, didn't ever mention her!

"Don't you remember, honey?Y ou were doing me afavor, coaxing the devil to buy you afew
drinks. . ."

It wastherein her eyes. She could have been staring at an escaped orangoutang.

"Excuse me," she said, picked up her coat and trotted out of the office. And out of my life.

| tried to get in touch with her any number of times after that, but she didn't know me each time.
Findly | saw it was no good. | used to St by the window and watch her leave the building with some
other guy or another, St there and wish I'd just left things like they were while Mr. Jones was having fun.
It wasn't very peaceful, but so what. | ask you, so what?

Dick sat in his corner, looking serious as alawyer. Wed dl stopped laughing quite awhile back,
and he was actudly so convincing that | piped up:

"Okay, what happened then? That why you want to quit newspaper work-- because of her?”’

He snickered out the side of his mouth and it another cigarette.

"Y eah, that'swhy. Because of her. But that isn't all. Y ou guys remember what happened to the
Governor'swife last week?"

We remembered. Governor Parker's spouse had gone berserk and run down Fifth Avenue
without agtitch on.

"Y ou know who covered that story, who was right there again?'

It had been Lewis. That sory was what had entrenched him solidly with the biggest syndicatein
the country.



"All right. Can any of you add two and two?"

Wewereadl dlent.

"What are you talking about?" Jackson asked.

Dick threw down a beer and laughed out loud, though he didn't seem particularly amused.

"I wasn't so smart. | didn't stop the devil; | just stdled him awhile. HE's back, y'understand, he's
back! And thistime he's going to get mad. That's why I'm quitting the newspapers. | don't know what I'll
do, but whatever it is Mr. Jonesis going to do his damndest to make me successful.”

| was about to start the laughter, when | saw something that cut it off sharp. | saw avery old
gentleman, with derby, spats and cane, leaning againgt the bar and winking at me.

It didn't take melong to get home.

Introduction to
FREE DIRT
by Dennis Etchison

In the fifties and sixties Charles Beaumont's name was magic. With a style so smooth and
polished that it could be published in_Playboy and the dicks as easily asin the genre magazines, hewas
asingular inspiration. Ray Bradbury had achieved some degree of detente with the literary mainstream
years earlier; now there was anew champion and role model, one with a unique aura of glamour,
confidence and apparently unlimited potential who would surely succeed in éevating imaginative writing
from its adolescent ghetto to a position of respectability in the real world. His method was facile and yet
sophisticated, ble and esoteric, readable and technically impeccable, and somehow never
superficid or caculated but deeply persond, sincere and committed in the manner of any seriousart. The
field has not known hislike before or since.

In 1963 the UCLA Extension catalogue listed an Advanced Science Fiction Workshop, one of
thefirgt of itskind anywhere, to be taught by Beaumont himsdlf. | was till living &t home and had no job
or money other than the small checks | had begun to receive for my fiction. But UCLA waswithin driving
distance of Lynwood, and | did own a 1950 Ford, bought with my first short story sale, that might get me
thereif | carried an extra quart of oil in the trunk and stayed off the freeway. So | sgned up asquickly as
| could borrow the enrollment fee from my parents, and set out on the long haul down Imperid Highway
for ten weeks of evening sessions.

| had seen him before, a the World Science Fiction Convention in 1958, where he and Richard
Matheson shared the spotlight, and at the Pecific Coast Writers Conference, where he appeared aong
with the likes of Christopher 1sherwood, Anais Nin, Ray Bradbury and Rod Serling. Hewas as|
remembered him, though his sandy hair was no longer bright and his eyes showed signs of deeplessness.
There he sat behind his desk, dignified beyond reproach, chain-smoking Pall Malls so deeply that nothing
re-emerged after heinhaled. He spoke quietly and charmingly on aleve perfectly adjusted to the needs
of the class. He suggested that we submit stories, read them or alow him to read them doud if he wanted
an ord critique, and entertained us with anecdotes. From time to time friends of hiswould drop by,



lecture or answer questionsiif they fdlt likeit-- William Shatner, who had sarred inthefilm of _The
Intruder_, stayed to give acold dramatic reading of one of the student stories; William F. Nolan taught us
the value of notebooks, Ron Goulart remained in the background shy and self-effacing. Our teacher
honored us by sharing anew manuscript of hisown, and went so far asto offer us an ideathat he had
never gotten around to writing but which, he said, was oursto use aswe liked. It was about aman who
iskilled in an accident but revived after being dead for severa minutes--long enough to develop aghost.
Severd in the classwrote about this premise. | did not, but the idearemained with me, and in the late
gxties| used it asthe basis for a pseudonymous novel. Later, in the eighties, avariation became the core
of my novel _Darkside . A definitive verson has yet to be written, but someday one of usmay get it right
enough to do Beaumont justice.

He even took usto the movies one session for asneak preview of _The Haunted Palace , which
he had scripted from work of Lovercraft's but which was presented by AlP as another Edgar Allen Poe
adaptation. We were encouraged to invite friends, and when two or three times as many people aswere
in the class gathered around Beaumont in front of the World Theater on Hollywood Boulevard, he
reached for hiswallet without hesitation and purchased akitetail of tickets severd feet long. Needlessto
say we agpplauded when his name came on the screen.

One night Ray Bradbury spoke to our group. It came out in passing reference that Bradbury was
ten years older than Beaumont, who was then only thirty-four. | remember my shock, since Ray looked
hedlthy enough to passfor ten years younger than our teacher. Had they misspoken, reversing the order?
Later | learned of theillnessthat had dready begun to take its debilitating toll, and wondered if on some
molecular level Beaumont had understood how short histime was and that he must compressalifetime's
achievement into only afew years.

All that remains now isthe memory of that summer asit exists unchanged in the minds of those
who were there, and the typed comments he handed back with our assignments. | have carefully saved
mine, abrief page on"Wet Season.” Not long after the class ended | sent the story to Nolan, who was
then editing the magazine_Gamma._. He rgjected it with the longest and kindest such letter | would ever
receive. He said that he did not quite understand the story but that it reminded him of "Free Dirt," another
tale he could not grasp logically but which he found haunting and compelling. | was overwhelmed,
particularly snce the Beaumont story was afavorite of mine. My piece had nothing to do with it in either
style or substance, and the comparison was certainly unwarranted as an assessment of quality, but Nolan
had detected Beaumont's influence. Six months later Nolan wrote asking to see the story again, claiming
that he could not get it out of hismind. Thistime hedid publish it, something that would not have
happened had it not been for the class.

Thereismoreto tell, but thisbook is supposed to be by and about Beaumont, not hisfans and
camp followers. So let mejust say that there were other lessons | am only now beginning to understand.
Over theyears| have cometo see that summer asimmeasurably richer than it seemed at the time, one of
the cornerstone events of my life and career. Twenty yearslater | decided to try in my own small way to
pay back the debt by teaching my version of the same classfor UCLA Extension. | do not have Charles
Beaumont'staent, but | have done my best to inspire sudents as young as | wasthen, and to retell as
much of the advice from 1963 as| can remember. Nolan has dropped by severd times, ashave
Bradbury and Matheson and many others who have become my friends, including Beaumont's son Chris,
now asuccessful writer, producer. And on those nights when my classlets out after three all-too-short
hours, | wish that | had taken Chuck up on his repested offersto join him for adrink at the Cock & Bull
on Sunset. | never did, because | was embarrassed to be only twenty and poorly dressed with barely
enough gas money in my jacket pocket, and because | did not know that that time would never come
agan. Theonly thing I can do now isto buy my own students adrink while they are till mineto know,
and to ask them to raise their glasses with mein tribute to the living memory of the man they should have
known.



FREE DIRT
by Charles Beaumont

No fowl had ever looked so posthumous. Its bones lay stacked to one side of the plate like
kindling: white, dry and naked in the soft light of the restaurant. Bones only, with every shard and filament
of meat diripped methodicaly off. Otherwise, the plate was avast glistening plain.

The other, smaller dishes and bowlswere equaly virgina. They shonefiercely againgt one
another. And al apae cream color fixed upon the snowy white of atablecloth unstained by graviesand
unspotted by coffee and free from the stigmata of breadcrumbs, cigarette ash and fingernail lint.

Only the dead fowl's bones and the stippled traceries of hardened red gdlatine clinging timidly to
the bottom of a dessert cup gave evidence that these ruins had once been adinner.

Mr. Aorta, not asmall man, permitted amild belch, folded the newspaper he had found on the
chair, inspected his vest for food leavings and then made hisway briskly to the cashier.

The old woman glanced at this check.

"Yes, gr," shesad.

"All righty," Mr. Aortasaid and removed from his hip pocket alarge black wallet. He opened it
casudly, whistling The Seven Joys of Mary through the space provided by histwo front teeth.

The melody stopped, abruptly. Mr. Aortalooked concerned. He peered into hiswallet, then
began removing things; presently its entire contents was spread out. He frowned.

"What seemsto be the difficulty, Sr?’

"Oh, no difficulty,” thefat man said, "exactly." Though the walet was manifestly empty, he
flapped its sides gpart, held it upside down and continued to shake it, suggesting the picture of a
hydrophobic bat suddenly seized in mid-air.

Mr. Aorta smiled aweak harassed smile and proceeded to empty al of hisfourteen separate
pockets. In atime the counter was piled high with miscdlany.

"Wdl!" he said impatiently. "What nonsense! What bother! Do you know what's happened? My
wife's gone off and forgotten to leave me any change! Heigh-ho, well--my name is James Brocke hurst:
I'm with the Fliofilm Corporation. | generaly don't eat out, and--here, no, | ingst. Thisisembarrassing
for you aswell asfor mysdlf. | indst upon leaving my card. If you will retainit, | shall return tomorrow
evening & thistime and reimburse you."

Mr. Aorta shoved the pasteboard into the cashier's hands, shook his head, shoveled the residue
back into his pockets and, plucking atoothpick from abox, left the restaurant.

He was quite pleased with himsdlf--an invariable reaction to the acquisition of something for
nothing in return. 1t had al gone smoothly, and what addightful medl!

He gtrolled in the direction of the streetcar stop, casting occasiond licentious glances at
undressed mannequins in department store windows.

The prolonged fumbling for his car token worked as efficiently as ever. (Get in the middle of the
crowd, look bewildered, inconspicuous, search your pockets earnestly, the while edging from the vision
of the conductor--then, take afar seat and read a newspaper.) Infour years traveling time, Mr. Aorta
computed he had saved atotd of $211.20.

Thedectricsancient list did not jar hiswarm fegling of serenity. He studied the amusements
briefly, then went to work on the current puzzle, whose prize ran into the thousands. Thousands of
dallars, actudly for nothing. Something for nothing. Mr. Aortaloved puzzles.

But thefine print made reading impossible.



Mr. Aortaglanced at the elderly woman standing near his seet; then, because the woman's eyes
werefull of tired pleading and ingnuation, he refocused out the wire crosshatch windows.

What he saw caused his heart to throb. The section of town was one he passed every day, so it
was awonder hed not noticed it before--though generdly there waslittle provocation to sightsee on
what wasirreverently caled "Death Row"--adreary round of mortuaries, columbariums, crematories and
thelike, al crowded into afiveblock area.

He yanked the stop-signal, hurried to the rear of the streetcar and depressed the exit plate. Ina
few moments he had walked to what he'd seen.

It wasadgn, artlesdy lettered though spelled correctly enough. 1t was not new, for the white
paint had swollen and cracked and the rusted nails had dripped trails of dirty orange over theface of it.

Thesgnread:

FREE DIRT
Apply Within
_Lilyvde
_Cemetery_

and was posted upon the moldering green of awoodboard wall.

Now Mr. Aortafet afamiliar sensation come over him. It happened whenever he encountered
the word FREE--amagic word that did strange and wonderful thingsto his metabolism.

_Free . What wasthe meaning, the _essence _ of free? Why, something for nothing. And to get
something for nothing was Mr. Aorta's chiefest pleasurein thismortd life.

Thefact that it was dirt which was being offered Free did not oppress him. He seldom gave more
than afleeting thought to these things; for, he reasoned, nothing iswithout its use.

The other, subtler circumstances surrounding the sign scarcely occurred to him: why the dirt was
being offered, where free dirt from a cemetery would logicaly come from; et cetera. In this connection he
considered only the probable richness of the soil, for reasons he did not care to speculate upon.

Mr. Aorta's solitary hesitation encircled such problems as: Was this offer an honest one, without
srings where he would have to buy something? Was there alimit on how much he could take home? I
not, what would be the best method of transporting it?

Petty problems dl solvable.

Mr. Aortadid something inwardly that resembled a smile, looked about and finally located the
entranceto the Lilyvae Cemetery.

These desolate grounds, which had once accommodated a twine factory, an upholstering firm
and an outlet for ladiesshoes, now lay swathed in amiasmic vapor--accreditable, in the absence of
nearby bogs, to a profusion of windward smokestacks. The blistered hummocks, pesked with crosses,
dabs and stones, loomed gray and sad in the gloaming: withal, a place purdly ddightful to describe, and a
pity it cannot be--for how it looked there that evening haslittle to do with the fat man and what was to
become of him.

Important only that it was aplace full of dead people on their backs under ground, moldering and
moldered.

Mr. Aorta hurried because he despised to waste, dlong with everything else, time. It was not long
before he had encountered the proper party and had this sort of conversation:

"I understand you're offering freedirt.”

"That'sright."

"How much may one have?'

"Much as one wants."

"Onwhat days?'

"Any days, most likely therell dways be some fresh.”



Mr. Aortasighed in the manner of one who hasjust acquired alifetime inheritance or ameasured
checking account. He then made an appointment for the following Saturday and went home to ruminate
agreesble ruminations.

At aquarter past ninethat night he hit upon an excellent use to which the dirt might be put.

His back yard, an ochre waste, lay chunked and dry, a barren stretch repulsive to al but the
grossest weeds. A tree had once flourished there, in better days, a haven for suburbanite birds, but then
the birds disappeared for no good reason except that thiswas when Mr. Aortamoved into the house,
and the tree became an ugly naked thing.

No children played in thisyard.

Mr. Aortawas intrigued. Who could say? Perhaps something might be made to grow! He had
long ago written an enterprising firm for free samples of seeds, and received enough to feed an army. But
thefirst experiment had shriveled into hard useless pips and, seized by lassitude, Mr. Aorta had shelved
the project. Now . . .

A neighbor named Joseph William Santucci permitted himself to be intimidated. He lent hisold
Reo truck, and after afew hoursthefirst load of dirt had arrived and been shoveled into atidy mound. It
looked beautiful to Mr. Aorta, whose passion overcompensated for his weariness with the task. The
second |oad followed, and the third, and the fourth, and it was dark as a coa bin out when the very last
was dumped.

Mr. Aortareturned the truck and fell into an exhausted, though not unpleasant, deep.

The next day was heralded by the distant clangor of church bellsand the _chink-chink__of Mr.
Aortas spade, leveing the displaced graveyard soil, digtributing it and grinding it in with the crusty earth.
It had acontinenta 100k, this new dirt: swarthy, it seemed, black and saturnine: not at dl dry, though the
sun was aready quite hot.

Soon the greater portion of the yard was covered, and Mr. Aorta returned to his sitting room.

Heturned on theradio in timeto identify a popular song, marked his discovery on apost card
and mailed this away, confident that he would recelve either atoaster or aset of nylon hosefor his
trouble.

Then he wrapped four bundles containing respectively: acan of vitamin capsules, haf of them
gone; ahdf-tin of coffee; ahaf-full bottle of spot remover, abox of soap flakeswith most of the soap
flakes missing. These he mailed, each with anote curtly expressing histota dissatisfaction, to the
companiesthat had offered them to him on amoney-back guarantee.

Now it was dinnertime, and Mr. Aorta beamed in anticipation. He sat down to amea of sundry
ddicacies such as anchovies, sardines, mushrooms, caviar, olives and pearl onions. It was not, however,
that he enjoyed thistype of food for any aesthetic reasons: only that it had al comein packages small
enough to be dipped into one's pocket without attracting the attention of busy grocers.

Mr. Aortacleaned his plates so thoroughly no cat would careto lick them; the empty tinsaso
looked new and bright: even their lids gleamed irridescently.

Mr. Aortaglanced at his checkbook balance, grinned indecently, and went to look out the back
window.

The moon was cold upon the yard. Its rays passed over the high fence Mr. Aorta had
constructed from free rocks, and splashed moodily onto the new black earth.

Mr. Aortathought a bit, put away his checkbook and got out the boxes containing the garden
seeds.

They were good as new.



Joseph William Santucci's truck wasin use every Saturday thereafter for five weeks. This good
man watched curioudy as his neighbor returned each time with more dirt and yet more, and he made
severd remarksto hiswife about the oddness of it al, but she could not bear even to talk about Mr.
Aorta

"He'srobbed us blind," she said. "L ook! He wears your old clothes, he uses my sugar and spices
and borrows everything else he can think of! Borrows, did | say?| mean stedls. For years! | have not
seen the man pay for athing yet! Where does he work that he makes so little money?”

Neither Mr. nor Mrs. Santucci knew that Mr. Aorta's daily laborsinvolved stting on the
sdewalk downtown, with dark glasses on and a battered tin cup in front of him. They'd both passed him
severd times, though, and given him pennies, both unable to penetrate the clever disguise. It wasal kept,
the disguise, in afreelocker at therailroad terminal.

"Here he comes again, that loony!" Mrs. Santucci wailed.

Soon it wastime to plant the seeds, and Mr. Aorta went about thiswith ponderous precision,
after having consulted numerous books at the library. Negt rows of summer squash were sown in the
richly dark soil; and peas, corn, beans, onions, beets, rhubarb, asparagus, water cress and much more,
actualy. When the rows werefilled and Mr. Aortawas stuck with extra packs, he smiled and dispersed
strawberry seeds and watermel on seeds and seeds without clear description. Shortly the paper packages
weredl empty.

A few days passed and it was getting time to go to the cemetery again for afresh load, when Mr.
Aortanoticed an odd thing.

The dark ground had begun to yield to tiny eruptions. Closer inspection reveded that things had
begun to grow. In the soil.

Now Mr. Aortaknew very little about gardening, when you got right down to it. He thought it
strange, of course, but he was not darmed. He saw things growing, that was the important point. Things
that would become food.

Praising his good fortune, he hurried to Lilyvae and there received asingular disgppointment: Not
many people had died lately. There was scant little dirt to be had: hardly one truckful.

Ahwell, he thought, things are bound to pick up over the holidays; and he took home what there
was.

Its addition marked the improvement of the garden's growth. Shoots and buds came higher, and
the expanse was far less blesk.

He could not contain himself until the next Saturday, for obvioudy thisdirt was acting as some
sort of fertilizer on his plants--the free food called out for more.

But the next Saturday came a cropper. Not even ashovel'sload. And the garden was beginning
to desiccate .

Mr. Aortas startling decision came asaresult of trying al kinds of new dirt and fertilizers of
every imaginable description (al charged under the name of Uriah Gringsby). Nothing worked. His
garden, which had promised afull bounty of edibles, had sunk to new lows: it was dmost back to its
origina state. And thisMr. Aorta could not abide, for he had put in considerable labor on the project and
thislabor must not be wasted. It had deeply affected his other enterprises.

So--with the caution born of desperateness, he entered the gray quiet place with the tombstones
one night, located freshly dug but unoccupied graves and added to their six-foot depth yet another foot.

It was not noticeable to anyone who was not looking for such adiscrepancy.

No need to mention the many tripsinvolved: it isenough to say that in time Mr. Santucci's truck,

parked ablock away, was aquarter filled. The following morning saw arebirth in the garden.



And so it went. When dirt wasto be had, Mr. Aortawas obliged; when it was not--well, it
wasn't missed. And the garden kept growing and growing, until--

Asif overnight, everything opened up! Where so short atime past had been aparched little
prairie, was now amultiflora, multi-vegetable paradise. Corn bulged yelow from its spiny green husks;
peaswere brilliant green in their hadf-split pods, and dl the other wonderful foodstuffs glowed full rich
with life and showcase vigor. Rows and rows of them, and cross rows!

Mr. Aortawas amost felled by enthusiasm.

A liver for the moment and anidiot in the art of canning, he knew what he had to do.

It took awhile to systematically gather up the morsels, but with patience, he at last had the
garden stripped clean of all but weeds and leaves and other unedibles.

He cleaned. He peeled. He stringed. He cooked. He boiled. He took all the good free food and
piled it geometrically on tables and chairs and continued with thisuntil it was al reedy to be esten.

Then he began. Starting with the asparagus--he decided to do it in a phabetical order--he ate and
ate clear through beets and celery and pardey and rhubarb, paused there for adrink of water, and went
on egting, being careful not to waste ajot, until he cameto water cress. By thistime his ssomach was
twisting painfully, but it was a sweet pain, so he took a deep breeth and, by chewing dowly, did away
with thefind vestigid bit of food.

The plates sparkled white, like a series of bloated snowflakes. It was all gone.

Mr. Aortafdt an dmost sexud satisfaction--by which is meant, he had had enough . . . for now.
He couldn't even belch.

Happy thoughts assailed hismind, asfollows: Histwo grestest passions had been fulfilled; life's
meaning acted out symbolically, like acondensed Everyman. Thesetwo things only are what this man
thought of .

He chanced to ook out the window.

What he saw was a bright speck in the middle of blackness. Small, somewhere & the end of the
garden--faint yet digtinct.

With the effort of abrontosaurus emerging from atar pit Mr. Aortarose from his chair, walked
to the door and went out into his emasculated garden. He lumbered past dangling grotesqueries formed
by shucks and husks and vines.

The speck seemed to have disappeared, and he looked carefully in dl directions, ditting hiseyes,
trying to get accustomed to the moonlight.

Then he saw it. A white fronded thing, aplant, perhaps only aflower; but there, certainly, and all
thet was |€ft.

Mr. Aortawas surprised to seethat it was located at the bottom of a shallow declivity in the
ground, very near the dead tree. He couldn't remember how a hole could have got dug in his garden, but
there were aways neighborhood kids and their pranks. A lucky thing held grabbed the food when he
did!

Mr. Aortaleaned over the edge of the smadl pit and reached down his hand toward the shining
plant. It resisted histouch, somehow. He leaned farther over and till alittle farther, and till he couldn't
lay fingersonthething.

Mr. Aortawas not an agile man. However, with the intensity of a painter trying to cover one last
tiny spot awkwardly placed, he leaned just amite farther and plosh! he'd toppled over the edge and
landed with a peculiarly wet thud. A ridiculous damned bother, too: now he'd have to make afool of
himself, clambering out again. But, the plant: He searched the floor of the pit, and searched it, and no
plant could be found. Then helooked up and was appalled by two things: Number One, the pit had been
deeper than held thought; Number Two, the plant was wavering in the wind above him, on the rim he had
so recently occupied.

The painsin Mr. Aortas ssomach got progressively worse. Movementsincreased the pains. He
began to fed an overwhelming pressurein hisribs and chest.



It was at this moment of his discovery that the top of the hole was up beyond his reach that he
saw the white plant in full moonglow. It looked rather like ahand, abig human hand, waxy and tiff and
attached to the earth. Thewind hit it and it moved dightly, causing arain of dirt pelletsto fall upon Mr.
Aortasface,

He thought a moment, judged the whole situation, and began to climb. But the painswere too
much and heféll, writhing.

The wind came again and more dirt was scattered down into the hole: soon the strange plant was
being pushed to and fro againgt the soil, and dirt fell more and more heavily. More and more, more
heavily and more heavily.

Mr. Aorta, who had never up to this point found occasion to scream, screamed. It was quite
successful, despite the fact that no one heard it.

Thedirt came down, and presently Mr. Aortawasto hiskneesin damp soil. Hetried rising, and
could not.

And the dirt came down from that big white plant flip-flopping in the moonlight and the wind.

After awhile Mr. Aorta's screamstook on a muffled qudlity.

For avery good reason.

Then, sometime later, the garden was just as till and quiet asit could be.

Mr. and Mrs. Joseph William Santucci found Mr. Aorta. He waslying on thefloor in front of
severd tables. On the tables were many plates. The plates on the tables were clean and shining.

Mr. Aorta's ssomach was distended past burst belt buckle, popped buttons and forced zipper. It
was not unlike theimage of agreat white whae rising curioudy from placid, forlorn waters.

"Ate hissf to degth,” Mrs. Santucci said in the fashion of the concluding line of acomplex joke.

Mr. Santucci reached down and plucked atiny ball of soil from the fat man's dead lips. He
sudied it. And an ideacameto him.

Hetried to get rid of the ides, but when the doctors found Mr. Aorta's ssomach to contain many
pounds of dirt--and nothing else, to speak of--Mr. Santucci dept badly, for dmost aweek.

They carried Mr. Aortas body through the weeded but otherwise empty and desolate back
yard, past the mournful dead tree and the rock fence.

They gave him adecent funera, out of the goodness of their hearts, since no provision had been
made.

And then they laid him to rest in a place with amoldering green woodboard wall: thewall had a
littesgnnaledtoit.

And thewind blew absolutely Free.

SONG FOR A LADY
by Charles Beaumont



Thetravel agent had warned us. It was an old ship, very old, very tired. And dow. "In fact,” said
Mr. Spierto, who had been everywhere and knew al about trave, "there's nothing dower afloat. Thirteen
daysto Le Havre, fourteen to Southampton. Provided there are favorable winds, of course! No; | doubt
that well spend our honeymoon on her. Besides, thiswill be her last crossing. They're going to scrap the
oldrelicinamonth.” And I think that's the reason we picked the _Lady Anne_for our first trip abroad.
There was something appealing about taking part in aship'slast voyage, something, Eileen said, poignant
and specidl.

Or maybe it was smply the agent's smirk. He might have been ableto talk to us out of it
otherwise, but he had to smirk--the veteran of Katmandu and the innocent untraveled |owans--and that
got us mad. Anyway, we made two firgt class reservations, got married and caught a plane for New
York.

What we saw at the dock surprised us. Spierto's horrified descriptions of the ship had led usto
expect something between akayak and The Fying Dutchman, whereas at first glancethe Lady Anne
seemed to be a perfectly ordinary ocean liner. Not that either of us had ever actualy seen an ocean liner,
except in films; but we decided what one should look like, and thislooked like one. A tal giant of a
vessd, it was, with abright orange hull and two regal smokestacks; and afedling of lightness, of grace,
amogt, despite the twenty thousand tons.

Thenwegot alittle closer. And the _Lady Anne__turned into one of those welldressed women
who look so fine ablock away and then disintegrate as you approach them. The orange on the hull was
bright, but it wasn't paint. It wasrust. Rugt, like fungus, infecting every inch, trailing down from every port
hole. Eating through the iron.

We gazed at the old wreck for amoment, then resolutely made our way past some elderly
people on the dock and, at the gangplank, stopped. There was nothing to say, so Eileen said: "It's
beatiful."

| was about to respond when avoice sngpped: "No!" An aged man with thin but fierce red hair
was standing behind us, bagsin hand. "Not it'," hesaid, angrily. " _She . Thisshipisalady.”

"Oh, I'm sorry." My wife nodded respectfully. "Well, then, she's beautiful.”

"Indeed sheid" The man continued to glare, not maevolently, not furioudy, but with greet
suspicion. He stared up the plank, then paused. Y ou're seeing someone of f?"

| told him no.

"Vigtors, then."

"No," | said. "Passengers.”

The old man's eyeswidened. "How'sthat?' he said, exactly asif I'd just admitted that we were
Russan spies. "Yourewhat?'

"Passengers,” | said again.

"Oh, no," hesaid, "no, no, | hardly think so. I hardly think that. This, you see, isthe _Lady
Anne_. Thereésbeen amistake.”

"Jack, pleasel™ A small square woman with thick glasses shook her head reproach. fully.

"Bedtill," the old man snapped & her. His voice was becoming reedy with excitement. "If youll
consult your tickets, young fellow, | think you'l find that a serious error has occurred here. | repest, this
isthe _Lady Anne --"

"--and | repesat,” | said, not too patiently, "that we're passengers.” However, hedidn't move, so |
fished the tickets out of my pockets and shoved them at him.

He stared at the papers for along time; then, sighing, handed them back. "Private party,” he
muttered; "excurson, might say. Planned so long. Outsiders! | ..."  And without another word, he
turned and marched siffly up the gangplank. The smal square woman followed him, giving usathin,
curiousamile.

"Well!" Eileen grinned, after the dightest hesitation. "' guess that means "'Welcome Aboard' in
British."

"Forget it." | took her hand and we went directly to the cabin. It was smdl, just asthefriendly
travel agent had prophesied: two bunks, an upper and lower, asink, acrown-shaped _pot du chambre .



But it wasn't stark. Incredible fat cupids stared blindly from the ceiling, the door was encrusted with
flaked gold paint, and there was a chipped chanddier. Grotesque, but cheerful, somehow. Of course, it
would have been cheerful at hdf the size--with afew rats thrown in--because we'd gotten oursalvesinto
this mess againgt everyone's advice and, one way or another, we were determined to prove that our
ingtincts had been right.

"Nice," said Eileen, reaching up and patting acupid's bely.

| kissed her and fdlt, then, that things wouldn't be too bad. It would take more than agrumpy old
Englishman and a crazy stateroom to spoil our trip. A lot more.

Unfortunately, alot more wasfast in coming.

When we took our stroll out on deck, we noticed asurprisingly large number of elderly people
standing at the rail; but, we were excited, and somehow thisdidn't register. We waved at the strangerson
the dock, watched the passengers still coming aboard, and began to fed the magic. Then | saw the old
red-headed gentleman tottering toward us, till glaring and blinking. In away he looked like the late C.
Aubrey Smith, only older and thinner. Just as traight, though, and just as bushy in the eyebrows.

"Seehere," he said, pointing at me with his cane, "you aren't redly serious about this, are you?"

"About what?' | said.

"Travdlingonthe_Lady Anne . That is, hate to sound cliqueish and dl that, but--"

"Were serious,” Eileen sad, curtly.

"Dear me." The old man clucked histongue. "Americans, too. British ship, y'know. Sort of
reunion and--" He motioned toward another man in tweeds. "Burgess! Over herel” The man, if anything
older than our friend, caned hisway across the wooden planks. "Burgess, these are the ones | mean.
They'veticketd"

"No, no, no," said the man with the cane. "Whole thing obvioudy aghastly blunder. Cdm
yourself, McKenzie: weve time yet. Now then." He gave us a crafty, crooked smile. "No doubt you
young people aren't aware that thisis rather a, how shal | put it, private, sort of, cruise; dye see? Very
tight. Dear me, yes. Unquestionably adip-up on the part of--"

"Look," | said, "I'm getting tired of thisroutine. There hasn't been any dip-up or anything el se.
Thisisour ship and by God we're sailing to Europe on it. Her."

"That," said Burgess, "isbad newsindeed."

| started to walk away, but the old man'sfingers gripped my arm. "Please,” he said. "I expect this
may seem odd to you, quite odd, but we're actualy trying to be of help.”

"Exactly 0," said the redheaded man, McKenzie. "There are," he whispered darkly, "things you
don't know about this ship.”

"For example," Burgesscut in, "sheisover sixty-fiveyearsold. No ventilation, y'know; no
modern conveniences whatever on her. And she takes forever to cross."

"And dangerous,” said the redheaded man. "Dear me, yes."

Thetwo old fellows pulled us dong the deck, gesturing with their canes.

"Look at those deck chairs, just look at ‘em. Absolute antiques. Falling to pieces. Wouldn't trust
the best of 'em to hold a baby."

"And the blankets, asyou see, are rags. Quite threadbare.”
"And look at that staircase. Shameful! Shouldn't be at all surprised to seeit collapse at any

"Oh, wecantdl you, the _Lady Anne_isnothing but an ancient rust bucket.”

"So you see, of course, how impractica thewholeideais."”

They looked at us.

Eileen smiled her sweetest smile. "Asamatter of fact,” shesad, "'l think thisisthe most darling
little boat I've ever seen. Don't you agree, Alan?"

"Definitdy,” | sad.

The old men stared in disbdief; then Burgess said: "Y ou'll get bored.”

"We never get bored,” Eileen said.

McKenziesad, "Youll get sck, then!”



"Never."

"Wait!" Burgess was frowning. "We're wasting time. Look here, why you are both so damned
determined to travel on an outdated ship when there are dozens of fine modern vessels available, | shan't
pretend to understand. Perhapsit istypica American stubbornness. Flying in the face of convention, that
sort of thing. Eh? Admirable! However, we must ingst that you overcome this determination.”

Eileen opened her mouth, then shut it when she saw theroll of money clutched in the old man's
fid.

"l am prepared,” he said, in afirm voice, "to pay you double the amount you spent for your
tickets, provided you will abandon your plan.”

There was ashort silence.

"Wdl?'

| glanced at Eileen. "Not achance,” | said.

"Triplethe amount?'

"No."

"Very wdl. | amforced to extremes. If you will leavethe Lady Anne_now, | will give you the
equivaent of five thousand American dollars™

"Which," McKenziesad, "I will meet.”

"Making it ten thousand dollars.

Eileen seemed dmost on the edge of tears. "Not for amillion,” shesaid. "Now let metell you
gentlemen something. Ever since we picked this ship, people have been doing their best to discourage us.
| don't know why and | don't care. If you're so afraid the brash Americans are going to upset your British
tea-"

"My good lady, we--"

"--you can forget it. Wewon't go near you. But we paid for our tickets and that gives us every
bit asmuchright tothe Lady Anne_asyou have! Now just go avay and leave usaone!”

The conversation ended. We walked back to the bow and waited, in silence, until theline had
been cast off and the tugs had begun to pull us out to seg; then, still not mentioning the episode, we
wandered around to the other side of the ship. | know now that there were elderly people there, too, and
only elderly people, but again, we were too sore--and the adventure was too new--to notice this.

It wasn't, in fact, until thefiredrill, with the corridor packed, that it first began to sink in. There
weren't any young people to be seen. No students. No children. Only old men and old women, most of
them walking, but severd on canes and on crutches, afew inwhed chairs. And, judging from the number
of tweed suits, pipes, mustaches, and woolen dresses, mostly al British.

| was thinking about the two weeks to Southampton and the ten thousand dollars, when Eileen
sad, "Look."

| looked. And ran into hundreds of unblinking eyes, turned directly on us. Staring as though we
were anew Species.

"Don't worry," | whispered, without much assurance, "well find somebody our age on board. It
standsto reason.”

And it did stand to reason. But athough we looked everywhere, everywhere it was the same: old
men, old women. British. Silent. Staring.

Findly we got tired of the search and waked into the ship's single public room. It was caled the
Imperia Lounge: abig hal with hundreds of chairs and tables, atiny dance floor, apodium for musicians,
and abar. All donein the rococo style you'd expect to find on the _Titanic : purples and greens, faded
to gray, and chipped gold. People sat in the chairs, neither reading nor playing cards nor talking. Just
sitting, with hands folded. We tiptoed across afrayed rug to the bar and asked the grandfather in charge
for two double-Scotches; then we ordered two more.

"Housie-Hous e tonight,” Eileen said, gesturing toward a blackboard. "That's British bingo. Buit |
suppose wewon't beinvited.”

"Nutsto 'em," | said. Welooked at each other, then out over the white-thatched balding sea of
heads--some dropping in afternoon deep aready--and back at each other; and I'm proud to say that



neither of uswept.

After the drinks we exited the Imperia Lounge, softly, and queued up for lunch. The restaurant
was Empire style, the slks smelling of age and dust, the tapestries blurred. We ordered something called
Bubble and Squeak because it sounded jolly, but it wasn't. And neither were the diners surrounding us.
Particularly those who sat done. They dl had an air of melancholy, and they stared at us throughout the
mesdl, some surreptitioudy, some openly.

Findly we gave up trying to eat and fled back to the Imperia Lounge, because where else was
thereto go?

The seaof heads was calm. Except for one. It was red, and when we entered it nodded and
bounced up.

Mr. Friendly's eyes were snapping. "'l beg your pardon,” he said. "Hate to bother you. But my
wife, Mrs. McKenzie, over there--she, uh, points out that 1've been rude. Quite rude. And | expect |
ought to gpologize."

"Doyou?" | asked.

"Oh, yes! But there is something more important. Redlly good news, infact." It was strangeto
see the old boy smiling so happily; the frown seemed to have been afixture. "Mr. Burgessand | talked
the whole thing over,” he said, "and weve decided that you won't have to leave the ship after dl.”

"Say," | sad, atrifle bitterly, "that is good news. We were afraid we'd have to swim back and it's
hed us sck with worry."

"Redly?' Mr. McKenzie cocked his head to one side. " Sorry about that, my boy. But we were
quite concerned, al of us, as| daresay you gathered. Y'see, it Smply hadn't occurred to usthat an
_outsder_would ever want togoonthe_Lady . | mean, she's primarily afreighter, asit were; and the
last time she took on anew passenger was, according to Captain Protheroe, the summer of '48. So you
can understand-- but never mind that, never mind that. It'sall settled now."

" What's_dl settled?" asked my wife.

"Why, everything," said the old man, expressively. "But come, you redly must join Mrs.
McKenzie and me for abit of tea. That's one thing that hasn't changed onthe _Lady . She dtill hasthe
finest teaof any ship afloat. Eh, my dear?"

The small square woman nodded.

We exchanged introductions asif we were mesting for the first time. The man named Burgess
extended his hand and shook mine with real warmth, which was quite ashock. Hiswife, aquigt, pae
woman, smiled. She stared at her cup for amoment, then said, "lan, | expect the Ransomes are
wondering abit about your and Mr. McKenzie's behavior thismorning.”

"Eh?' Burgess coughed. "Oh, yes. But it'sdl right now, Cynthig | told you that."

"Still--"

"Perhaps| can help,” said Mrs. McKenzie, who had not yet spoken. Her voice was alovely soft
thing, yet, oddly, commanding. Shelooked at Eileen. "But first you must tell uswhy you chosethe _Lady
Anne_."

Eileentold them.

Mrs. McKenzie's smile changed her face, it washed away the years and she became almost
beautiful. "My dear,” shesaid, "you were quiteright. The _Lady _is_specid. More specid, | should
say, than either you or your husband might imagine. Y ou seg, thisisthe ship Jack and | sailed on when
we were married--which would be fifty-six years ago.”

"Fifty-five," said the redheaded man. Hetook adrink of teaand set the cup down gently. "She
was asplendid thing then, though. The ship, | mean!”

"Jack, redly.”

Eileen looked & McKenzie and said, in an even voice: "I thought you told usthat it wasan old
rust bucket."

"Not 'it." _She ." Burgess blushed. "Should both have been struck down by lightning,” he said.
"Greatest lie ever uttered. Mrs. Ransome, mark this: the _Lady Anne_was and isnow the finest ship that
ever crossed the sea. Queen of the fleet, shewas.”



"And quite unusud,” putin McKenzie. "Only one of her kind, | believe. Y'see, she specidized in
honeymooners. That was her freight then: young peoplein love; aye. That's what makes your presence
so--what shal | say--ironic? Eh? No, that isn'tit. Not ironic. Sdlly, what is the damned word I'm looking
for?"

"Swedt," sad hiswife, amiling.

"No, no. Anyway, that wasit. A regular floating wedding suite, y'might say. Y oung married
couples, that's al you'd ever see on her. Full of juice and the moon in their eyes. Dear me. It was funny,
though. All those children trying to act grown-up and worldly, trying to act married and used to it, d'you
see, and every one of ‘em as nervous as amouse. Remember, Burgess?”

"I do. Of course, now, that only lasted for afew days, McKenzie. The _Lady Anne_gave'em
time to know each other." The old man laughed. "' She was awise ship. She understood such things.”

Mrs. McKenzie lowered her eyes, but not, | thought, out of embarrassment. "At any rate," she
sad, "dthough it was, needlessto say, unofficial, that did seem to be the policy of the owners, then.
_Everything_arranged for young people. For anyone else, | imagine the ship must have been abit on the
absurd sde. Love hasits own particular point of view, you know: it sees everything larger than life.
Nothing too ornate for it, or too fancy, or too dramatic. If it isagood love, it demands the thegtrical--and
then transfiguresit. It turnsthe grotesque into the lovely, asachilddoes. .." The old woman raised her
eyes. "Where ashipping line ever found that particular vision, | shal never know. But they madethe
_Lady Anne_into an enchanted gondola and took that moment of happiness and--pure--sweet pain that
al lovers have and made the moment live for two really unspeakably pleasant weeks. . ."

The redheaded McKenzie cleared histhroat loudly. "Quite so," he said, glancing at hiswife, who
smiled secretly. "Quite so. | expect they get the drift, my dear. No need to go sticky.”

"But,” said hiswife, "I fed dticky."

"Eh?Oh." He patted her hand. "Of course. Still--"

Burgessremoved hispipe. "The point is," he said, "that we spent agood many fine hours aboard
thisold scow. The sort of hours one doesn't forget. When we heard that they were going to. . . retire. . .
the _Lady , well, it seemed right, somehow, that we should join her on her last two-way sailing. And
that, | think accounts for the number of old parties aboard.. Most of 'em here for the same reason,
actudly. Boshier-Jones and hiswife over there, sound adeep: the bad chap. Engineer in hisday, and a
good one. The Whiteaways, just past the column. They were on our first sailing. Innes Champion, the
writer: quiteadroll fellow most of the time, though you wouldn't guessit now. A widower, y'know. Wife
passed on in '29. They had their honeymoon onthe _Lady --abetter one, if possble, than ours:
propeller fell off--that would be in 1906--and they were four daysin repairing it, so he says. Terribleliar,
though. Don't know that chap in the whed-chair; do you, McKenzie?'

"Brabham. Nice enough, but getting on, if you know what | mean. Tendsto tremble and totter.
Still, adecent sort.”

"Alone?'

"| fear s0."

Mrs. McKenzietook asip of cold teaand said: "I hope you understand a bit more of our
attitude, Mrs. Ransome. And | do hope you will forgive usfor staring at you and your husband
occasiondly. It'squiteimpolite, but | think we are not actually seeing_you so much aswe are seeing
ourselves, aswe werefifty years ago. Isn't that foolish?!

Eileen tried to say something, but it didn't work. She shook her head.

"One other thing,” Mrs. McKenziesaid. "You _are _inlovewith each other, aren't you?"

"Yes" | sad. "Very much.”

"Splendid. | told Jack that when | first saw you this morning. But, of course, that wasn't the point.
I'd forgotten the plan.”

"Sdly!" McKenziefrowned. "Do watchiit.”

The old woman put a hand to her mouth, and we sat there quietly. Then Burgesssaid, 1 think it's
timefor the men to adjourn for acigar. With your permission?”

We walked to the bar and Burgess introduced me around. "Van Vlyman, thisis Ransome. He's



American but he'sdl right. Nothing to worry about.” " Sanders, shake hands with young Ransome. He
and hiswife are on their honeymoon, y'know. Picked the Lady Anne!_ No, no, | tell you: it'sal been
graightened out.” "Fairman, here now, wake up; thisis-"

The warmth of these men suddenly filled me, and after awhile it seemed asthough, magicaly, |
wasn't thirty-two at dl, but seventy-two, with dl the wisdom of those years.

The man cdled Sandersinssted upon buying around and raised hisglass. "To the finest, lovliest,
happiest ship that ever wadl" he said, and we drank, solemnly.

"Pity," someone sad.

"No!" The portly ex-colonel, Van Vlyman, crashed hisfist down upon the polished mahogany.
"Not a'pity'! A _crime_. Anevil, black-hearted crime, perpetrated by stupid little men with bow ties.

"Easy, Van VIyman. Nothing to get hested over now."

"Nothing, indeed!" roared the old soldier. "Easy, indeed! God Almighty, aredl of you so ancient,
so feeble that you can't see the truth? Don't you know why they want to scrap the _Lady 7"

Sanders shrugged. "Ouitlived her usefulness,” he said.

"Usefulness? Usefulness to whom, sir? Nonsense! D'you hear? She's the best ship on the sea.”
Van Vlyman scowled darkly. "A little dow, perhaps--but, | put it to you, Sanders, by whose standards?
Y ours? Mine? Thirteen, fourteen daysfor acrossing isfast enough for anyonein hisright mind. Only
people aren't in thelr right minds any more, that'sthe trouble. That'sthe core of it right there. People, |
say, have forgotten how to relax. They've forgotten how to gppreciate genuine luxury. Speed: that's dl
that counts nowadays. Get it over with! Why?Why arethey in such ahurry?' Heglared a me. "What's
the damned rush?'

Burgesslooked sad. "Van Vlyman, aren't you being a bit--"

"To the contrary. | am merely making an observation upon the state of the world today. Also, |
am attempting to point out the true reason for this shameful decison.”

"Whichis?"

"A plot, doubtless of Communist origin,”" declared the colond.

"Oh, redly, Van Vlyman--"

"Haven't you eyes? Areyou dl that senile? The _Lady Anne_was condemned because she
representsaway of life. A better way of life, by God, sr, than anything they're brewing up today; and
they can't stand that. She'snot just aship, | tell you; she'sthe old way. She's grace and manners and
tradition. Don't you see? She'sthe Empirel”

The old man's eyeswere flashing.

"Nothing," he said, in alower voice, "is sacred any more. The beasts are a the gate, and we're dl
too old to fight them. Likethe Lady hersdlf, too old and too tired. So we stand about in stone fury like
pathetic statues with our medals gone to rust and our swords broken while the vandals turn our castles
into sideshows, put advertisements for sogp aong our roads, and--wait! the time is soon!--reach up their
hairy hands and pull the Queen down from her throne. Scrapthe _Lady! No. But how are weto stop
them from scrapping England?”

The old man stood quite ill for severd minutes, then he turned and walked away; and
McKenzie said, beneath his breath: "Poor chap. Hed planned thiswith hiswife, and then she had to go
anddieonhim.”

Burgess nodded. "Well, well have some cards tonight and hell fed better.”

We drank another; then Eileen and | had dinner with the McKenzies and retired to our cabin.

Mrs. McKenzie had been right. Love does have its own particular vision: the plaster cupidsand
golden door didn't seem grotesque at dl; in fact, very late at night, with the moon striping the calm black
ocean, it seemed to methat there could hardly be a nicer room.

The next twelve days were like alazy, endless dream. We had trouble, at firgt, adjusting to it.
When you've lived most of your lifein acity, you forget that leisure can be acregtive thing. Y ou forget
that thereisnothing sinful in relaxation. But the _Lady Anne_was good to us. She gave ustime, plenty of
time. And on the fourth day | stopped fidgeting and began to enjoy the pleasures of getting to know the
woman I'd married. Eileen and | talked together and made love together and walked the ancient deck



together, hoping that it would never end, secure in the knowledge that it would

but not for awhile.

Weforgot, too, that the other passengers were in their seventies and eighties. It wasn't important,
any longer. They were married couples, aswewere, and in avery rea way, they were on their
honeymoons, too. Twice we surprised McKenzie and hiswife on the promenade deck well after
midnight, and the Burgesses hardly ever stopped holding hands. The women and men who were done
looked meancholy, but somehow not sad. Even the old colondl, Van VIyman, had stopped being angry.
We'd see him every now and then sested on the deck;, his eyeslooking out over the Atlantic, dreaming.

Then, treacheroudly, asif it had sneaked up on us, the twelfth day came, and the smell of land
wasintheair. Far in the distance we could see the gray spine of Cherbourg, and we wondered what had
happened to the hours.

McKenzie stopped usin The Imperia Lounge. Hisface wore adightly odd expression. "Well,"
hesad, "it'samost over. | expect youreglad.”

"No," I told him. "Not redlly."

That pleased him. "The_Lady's done her job for you, then?"

"She has," said Eileen, adifferent, softer, more feminine Eileen that I'd known two weeks before.

"Wl then; you'll be coming to the dance tonight?"

"Wouldn't missit."

"Capitd! Uh ... onething. Have you packed your luggage?'

"No. | mean, we don't dock till tomorrow night, so--"

"Quite. Still, it would do no harm to pack them anyhow," said McKenzie. "Seeyou a the
dancel"

Like so many others, the things he said frequently sounded peculiar and meant nothing. We went
outside and stood at therail and watched the old sailors—-who were dl part of the original
crew--scrubbing down the ship. They seemed to be working especidly hard, removing every trace of
dirt, scraping the rallswith stiff wire brushes, getting things nest.

At eight we went back to the cabin and changed into our evening dress; and at nine-thirty joined
the othersin the Imperid Lounge.

Theincrediblelittle band was playing antique watzes and fox trots, and the floor wasfilled with
dancing couples. After afew drinks, we became one of the couples. | danced with Eileen for awhile,
then with amost every other woman aboard. Everyone seemed to be happy again. Eileen wastrying to
rumbawith Colond Van Vlyman, who kept sputtering that he didn't know how, and Mrs. McKenzie
taught me a step sheld learned in 1896. We drank some more and danced more and laughed, and then
the clock struck midnight and the band stood up and played Auld Lang Syne and the people held hands
and were quiet.

McKenzie and Burgess walked up then, and Burgess said: "Mr. Ransome, Mrs. Ransome: wed
like you to meet our captain, Captain Protheroe. HEsbeen hereaslong asthe Lady has; isn't that
right, Sr?"

An unbdievably old man in aneat blue uniform nodded his head. His hair was thin and white, his
eyeswere Clear.

"A most unusua man, the captain,” said Burgess. "He understandsthings. Liketherest of us,
actudly--except that hiswifeisaship. Still, | doubt | love my Cynthiamore than helovesthe L ady
Anne "

The captain smiled and looked directly at us. "Y ou've had a pleasant voyage?' heasked, ina
good strong voice.

"Yes, gr," | sad. "We're grateful to have been part of it."

"Indeed? Well, that's very nice."

There was apause, and | suddenly became aware of acurious fact. The vibration of the engines,
deep below us, had stopped. The ship itself had stopped.

Captain Protheroe's smile broadened. "Very nice, indeed,” he said. "AsMr. McKenzie pointed
out to me earlier, your presence aboard has been rather symbolic, if | may use the word. Us ending, you



beginning; that sort of thing, eh?' He rose from the chair. "Now then. I'm afraid that | must say good bye
to you. We've radioed your position and you oughtn't to be inconvenienced for more than afew hours."

"Beg pardon?’ | said.

Burgess coughed. "They don't know," he said. "Thought it would be better that way."

"Eh? Oh, yes, how stupid of me. Of course." Captain Protheroe turned his clear eyes back to us.
"Youwon't mind obliging us," he said, "by gathering up your things?'

"Gathering up our things?" | parroted, stupidly. "Why?"*

"Because," hesad, "we are going to put you off the ship.”

Eileen grabbed my arm, but neither of us could think of athing to say. | was vaguely conscious of
the ftillness of the boat, of the people in the room, staring at us.

"I'm very much afraid that | shall haveto ask you to hurry,” said the captain, "for it isgetting
rather late. The rescue vessd isalready on itsway, you see. You, uh, _do understand?

"No," | said, dowly, "we don't. And were certainly not going anywhere until we do."

Captain Protheroe drew up to hisfull height and glanced sharply at McKenzie. "Redly," he said,
"| should've thought you'd have anticipated this."

McKenzie shrugged. "Didn't want to worry them.”

"Indeed. And now we'rein amess, for, of course, weve no time at al for lengthly explanations.”

"Inthat case," said Burgess, "let's skip them." His eyeswere twinkling. "I rather think they'll
understand eventualy."

The captain nodded. He said. "Excuse me," walked out of the room, returned amoment later
with apigtol. Then, aiming the pistal a me: " Sorry, but | must insst you do aswe say. McKenzie, take
thisthing and seeto it that the Ransomes are ready within ten minutes.”

McKenzie nodded, brandished the gun. "Come dong,” he said. "And don't take it too hard, my
boy.”

He prodded us down to the cabin and kept waving the pistol until we'd packed our bags. He
seemed hugely delighted with hisnew role.

"Now, gather up thelife jackets and follow me."

We returned to the boat station, where almost everyone on the ship had gathered.

"Lower away!" cried the captain, and a usdess-looking white lifeboat was cranked over the side.

"Now then, if you will please climb down that ladder . .

"For God'ssake," | said. "This--"

"The_ladder_, Mr. Ransome. And do be careful!”

We clambered down into the lifeboat, which was rocking gently, and watched them raise the
rope.

We could see the McKenzies, the Burgesses, Van VIyman, Sanders and Captain Protheroe
standing by therail, waving. They had never looked so pleasant, so happy.

"Don't worry," one of them called, "you'll be picked upin notimeat dl. Plenty of water and food
there; and alight. Y ou're sure you have al your luggege?'

| heard the ship's engines sart up again, and | yelled someidiotic things; but thenthe _Lady
Anne_began to pull away from us. The old people at therail, standing very close to one another, waved
and smiled and cdlled: "Good bye! Good bye!"

"Come back!" | screamed, feding, somehow, that none of thiswas actudly happening. "Damniit,
come back here!” Then Eileen touched my shoulder, and we sat there listening to the fading voices and
watching theimmense black hull drift away into the night.

It became suddenly very quiet, very sill. Only the sound of water dgpping against the lifeboat.

Wewaited. Eileen's eyes were wide; she was staring into the darkness, her hand locked tightly in
mine

"Shhh," shesaid.

We sat there for another few minutes, quietly, rocking; then there was a sound, soft at first,
hollow, but growing.

"Alan!"



The explosion thundered loose in aswift rushing fury, and the water began to churn benesth us.

Then, assuddenly, it was quiet again.

Inthe distance | could seethe ship burning. | could fed the heet of it. Only the stern was &fire,
though: all the rest of it seemed untouched--and | was certain, oddly certain that no one had been harmed
by the blast.

Eileen and | held each other and watched as, dowly, as gracefully and purposefully, the _Lady
Anne_listed on her side. For an eternity she lay poised, then the dark mass of her dipped into the water
as quickly and smoothly asagiant needleinto velvet.

It could not have taken more than fifteen minutes. Then the seawas cadm and as empty asit ever
was before there were such things as ships and men.

We waited for another hour in the lifeboat, and | asked Eileen if shefelt cold but she said no.
There was awind across the ocean, but my wife said that she had never felt so warm before.

Introduction to
LAST RITES
by Richard Matheson

| havereferred (in print) to Chuck Beaumont's stories with such phrases as"dight with the magic
of atruly extraordinary imagination,” "shot through with veins of coruscating wit," "feather light and
dancing onawind of jest" and "flashes of the wondrous and ddlightful.”

All true; and thismay well be the over-riding image of hiswork.

But thereis more. Other stories which cut deegper. Which move the reader and speak of things
profound.

Such adory is"Last Rites."

| don't know whether Chuck was raised as a Catholic. | don't think so but I'm not positive. |
know he married awoman who was deeply committed to Catholicism. Perhaps his knowledge--and
indght--into the religion came from his reaionship with hiswife Helen.

Wherever it came from, thereisasense of truth to it. For my money, Graham Greene never
wrote astory any more perceptive about Catholicism than "Last Rites” | find it extremely moving, shot
through not with "veins of coruscating wit" but with adeep vein of humanity and love.

What more could any reader ask of astory? What greater legacy could any writer leave?

LAST RITES
by Charles Beaumont



Somewhere in the church a baby was shrieking. Father Courtney listened to it, and sighed, and
made the Sign of the Cross. Another battle, he thought, dismally.

Another grand tug of war. And who won thistime, Lord? Me? Or that squalling infant, blessits
innocence?

"In the Name of the Father, and of the Son, and of the Holy Ghost. Amen.”

He turned and made hisway down the pulpit steps, and told himsalf, Well, you ought to be used
to it by now, Heaven knows. After dl, you're a priest, not amonologist. What do you care about
"audience reaction?' And besides, who ever lisensto these sermons of yours, anyway--even under the
best of conditions? A few of theladiesin the parish (though you're sure they never hear or understand a
word), and, of course, Donovan. But who el se?

Screech away, little pink child! Screech until you--no.

No, no. Ahhh!

He waked through the sacristy, trying not to think of Donovan, or the big city churcheswith their
fine nurseries, and sound-proof walls, and amplifiersthat amplified .

One had what one had: it was God's will.

And werethings redly so bad? Here there was the smell of forests, wasn't there? And in what
city parish could you see wild flowers growing on the hillslike bright lava? Or fed the earth breathing?

He opened the door and stepped outside.

The fields were dark-silver and silent. Far above the fields, up near the clouds, arocket launch
moved swiftly, dragging its dow thunder behind it.

Father Courtney blinked.

Of course things were not so bad. Thingswould be just fine, he thought, and | would not be
nervous and annoyed at little children, if only-- Abruptly he put his hands together. "Father," he
whispered, "let him bewdll. Let that be Y our will!"

Then, deciding not to wait to greet the people, he wiped his palms with a handkerchief and
dtarted for the rectory.

The morning was very cold. A thin film of dew coated each pebble aong the path, and made
them dl glisten like drops of mercury. Father Courtney looked at the pebbles and thought of other walks
down this path, which led through awoods to Hidden River, and of himsdf laughing; of excellent wine
and soft cushions and himsdlf arguing, arguing; of athousand sweet hoursin the past.

He walked and thought these things and did not hear the telephone until he had reached the
rectory gtairs.

A chill passed over him, unaccountably.

Hewent insde and pressed aydlow switch. The screen blurred, cameinto focus. The face of an
old man appeared, filling the screen.

"Hello, Father."

"George!" the priest smiled and waved hisfist, menacingly. "George, why haven't you contacted
me?' He sputtered. "Aren't you out of that bed yet?'

"Not yet, Father."

"Well, | expectedit, | knew it. Now will you let me call adoctor?’

"No--" The old man in the screen shook his head. He was thin and pale. His hair was profuse,
but very white, and there was something in hiseyes. "l think I'd like you to come over, if you could.”

"| shouldn'," the priest said, "after the way you've been treating dl of us. But, if therés still some
of that Chianti left. . ."

George Donovan nodded. "Could you comeright away?"

"Father Y oshidawon't be happy about it."

"Please. Right away."



Father Courtney fdt hisfingersdraw into fists. "Why?" he asked, holding onto the conversationa
tone. "lsanything the matter?'

"Not redly,” Donovan said. Hissmilewas brief. "It'sjust that I'm dying.”

"And I'm going to call Doctor Ferguson. Don't give me any argument, either. This nonsense has
gonefar--"

The old man'sface knotted. "No," he said, loudly. "I forbid you to do that.”

"But you'reill, man. For al we know, youre _serioudy _ill. And if you think I'm going to stand
around and watch you work yoursdlf into the hospital just because you happen to didike doctors, you're
crazy."

"Father, listen--please. | have my reasons. Y ou don't understand them, and | don't blame you.
But you've got to trust me. I'll explain everything, if you'll promise me youwon't cal _anyone ."

Father Courtney breathed unsteadily; he studied hisfriend'sface, Then he said, "I'll promisethis
much. | won't contact a doctor until 1've seen you."

"Good." Theold man seemed to relax. "I'll be therein fifteen minutes.”

"With your Little Black Bag?'

"Certainly not. You'regoing to bedl right."

"Bring it, Father. Please. Just in case.”

The screen blurred and danced and went white. Father Courtney hesitated at the blank
telephone. Then he walked to atable and raised hisfists and brought them down hard, once.

Y ou're going to get well, hethought. It isn't going to betoo late. Becauseif you are dying, if you
really are, and | could have prevented it . . . He went to the closet and drew on his overcoat.

It was thick and heavy, but it did not warm him. As he returned to the sacristy he shivered and
thought that he had never been so cold beforein dl hislife.

The Hdlicar whirred and dropped quickly to the ground. Father Courtney removed the ignition
key, pocketed it, and thrust hisbulk out the narrow door, wheezing.

A dull rumbling sfted down from the sky. The wake of fleetsamile awvay, ten miles, ahundred.

_It'sraining whaesin our backyard_, the priest thought, remembering how Donovan had
described the sound onceto alittle girl.

A freshet of autumn leaves burst againgt hisleg, softly, and for awhile he stood listening to the
rockets dying rumble, watching the shapes of gold and red that scattered in thewind, likefire.

Then he whispered, "Let it be Y our will," and pushed the picket gate. The front door of the house
was open.

Hewaked in, through the living-room, to the study.

"George."

"In here," avoice answered.

He moved to the bedroom, and twisted the knob.

George Donovan lay propped on a cloudbank of pillows, histhin face white asthe linen. Hewas
amiling.

"I'm glad to seeyou, Father," he said, quietly.

The priest's heart expanded and shrank and began to thump in his chest.

"The Chianti's down herein the night-table,” Donovan gestured. ""Pour some: morning's agood
enough timefor adinner wine."

"Not now, George."

"Please. It will hep."

Father Courtney pulled out the drawer and removed the half-empty bottle. He got aglassfrom
the bookshdf, filled it. Dutifully, according to ritual, he asked, "For you?"

"No," Donovan said. "Thank you dl the same." Heturned his head. "Sit over there, Father,
where| can seeyou.”

The priest frowned. He noticed that Donovan's arms were perfectly flat againgt the blanket, that
his body was rigid, outlined beneath the covering. No part of the old man moved except the head, and
that dowly, unnaturdly.



"That's better. But take off your coat--it'sterribly hot in here. Y ou'll catch pneumonia.”

Thetoom wasfull of cold winds from the open shutters.

Father Courtney removed his coat.

"Y ou've been worried, haven't you?' Donovan asked.

The priest nodded. He tried to sense what was wrong, to smell the disease, if therewasa
disease, if there was anything.

"I'm sorry about that." The old man seemed to sigh. His eyes were misted, webbed with distance,
lightly. "But | wanted to be aone. Sometimes you have to be done, to think, to get things Sraight. Isn't
thet true?'

"Sometimes, | suppose, but--"

"No. | know what you're going to say, the questions you want to ask. But there's not enough time

Father Courtney arose from the chair, and walked quickly to the telephone extension. He jabbed
abutton. "I'm sorry, George," he said, "'but you're going to have adoctor.”

The screen did not flicker.

He pressad the button again, firmly.

"Sit down," thetired voice whispered. "It doesn't work. | pulled the wires ten minutes ago.”

"Then I'll fly over to Milburn--"

"If you do, I'll be dead when you get back. Bdievethis: | know what I'm talking about.”

The priest clenched and unclenched his stubby fingers, and sat down in the chair again.

Donovan chuckled. "Drink up," he said. "We can't have good wine going to waste, can we?"

The priest put the glassto hislips. Hetried to think clearly. If he rushed out to Milburn and got
Doctor Ferguson, perhaps there'd be a chance. Or--He took a deep swallow.

No. That wouldn't do. It might take hours.

Donovan was talking now; the words lost--ahum of locustsin the room, afar-off murmuring;
then, like aradio turned up: "Father, how long have we been friends, you and 17!

"Why . . . twenty years," the priest answered. "Or more."

"Would you say you know me very wel by now?"

"l believe 0."

"Then tdl mefirgt, right now, would you say that I've been agood man?”'

Father Courtney sniieci. "Theréve been worse," he said and thought of what this man had
accomplished in Mount VVernon, quietly, in hisown quiet way, over the years. The building of adecent
school for the children--Donovan had shamed the people into it. The new hospital--Donovan's doing, his
patient campaigning. Entertainment hals for the young; acity fund for the poor; better teachers, better
doctors-all, al because of the old man with the soft voice, George Donovan.

"Doyou mean it?'

"Don't befoolish. And don't betreacly, either. Of course | meanit."

In the room, now, a strange odor fumed up, suddenly.

Theold man said, "I'm glad.” Still he did not move. "But, I'm sorry | asked. It wasunfair.”

"I don't have the dightest ideawhat you're talking about.”

"Neither do |, Father, completely. | thought | did, once, but | waswrong."

The priest dapped hisknees, angrily. "Why won't you let me get adoctor? Well have plenty of
timeto talk afterwards."

Donovan's eyes narrowed, and curved into what resembled asmile. "Y oure adoctor,” he said.
"The only one who can help me now."

"Inwhet way?"

"By making adecision.” The voice was reedy: it seemed to waver and change pitch.

"What sort of adecison?’

Donovan's head jerked up. He closed his eyes and remained thisway for afull minute, whilethe



acrid smel bellied and grew stronger and whorled about the room ininvisible currents.

". .. thegentleman lay braveward with hisfuries. . .' Do you remember that, Father?'

"Yes," thepriest said. "Thomas, isn't it?"

"Thomas, He's been here with me, you know, redlly; and 1've been asking him things. On the
theory that poets aren't entirdly human. But he just grins. "Y ou're dying of strangers,” he says, and grins.
Blesshim.” The old man lowered his head. "He disgppointed me."

Father Courtney reached for a cigarette, crumpled the empty pack, laced and unlaced his fingers.
He waited, remembering the times he had cometo this house, dl the fine evenings. Ending flow?

Y es, Whatever se he would learn, he knew that, suddenly: they were ending.

"What sort of adecision, George?"

"A theologicd sort.”

Father Courtney snorted and walked to awindow. Outside, the sun was hidden behind acurtain
of gray. Birds sat black and till on the telephone lines, like notes of music; and there wasrain.

"|sthere something you think you haven't told me?" he asked.

"y es"

"l don't think s0, George." Father Courtney turned. "I've known about it for along time.”

The old man tried to speak.

"I've known very well. And now | think | understand why you've refused to see anyone.”

"No," Donovan said. "Y ou don't. Father, listen to me: it isn't what you think."

"Nonsense.” The priest reverted to hisusud gruffness. "Weve been friends for too many years
for thiskind of thing. It's_exactly what | think. Y ou're an intelligent, well-read, mule-stubborn old man
who'sworried hewon't get to Heaven because sometimes he has doubts.”

"That isn't--"

"WEell, rubbish! Do you think | don't ask questions, mysdlf, oncein awhile? Just because I'm a
priest, do you think I go blindly on, never wondering, not even for aminute?*

The old man's eyes moved swiftly, up and down.

"Every intelligent person doubts, George, oncein awhile. And we dl fed terrible about it, and
we'reterribly sorry. But | assure you, if thiswere enough to damn us, Heaven would be awilderness.”
Father Courtney reached again for acigarette. "So you've shut yoursalf up like ahermit and worried and
stewed and endangered your life, and dl for nothing." He coughed. "Well, that'sit, isn't it?"

"l wishit were," Donovan said, sadly. His eyes kept dancing. There was along pause; then he
sad, "Let me poseyou atheoretical problem, Father. Something I've been thinking about lately.”

Father Courtney recalled the sentence, and how many timesit had begun the evenings of
talk--wonderful talk! These evenings, he realized, were part of hislife now. Animportant part. For there
was no one e'se, no one of Donovan'sintelligence, with whom you could argue any subject under the
sun--from Frescobaldi to basebd|, from colonization on Marsto the early French symbolists, to agrarian
reforms, to wines, to theology . . .

The old man shifted in the bed. Ashe did, the acrid odor diminished and swelled and pulsed.
"You oncetold me," hesaid, "that you read imaginativefiction, didn't you?"

"l suppose s0."

"And that there were certain concepts you could swallow--such as pardld worlds, mutated
humans, and the like--, but that other concepts you couldn't swalow at dl. Artificid life, | believe you
mentioned, and timetravel, and afew others.”

The priest nodded.

"Well, let's take one of these themesfor our problem. Will you do that? Let'stake the first idea."

"All right. Then the doctor."

"We have thisman, Father," Donovan said, gazing at the celling. "Helooks perfectly ordinary,
you see, and it would occur to no oneto doubt this; but heisnot ordinary. Strictly speaking, heisn't even
aman. For, though helives, heisnt dive. You follow?Heisathing of wiresand coilsand magic, a



cregtion of other men. Heisamachine. . ."

"George!" The priest shook his head. "Weve gone through this before: it'sfoolish to wastetime. |
came hereto help you, not to engage in adiscussion of sciencefiction themes!"”

"But that'show you _can_help me," Donovan said.

"Very wdl," the priest Sghed. "But you know my views on this. Evenif therewerealogica
purpose to which such a creature might be put--and | can't think of any--1 till say they will never creste
amachinethat is cgpable of abstract thought. Human intelligenceisaspiritua thing--and spiritua things
can't be duplicated by men.”

"Youredly bdievethat?'

"Of course| do. Extrapolation of known scientific advancesis perfectly dl right; but thisis
something dseentirely.”

"Isit?" the old man said. "What about Pasteur's discovery? Or the X-Ray? Did Roentgen
correlate alot of embryonic data, Father, or did he come upon something brand new? What do you think
even the scientist themselves would have said to the ideaof amachine that would see through human
tissue? They would have said it'sfantastic. And it was, too, and is. Nevertheless, it exigts."

"It's not the same thing.”

"No ... | supposethat'strue. However, I'm not trying to convince you of my thesis. | ask merely
that you accept it for the sake of the problem. Will you?"

"Go ahead, George.”

"We have this man, then. He's artificia, but he's perfect: great pains have been taken to seeto
this. Perfect, no detail spared, however small. He looks human, and he acts human, and for all the world
knows, heis human. In fact, sometimes even he, our man, gets confused. When hefedsapainin his
heart, for instance, it's difficult for him to remember that he has no heart. When he degps and awakes
refreshed, he must remind himsdlf that thisisdl controlled by an automatic switch somewhereingde his
brain, and that he doesn't _actualy fed refreshed. He must think, I'm not redl, I'm not redl, I'm not real!

"But this becomesimpossible, after awhile. Because he doesn't believeit. He beginsto ask,
Why?_Why am | not red ? Whereisthe difference, when you come right down to it? Humans est and
deep--as| do. They talk--as| do. They move and work and laugh--as | do. What they think, | think,
and what they fed, | fed. Don't 1?

"He wonders, the mechanical man does, Father, what would happen if al the people on earth
were suddenly to discover they were mechanica aso. Would they fed any theless human?Isit likely
that they would rush off to woo typewriters and adding machines? Or would they think, perhaps, of
revisng their definition of theword, ‘Life?

"W, our man thinks about it, and thinks about it, but he never reaches a conclusion. He doesn't
believe he's nothing more than an advanced calculator, but he doesn't redlly believe he's human, either:
not completely.

"All heknowsisthat the smdl of wet grassisafine smdl to him, and that the sound of the wind
blowing through the treesis very sad and beautiful, and that he loves the whole earth with animpossible
passon..."

Father Courtney shifted uncomfortably in hischair. If only the telephone worked, he thought. Or
if he could be sureit was safeto leave.

". .. other men made the creature, asl've said; but many more like him were made. However, of
them all, let's say only he was successful.”

"Why?" the priest asked, irritably. "Why would this be donein thefirgt place?’

Donovan smiled. "Why did we send the first ship to the moon? Or bother to split the atom? For
no good reason, Father. Except the reason behind al of science: Curiosity. My theoretical scientists were
curiousto seeif it could be accomplished, that's al."

The priest shrugged.

"But perhaps I'd better give our man ahistory. That would make it abit morelogica. All right, he
was born ahundred years ago, roughly. A privately owned industria monopoly was his mother, and a
dozen or so assorted technicians his father. He sprang from his eectric womb fully formed. But, asthe



result of an accident--lack of knowledge, what have you--he came out rather different from his
unsuccessful brothers. A mutant! A mutated robot, Father--now there's an ideathat ought to apped to
you! Anyway, he knew who, or what, he was. He remembered. And so--to makeit brief--when the war
interrupted the experiment and threw thingsinto ageneral uproar, our man decided to escape. He
wanted hisindividudity. He wanted to get out of the zoo.

"It wasn't particularly easy, but he did this. Oncefree, of course, it wasimpossibleto find him.
For one thing, he had been congtructed aong amost painfully ordinary lines. And for another, they
couldn't very well release the information that a mechanical man built by their |aboratories was wandering
the streets. It would cause apanic. And there was enough panic, what with the nerve gas and the
bombs."

"So they never found him, | gather.”

"No," Donovan said, wistfully. "They never found him. And they kept their secret wdll: it died
when they died."

"And what happened to the creature?’

"Very little, to tell the truth. They'd given him adecent intelligence, you see--far more decent, and
complex, then they knew--s0 he didn't have much trouble finding small jobs. A rather old-looking man,
fairly strong--he made out. Needless to say, he couldn't stay in the town for more than twenty years or
S0, because of hisinability to age, but thiswasdl right. Everyone makes friends and loses them. He got
usedtoit.”

Father Courtney sat very gtill now. The birds had flown away from the telephone lines, and were
at thewindow, besting their wings, and crying harshly.

"But dl thistime, he's been thinking, Father. Thinking and reading. He makes quite a study of
philosophy, and for atime he favors a somewhat peculiar combination of Russell and
Schopenhauer--unbitter bitterness, you might say. Then this phase passes, and he beginsto search
through the vast theological and methaphysicd literature. For what? Heisn't sure. However, heis sure of
onething, now: Heis, indubitably, human. Without breeth, without heart, without blood or bone,
atificidly created, hethinksthisand believesit, with afair amount of firmness, too. Isn't thet
remarkable!"

"Itisindeed," the priest said, histhroat oddly tight and dry. "Go on."

"Wéll," Donovan chuckled, "1've caught your interest, have1? All right, then. Let usimagine that
one hundred years have passed. The creature has been able to make minor repairs on himsalf, but--at
last--heis dying. Like an ancient motor, he's gone on running year after year, until he'sall paste and
hairpins, and now, like the motor, he'sfalling gpart. And nothing and no one can save him.”

The acrid aroma burned and fumed.

"Herestherea paradox, though. Our man has become religious. Father! He doesn't have aliving
cdl within him, yet he's concerned about his soul!™

Donovan'seyes quieted, astherest of him did. "The problem,” he said, "isthis: Having lived
creditably for over a century asamember of the human species, can this creature of ours hope for
Heaven? Or will he 'die and become only a heap of metal cogs?”

Father Courtney leapt from the chair, and moved to the bed. "George, in Heaven's name, let me
cal Doctor Ferguson!™

"Answer the question first. Or haven't you decided?'

"There's nothing to decide,” the priest said, with impatience. "It's a preposterousidea. No
mechine can haveasoul."

Donovan made the sighing sound, through closed lips. He said, "Y ou don't think it's conceivable,
then, that God could have made an exception here?'

"What do you mean?"

"That He could have taken pity on thistheoretica man of ours, and breathed a soul into him after
al?Isthat soimpossble?’

Father Courtney shrugged. "It'sapoor word, impossible," he said. "But it's a poor problem, too.
Why not ask me whether pigs ought to be allowed to fly?*



"Then you admit it's concelvable?"

"I admit nothing of the kind. It Smply isn't the sort of question any man can answer.”

"Not even apries?’

"Especidly not apriest. Y ou know as much about Catholicism as| do, George; you ought to
know how absurd the propositionis.”

"Yes," Donovan said. His eyes were closed.

Father Courtney remembered the time they had argued furioudy on what would happen if you
went back in time and killed your own grandfather. Thiswas like that argument. Exactly like it--exactly. It
was no stranger than adozen other discussions (What if Mozart had been awriter instead of a
composer? If aperson died and remained dead for an hour and were then revived, would he be haunted
by hisown ghost?) Plus, perhaps, the fact that Donovan might be in afever. Perhaps and might and why
do | gt herewhile hislifemay bedraining away . . -

The old man made asharp noise. "But you can tell methismuch,” he said. "If our theoretica man
were dying, and you knew that he was dying, would you give him Extreme Unction”?'

"George, you're ddlirious.”

"No, I'm not: please Father! Would you givethis creature the Last Rites? If, say, you knew him?
If you'd known him for years, asafriend, asamember of the parish?’

The priest shook hishead. "It would be sacriligious.”

"But why?'Y ou said yoursdlf that he might have asoul, that God might have granted him this.
Didn't you say that?'

"Father, remember, he'safriend of yours. You know him _well_. You and he, this creature, have
worked together, side by side, for years. Y ou've taken a thousand walks together, shared the same
interests, the samelove of art and knowledge. For the sake of the thess, Father. Do you understand?”

"No," the priest said, feding achill freezeinto him. "No, | dont.”

"Just answer this, then. If your friend were suddenly to reved himsdf to you asamachine, and he
was dying, and wanted very much to go to Heaven--what would you do?’

The priest picked up the wine glass and emptied it. He noticed that his hand was trembling.
"Why--" he began, and stopped, and looked at the silent old man in the bed, studying the face, searching
for madness, for death.

"What would you do?"

An unsummoned image flashed through hismind. Donovan, knedling &t the dtar for Communion,
Sunday after Sunday; Donovan, with his mouth firmly shut, while the other's yawned; Donovan, waiting
to the last moment, then snatching the Hogt, quickly, dartingly, like alizard gobbling afly.

Had he ever seen Donovan est?

Had he seen him take one glass of wine, ever?

Father Courtney shuddered dightly, brushing avay theimages. He felt unwell. He wished the
birdswould go elsewhere.

_Wedl, answer him_, hethought. _Give him an answer. Then get in the hdlicar and fly to Milburn
and pray it'snot too late_. ..

"l think," the priest said, "that in such acase, | would administer Extreme Unction.”

"Just as a precautionary measure?”

"It'sdl very ridiculous, but--1 think that's what I'd do. Does that answer the question?”

"It does, Father. It does." Donovan's voice came from nowhere. "Thereisonelast point, then I'm
finished with my littlethess™

v

"L et us say the man dies and you give him Extreme Unction; he does or does not go to Heaven,
provided there is aHeaven. What happens to the body? Do you tell the towns-people they have been



living with amechanica mongter dl these years?"

"What do you think, George?"

" think it would be unwise. They remember our theoretical man asafriend, you see. The shock
would beterrible. Also, they would never believe he was the only one of hiskind; they'd begin to suspect
their neighbors of having clockwork interiors. And some of them might be tempted to investigate and see
for sure. And, too, the newswould be bound to spread, al over theworld. I think it would be abad
thing to let anyone know, Father."

"How would | be able to suppressit?' the priest heard himsalf ask, serioudly.

"By conducting a private autopsy, so to speak. Then, afterwards, you could take the partsto a
junkyard and scatter them."”

Donovan's voice dropped to awhisper. Again thelocust hum.

"...andif our mongter had |eft anote to the effect he had moved to some unspecified place, you

Theacrid smdll billowed, al at once, like asteam, ahiss of blinding vapor.

"George"
Donovan lay ungtirring on the cloud of linen, hisface composed, expressionless.
"wa n

The priest reached under the blanket and touched the heart-area of Donovan's chest. Hetried to
pull the eyelids up: they would not move.

He blinked away the burning wetness. "Forgive me!" he said, and paused, and took from his
pocket asmall white jar and awhite stole.

He spoke softly, under his breeth, in Latin. While he spoke, he touched the old man's feet and
head with glistening fingertips.

Then, when many minutes had passed, he raised his head.

Rain sounded in the room, and swift winds, and far-off rockets.

Father Courtney grasped the edge of the blanket.

He made the Sign of the Cross, breathed, and pulled downward, dowly.

After along while he opened hiseyes.

[CharlesBeaumontSe ectedStories-pic2.jpg]

Introduction to
THE HOWLING MAN
by Harlan Ellison

No one--not critics or savants of semiotics or even readers of the most sensitive sort--can know
how good Chuck Beaumont was at putting words on paper. Only other writers can fed the impul se that



beatsin hiswork as strongly asit beatsin themsalves. Good writerslove him and what he did; mediocre
writers envy and marvel and even hate him alittle because he heard the music denied them; bad writers
are smply overwhelmed and are left desolate at the redlization thet, like Sdlieri, they can never be
Mozart. Charles Beaumont wastruly onein amillion. A million men and women fighting that battle waged
every timethey sit down to work, on abattlefiedld 8 /2 x 11, in conflict not only with themselves and the
best they've ever done persondly, but with all the best who went before.

Wetry to avoid such statements, because they reek of the worst pronouncements of Hemingway
getting into the ring with Chekhov (that snappy little counterpuncher). But any writer worth the name,
unless he or sheistotdly daft, knowsthat it'strue: comparisons will eventualy be made, and one hasto
go up againg the highest tandards of literature if one hopesto be read fifteen minutes after find blackouit.
Even John Simon knowsit: . . . thereisno point in saying less than your predecessors have said.”

So we pick our icons. And we pick them carefully, in hopesthat we haven't been spotted so
many ballsthat beating the competition isa hollow victory. Mine have been Kafka and Poe and Borges.
... and Beaumont. (Arrogance had long been my prime character flaw.) Thusfar | don't think their shades
need worry.

And though | know the former three only through their work, Chuck Beaumont was my friend for
about nine years, and | had the honor of buying and publishing quite abit of his stuff.

From April Fool's Day 1959, my separation date from the U.S. Army, till August of 1960,
yoked with the excellent novelist Frank M. Robinson, | was editor of _Rogue , adick men's magazine
published out of Evanston, Illinois-only afew miles and even fewer dissmilaritiesfrom _Playboy's
offices on Ohio Street in Chicago's Loop. The magazine was published by one of theindustry's great
characters, William L. Ham ling.

Now, Mr. Ham ling, early in his publishing career, circa 1950, had worked in Skokie, Illinoisfor
aman named George von Rosen, publisher of (among other titles, such as_ Art Photography _, which Bill
worked on) _Modern Man _, arguably the first true men's magazine.

(Let me backtrack for amoment. | hadn't really intended to get into this much ancient history,
samply to make apoint about origins, but it occursto methat thisisthe kind of publishing history minutiae
that getslogt forever unless someone accidentally manages to commit it to paper before the memories
blur. Some archivist may one day need this series of linkages, which are kinda sorta fascinating in/of
themsealves, so excuse the digression.

(Hamling had worked under editor Raymond A. PAmer at Ziff-Davis Publishing in Chicago
during the '40's, winding up as managing editor of the pulp science fiction magazines_ Amazing Stories
and _Fantastic Adventures _in 1948. When Z-D decided to move the operation to New Y ork in 1950,
both Pamer and Ham ling choseto say in Evanston. Palmer started  Other Worlds _and _Imagination
digest-sized genre magazines, and Ham ling got ajob with von Rosen.

(In 1951, Ray Pamer fronted Hamling financidly and Bill bought _Imagination , later adding
_Imaginative Tales_and, in 1955, branching out of the sf digest idiom to start a semi-dick men's
magazine, Rogue. Which circles us back out of the digresson to the dement of Hamling's stint at von
Rosen's magazine factory that resulted in Beaumont working for usat _Rogue )

In the accounting department at von Rosen's happy little nudery, was aguy who had been fired
from _Esquire_(which aso, at that time, had its office in Chicago.) His name was Hugh Hefner, and his
aspirationswere only dightly higher than those of his coworker, William L. Hamling . . . though histaste
and inventivenesswere infinitely greater. Hamling and Hefner were friendly acquaintances. Not buddies,
but chummy enough that when Ham ling saw Hefner start _Playboy _ on hiskitchen table (with a capita
investment of $600 of his own money and loans from friends that brought the seed total to between
$7000-$3000) and quickly achieve high-profile success, his own sense of home-grown American
vendlity was piqued.

By 1953, when Hefner started Playboy and began gathering around him the core talents who
would form the basis of the magazine's non-public popularity--Beaumont, Matheson, Herbert Gold, Ken
Purdy, and others—-Ham ling had become financidly solvent with the sf magazines, and he burned with
envy a the way in which that no-name guy from von Rosen's accounting department had passed him at a



dead run. Playing his acquaintance with Hefner to get basic sart-up information, Hamling began
_Rogue , ripping off as many aspects of the original as he could on alower budget. The paper wasn't
dick, the photos weren't in color, the nudes weren't as stunning, but it was the second men's magazine
(excluding _Modern Man _, which was mostly nudes, with prose that might have included somefiction
and contemporary articles, but if it did, | can't remember any.) And in 1955 when _Rogue _ debuted, the
market was o new that there was plenty of room for a_Playboy _ competitor, despite its ragtag |ook.

But Ham ling had a plethora of blind spots. The most interesting, of concern to us here, was that
though he envied Hefner to adegree that consumed him, he aso admired him and sought to emulate
Hefner's every move. By 1959, when Hamling hired me straight out of my honorable discharge to edit
_Rogue , he had decided to go whole hog and turn _Rogue _into afull dick magazine. So he needed
professond taent--both as editorid staff and as contributors--to supplement his own iron will at the
conceptua stages. After Frank Robinson and | came on board, Ham ling set about (from the vantage
point behind that blind spot) co-opting everyone of talent who worked for Hefner, on the theory that they
must bethe best - . . after all, wasn't Hefner publishing them? Don't ask.

The problem for Bill wasthat most of those people were under exclusive contract to Hefner, with
restrictions againgt their publishing anywhere else in competing markets that were Draconian. (Once, a
mode who had appeared in_Playboy _had the bad fortune to allow a photo set of |eftovers appear in
_Rogue . Thewoman's persona services contract with HMH was voided and she lost thousands of
dollars worth of persond appearance gigs, not to mention the succoring warmth of the Playboy
Mansion.)

But Bill was determined. The two most prominent contributors to Playboy whose acquigition
obsessed Ham ling, were artist Ron Bradford and writer Charles Beaumont. So Bill made the
acquaintance of Chuck, and made him money offers Chuck couldn't refuse, and before | arrived at
Rogue Chuck was aready doing profiles of show biz persondities and sports car pieces under the house
pseudonyms "Michael Phillips' and "Robert Courtney.” (These nameswere used by others, aswell. My
own "The Case for Our College Bohemians'--about which the less said, the better--was published in the
August 1 959 Rogue bylined "Robert Courtney.")

But on the day that Chuck ddlivered into my hands the manuscript of “The Howling Man," which
Hefner had regjected for heaven-only-knows-what-reason, | realized instantly that we had been proffered
asmadl literary miracle, and that a house pseudonym would not suffice. Another "Courtney™ or "Phillips’
piece meant nothing. But if we could create a separate nom-de-plume persona for Beaumont's fiction, we
might be able to raise out of the mire of non-entities a penname creetion that might have as much serious
literary coin as Beaumont himsdlf

The Evan Hunter/Ed McBain Theory.

Bill Hamling, of course, thought " The Howling Man" was much too dangerous a Piece for usto
publish. Frank Robinson and | beat him mercilesdy, day after day, until hefindly capitulated; and | set
about preparing a showcase for the work that would set it off for specid attention.

Fird, | achieved one of Bill's dreams by getting to artist Ron Bradford, who had been doing the
most memorable feature art for Hefner. Through the then-art director, Richard A. Thompson, who knew
Bradford in the Chicago art community, | met and cgjoled Ron by using the onetool | knew was perfect:
| let him read "The Howling Man."

Bradford was as knocked out by the story as Frank and | had been, and he agreed to do the art.
| invented the name " Corey Summerwell" for Bradford and he created astyle of collage entirely different
from what hewas doing for _Playboy so Hefner would not be able to make the connection. Ironicaly, a
second piece of Bradford art, for astory titled "Manny" by Raymond Passacantando, got into print a
month before the Summerwell painting for The Howling Man" in the November 1959 Rogue .

All that remained was to invent a pseudonym for Beaumont. We wanted it to be a subterfuge, but
we also wanted those who were on to such things to know who was behind the pen-name. | invented
C.B. Lovehill. The C and the B are obvious; beau | twisted out the Frenchto get _love , though
idiomatically it wasasgtretch; and _mont_ became _hill . Onthe meet the authors _pagethat issue
(called "Rogue Notes), my attempts to keep Besumont out of trouble with Hefner by making no alusions



to the pseudonym, were defeated by Hamling who, with typica disregard for anyone €l se's personal
danger, rewrote my copy and damned surdly indicated Lovehill was Beaumont to al but the dopiest
reader. | wasfuriouswith Hamling, aswas Besumont, but lifewith Hamling in it was like having anagging
summer flu that smply will not go away; and finaly, we just had to accept it.

The story was published, it drew huge amounts of laudatory mail, and Chuck went onto do (if
memory serves) another half dozen storiesfor me, sorieslike "Dead, Y ou Know" and "Genevieve, My
Genevieve"

Funnily, in the same "Rogue Notes' where Chuck was betrayed, we ran aphoto of "Lovehill." It
isasngpshot of Frank Robinson in his summer straw hat, talking on the phone with his back to the
camera. (In another issue, "Courtney" is seen in photo closeup. Helooksalot like Ellison.)

The story that lies at the heart of dl this history has gone on to be recognized as amodern fantasy
classc. Chuck scripted it for theorigina _Twilight Zone _and itstelevision incarnation plays and replays
endlesdy in syndication; and each timeit airswe redize anew how deft, how sinister, how universd inits
messageit is.

But beyond the smple plot structure and horrendous implications of characterization, "The
Howling Man" recommends itsalf, and the wonders of Beaumont's muse, because it isthe rarefiction that
we cannot forget. It touches placesin the soul that resonate purely, dmost thirty years after it first
appeared, as strongly asin 1959. It is, for me, not merely apoint of pride to be able to say that | was
privileged to publish the work of one of the best writersthis country ever produced, but it isaway of
saying thank you to aman who was my friend and who influenced not only my own writing but my lifein
ways he would recognize were he till with us.

Y et on this 20th anniversary of Chuck's passing (as| write thisintroduction to what | think ishis
finest short story), it takes on considerable import for anyone who looks toward the icons for the tap
roots of contemporary American fiction.

Charles Beaumont was onein amillion, and perhaps rereading " The Howling Man" will remind
the other 999,999 that what they do, when they do it with honor and high craft, has been profoundly
influenced by what Chuck taught usin the pages of magazines now three decades gone.

THE HOWLING MAN
by Charles Beaumont

The Germany of that timewas aland of valeys and mountains and swift dark rivers, agreen and
fertileland where everything grew tall and straight out of the earth. There was no other country likeit.
Stepping across the border from Belgium, where the rain-caped, mustached guards saluted, grinning, like
operettasoldiers, you entered a different world entirely. Here the grass became asrich and smooth as
velvet; deep, thick woods appeared; the air itsalf, which had been heavy with the French perfume of
wines and sauces, changed: the clean, fresh smdll of lakes and pines and boulders came into your lungs.

Y ou stood amoment, then, at the border, watching the circling hawks above and wondering, alittle
fearfully, how such athing could happen. In less than aminute you had passed from amusty, ancient
room, through an invisible door, into akingdom of winds and light. Unbelievable! But there, at your hedls,
clearly inview, isBegium, like dl the rest of Europe, afaded tapestry from some forgotten mansion.

In that time, before | had heard of St. Wulfran's, of the wretch who clawed the stones of a

locked cell, wailing in the midnight hours, or of the daft Brothers and their mad Abbat, | had strong legs



and amind onitslast search, and | preferred to be alone. A whileand I'll come back to this spot. We
will ride and fed the sckness, fdl, and hover on the edge of degth, together. But | am not awriter, only
onewho loveswild, unhousebroken words; | must have ared beginning.

Paris beckoned in my youth. | heeded, for the reason most young men just out of college heed,
athough they would never admit it: to lie with mysterious beautiful women. A solid, traditiona upbringing
among the corseted ruins of Boston had succeeded, as such upbringings generdly do, in honing the urge
to akeen edge. My nightly dreams of beaded bagnios and dusky writhing houris, skilled beyond
imagining, reached, finaly, the unbearable stage beyond which lies either madness or respectibility.
Fancying neither, | managed to convince my parentsthat ayear abroad would add exactly theright
amount of seasoning to my maturity, like adash of curry in an otherwise bland, if not atogether tasteless,
chowder. I'm afraid that Father caught the hot glint in my eye, but he was kind. Describing, in detail, and
with immense effect, the hideous consequences of profligacy, telling of men he knew who'd goneto
Europe, innocently, and falen into dissolutions so profound they'd not been heard of since, he begged me
at dl timesto remember that | was an Ellington and turned roe loose. Paris, of course, was enchanting
and terrifying, as ajungle must be to azoo-born monkey. Out of respect to the honored dead, and Dad,
| did aquick trot through the Tuileries, the Louvre, and down the Champs Elyseesto the Arc de
Triomphe; then, with thefal of night, I cannoned off to Montmartre and the Rue Pigalle, embarking on
the Grand Adventure. Synopticaly, it did not prove to be so grand as |'d imagined; nor wasit, after the
fourth week, so terribly adventurous. Still: important to what followed, for what followed doubtless
wouldn't have but for the sweet complaisant girls.

Boston's Straights and Narrows don't, | fear, prepare one--except psychologically--for the Wild
Life. My health broke in due course and, as my thirst had been well and truly daked, | was not awfully
discontent to sink back into the contemplative cocoon to which | was, apparently, more suited. Abed for
amonth | lay, in celibate Slence and dmost totd inactivity. Then, no doubt asafina gesture of rebellion,
| got my idea--got? or had my concentrated sinsreceived it, like asignd from afailing tower?--and |
made my strange, un-Ellingtonian decision. | would explore Europe. But not astourist, ssfeand fat in his
fat, safe bus, insulated against the beauty and the ugliness of changing cultures by apane of glassand a
room at the Englishgpeaking hotel. No. | would go like an unprotected wind, a seven-league-booted lef,
anestlesshird, and | would see this dark strange land with the vision of aboy on thelast legs of his
dreams. | would go by bicycle, poor and lonely and questing--as poor and lonely and questing, anyway,
as one can be with a hundred thousand in the bank and a partnership in Ellington, Carruthers & Blake
walting.

So it was. New England blood and muscles wilted on that first day's pumping, but New England
spirit toughened as the miles dropped back. Like an ant crawling over aonce lovely, now decayed and
somewhat seedy Duchess, | rode over the body of Europe. | dined at restaurants where boar's heads
hung, al vicious-tusked and blind; | dept at country inns and bresthed the musty age, and sometimes girls
came to the door and knocked and asked if | had everything | needed ("Well ...") and they were better
than the girlsin Paris, though | can't imagine why. No matter. Out of France | pedaed, into Belgium, out,
and to the place of cows and forest, mountains, brooks and laughing people: Germany. (I've rhapsodized
on purposefor | fed it's quite important to remember how completely Paradisical the land was then, at
that time.)

| looked odd, standing there. The border guard asked what was loose with me, | answered
Nothing--grateful for the German, and the French, Miss Finch had drummed into me--and set off aong
the smallest, darkest path. | serpentined through forests, cities, towns, villages, and aways| followed its
least likely appendages. Unreasonably, | pedded asif toward adestination: into the Mosdlle Valey
country, up into the desolate hills of emerald.

By aferry, fdlen to desuetude, the reptile drew me through abosky wood. Thetreesclosed in at
once. | drank the fragrant air and pumped and kept on pumping, but a heat began to grow inside my
body. My head began to ache. | felt weak. Two more milesand | was obliged to stop, for perspiration
filmed my skin. Y ou know the signs of pneumonia: asapping of the strength, atrembling, flashes of heat
and of cold; visons. | lay inthe bed of damp leavesfor atime. At last avillage cameto view. A



thirteenth-century village, gray and narrow-streeted, cobbled to the hidden store fronts. A number of old
peoplein peasant costumes looked up as | bumped along and | recall one ancient tallow-colored
fellow--nothing more. Only the weskness, like acid, burning off my nerves and muscles. And an
intervening blacknessto pillow my fall.

| awoke to the smells of urine and hay. The fever had passed, but my arms and legslay heavy as
logs, my head throbbed horribly, and there was an empty shoveledout hole insde my ssomach
somewhere. For awhile| did not move or open my eyes. Breathing wasamgjor effort. But
consciousness came, eventualy.

| wasin atiny room. Thewalsand ceiling were of rough gray stone, the single glasd ess window
was arch-shaped, the floor was uncombed dirt. My bed was not abed at al but a blanket thrown across
adisorderly pileof crinkly straw. Beside me, a crude table; upon it, apitcher; benegath it, abucket. Next
to the table, astool. And seated there, adeep, histonsured head adangle from an Everest of robe, a
monk.

| must have groaned, for the shorn pate bobbed up precipitately. Two slver trails gleamed down
the corners of the suddenly exposed mouth, which drooped into afrown. The dumbrous eyes blinked.

"ItisGod'sinfinite mercy," sghed the gnomelike little man. ™Y ou have recovered.”

"Not asyet," | told him. Unsuccessfully, | tried to remember what had happened; then | asked
questions.

"I am Brother Christophorus. Thisisthe Abbey of St. Wulfran's. The Burgemeister of
Schwartzhof, Herr Barth, brought you to us nine days ago. Father Jerome said that you would die and he
sent me to watch, for | have never seen aman die, and Father Jerome holdsthat it is beneficia for a
Brother to have seen aman die. But now | suppose that you will not die." He shook his head ruefully.

"Y our disappointment,” | said, "cuts meto the quick. However, don't abandon hope. Theway |
fed now, it'stouch and go."

"No," said Brother Christophorus sadly. ™Y ou will get well. It will taketime. But you will get
wdl."

"Such ingratitude, and after al you've done. How can | express my gpologies?’

He blinked again. With the innocence of achild, he said, "I beg your pardon?"

"Nothing." | grumbled about blankets, afire, some food to eat, and then dipped back into the
well of deep. A fever dream of forests full of giant two-headed beasts came, then the sound of
screaming.

| awoke. The scream shrilled on--Klaxon-loud, high, cutting, likeacry for help.

"What isthat sound?’ | asked.

The monk smiled. "Sound?| hear no sound," he said.

It stopped. | nodded. "Dreaming. Probably I'll hear agood deal more before I'm through. |
shouldn't have left Parisin such poor condition.”

"No," hesaid. "Y ou shouldn't have |eft Paris”

Kindly now, resigned to my recovery, Brother Christophorus became attentive to afaullt.
Nurselike, he spooned thick soupsinto me, applied compresses, chanted soothing prayers, and emptied
the bucket out the window. Time passed dowly. As| fought the sickness, the dreams grew less
vivid--but the nightly criesdid not diminish. They were asfull of terror and loneliness as before, strong,
red inmy ears. | tried to shut them out, but they would not be shut out. Still, how could they be strong
and redl except in my vanishing delirium? Brother Christophorus did not hear them. | watched him closdly
when the sunlight faded to the gray of dusk and the screams began, but he was deaf to them--if they
exiged. If they existed!

"Bedill, my son. It isthe fever that makes you hear these noises. That is quite natural. Isthat not
quite natural? Seep.”

"But thefever isgone! I'm gitting up now. Listen! Do you mean to tell meyou don't hear _that? "

"I hear only you, my son."

The screams, that fourteenth night, continued until dawn. They weretotally unlike any soundsin
my experience. Impossible to believe they could be uttered and sustained by ahuman, yet they did not



seemto beanimd. | listened, there in the gloom, my hands baled into fists, and knew, suddenly, that one
of two things must be true. Either someone or something was making these ghastly sounds, and Brother
Christophorus was lying, or--1 was going mad. Hearing-voices mad, climbing-walls and frothing mad. I'd
have to find the answer: that | knew. And by myself.

| listened with anew ear to the howls. Razoring under the door, they rose to operatic pitch,
subsided, resumed, like the cries of asurly, hysterica child. To test their redlity, | hummed beneath my
breath, | covered my head with a blanketing, scratched at the straw, coughed. No difference. The quality
of substance, of existence, wasthere. | tried, then, to localize the screams; and, on the fifteenth night, felt
sure that they were coming from aspot not far dong the hall.

" The sounds that maniacs hear ssem quitered to them ."

| know. | know!

The monk was by my side, he had not |ft it from the start, keeping steady vigil even through
Matins. Hejoined his tremul ous soprano to the distant chants, and prayed excessively. But nothing could
tempt him away. The food we ate was brought to us, aswere al other needs. I'd see the Abbot, Father
Jerome, once | was recovered. Meanwhile.

"I'm fedling better, Brother. Perhaps you'd care to show me the grounds. I've seen nothing of St.
Wulfran's except thislittle room.”

"Thereisonly thislittle room multiplied. Oursisarigorous order. The Franciscans, now, they
permit themsalves esthetic pleasure; we do nat. It is, for us, aluxury. We have asingle, most unusua job.
Thereisnothing to see”

"But surely the Abbey isvery old."

"Yes, that istrue.”

"Asan antiquarian--"

"Mr. Ellington--"

"What isit you don't want me to see? What are you afraid of, Brother?"

"Mr. Ellington? | do not have the authority to grant your request. When you are well enough to
leave, Father Jerome will no doubt be happy to accommodate you."

"Will he aso be happy to explain the screams I've heard each night since I've been here?”

"Regt, my son. Rest."

The unholy, hackle-raising shriek burst loose and bounded off the hard stonewalls. Brother
Christophorus crossed himsdlf, apropos of nothing, and sat like an ancient Indian on the weary stool. |
knew heliked me. Especidly, perhaps. Wed got along quite well in al our talks, but this-_verboten .

| closed my eyes. | counted to three hundred. | opened my eyes.

The good monk was adeep. | blasphemed, softly, but he did not stir, so | swung my legs over the
side of the straw bed and made my way acrossthe dirt floor to the heavy door. | rested there atime, in
the candleless dark, listening to the howls; then, with Bostonian discretion, raised the bolt. The rusted
hinges creaked, but Brother Christophorus was deep in celestid marble: his head drooped low upon his
chest.

Panting, weak as alandlocked fish, | ssumbled out into the corridor. The screams became
impossibly loud. | put my handsto my ears, ingtinctively, and wondered how anyone could degp with
such afuror going on. It_was_afuror. In my mind? No. Red. The monastery shook with these shrill
cries. You could fed their realness with your teeth.

| passed a Brother's cell and listened, then another; then | paused. A thick door, made of oak or
pine, was locked before me. Behind it were the screams.

A chill went through me on the edge of those unutterable shrieks of hopeless, helpless anguish,
and for amoment | considered turning back--not to my room, not to my bed of straw, but back into the
open world. But duty held me. | took a breath and walked up to the narrow bar-crossed window and
looked in.

A manwasinthecdl. Onadl fours, circling like abeadt, hishead thrown back, aman. The
moonlight showed hisface. It cannot be described--not, a least, by me. A man past death might look
likethis, avictim of the Inquisition rack, the stake, the pincers: not ahuman in the third decade of the



twentieth century, surdly. | had never seen such suffering within two eyes, such lost, mad suffering.
Naked, he crawled about the dirt, cried, legped up to hisfeet and clawed the hard stone walsin fury.

Then hesaw me.

The screaming ceased. He huddled, blinking, in the corner of hiscell. And then, as though unsure
of what he saw, he walked right to the door.

In German, hissng: "Who areyou?'

"David Ellington,” | said. "Areyou locked in? Why have they locked you in?

He shook his head.

"Bedill, bedill. Y ou are not German?'

"No."

| told him how | cameto bea St. Wulfran's,

"Ah!" Trembling, his horny fingers closing on the bars, the naked man said: "Listen to me, we
have only moments. They are mad. Y ou hear? All mad. | wasin the village, lying with my woman, when
their crazy Abbot burst into the house and hit me with his heavy cross. | woke up here. They flogged me.
| asked for food, they would not giveit to me. They took my clothes. They threw mein thisfilthy room.
They locked the door."

"Why?'

"Why?' He moaned. "1 wish | knew. That's been the worst of it. Five yearsimprisoned, beaten,
tortured, starved, and not areason given, not aword to guess from--Mr. Ellington! | have sinned, but
who has not? With my woman, quietly, aone with my woman, my love. And this God-drunk lunétic,
Jerome, cannot stand it. Help me!™

His bresth splashed on my face. | took abackward step and tried to think. | couldn't quite
believe that in this century athing so frightening could happen. Y et, the Abbey was secluded, above the
world, timeless. What could not transpire here, secretly?

"I'll speak to the Abbot.”

"No! | tdl you, he'sthe maddest of them dl. Say nothing to him."

"Then how can | hep you?'

He pressed his mouth againgt the bars. "1n one way only. Around Jerome's neck, thereisakey.
It fitsthislock. If--"

"Mr. Ellington!"

| turned and faced afierce El Greco painting of aman. White-bearded, prow-nosed, regal asan
Emperor beneath the gray peaked robe, he came out of the darkness. "Mr. Ellington, | did not know that
you were well enough to walk. Come with me, please.”

The naked man began to weep hystericdly. | felt agrip of steel about my arm. Through
corridors, past snore-filled cells, the echoes of the weeping dying, we continued to aroom.

"I must ask you to leave S. Wulfran's," the Abbot said. "We lack the proper facilitiesfor care of
theill. Arrangementswill be made in Schwartzhof--"

"Onemoment,” | said. "Whileit's probably true that Brother Christophoruss ministrations saved
my life--and certainly truethat | owe you al adebt of gratitude--1've got to ask for an explanation of that
maninthecdl.”

"What man?' the Abbot said softly.

"The onewe just |&ft, the one who's screamed dl night long every night.”

"No man has been screaming, Mr. Ellington.”

Feeling suddenly very weak, | sat down and rested afew breaths worth. Then | said, "Father
Jerome--you are he? | am not necessarily an irreligious person, but neither could | be considered
particularly religious. | know nothing of monasteries, what is permitted, what isn't. But | serioudy doubt
you have the authority to imprison aman againgt hiswill."

"Thisisquitetrue. We have no such authority."

"Then why have you done s0?'

The Abbot looked at me steadily. In afirm, inflexible voice, he said: "No man has been
imprisoned a St. Wulfran's.”



"Hecdlamsotherwise"

"Who dlams otherwise?'

"Themaninthe cdl at the end of the corridor.”

"Thereisno maninthe cell at the end of the corridor.”

"l wastadking with him!"

"Y ou weretaking with no man.”

The conviction in his voice shocked meinto momentary silence. | gripped the arms of the chair.

"Youareill, Mr. Ellington,”" the bearded holy man said. ™Y ou have suffered from ddlirium. Y ou
have heard and seen things which do not exig.”

"That'strue," | said. "But the man in the cell--whose voice | can hear now!--is not one of those
things"

The Abbot shrugged. "Dreams can seem very red, my son.”

| glanced at the leather thong about his turkey-gobbler neck, al but hidden benegth the beard.
"Honest men make unconvincing liars,” | lied convincingly. "Brother Christophorus has away of looking
at the floor whenever he deniesthe criesin the night. Y ou look a me, but your voice loses its command.
| can't imagine why, but you are both very intent upon keeping me away from the truth. Which is not only
poor Christianity, but aso poor psychology. For now | am quite curiousindeed. Y ou might aswell tell
me, Father; I'll find out eventudly.”

"What do you mean?"

"Only that. I'm sure the police will beinterested to hear of aman imprisoned at the Abbey.”

"l tell you, _thereisno man!"

"Very well. Let'sforget the maiter.”

"Mr. Ellington--" The Abbot put his hands behind him. "The person inthe cell is, ah, one of the
Brothers. Yes. Heissubject to . . . saizures, fits. Y ou know fits? At these times, he becomesintractable.
Violent. Dangerous! We're obliged to lock himin his cell, which you can surely understand.”

"l understand,” | said, "that you're dtill lying to me. If the answer were as smple asthat, you'd not
have gone through the elaborate business of pretending | was ddlirious. Thered have been no need.
There's something moreto it, but | can wait. Shall we go on to Schwartzof?*

Father Jerometugged at hisbeard vicioudy, asif it were some feathered demon come to taunt
him. "Would you truly go to the police?" he asked.

"Would you?' | said. "Inmy postion?"

He considered that for along time, tugging the beard, nodding the prowed head; and the screams
went on, so distant, so redl. | thought of the naked man clawing in hisfilth.

"Well, Father?"

"Mr. Ellington, | seethat | shal have to be honest with you--which isagrest pity," he sad. "Had
| followed my origind ingtinct and refused to alow you in the Abbey to begin with.. . but, | had no
choice. Y ou were near death. No physician was available. Y ou would have perished. Still, perhaps that
would have been better.”

"My recovery seemsto have disappointed alot of people,” | commented. "1 assure you it was
inadvertent.”

The old man took no notice of thisremark. Stuffing his mandarin handsinto the deeves of his
robe, he spoke with great deliberation. "When | said that there was no man in the cell at the end of the
corridor, | wastelling the truth. Sit down, Sr! Please! Now." He closed hiseyes. "Thereis much to the
story, much that you will not understand or believe. Y ou are sophisticated, or fed that you are. You
regard our life here, no doubt, as primitive--"

"Infact, I--"

"Infact, you do. | know the current theories. Monks are mifits, neurotics, sexud frustrates, and
aberrants. They retreat from the world because they cannot cope with the world. Et cetera. You are
surprised | know these things? My son, | wastold by the one who began the theories!" Heraised his
head upward, reveding more of the leather thong. "Five years ago, Mr. Ellington, there were no screams
at St Wulfran's. Thiswas an undistinguished little Abbey in the wild Black Mountain region, and its



inmates job was quite smply to serve God, to save what soulsthey could by constant prayer. At that
time, not very long after the great war, the world wasin chaos. Schwartzhof was not the happy village
you see now. It was, my son, aresort for the sinful, ahive of vice and corruption, apit for the
unwary--and the wary aso, if they had not strength. A Godless place! Forsaken, fornicators paraded the
streets. Gambling was done. Robbery and murder, drunkenness, and evils so profound | cannot put them
into words. In al the universe you could not have found afouler pesthole, Mr. Ellington! The Abbots and
the Brothers at St. Wulfran's succumbed for yearsto Schwartzhof, | regret to say. Good men, lovers of
God, chaste good men came here and fought but could not win againgt the black temptations. Finally it
was decided that the Abbey should be closed. | heard of this and argued. 'Isthat not surrender? | said.
'Are we to bow before the strength of evil? Let metry, | beg you. Let metry to amplify the word of God
that all in Schwartzhof shall hear and seetheir dark transgressions and repent!™

The old man stood at the window, atrembling shade. His hands were now clutched together ina
fervency of remembrance. "They asked,” he sad, "if | considered myself more virtuous than my
predecessorsthat | should hope for success where they had failed. | answered that | did not, but thét |
had an advantage. | was a convert. Earlier | had walked with evil, and knew itsface. My wish was
granted. For ayear. Oneyear only. Regjoicing, Mr. Ellington, | came here; and one night, incognito,
walked the streets of the village. The smdll of evil was strong. Too strong, | thought--and | had reveled in
the aleys of Morocco, | had seen the dens of Hong Kong, Paris, Spain. The orgies were too wild, the
drunkards much too drunk, the profanities agreat deal too profane. It was asif the evil of the world had
been ditilled and centered here, asif apagan tribal chief, in hiding, had assembled al hisrituas about
him .. ." The Abbot nodded his head. "I thought of Rome, in her last days; of Byzantium; of--Eden. That
was the firgt of many hintsto come. No matter what they were. | returned to the Abbey and donned my
holy robes and went back into Schwartzhof. | made myself conspicuous. Some jeered, some shrank
away, avoice cried 'Damn your foolish God!" And then a hand thrust out from darkness, touched my
shoulder, and | heard: 'Now, Father, are you logt?"

The Abbot brought histightly clenched handsto hisforehead and tapped his forehead.

"Mr. Ellington, | have some poor wine here. Please have some."

| drank, gratefully. Then the priest continued.

"| faced aman of average appearance. So average, indeed, that | felt | knew, then. 'No,' | told
him, 'but you arelost!" He laughed afoul laugh. ‘Arewe not dl, Father? Then he said amost peculiar
thing. He said hiswife was dying and begged meto give her Extreme Unction. 'Please, he said, 'in God's
sweet name!’ | was confused. We hurried to his house. A woman lay upon a bed, her body nude. 'lItisa
different Extreme Unction that | have in mind," he whispered, laughing. 'It'sthe only kind, dear Father,
that she understands. No other will have her! Pity! Pity on the poor soul lying therein dl her suffering.
Give her your Sceptre!” And the woman's arms came snaking, supplicating toward me, round and
sensuousand hot . . "

Father Jerome shuddered and paused. The shrieks, | thought, were growing louder from the hall.
"Enough of that,” he said. "1 was quite sure then. | raised my cross and told thewords I'd learned, and it
was over. He screamed--as he's doing now--and fell upon his knees. He had not expected to be
recognized, nor should he have been normaly. But in my life, I'd seen him many times, in many guises. |
brought him to the Abbey. | locked him in the cell. We chant his chains each day. And so, my son, you
see why you must not speek of the things you've seen and heard?’

| shook my heed, asif afraid the dream would end, asif redlity would suddenly explode upon
me. "Father Jerome,” | said, "I haven't the vaguest idea of what you're talking about. Who isthe man?"

"Areyou such afool, Mr. Ellington? That you must betold?"

"y

"Very well," said the Abbot. "Heis Satan. Otherwise known asthe Dark Angdl, Asmodeus,
Bdid, Ahriman, Digbolus-the Devil."

| opened my mouth.

"I see you doubt me. That isbad. Think, Mr. Ellington, of the peace of the world in thesefive
years. Of the prosperity, of the happiness. Think of this country, Germany, now. Is there another country



likeit? Since we caught the Devil and locked him up here, there have been no great wars, no
overwheming pestilences: only the sufferings man was meant to endure. Believewhat | say, my son; |
beg you. Try very hard to believe that the creature you spoke with is Satan himself. Fight your cynicism,
for itisborn of him; heisthefather of cynicism, Mr. Ellington! His plan wasto defeat God by implanting
doubt in the minds of Heaven's subjectsl” The Abbot cleared histhroat. "Of course,”" he said, "we could
never reease anyone from St. Wulfran'swho had any part of the Devil in him."

| stared at the old fanatic and thought of him prowling the streets, looking for sin; saw him
standing outraged &t the bold fornicator's bed, wheedling him into an invitation to the Abbey, closing that
heavy door and locking it, and, because of the world's temporary postwar peace, clinging to hisfantasy.
What greater dream for a holy man than actudly capturing the Devil!

"l believeyou," | said.

"Truly?"

"Yes. | hestated only because it seemed atrifle odd that Satan should have picked alittle
German villagefor hishome."

"He moves around,” the Abbot said. " Schwartzhof attached him aslovely virgins atract
perverts.”

" e

"Do you? My son, do you?"

"Yes. | swear it. Asamatter of fact, | thought he looked familiar, but | smply couldn't place
him."

"Areyoulying?'

"Fether, | an aBostonian.”

"And you promise not to mention thisto anyone?"

"l promise”

"Very wdl." The old man sighed. "I suppose,” he said, "that you would not consider joining usas
aBrother a the Abbey?'

"Believe me, Father, no one could admire the vocation morethan I. But | am not worthy. No; it's
quite out of the question. However, you have my word that your secret is safe with me.”

Hewas very tired. Sound had, in these years, reversed for him: the screams had become silence,
the sudden cessation of them, noise. The prisoner's quiet talk with me had awakened him from deep
dumber. Now he nodded wearily, and | saw that what | had to do would not be difficult after al. Indeed,
no more difficult than fetching the authorities,

| walked back to my cell, where Brother Christophorus still dept, and lay down. Two hours
passed. | rose again and returned to the Abbot's quarters.

The door was closed but unlocked.

| eased it open, timing the creaks of the hinges with the screams of the prisoner. | tiptoed in.
Father Jerome lay snoring in his bed.

Sowly, cautioudy, | lifted out the lesther thong, and was a bit astounded at my technique. No
Ellington had ever burgled. Y et aforce, not like experience, but likeit, ruled my fingers. | found the knot.
| worked it loose.

Thewarmiron key did off into my hand.

The Abbot stirred, then settled, and | made my way into the hall.

The prisoner, when he saw me, rushed the bars. "He'stold you lies, I'm sure of that!" he
whispered hoarsdly. " Disregard the filthy madman!™

"Don't stop screaming,” | said.

"What?' He saw the key and nodded, then, and made his awful sounds. | thought at first the lock
had rusted, but | worked the metal dowly and in time the key turned over.

Howling till, in amost dreadful way, the man stepped out into the corridor. | felt amomentary
fright as his clawed hand reached up and touched my shoulder; but it passed. "Come on!" Weran
insanely to the outer door, across the frosted ground, down toward the village.

The night was very black.



A terrible aching cameinto my legs. My throat went dry. | thought my heart would tear loose
from itsmoorings. But | ran on.

"Wat."

Now the heat began.

"Wat."

By arow of shops| fdl. My chest wasfull of pain, my head of fear: | knew the madmen would
come swooping from their dark asylum on the hill. | cried out to the naked hairy man: " Stop! Help mel™

"Help you?' He laughed once, a high-pitched sound more awful than the screams had been; and
then he turned and vanished in the moonless night.

| found a door, somehow.

The pounding brought arifled burgher. Policemen came at last and listened to my story. But of
courseit was denied by Father Jerome and the Brothers of the Abbey.

"This poor traveler has suffered from the vison of pneumonia. There was no howling man a St.
Waulfran's. No, no, certainly not. Absurd! Now, if Mr. Ellington would care to stay with us, weld
happily--no? Very well. | fear that you will be ddlirious awhile, my son. The things you see will be quite
red. Most red. Y ou'll think--how quaint!--that you have loosed the Devil on the world and that the war
to come--what war? But aren't there dwayswars? Of coursel--you'll think that it's your fault”--those old
eyes burning condemnation! Beak-nosed, bearded head atremble, rage in every word!--"that you'll have
caused the misery and suffering and death. And nights you'll spend, awake, unsure, afraid. How foolish!”

Gnome of God, Christophorus, looked terrified and sad. He said to me, when Father Jerome
swept furioudy out: "My son, don't blame yourself. Y our weaknesswas _his _lever. Doubt unlocked that
door. Be comforted: welll hunt _him_ with our nets, and one day..

One day, what?

| looked up at the Abbey of St. Wulfran's, framed by dawn, and started wondering, as | have
wondered since ten thousand times, if it weren't true. Pneumonia breeds ddlirium; delirium breedsvisions.
Weasit possblethat I'd imagined dl of this?

No. Not even back in Boston, growing dewlaps, paunches, wrinkles, sacks and money, at
Ellington, Carruthers & Blake, could | accept that answer.

The monkswere mad, | thought. Or: The howling man was mad. Or: The whole thing wasa
joke.

| went about my daily work, as every man must do, if sane, although he may have seen the dead
rise up or freed a bottled djinn or fought a dragon, once, quite long ago.

But | could not forget. When the pictures of the carpenter from Braumau-am-1nn began to
appear in dl the papers, | grew uneasy; for | felt I'd seen this man before. When the carpenter invaded
Poland, | was sure. And when the world was plunged into war and cities had their entrails blown asunder
and that pleasant land I'd visited became a place of hate and death, | dreamed each night.

Each night | dreamed, until thisweek.

A card arrived. From Germany. A picture of the Mosdlle Valley ison one side, showing
mountains fat with grapes and the dark Mosdlle, wine of these grapes.

On the other ssde of the card isamessage. It issigned "_Brother Christophorus " and reads (and
readsand readd): "_Rest now, my son. We have him back with usagain ."
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THE DARK MUSIC
by Charles Beaumont

It was not apath at dl but adry whiteriver of shells, washed clean by the hot summer rain and
swept by the winds that came over the gulf from Mexico: amillion crushed white shells, soread quietly
over the cold earth, for the feet of Miss LydiaMaple.

Sheld never seen the place before. She's never been told of it. It couldn't have been purposeful,
her stopping the bus at the unmarked turn, pausing, then inching down the narrow path and stopping
again at the tree-formed arch; on the other hand, it certainly was not impulse. She had recognized
impulsve actions for what they were years ago: anima actions. And, as she was proud to say, Miss
Maple did not chooseto think of hersdf asan animal. Which the resdents of Sand Hill might have found
adightly odd attitude for a biology teacher, wereit not so characteritic.

Perhapsit wasthis: that by it'svirginal nature, the area promised much in the way of specimens.
Frogswould be here, and insects, and, if they were lucky, afew garden snakesfor the bolder lads.

In any case, Miss Maple waswdll satisfied. And if one could judge from their excited
murmurings, which filtered through the thickness of trees, so were the sudents.

She amiled. Leaning againgt the em, now, with al the forest fragrance to her nodtrils, and the
clean gulf breeze cooling her, she was suddenly very glad indeed that she had selected today for the field
trip. Otherwise, she would be at this moment sested in the chalky hest of the classroom. And she would
be reminded again of the whole nasty business, made to defend her stand against the clucking tongues, or
to pretend there was nothing to defend. The newspapers were not difficult to ignore; but it was
impossible to shut away the attitude of her colleagues; and--no: one must not think abot it.

Shelooked at the shredded lace of sunlight.

It was alovely spot! Not asingle beer can, not a bottle nor a cellophane wrapper nor even a
cigarette to suggest that human beings had ever been here before. It was--_pure .

Inaway, MissMapleliked to think of hersaf in amilar terms. She believed in purity, and had her
own definition of theword. Of course she redlized--how could she doubt it now?--she might be an
outmoded and dightly incongruousfigurein this day and age; but that wasdl right. Shetook pridein the
digtinction. And to Mr. Owen Tracy's famous remark that herswasthe only biology classin theworld
where one would hear nothing to discourage the idea of the stork, she had responded asthoughto a
great compliment. The Lord could testify, it hadn't been easy! How many, she wondered, would have
fought as valiantly as she to protect the town's children from the most pernicious and evil encroachment
of themdl?

Sex education, indeed!

By al means, let uskill every last lovely dream; |et us destroy the only trace of goodness and
innocence in thiswretched, guilty world!

Miss Maple twitched, vaguely aware that she was dozing. Theword _sex_ jarred her toward
wakefulness, but _purity pulled her back again. What a pity, in away, she thought, that | was born so
late. ..

She had no ideawheat the thought meant; only that, for al the force of good she might bein Sand
Hill, her battle was probably alosing one; and she was something of adinosaur. In earlier, unquestionably
better times, how different it would have been! Her purity would then have served avery red and
necessary function, and would not have called down charges from the magazines that she was "hindering
education." She might have been born in pre-Dynastian Egypt, for instance, and marched at the forefront
of the court maidens toward some enormoudy important sacrifice. Or in the early Virginia, when the
ladies were ladies and wore fifteen petticoats and were cherished because of it. Or in New England. In
any timebut thid

A sound brushed her ear.



She opened her eyes, watched afat wren on a pipestem twig, and settled back to the half-deep,
deciding to dream awhile now about Mr. Hennig and Sdly Barnes. They had been meseting secretly after
three o'clock, Miss Maple knew. She'd waited, though, and taken her time, and then struck. And shed
caught them, in the basement, doing unspeakable things.

Mr. Hennig would not be teaching school for awhile now.

She stretched, dmost invisible against the forest floor. The mouse-colored dress covered her like
an embarrassed hand, concealing, not too successfully, the rounded hills of her breasts, keeping the
secret of her dender waist and full hips, trailing down below the legs she hated because they were so
smooth and white and shapely, down to the plain black |eather shoes. Her face was pale and naked as a
nun's, but the lips were large and moist and the cheekbones high, and it did not look very much like a
nun's face. Miss Maple fought her body and her face every morning, but she was not victorious. In spite
of it al, and to her eternal dismay, she was an attractive woman.

The sound came again, and woke her.

It was not thefat bird and it was not the children. It was music. Like the music of flutes, very
high-pitched and mellow, yet sharp; and though there was amelody, she could not recognizeit.

Miss Maple shook her head, and listened.

The sound was redl. It was coming from the forest, distant and far off, and if you did not shut out
the other noises, you could scarcely heer it. But it wasthere.

Miss Maplerose, ingtantly aert, and brushed the leaves and pine needles away. For some
reason, shefet achill.

Why should there be musicin alost place like this?

She listened. The wind cooled through the trees and the piping sound seemed to be carried aong
withit, light as shadows. Three quick high notes; a pause; then atrill, like an infant'sweeping; and a
pause. Miss Maple shivered and started back to the field where the children were. Shetook three steps
and did not take any morein that direction.

The music changed. Now it did not weep, and the notes were not so highpitched. They were
dow and sinuous, lower to the ground.

Imploring. Beckoning

Miss Maple turned and, without having the dightest notion why, began to walk into the thickness.
Thefoliage was wet, glistening dark green, and it was not long before her thin dress was soaked in many
places, but she understood that she must go on. She must find the person who was making such beautiful
sounds.

In minutes she was surrounded by bushes, and the trail had vanished. She pushed branches
aside, walked, listened.

The music grew louder. It grew nearer. But now it wasfast, yel ping and crying, and there was
great urgency init. Once, to Miss Maplesterror, it sounded, for abrief moment, like chuckling; lill,
there was no note that was not londly, and sad.

She walked, marveling a her foolishness. It was, of course, not proper for a school teacher to go
tumbling through the shrubbery, and she was a proper person. Besides--she stopped, and heard the
besting of her heart--what if it were one of those horrid men who live on the banks of riversandin
woods and wait for women? She'd heard of such men.

The music became plaintive. It soothed her, told her not to be afraid; and some of the fear
drained away.

She was coming closer, she knew. It had seemed vague and eusive before, now it thrummed in
theair and encircled her.

Wasthere ever such londy music?

She waked carefully across awebwork of stones. They protruded like smdl idands from the
rushing brook, and the silver water |looked very cold, but when her foot dipped and sank, she did not
flinch,

Themusic grew impossibly loud. Miss Maple covered her earswith her hands, and could not ill
it. Shelistened and tried to run.



The notesrolled and danced in her mind; shrill screams and soft whispers and silences that pulsed
and roared.

Beyond the trees.

Beyond the trees; another step; one more--.

Miss Maple threw her hands out and parted the heavy green curtain.

The music stopped.

There was only the sound of the brook, and the wind, and her heart.

She swallowed and let the bresth come out of her lungs. Then, dowly, shewent through the
shrubs and bushes, and rubbed her eyes.

She was standing in agrove. Sender saplings, spotted brown, undulated about her like the necks
of restless giraffes, and beneath her feet there was soft golden grass, high and wild. The branches of the
trees came together at the top to form a green dome. Sunlight speared the ground.

Miss Maplelooked in every direction. Across the grove to the surrounding dark and shadowed
woods, and to all sdes. And saw nothing. Only the grass and the trees and the sunlight.

Then she sank to the earth and lay till, wondering why she felt such heat and such fear.

It was at this moment that she became conscious of it: one thing which her vison might deny, and
her senses, but which she knew nonethelessto be.

_Shewasnot done .

"Yes?' theword rushed up and then died before it could ever leave her mouth. A rustle of leaves,
tiny hands applauding.

"Whoisit?"

A drumin her chest.

"Yes, please --whoisit? Who's here?"

And slence.

Miss Maple put fisted fingersto her chin and stopped breathing. I'm not aone, she thought. I'm
not alone.

No.

Did someone say that?

Theterror built, and then she felt something else entirely that wasn't terror and wasn't fear, elther.
Something that started her trembling. Shelay on the grass, trembling, while this new sensation washed
over her, catching her up in great tides and filling her.

What wasit? Shetried to think. Sheld known thisfedling before, avery long time ago; years ago
on asummer night when the moon was around, unblinking, huge and watchful eye, and that
boy--John?--had stopped talking-and touched her. And how strange it was then, wondering what his
hands were going to do next. John! There's abig eye watching us; take me home, I'm afraid! I'm afraid,
John.

If you don't take me home, I'll tell.

I'll tell them the things you tried to do.

Miss Maple stiffened when she felt the nearness, and heard the laughter. Her eyes arced over the
grove.

"Who'slaughing?'

Sheroseto her feet. Therewasanew smdll intheair. A coarse animal smell, likewet fur: hot
and fetid, thick, heavy, rolling toward her, covering her.

Miss Maple screamed.

Then the pipes began, and the music was frenzied thistime. In front of her, in back, to the sdes
of her; growing louder, growing faster, and faster. She heard it deep in her blood and when her body
began to sway, rhythmically, she closed her eyes and fought and found she could do nothing.

Almogt of their own valition, her legs moved in quick, graceful steps. Shefdt hersdlf being
carried over the grass, swiftly, light asablown leaf--.

"Sop!”

--swiftly, legping and turning, to the shaded dell at the end of the grove.



Here, consumed with heat, she dropped to the softness, and breathed the animal air.

The music ceased.

A hand touched her, roughly.

Shethrew her arms over her face: "No. Please--"

"MissMaplel"

She felt her hands reaching toward the top button of her dress.

"MissMaple! What's the matter?”

Aninfinite moment; then, everything diding, mdting, like avivid dream you will not remember.
Miss Maple shook her head from side to side and stared up at ayoung boy with straw hair and wide
eyes.

She pulled redlity about her.

"Youdl right, MissMaple?’

"Of course, William," she said. The smell was gone. The music was gone. It wasadream. "'l was
following a snake, you see--a chicken snake, to be exact: and anice, long one, too--and | amost had i,
but | twisted my ankle on one of the sonesin the brook. That'swhy | caled.”

Theboy sad, "Wow."

"Unfortunately,” Miss Maple continued, getting to her feet, "it escaped me. Y ou don't happen to
seeit, doyou, William?"

William said no, and she pretended to hobble back to thefield.

At 4:19, after grading three groups of tests, Miss LydiaMaple put on her gray cotton coat and
flat black hat and started for home. She was not exactly thinking about the incident in the forest, but
Owen Tracy had to spesk twice. He had been waiting.

"MissMaple. Over here!™

She stopped, turned and approached the blue car. The principa of Overton High was smiling: he
was too handsome for hisjob, too tall and too young, and Miss Maple resented his eyes. They traveled.
"Yes, Mr. Tracy?"'

"Thought maybe you'd likealift home."

"That isvery nice of you,” shesaid, "but | enjoy waking. It isnt far.”

"Well, then, how about my walking dong with you?'

MissMapleflushed. "I--"

"Liketo talk with you, off therecord.”

Thetal man got out of hiscar, locked it.

"Not, | hope, about the same subject.”

"Yes."

"I'm sorry. | have nothing further to add.”

Owen Tracy fell into step. Hisface was il pleasant, and it was obvious that he intended to
retain his good humor, his charm. "1 suppose you read Ben Sugrue's pieceinthe _Sun-Mirror_
yesterday?'

MissMaple said, "No," perfunctorily. Sugrue was a mongter, alibertine: it was he who started
the campaign, whaose gross libidinous whispers had first swept the town.

"It refersto Overton High asamedievd fortress.”

"Indeed? Wdll," MissMaple said, "perhapsthat's so." She smiled, ddlicately. "It was, | believe, a
medieva fortressthat saved the lives of four hundred people during the time of the Black Plague.”

Tracy stopped amoment to light acigarette. "Very good,” he conceded. "Y ou're an intelligent
person, Lydia. Intelligent and sharp.”

"Thank you."

"And that'swhat puzzles me. This mess over the sex-education program isn't intelligent and it isn't
sharp. It'sfoolish. Asahbiology teacher you ought to know that."

Miss Maplewas silent.



"If we were an dementary school,” Tracy said, "well, maybe your ideawould make sense. |
persondly don't think so, but at least you'd have acase. In ahigh school, though, it'sslly; and it's making
alaughingstock out of us. If | know Sugrue, helll keep hammering until one of the national magazines
picksit up. And that will be bad."

Miss Maple did not change her expression. "My stand,” she said, "ought to be perfectly clear by
now, Mr. Tracy. Inthe event it isnt, let metell you again. There will be no sex-education program at
Overton solong as| am in charge of the biology department. | consider the suggestion vile and
unspeakable--and quite impractical--and am not to be persuaded otherwise: neither by yoursdlf, nor by
that journdist, nor by the combined efforts of the faculty. Because, Mr. Tracy, | fed aresponshility
toward my students. Not only to fill their mindswith biologica data, but to protect them, so." Her voice
was even. "If you wish to take action, of course, you are & liberty to do so--"

"I wouldn't want to do that,” Owen Tracy said. He seemed to be struggling with hiscam.

"| think that'swise," Miss Maple said. She paused and stared at the principd.

"And what isthat supposed to mean?’

"Simply that any measure to interrupt or impede my work, or force changes upon the present
curriculum, will prove embarrassing, Mr. Tracy, both to yourself and to Overton.” She noticed hisfingers
and how they were curling.

"Goon."

"I hardly think that's necessary.”

"l do. Go on, please.”

"I may be. . . old-fashioned,” she said, "but | am not stupid. Nor am | unobservant. | happen to
have learned some of the facts concerning yoursdf and MissBond . . ."

Owen Tracy'scam fled like areleased animal. Anger began to twitch along histemples. "1 see.”

They looked at one another for awhile; then the principal turned and started back in the opposite
direction. Thefire had gone out of hiseyes. After afew steps, he turned again and said, "It may interest
you to know that Miss Bond and | are going to be married at the end of the term.”

"l wonder why," MissMaple said, and left the tall man standing in the bloody twilight.

She felt asurge of exultation as she went up the stairs of her apartment. Of course shed known
nothing about them, only guessed: but when you think the worst of people, you're seldom disgppointed. It
had been true, after al. And now her position was absol utely unassailable.

She opened cans and bottles and packages and prepared her usua supper. Then, when the
dishes were done, sheread Richard's_Practica Criticism_ until nine o'clock. At nine-thirty she tested the
doorsto seethat they were securely locked, drew the curtains, fastened the windows and removed her
clothes, hanging them carefully inthe one smdl dosat.

The gown she chose was white cotton, chin-high and ankle-low, faintly figured with tiny
fleur-de-lis. For abrief moment her naked body was exposed; then, at once, covered up again,
wrapped, encased, sealed.

Miss Maple lay in the bed, her mind untroubled.

But deep would not come.

Shegot up after awhile and warmed some milk; still she could not deep. Unidentifiable thoughts
came, disturbing her. Unnorma sensations. A fedling that was not proper.

Then she heard themusic.

The pipes: the high-pitched, dancing pipes of the afternoon, so distant now that she felt perhaps
shewasimagining them, so rea she knew that couldn't betrue. They wereredl.

She became frightened, when the music did not stop, and reached for the telephone. But what
person would she call? And what would she say?

Miss Maple decided to ignore the sounds, and the hot strange fedling that was cregping upon her
aonein her bed.

She pressed the pillow tight againgt her ears, and held it there, and amost screamed when she
saw that her legs were moving agpart dowly, beyond her will.

Theheat in her body grew. It was aflame, the heat of high fevers, moist and interior: not a



warmth.

And it would not abate.

She threw the covers off and began to pace the room, hands clenched. The music came through
the locked windows.

_MissMaple!

Sheremembered things, without remembering them.

She fought another minute, very hard; then surrendered. Without knowing why, sheran to the
closet and removed her gray coat and put it on over the nightgown; then she opened a bureau drawer
and pocketed aring of keys, ran out the front door, down the hail, her naked feet silent upon the
thick-piled carpet, and into the garage where it was dark. The music played fast, her heart beat fast, and
she moaned softly when the seldom-used automobile sat cold and unresponding to her touch.

At lasgt it cameto life, when she thought she must go out of her mind; and Miss Maple shuddered
at the dry coughs and violent starts and black explosions.

In moments she was out of town, driving faster then she had ever driven, pointed toward the
wine-dark waters of the gulf. The highway turned beneeth her in a blur and sometimes, on the curves, she
heard the shocked and painful cry of thetires, and felt the car dide; but it didn't matter. Nothing
meattered, except themusic.

Though her eyes were blind, she found the turn-off, and soon she was hurtling across the white
path of shells, so fast that there was awake behind her, then, scant yards from the restless stream, she
brought her foot down hard upon the brake pedal, and the car danced to a stop.

Miss Maple rushed out because now the piping wasinsde her, and ran across the path into the
field and acrossthe field into the trees and through the trees, sumbling and falling and getting up again,
not fedling the cold sharp fingers of brush tearing at her and the high wet grass soaking her and the
thousand stones daggering her flesh, fedling only the pumping of her heart and the music, calling and
cdling.

There! The brook was cold, but she was acrossit, and past the wall of foliage. And there! The
grove, moon-slvered and waiting.

Miss Mapletried to pause and rest; but the music would not let her do this. Heat envel oped her:
she removed the coat; ate her: shetore thetiny pearl buttons of her gown and pulled the gown over her
head and threw it to the ground.

It did no good. Proper Miss LydiaMaple stood there, while the wind lifted her hair and sent it
billowing like shreds of amber silk, and felt the burning and listened to the pipes.

Dance! they told her. Dance tonight, Miss Maple: now. It's easy. Y ou remember. Dancel!

She began to sway then, and her legs moved, and soon she was legping over thetal grass,
whirling and pirouetting.

Likethis?

Likethat, MissMaple. Yes, like that!

She danced until she could dance no more, then she stopped by thefirst tree by the end of the
grove, and waited for the music to stop as she knew it would.

Theforest became silent.

Miss Maple smdled the goaty anima smell and fdlt it coming closer; shelay againgt thetree and
squinted her eyes, but there was nothing to see, only shadows.

Shewaited.

Therewas alaugh, awild shriek of amusement; bull-like and heavily masculineit was, but wild as
no man's laugh ever could be. And then the sweaty fur odor was upon her, and she experienced a
strength about her, and there was breath against her face, hot as steam.

"Yes," shesad, and hands touched her, hurting with fierce pain.

"Yed" and shefelt glistening muscles beneath her fingers, and aweight upon her, ashaggy, tawny
weight that was neither ghost nor human nor animal, but with much heet; hot asthefiresthat blazed ingde
her.

"Yes" sad MissMaple, parting her lips. "Yesl _Yed "



The change in Miss Lydia Maple thenceforth was noticed by some but not marked, for she hid it
well. Owen Tracy would Stare at her sometimes, and sometimes the other teachers would wonder to
themselves why she should belooking so tired so much of the time; but since she did not say or do
anything specificaly different, it wasleft asmal mysery.

When some of the older boys said that they had seen Miss Maple driving like abat out of hell
down the gulf highway at two in the morning, they were quickly silenced: for such athing was, on theface
of it, too absurd for consideration.

Thegirlsof her classeswere of the opinion that Miss Maple looked happier than she had ever
been, but this was attributed to her victory over the press and the principa's wishes on the matter of
sex-education.

To Mr. Owen Tracy, it seemed to be adistasteful subject for conversation dl the way around.
Hewasin full agreement with the members of the school board that progress at Overton would begin
only when Miss Maple was removed: but in order to remove her, one would have to have grounds.
Sufficient grounds, at that, for there was the business of himself and LorraineBond . . .

Asfor Miss Maple, she developed the facility of detachment to afine degree. A week went by
and she answered the call of the pipes without fail--though going about it in amore orderly manner--and
gtill, wondering vaguedly about the spattered mud on her legs, about the grass stains and bits of leavesand
fresh twigs, she did not actudly believe that any of it was happening. It was fantastic, and fantasy had no
placein MissMapleslife.

She would awaken each morning satisfied that she had had another unusua dream; then she
would forget it, and go about her business.

It was on aMonday--the night of the day that she had assembled positive proof that Willie
Hammacher and Rosdia Forbes were cutting classes together and stealing away to Dauphin Park; and
submitted this proof; and had Willie and Rosdia threatened with expulsion from school--that Miss Maple
scented her body with perfumes, lay down and waited, again, for the music.

She waited, tremulous as usua, aching beneeth the temporary sheets; but the air was till.

He'slate, she thought, and tried to deep. Often she would St up, though, certain that she had
heard it, and once she got halfway across the room toward the closet; and deep wasimpossible.

She dared at the ceiling until three A.M., listening.

Then sherose and dressed and got into her car.

She went to the grove.

She stood under the crescent moon, under the bruised sky.

And heard the wind; her heart; owls high in the trees; the shifting currents of the stream; the stony
rustle of the brook; and heard the forest quiet.

Tentatively, shetook off her clothes, and stacked them in anest pile.

Sheraised her arms from her sides and tried afew steps. They were awkward. She stopped,
embarrassed.

"Where areyou?' she whispered.

Slence

"I'm here," shewhispered.

Then, she heard the chuckling: it was cruel and hearty, but not mirthless.

_Over here, MissMaple .

She smiled and ran to the middle of the grove. Here?

_No, MissMaple: over here! Y ou'relooking beautiful tonight. And hungry. Why don't you
dance?

The laughter came from the trees, to theright. Sheran toiit. It disappeared. It appeared again,
from the treesto the | ft.

_What can you be after, madame? It's hardly pro per, you know. Miss Maple, where are your
clothes?



She covered her breasts with her hands, and knew fear. "Don't,” she said. "Please don't.” The
aching and the awful heat werein her. "Comeout! | want--"

_Youwant--?_

Miss Maple went from treeto tree, blindly. She ran until pain clutched at her legs, and, by the
shadowed ddli, she sank exhausted.

There was one more sound. A laugh. It faded.

And everything became suddenly very il and qui€t.

Miss Maple looked down and saw that she was naked. It shocked her. It shocked her, aso, to
become aware that she was Lydia Maple, thirty-seven, teacher of biology at Overton.

"Where areyou?' shecried.

The wind felt cold upon her body. Her feet were cold among the grasses. She knew a hunger
and alonging that were unbearable.

"Cometo me," shesaid, but her voice was soft and hopeless.

Shewas aonein the wood now.

And thiswas the way it had been meant.

She put her face againgt the rough bark of the tree and wept for the first timein her life. Because
she knew that there was no more music for her, there would never be any music for her again.

Miss Maple went to the grove afew more times, late at night, desperately hoping it was not true.
But her blood thought for her: What it was, or who it was, that played the pipes so swestly in the
wooded place would play no more; of that she was sure. She did not know why. And it gave her much
pain for many hours, and deep was difficult, but there was nothing to be done.

Her body considered seeking out someone in the town, and rejected the notion. For what good
was a man when one had been loved by agod?

In time she forgot everything, because she had to forget.

Themusic, the dancing, thefire, thefed of strong arms about her: everything.

And she might have gone on living quietly, applauding purity, battling the impure, and holding the
Beast of Worldliness outside the gates of Sand Hill forever-- if a strange thing had not happened.

It happened in asmal way.

During dinner one evening Miss Maple found herself craving things. It had been agood day, she
found proof that the rumors about Mr. Etlin, the English teacher, were true--he did indeed subscribe to
that dreadful magazine; and Owen Tracy wasthinking of transferring to another school; yet, as she sat
therein her gpartment, done, content, she was hungry for things.

Firg it wasice cream. Big plates of strawberry ice cream topped with marshmellow sauce.

Thenit waswine,

And then Miss Maple began to crave grass.. .

Nobody ever did find out why she moved away from Sand Hill in such ahurry, or where she
went, or what happened to her.

But then, nobody cared.

Introduction to



THE MAGIC MAN
by CharlesE. Fritch

At Chuck Beaumont's funerd twenty years ago, aman came up to me and introduced himsdlf
"I'm Bill Shatner," he said. And of course he was--Captain Kirk himsdlf, beamed down to planet Earth
for this sad occasion to pay his respectsto afine writer and anice guy inexplicably cut down in hisprime.

Shatner had already appeared in Chuck'sfilm _The Intruder . If fate had played akinder hand
he might also have appeared in televison and movie _Star Trek__ adventures with interesting and literate
screenplays scul pted by the fine creetive hand of Charles Beaumont. What incredible journeys he would
have taken us on, what strange new Beaumontian worlds we might have explored. The mind boggles!

Beaumont is no longer with us (God knows why; | don't), but we do have awedlth of his stories,
aliterary treasure trove that brings back fond personal memoriesfor me. | remember, for example, the
reading of many of these stories in manuscript form to agroup of writer-friends gathered around Chuck's
tablein the kitchen of his North Hollywood apartment. And for those of you who had not the good
fortune to know this man, you can discover him through these Sories; it will be an effort well worth your
time

"The Magic Man" isone of my favorite pieces. Some stories written a generation-plus ago date
badly, but this one seemstimeless. | had not read it in aquarter of a century, but once again, dl these
years|ater, | ddighted in and admired Chuck's magic in building a story: the smooth phrasings, the
jugt-right metaphor or smilein just theright place, the rhythm of the sentences that makestheimages
flow with fluid grace even asthe story unfolds.

The casud reader would not notice the bricks and the mortar, and agood thing, too, or, asinthe
gory itsdlf, the magic might go away. The story illustrates another truism that Chuck had learned: stories
that meant something should be about _redl  people. The pretty word, the clever phrase, the unusua
gimmick arefineif they fit, but by themsdvesthey are not enough to sustain the delicate magic for very
long, and storiesthat have only these artificia devices fade quickly and are soon forgotten.

"The Magic Man" isone of Chuck's storiesthat will not be forgotten. When it cameto telling a
gtory, he was a craftsman, awordsmith, amagician who mesmerized his audience with the tools of his
trade: atypewriter, afree-whedling imagination, and agift for telling tales about people who lived and
breathed in his and their universe. He created amagic that lives on, for just as surely asthe character in
the story that follows, Chuck Beaumont was himself amagic man!

THE MAGIC MAN
by Charles Beaumont

In the clear September moonlight now the prairielay slent and cool and the color of lakes. Dust
coated it like rich fur, and there was only the night wind diding and sighing acrossthe tabled land, and the
wolves--aways the wolves--screaming loneliness at the skies: otherwise, silence, asimmense asthe end
of things

Dr. Sk thought about this as hetried to pull deep into his head. It had been along day, full of
miles and sweat and blasting sun, and he should be deeping, like Obadiah, resting for tomorrow, the



Lord knew. Why ese had the night been created? Y et, here he was, wide awake. Thinking.

With hisknife-sharp brittle thigh, the old man sought some supporting softnessin the thin straw
mattress. Then, at last, fedling the covers dip to the floor, he snorted, sivung hisfeet over the sde of the
pallet, and sat for awhile, rubbing the back of his neck.

"Y ou got troubles, Doctor?' Obadiah's voice was mildly darmed; if he had been avakened it
wasimpossibletotdl. "You sick?'

"No troubles," Dr. Silk said, shaking his head. "Got to get abreath of air isdl."

"Y ou want to be careful and not take the cold.”

"Il be careful.”

Outside the wagon, the night was chill. Dr. Silk got out his hand-carved pipe and sat down on the
wagon steps and watched the wind for awhile. He watched it race dong the prairig, lifting dust and
making little gray dances, and he began to think, as he had many times before on just such nights, of the
invigblelifetha surrounded him, exigting in unseen magic.

_Magic_. He held theword, smiled, and glanced along the wagon. Its colors were faded now,
but in the glow of moon they blazed: reds and yellows and oranges and bright greens. And the
big-lettered printing, vivid with scroliwork:

_THEMAGIC MAN _
_Wonders Performed Before Y our Eyes!

Dr. Slk began to feel good again, &fter. . . months. It must be months. He forgot about the cold,
pulled at his pipe, and et tomorrow take form.

It warmed him.

For something wonderful was going to happen: tomorrow Dr. Silk--no; Micah Jackson--the
foolish, cranky, asthmatic old man who creaked when he walked, who snuffled and sneezed and
coughed and wandered the land in awagon, mostly lonely, mostly tired--this prune-wrinkled sack of
ancient bones--would disappear. Allakazam! Micah Jackson would disappear. And in his place there
would be an elegant gentlemen in abrocade vest and ablack top hat and asuit asdark asmidnight: _The
Magic Man, Doctor Silk--Prince, Emperor, Bringer of Mysteries and Wonders and Miracles .

Tentatively, hisfingers made an invisible coin vanish: he leaned back and thought now of the
children. Of their fresh faces and their wide wondering eyes. In awhile his pipe died, but he did not
notice.

Then dawn came, dowly, spilling its cold light over the desert. L eather-toned dust had mounded
up around the wagon whedls and the still degping mules, high, asif the rig were some forgotten tomb
unburied for an hour. Dr. Silk blinked crusted eydlids and wondered whether held actudly dozed off. It
didn't seem 0. But, in any case, hefdt just fine.

"Obadiah!" It was very early. Far ahead and low he could see the moon, waferthin, unredl, ready
to wink instantly out. And it was deaf-quiet. "Obadiah!" He knocked the pain out of his bonesand
moved up the steps. "You aimto deep dl day?!

The old Negro's eyes came open; a sheen of silver covered hisface. "Morning,” he said,
uncertainly.

"Morning. How about some breskfast?"

"Y ou want breakfast?" A glass of applejack usualy sufficed for Dr. Silk. He didiked soft foods
and was fearful of anything that might cause further damage to his aready chipped and cracking plates.

"Of course! Coffee, and beans, and maybe a couple biscuits."

"Yes, gr. Biscuits.” Obadiah dressed quickly, and began to rummage. "We must be getting
cloe"

"If wemove," Dr. Slk said, "we ought to reach Two Forks by |ate afternoon: three, four o'clock,
theway | seeit.”

"How about the medicine?' Obadiah gestured toward the rows of empty bottles strapped to the
wall. They werelabeled: DOCTOR SILK'S . WONDEROL_--A SOOTHING REMEDY FOR



HEADACHE, STOMACH CRAMPS, QUINSY, DIZZINESS & OTHER AILMENTS.

"Wdl, I'll mix up abatch pretty soon.”

The Negro paused. "Didn't we sdll an awful lot to the people last time we wasto Two Forks?"

"Wedidindeed," Dr. Silk said. He frowned. "Obadiah, how many times have | got to tell you?
There's nothing whatsoever harmful in Wonderal. If the folksthink it'll cure them, it'sgot just asgood as
chanceasanythingese”

"Yes, gr." Obadiah tottered down the steps. "But one of these here fine days," he muttered, "we
going to be running around al covered with alot of tar and feathers, you see. . ."

Dr. Slk laughed. He walked over to the large brassbound trunk that sat in the corner and pulled
up thelid.

He began to remove things.

Colored squares of cloth came out firdt, transparent, weightless as gauze. These he transferred to
asmaller box. Then serpentines uncoiled from the trunk; and bright gold hoops came out; and decks of
cards and rubber bottles and disembodied hands and a stringless banjo that could make sweet music.
Wonder followed wonder. The knife that was sharp enough to dice through wire but could not even
scratch a child's soft flesh; Black Ben, the wooden bandit who could speak and sometimes did, if you
asked him to, politely; the rose bush that grew on the head of awalking stick-- al the miracles of
Pandora's box, and more, one after another, carefully sorted and placed and made ready.

When he had finished here, Dr. Silk got a stiff brush and went to work on the black suit that hung
from ahook. Dust flew and the old man cursed and then it wastime for breskfast.

"Hitch up the mules, Obadiah!"

"Butyouantet."

"I'll est on theway. Hitch 'em up!"

And they traveled, then, groaning and rattling, over the flour-soft desert. Dr. Silk fussed with his
food and filled the Wonderol bottles and fussed some more; at last he could wait no longer.

He stripped off the dirty woollen trousers and checkered shirt. He stood before the jouncing
mirror. He waxed his mustaches until they were as sharp and wicked and hard as scimitars.

"_Easy, Obadiah, dammit. Easy! "

He climbed into the tight black suit. He put on the brocade vest, a dazzle of mossgreen.

Helooked again into the mirror. _Well, there you are, Doctor, and who saysyou aren't
handsome _--and sighed.

Then, Sitting up so as not to wrinkle the suit, bracing himself againgt the wagon wall, hefell fast

adeep.

"...theMagic Man! The Magic Man!"

"Where?'

"Right there, comin’ down the Street, can't you see?"

"It _is , it'shim--he's back!"

"Hey, Ma, look! Dr. SIk!"

Drowsing elders |eaned forward on torn cane-backed chairs; large women turned their heads
and tried to hold onto their children; al over, people came out of doors and peered through windows and
stopped what they were doing.

"By God, herewego again'”

And suddenly the street was atumult of dogs and children, yipping, ydling, running.

"Come back here, James, you listening to me?”

Everyone watched, asthe familiar wagon grew larger. And thought: Has awhole year redly
passed? Hasit?

There was Obadiah, Stting erect, expressionless, adark gentleman with tight white hair, looking
exactly as held looked thefirst time; and Dr. Silk--a monarch, an Eastern potentate, adevil and a
god--smiling mysterioudy at the running people.



"Hi, when'sit gonnabe?" ayoung girl cried.

And the others. "When'sthe show?' "Y ou gonnado magic for us?' "Tonight--it'll be tonight,
wont it?"

Dr. Silk smiled and waited until they had crossed the town and reached the open edge; then he
nodded to Obadiah and Obadiah squealed the brake blocks and scrambled down, arms filled with
cardboard posters.

"Let metake alook a one of them things." One of the men in the gathering crowd came forward.

"What'sit say, Mr. Fritch?'

"Tonight,” the man read doud, "at eight o'clock. Saysweredl invited to attend a show given by
the world's greatest--God Almighty, what's that?"

"Predtidigitator,” Dr. Sk supplied. "Magician.”

The man scowled, and continued. "Wonders-performed-never-before-seen-by-the-human-eye.
All-new. Watch-miracles-as-they-happen. See-the-enchanted-rose-bush.
See-rabbits-appear-out-of-empty-air. See-the-great-card-mystery--" The man stopped reading.
"Tonight?"

"Tonight. Eight sharp.”

"Hiii!" The children began to swarm over the wagon, like mad puppies.

A boy whaose face was aviolent explosion of brown freckles climbed up and hollered: "Hey,
where you been?"

"Traveing, son."

"Likewhere, for instance?'

Dr. Sk jumped down and started to talk. The crowd parted and formed an aide; grown-ups
mumbled excitedly, striding off, while the children went with the Magic Man--the older, and braver, ones,
those who remembered last year, by hissde; the younger ones following timidly behind. Obadiah
remained. When the posterswere al up, he would construct the stages, in secret.

"Travding likewhere?'

"Oh," Dr. Silk said, casudly but loudly enough for al to hear, "like China"

"Ching"

"And Paris-France, and London."

"Redly?'

"How about Egypt?' cdled avoice from therear: athin, awkward child, too excited to blush.

"By al means" Dr. Silk laughed. "Y ou don't think I'd miss Egypt, do you?'

"And Germany--was you there?"

"Oh, yes"

"Bet you never went to Africky, with al the cannibalg"

"Now that's where you're wrong, young man. Some of my best friends happen to be cannibals."

"Isyour man acanniba?'

"Obadiah?Wadll .. ." Dr. Silk stopped, suddenly. "I wouldn't want thisto get around, but--" He
stopped and turned his head in dl directions, while the children held their breath. "Can you dl keep a
secret?’

Dozens of smal heads went up and down, solemnly.

"Wadl, that man of mine used to be--No; I'd better not tell you."

"Tdlud"

"No. You'd get scared and run home. Y ou'd tell your daddies and then they wouldn't et you
cometo the show."

"No sr! Wewouldn't say aword.”

A boy not much larger than aprairie dog tugged at Dr. Silk's black trousers, and said, inahigh
queeky voice:

"Honestto _God !"

The Magic Man sighed, and squatted. He put hisarms around nearby dender shoulders. "All
right. Now you understand, | wouldn't tell nobody el se but you. Well, S, that old man of mine used to be



the wildedt, fiercest canniba on the whole Sandwich Idand.”

"The Sandwich Idand? Wheresthat at?"

"Why, boy, don't they teach geography in the schools any more? That'sin Darkest Africa, right
near the Indian Ocean.”

"Oh"

"Wewere just passing through, you see, when al of a sudden, our ship was attacked by
head-hunters. It was something, al right. Anyone here present ever been attacked by head-hunters?”

No one said aword.

"Seven foot tall they was and blacker than the ace of spades, and ugly? Enough to make a body
wake up in the cold sweats of anight. They'd dl snuck on board without making asound, and bust in on
us. Wedidn't have a chance. Them devils had specia swords that would dice through agtair-rail in one
swipe, whilewe had our fistsand that's al. Plus being outnumbered eleven to one. People, I'm not
ashamed to say that | was nervous. Everywhere | looked, heads were flying off from folks 1'd been
chatting with only afew minutes before. | heard the captain start to yell, 'Git back, ye no-good
heathens--but he never finished what he was going to say, because one of the head-hunters had creeped
up and lopped off his head clean asawhistle. Having no weapon, | caught it on the fly--"

"You caught what _onthefly, Dr. Silk?" avoice quavered.

"The captain'shead. Got it by the hair, you see, and tarted to swing. Luckily Captain Ruyker
was a Dutchman, and it's aknown fact that Dutchmen have heads as hard as rock. We clouted our way
through six or seven of the devils, the captain and me--knocked ‘em galley west--but then, when | got to
therall, | seenit wasno use. | wasagoner. You al know what a crocodileis?'

"Yes, gr."

"Well, that ocean wasjust crawling with crocs. | couldn't jump inand swimforitor I'd beetin
two minutes. And | couldn't turn back, either, because there they was, madder than hornets, them
head-hunters, coming at me with their swords. Either way | was dueto be _somebody's dinner.”

A girl inagingham dresswhispered: "Why didn't you use your magic?'

Dr. Sk shook hishead. "That wouldn't have beenfair," he sad. "Would it?"

"l guessnat,” thegirl Sghed.

Dr. Silk straightened up, careful not to groan. A boy with round eyes and pae cheeks said:
"What'd you do then?"

"Well, between crocodiles and cannibals, a smart man will dways pick cannibas. That'swhat |
did, too. '‘Comeon,' | told them. 'I'll fight you by twos or by threes!' But they didn't listen. Just kept
coming. Then when | closed my eyes and could dmost fed that blade zipping through my neck, they
surprised me. Picked me up bodily and threw me in a canoe and we paddled down the Amazon to this
here place, the Sandwich Idand. That'swherethey dl lived, you see. Wéll, | got there and in two shakes
those head-hunters had me in this pot--great big old pot, like akettle, rusty, made of iron. My hands was
tied, so | couldn't do nothing but watch while they poured in the water and threw in some apples,
bunches of carrots, and about ten heads of |ettuce -

"What werethey aiming to do, Dr. Silk?"

"That'saslly question, boy." Dr. Silk'svoice sank to adreadful murmur. "They were aiming to
cook medive”

A girl put her handsto her lips. Some of the older boys giggled nervoudy and fell sllent again.

Now they were al waking. The grown-ups on the porches didn't bother them because they
knew Dr. Silk and they knew what he meant to the children. Secretly, alot of them wished they could
join the crowd and listen to the wonderful stories; but, of course, that would not befitting.

Passing the Two Forks Feed and Grain Store, mincing along, barely moving a al, Dr. Silk and
his parade made those with book Iearning think of the Pied Piper of Hamdlin...

"What happened then, sir?”’

"Well, you might know that along about now | was beginning to fed pretty low. The flameswas
crackling and the water was boiling and those seven-foot black demons sat hunched down on their hams,
waiting. Jug--waiting."



"Did you holler?’

"Wouldn't do no good. Who'd hear me?"

"l began to sweat some then, and | could see myself dl decked out on the table with an apple
stuck in my mouth, when there came this eerie kind of scream. Likethis'--Dr. Sk cupped his hands
around his mouth and emitted alow cry, something like an owl, something like a coyote--"Owoo00!
'What'sthat? | said, but they just looked sad and wouldn't answer. Then | saw over acrosstheidand, by
the water, was a great big castle made out of colored rocks.”

"That's where the noise was coming from?"

"Right. And it wouldn't stop, either. _Owooo! Owooo! _ Sent the cold shivers down my spine.
But | seen there was no sensein my worrying about that--not with the water bubbling and boiling all
around melike astew. Findly there was nothing else left to do, except . . .

"Y ou magicked them!"

"Only alittle. | said the magic words that made the ropes around my hands and feet vanish and in
asecond | was out of the pot. Say, | want you to know that | did some running then! Dripping carrots
and lettuce and what-all, | kept about two feet ahead. Anyone here ever try to dodge a spear while they
wererunning?'

No one ever had.

"It wasn't easy. | could feel them shaftswhistling by my ears no more than an inch. Looked like
was done for, when one of the spears got into my shirt: it must of been tossed mighty hard, becauseiit
lifted me up off the ground and carried me right across the idand like a bird. Probably would of dumped
me smackdab in the ocean if | hadn't got off, too. But | did get off, and landed right at the door of the
castle. Heard the screaming, then, louder than before, so | rushed in, dammed the door in the nick of
time, and went to investigate.”

"Wasit ahaunted castle?!

Dr. Slk frowned. "Boy, | could tdl you it was haunted, but that would be alie"

"Jugt an ordinary castle?”

"Ordinary asit could be, except for al the shrunk-up heads on the wals. Well, | went through a
lot of corridors, and then sure enough, there, laying in state, was the king of Sandwich Idand. It didn't
take no more than a glance to see hewas ailing with arare tropical disease, the kind that makes your
toes drop off. And holler? Y ou'd of thought he was trying to call home agod. And there| was. It was my
opportunity to run out the back way and escape to my freedom--but | couldn't do it.”

"Why not?" the freckled boy asked.

"Because of theking. Y ou never let aman die without trying to help, do you?'

"But them head-hunters are gonna get you any second!”

"It wasarisk | had to take. Moving fagt, | reached into my satchel and brought out a bottle of
gpecial medicine. | could hear the door splintering, so | cracked the neck of the glass on thewall and
opened the king's mouth and poured her al in. And do you know what?"

"What?"

"By the time those cannibals busted in, their ruler was setting up, well asthe day he was born. Of
course, that changed their attitude in ahurry. They wanted to shake my hand, but | refused, after what
they had done to Captain Ruyker and my friends on the boat. Still, they said, | had to be paid back. So
the king thought a spell and findly decided to give me hisson for adave.”

"Obadiah?'

"None other. He's been with me ever since, and atruer friend you couldn't ask.”

Therewas the sound of held-bresth suddenly released.

"Does he ever try to--" Thegirl in the gingham dress till looked terrified.

Dr. Silk smiled. "It'sonly happened twice since that day in 1840. Y ou may be surel made him
take back the heads and apologize. | don't think there's anything to worry about now."

Down the street, coming out of asaloon, with hisarmsfull of posters, Obadiah stopped and
grinned, widely: a crescent of glittering white shone from the dusky face. He waved.



The children shuddered.

"Wdl," Dr. Silk said, "you kids run dong now. I'll be seeing you tonight."

"Y ou got any new magic for us?"

"Oh, _lots of new magic, son. You wait."

"WEell bethere. Wewill."

The dust snowed up around al the skinny wool-wrapped legs as the children broke and
scattered and ran home to count the minutes.

Dr. Silk chuckled, straightened his shoulders, and walked imperidly to the Wild Silver Sdloon. Its
pleated batwings swung noisdesdy inward, and back. He made hisway to the stained oak bar and said,
"Applgack, please," and began to dig for coins.

The bartender set down the glass. "On the house," he said.

"Thank you very much.”

"Yourethe magician.”

"l am."

"| seen you last year when you wasin Two Forks, and the year before that." The bartender was
ahuge man: clumped black hair covered hisarms and head, the tops of hisfingers, the top of hisnose,
like the pelt of amuddied coyote. It was Strange to see such aman smile. Y et he smiled now, and Dr.
Silk wondered for amoment how it would have been if Micah Jackson had just walked in instead of the
Magic Man.

"Putting on ashow tonight, are you?"

"Y es, indeed. | hope that you can come.”

"I'll dothat,” the bartender said, "if | can get me a subgtitute.” He went over to athin man at the
end of the bar and Dr. Silk watched and listened and forgot that there lived alonely, withered old man
named Micah Jackson, too tired to care, too old to run, ready for death to catch up.

The men in the bar had their eyes fastened on him. Asthey would if he were the President: more
than that, though, more than mere respect. These were adults, some of them with years painted into their
faces, tottering grandfathers; and till, were their eyes much different from children's, now? He studied
their eyesin the big bar mirror.

There was respect, yes, alittle fear, perhaps, and love--certainly there was that, abundantly.

Why? hewondered, as he always did. Was it because he was aman who could fool them with
illusions? Only because he knew how to make pigeonsfly out of an ordinary hat?

He threw down the rest of the applgack and hoped this wasn't the answer. The liquid warmed a
path. Perhaps, he thought, it was because he brought alittle honest wonder into their lives one night out
of theyear .

Then he remembered the prairie that surrounded this small and weary town. And the gpplgack
made him want to turn and say something to the men. Y ou don't have to wait for me, he wanted to say.
Just open your eyes. therésmagic inthe air. Show meatree, I'll show you atrick no magician dive could
ever do. The dust underneath your bootsisariddle to keep you up nights: What did it used to be before
it was dust? Mountains? And the sun! Hey, keep your eyes on the yellow ball--now it'sthere, now it
isn't. Where doesit go to? And why? A stone, a hill, alake--now therestricksthat are tricks, gentlemen!
Thereismagic for you. And I'd give alot to figure out how they're done, yes, Sir, alot .

But hedidn't say any of this. Instead he ordered another drink and reached over and camly
withdrew a bouquet from a small man's vest. The man jumped back and stared.

"Better shut your mouth, Jeff,” the bartender said, winking, "or hell be taking something out of it
you won't want to see!”

The man closed his mouth and everybody laughed.

They gathered around, then, at thissignd. " Show us another one now, come on. Giveusa
rabbit."

Dr. Silk vanished the bouquet and pulled a cartwhed from nowhere.

"Giveusarabbit!"

"Now, boys, | got to save something for tonight. Even magicians haveto est, you know."



"That s0?1'd of thought you'd conjure up astesk whenever you fdt likeit!"

"Wadll, that'strue. But they never taste so good, somehow. Though | do remember one
experience when | had no choicein the matter. It wasin Russia, and | hadn't et anything but bugsfor
seventeen daysand nights. .

The bartender leaned forward, wiping dowly at athick glassmug. "Y ou wasin Russa?'

"Ohyes," Dr. Silk said. "Got agood friend there--only man | know who can outshoot me. He
once knocked the wings off a beetle at fifty paces. And--wel, when things get onthe dull side, | takea
littletrip and visit him. Of course, he's dways glad to see me, sinceif it hadn't been for Doc Silk, heldd
probably dill be stting on that flagpole. . ."

Every man in the bar had now joined the group. Dr. Silk looked around, took a breath, and
began to talk.

He knew they would believe him. After dl, how can you doubt the word of aman who pulls
rosesout of theair?

Obeadiah rang the bells; the crowd hushed; Dr. Silk walked through the curtained tunndl from the
wagon to the stage.

He bowed gravely. A creature he was from another world, as strange in thistiny Kansastown as
acomet. Oil lampsfrom below threw unearthly light across hisface, curving the shadow of his mustaches
up into the squints of hiseyes. Hewas unred. At any moment he might turn into ahawk or crumbleinto a
little hegp of stars or snap hisfingers and change night into day.

"Ladies and gentlemen--" His voice was smooth and deep, aroar of ocean. "--and good
friendd"

Far away there was the snorting of restless ponies; otherwise the town was silent, gathered here.
Children sat on boxes or their fathers's shoulders: afew were squeezed as close to the platform asthey
could get, squirrel-eyed dready, watching.

"Thewonders | have brought to you tonight are here for your edification and enjoyment. They
were taught to me by an East Indian princess, in exchange for saving her life. Before that eventful
happenstance on the Fiji 1des, | was an ordinary man, possessed of no more powersthanyou . . . or you
..." Hisfinger jabbed out, pointing to one and then to another. ™. . . or you. Then | learned the Mysteries
of the Ages, and dedicated mysdlf to bringing them to the people of the United States, my home. Later
on I'll tell you dl about amagic remedy that you can't get anywhere else--you dl know it by now. But
first: Onwith the show!"

Andwith atwist of hiswrigt, Dr. Silk plucked acrimson handkerchief out of theair. Whilethe
people watched, he baled the cloth into hisfigt, held it, and said, "Allakazam!™ and shook loose_five
handkerchiefs, dl knotted together, dl different colors.

Applause tumbled out over the stage. Shouts and laughter and shrill little cries. Micah Jackson's
body became inhabited by a demon: the demon made legs hop that could never have hopped otherwise,
the old man in the black suit moved about the stage with youthful, fluid grace, prancing, bowing,
skittering.

Rapidly, he pulled wonders from his deeves. He borrowed ayoung cowboy's hat and broke six
eggsinto it and then made the eggs disappear: Presto! He showed the people two bright yellow hoops,
eternally joined asthe links of achain. Strong men tried to pull the hoops apart. Clever men searched for
thetiny hingesthat had to be there, and weren't. Ordinary hoops? Very well. _Rickety-rack , _pom
pety-pom!_ And with aflourish, Dr. Silk separated the hoops and sent them rolling away .

The applause was guns going off now, it was horses sampeding. Dr. Silk ate it and drank it, and
knew that of dl the places he had ever been, Two Forksloved him most. Hed actualy thought he had
been dipping, losing the love that nourished him--and listen to them now!

Obadiah, looking fierce and mysteriousin the light, as a head-hunter ought to look, put the
miracles away with immense style. Sometimes--on times like this--the old man seemed to forget that he
had joined Dr. Silk asthe result of abet: he seemed to remember far-off jungles of Arabian Deserts or



floating idandsin the clouds. Obadiah was old, he partook of the wonder againgt hiswill.

Now Dr. Silk was crawling indde a coffin, and the eyes of the people broadened, and their fists
clenched, and their breath stopped in their throats.

Obadiah's voice boomed majesticaly. "Will somebody from the audience kindly step up and nail
down thelid?'

A farmer let friends push him up onto the stage. He grinned foolishly, and winked, and put his
shouldersinto the hammer. The farmer went back into the crowd, full of triumph. "He's foxed now, you
can wager. He'sin that box for good!”

Obadiah gtretched hisarms and held up alavender curtain and counted: "One! Two! Three!
Four! Areyou ready, Doctor?'

"Reedy!"

And therewas Dr. Silk, standing by the coffin, bowing.

The people ssomped, shouted, yelled, thumped, while the children kept crying, "How'd you do it?
Tdl ushow you didit!"

The miracles went on, wrapping the people of Two Forkstighter and tighter in the spell. Time
ceased to exist, while rabbits hopped out of top hats and cards flew loose like wild pigeons, only to fly
back again, and chairs and tablesfloated on the till night air.

"Fick acard, Sr. Any card.”

(_The pains were coming back, getting into hisbones .)

"Well, | don't know--"

"Got it?"

(_Hot pains, knifing. Get away! )

"Yeah, | guessso!”

"Isthere--" Dr. Silk had to gasp to keep the hurting from his body "--isthere any way | could
have seen that card, Sir?"

"Not that | know of thereain't."

"Sure about that?'

(_Better now; alittle better; passing_.)

"Yesh"

"All right. The card you're holding . . . might it be the ace of spades?'

"God bless us, that'swhat it is, sure enough!™

"Thank you, Sr, thank you. And now--"

The people of Two Forkslistened to a speech made by avillainous looking dummy, they
watched slver dollars gppear from their vests, from their ears, from their hair . . .

(_The pain gathered in his heart, punched, and subsided .)

"If you found it on me, dammit, then | figureitsmine!”

And al the while, the children screeching, " _Please _tell usl How'd you do that one, Dr. Si1k?
Did it really come out of nowhere? Show us how! Please!™

Findly, it wastime for the last magic. Perspiring, Dr. Silk told them about the years he had spent
in Ethiopia, and how the maharga had refused absolutely and how held had to creep into the palacein
the dead of night, a grest risk to hislife, in order to sted the enchanted basket.

"Isit empty, Sr?"

"Empty asit can be!”

"Nothing whatever inside? Hold it up for everybody to see, please. Nothing there?!

"Nope"

"I'd like astrong man, please. A man with muscles, who knows how to throw.”

"Go on, Doody! Go on."

"Ah, thank you. Now then, | want you to take this empty basket and throw it straight up into the
air, ashigh asyou can. Isthat clear?'

"Jugt tossit upintheair, you mean?'

"That'sright. Ready?One. . . two. . . three. .. Throw it, Sr!"



The man threw the basket: it sailed upward. All eyes held it. Then there was an explosion, and
eyesjerked back to Dr. Silk, who stood on the stage with the smoking pistol in his hand. The basket fell
back to the stage, rolled, was till.

"Mr. Doody, would you care to remove the lid?"

The man poked tentatively at the basket's woven tegpot lid. It fell asde.

"TheLord!"

And out of the basket shot a hundred snakes! Red ones, green ones, yellow ones--jerking,
twitching serpentines, like arainbow come suddenly apart.

Dr. Silk looked over a Obadiah, who grinned and winked and immediately hauled out the boxes
of Wonderal.

The people stood smiling out asfar as you could see. Bowing, Dr. Silk listened to their applause;
he listened and felt the love asit cascaded over the oil lamps. And he knew it was the sweetest, most
marvelous feding that could be: he wished he could do more--something to repay them for thislove
which, if they knew it, kept him dive, nourished him, let the heart of Micah Jackson best on. If he could
make them see the magic around them, that would be a repayment--but how many ever saw this magic?
No, he couldn't do that for the people. Y et--.

"How'd you do it?" The high-voiced softly shrill question had become a chant. The children were
ecdatic. "Tell us, tel us, pleasal”

Begging, imploring. Would he do thisfor them, would he, please?

Dr. Sk felt the applgjack--"_Mr. Jackson, if you don't cut it out, you'll be dead in ayear, |
promiseyou "--and his head seemed to dance with the children's question.

Then, dl a once, he knew. He knew what he could give the people. He knew how he could say
thank you and say good-by, gracefully, forever.

"All right," he called. "Gather round, now!"

"What are you gonnado? Y ou gonna. . . show us how the magic's done? Are you?'

Dr. Sk looked at them. Y ou know better than this, he thought, and he thought: It is because
you're going to have the big tricks explained to you in alittle while and you know how you'll fee and you
want them to fed the same? No. It isnt. And it isn't atest, either. Or anything. Just away to repay them.

"Yes" Dr. Slk sad, "l am.”

Obadiah'sjaw fell. Hewalked over quickly. "You ain't redly?' he said.

"I am. The children want it, Obadiah. I'll never be able to do anything e se for them--you know
that. And just look at their eyes.”

"l wouldn't Doctor, swesar to the Lord.”

"He's gonna show udl™

The clapping began again. Everyone pressed close, expectant, waiting.

"Don't doit,” Obadiah said. "Let'sjust sall us some medicine like we aways do and scat.”

But Dr. Sk was aready reaching into the black box.

He removed the enchanted hoops. "Now | want you to pay close attention,” he declared.

"Wewill." "Shhh!"

Carefully, then, with exaggerated smplicity, he showed how there were actudly three hoops,
how two of them fit together and where the third one came from.

The children squedled increduloudly and clapped their hands. Someone said, "I'll be damned, |
will be damned.”

"Show usmore!"

Dr. Silk felt the pain again. "Y ou want to see more?’ he asked. "Y ou redlly and truly do?'

e

Obadiah grunted and sat down.

"Very well." And Dr. Silk went on to show them the magic cane, and how it wasn't magic at dl.
"See" heamiled, "theflowers, which ain't red, they fold up, likethis, ingde the head. They'retheredl the
time. Then | just pressthis here spring and it releases them. | bought it in Chicago at awarehouse. . ."



One by one, carefully, Dr. Sk explained his miracles. The deck of cardsthat contained nothing
but aces of spades; the eggs that really weren't eggs at dl; the coffin that had no bottom. . .

"Judt lift it off, you see, and put it back. Just like that!"

Gradudly the squedlings died. The audience thinned. But the Magic Man did not notice: he could
think of nothing but the love the people had given him and how he_must_ repay them. So he did not fed
the wrinkles jumping back into hisface, or the dust of far-off placesfaling from his suit, or hear the way
the crowd was turning quiet; or see the children'sfaces, with their hundred dimming lights.

When &t last he had come to the enchanted basket--snakes coiled nestly in the flase bottom--Dr.
Silk stopped, and blinked away the wetness. "We're al magicians now,” he said, his smile poised,
walting.

Therewere murmurs beyond the flickering of the lamps, and shufflings.

The people were silent. They looked at one another furtively, and afew giggled, whileafew
wore angry expressions,

Sowly, they began to disperse.

The people began to go away.

Dr. Silk felt the pain another time, more strongly than ever before: amost anew kind of pain,
wrenching at his heart. He saw the boy with the freckles who had been with him this afternoon. The boy's
eyeswere moist. He paused, staring, then he wheeled and tore away into the shadows.

"But, | thought you wanted--" Dr. Silk saw the dark night faces clearly. No one looked back.

The bartender from the Wild Silver Saloon seemed about to say something--hisface wasred and
embarrassed, not angry--but then he turned and walked off too.

In moments the tiny stage, the wagon, stood alone. Dr. Silk did not move. He kept staring over
thelights, just standing there, saring.

"Boss, let'sgo. Let'susgo.”

"Obadiah--" Dr. Silk took ahold of the Negro'sthin shoulders. "They didn't actually believein
me, did they? Did they honestly believe | could--"

Obadiah shrugged. "Let's us get on out of here," he said. Then he began to pick up the tarnished
wonders, quickly, and hurl them into the box.

"All right." Dr. Silk looked down at his hands, at the lint-flecked, worn black suit, at the cracking
patent-leather shoes. "All right." He thought of the children and dl their dying faces, of the men and their
faces--hard and astonished and dumbfounded asif they'd heard God snore, and watched Him get drunk,
and found that He was no different from them, and so, once more, they were left with nothing to believe
in.

Hefdt the pain come rushing.

"Why?Lord, tell methat."

Dr. Silk went through the curtained tunnel back into the wagon and sat down on the straw pallet
and sat there, quietly, and did not move even when the wagon lurched and began to sway.

After along time, hetook off the black suit, the green vest, the white shirt. He got the wax out of
his mustaches.

Then he went to the window and stood there, looking out over the prairie, the moon-drenched,
cool eterna prairie, moving past him. For hours, for miles.

And while he stood there, the hurting grew; it came back into his body, piercing, hard, familiar
hurting.

"Why?"

The wagon stopped.

"Youfed dl right now, Doctor?' Obadiah held onto the door. He looked frightened and |ost.

The Magic Man studied his friend; then he snorted and leaned back and closed his eyes. Hetried
not to think of the people. Hetried not to think of Micah Jackson asking _How's it done?_and then
learning as he would, so soon now, o very soon.

"It reminds me of thetime," he said softly, "in Cdcutta, when | went six months without hearing
the sound of ahuman voice. . ."



Obadiah waked over to the palet and sat down, smiling. "1 don't recal you ever mentioned that
experiencetome, Dr. Silk," he said. "Tdl me about it, would you, please?’

Introduction to
FAIRLADY
by George Clayton Johnson

When | was offered an opportunity to select astory of Charles Beaumont's for this collection, |
immediately thought of "Fair Lady."

It may seem an odd choice.

Asmany of you know it isadight story that takes up only 5 pagesin Beaumont's 183 page
_THE HUNGER And Other Stories , hisfirst story collection. Before being published in_THE
HUNGER , "Fair Lady" had never been printed before, written while Beaumont was till an unknown
young man striving to become a published writer.

A mainstream story like"Fair Lady" hasatough time of it in the marketplace, even though it may
have great merit, smply because it doesnt fit into aconvenient genre. Its very ordinariness and smplicity
worksagaingt it. And yet, thereisalot of fragile magic packed in these few plain pages. The story'stone
perfectly matches its subject matter, and one feels as he reads it that each word has been chosen with
special precison to carry afreightload of ddlicate associations. Its paceis dow and yet the story isa
mode of terseness and suspense containing that quaity which people cal "classc" when they encounter
it.

"Fair Lady" is Charles Beaumont's tenderest short story.

It isabout the joys and perils of living in adreamworld and dedlsin what Beaumont caled "The
Greater Truth."

Cold facts never had much gpped to Beaumont. He was aware of them, but would search
around and over and behind them looking for something better. It was one of his greatest talentsas a
storymaker, what William F. Nolan called "thinking Sdeways'--away of ddiberately ignoring obvious
connectionsto look for the unlikely and to be able to make an emotion-laden case for it--to discover the
warm facts that often made the cold onesirrdlevant. "If you want your castlesto last forever, make them
out of sand," he Oncetold me.

| know from my own experience that many of abeginning writer'sfirst stories are written blindly,
on speculation, often at night on the kitchen table and submitted, aong with a self-addressed stamped
envel ope to addresses culled from the back pages of popular magazines. When the story comes back
more frayed than before with a printed rg ection form that gives no reason for the rejection the writer will
re-examine the manuscript again seeking the flaw that has betrayed him, trying to see with fresh eyesand,
having decided to alter it he must retype it again before submitting it to anew potential market to haveit
returned again and again.

A would-be writer must be very devoted to hisgoal of publication and be prepared for alot of
emotiond punishment dong the way.



If he perseveres he will learn to rewrite, which isthe art of it.

Asanyonewill tel you who has never written astory, itisasmplething to do. You just put a
sheet of paper in atypewriter and let the words flow. Theresult isastory that reads as though it wrote
itdf.

Asanyonewill tell you who haswritten agtory, it isnot quite that Smple. There are usudly many
revisons, editings, and re-writings necessary in order to make a story appear as though there werelittle
effort involved in its crestion.

"Fair Lady" gives evidence of such closerewriting and, oddly for astory with so few eventsor
characters, isvery strongly plotted in that the reader quickly sensesthat the writer knows his destination
exactly dthough it may be an unexpected one, and, athough he may take a deceptive path to get there,
and further, that one will learn something important if he readsto the end.

Rereading this story in order to write an introduction to it | was struck by how much of the story
| remembered from my first reading of it dmost 30 years ago--how much detail, how many dazzling lines
and flashes of ingght were etched into my mind--to me the sign of afird-rate work.

Theingredientsaresmple:

Elouise Baker, an elderly schoolteacher ('. . . unbeautiful and old. And what isathing after all,
when it isno longer young, if it isnot old?), and Oliver O'Shaugnessy, agenia busdriver (. . - abroad
burly man behind the whed who smiled a her with hiseyes.), and an early morning busride, but from
these familiar e ements Beaumont has fashioned a deeply felt excursion into the human heart, reaching out
to touch your emotionsat will (. . . and who could speak with her about love and be on safe ground?).

And, as sweetly sad and starkly tragic asit is, who can deny that it isalove story with ahappy
ending?

Thisintroduction to Charles Beaumont's story "Fair Lady" isintended as atribute to young,
unpublished, unknown Charles LeRoy Nutt who became Charles Beaumont.

FAIRLADY
by Charles Beaumont

"Goto Mexico, Elouise" they had told her. ™Y oull find him there. So she had goneto Mexico
and searched thelittle dry villages and the big dry cities, searched carefully; but she did not find him. So
she left Mexico and came home.

Thenthey said, "Parigl That'sthe place hell be. Only, hurry, Elouise! It's getting late.” But Paris
was across an ocean: it didn't exist, except in young girls hearts and old women's minds, and if she were
to see him there, a_boulevardier_, agay charmer with awine bottle--no, they were wrong. Hewasn't in
Pearis.

In fact--it came to her one day in class, when the sun was not bright and autumn was adead cold
thing outsde--Duane wasn't anywhere. She knew this to be true because a young man with golden hair
and smooth cheeks was standing up reading Agamemnon, and shelistened _and did not dream .

Shedid not even think of Duane--or, asit may have been, Michadl or William or Gregory.

She went home after grading the papers and thought and tried to recal hisfeatures. Then she
looked about her room, amogt, it seemed, for thefirst time: at the faded orange wallpaper, the
darkwood chiffonier, the thin rows of books turned gray and worn by gentle handling over the years. The



years.

She discovered her wrists and the trailing spongy blue veins, the tiny wrinkled skin that was no
longer taut about the hands; and her face, she studied it, too, in the mirror, and saw the face the mirror
gave back to her. Not ugly, not hard, but . unbeautiful, and old. And what isathing, after dl, whenitis
no longer young, if it isnot old?

She searched, pulled out memories from the cedar chest, and listened in the quiet room to her
heart. But he was not there, the tall stranger who waited to love her, only her, Miss Elouise Baker, and
she knew now that he never would be. Because he never was.

It was on that night that Miss Elouise wept softly for death to come and take her away.

And it was on the next morning that she met, and fell in love with, Mr. Oliver O'Shaugnessy.

It happened thisway. Miss Elouise was seated at the bus stop waiting for the 7:2 5, seated there
ason years of other mornings; only now she thought of desth whereas before shedd thought of life, full
and abundant. She was an el derly schoolteacher now, dried-up and desiccated, like Mrs. Ritter or Miss
Ackwright; cold in themorning air, unwarmed by dreams, cold and heavy-lidded from anight of staring,
frightened, into darkness. She sat done, waiting for the 7:25.

It came out of the mist with ponderous grace, its old motor loud with the cold. It rumbled down
the street, then swerved and groaned to a stop before the triangular yellow sign. The doors hissed open
and it paused, breathing heavily.

But Miss Elouise stared right into the red paint, sat and stared in the noise and the smoke and
didn't moveat dl or even blink.

The voice cameto her soft and undlarmed, amost soothing: Y ou wouldn't be sitting there
thinking up waysto keep the kiddies after school, would you?'

She looked up and saw the driver.

"I'm sorry. | ... must have dozed off."

She got insde and began to walk to her seet, the one she'd occupied every morning for amillion
years.

Then it happened. A rushing into existence, arunning, abeing. Later shetried to remember her
impressions of the surrounding few seconds. She recalled that the bus was empty of passengers. That the
advertising signs up above had been changed. That the floor had not been properly swept out. Willed or
unwilled, it happened then, at the moment she reached her seat and the doors hissed closed. With these
words it happened:

_FarLady .

"What did you say?'

"Unlessyou're under twelve years of age, which you'd have ahard time persuading me of, miss,
I'll have to ask the company'srightful fare." Then gently, softly, like the laughter of elves: "It'sawicked,
money-minded world, and me probably the worst of al, but that's what makesit spin.”

Miss Elouise looked at the large red-faced man in the early-morning fresh uniform creased from
theiron and crisp. The cap, tilted back over the gray locks of hair; the chunks of flesh straining the
clothestight and rolling out over the belt; at the big, broad, burly man behind the whed who smiled at her
with hiseyes. Shelooked at Oliver O'Shaugnessy, whom she'd seen before and before and never seen
before this moment.

Then she dropped a dime into the old-fashioned black coin box and sat down.

But not in her usual seat. She sat down in the sest first back from the man who'd said Fair Lady
when it took just those words out of afat dictionary of wordsto bring her to life.

That's how it happened. As mysterioudy, as unreasonably as any great love has ever happened.
And Miss Elouise, from that time on, didn't question or doubt or, for that matter, even think about it
much. She just accepted.

And it made the old dream an embarrassed little thing. A pale, dated matinee illuson--she
couldn't even bear to think of it, now, with itsrandy smell of shieks on horseback and dark strangers
from acardboard nowhere. Duane. . . what an effete ass he turned out to be, and to think: she might
actually have met him and been crushed and forsaken and forever logt . . .



Now, she could once again take up her interest in books and art and music, and, in alittle while,
it dl came--shewasloving her job--loving it. And before, she hated it with her soul. Sincefdling inlove
with Oliver O'Shaugnessy, these things were hers. She grew young and hedlthy and wore a secret smile
wherever she went.

Every morning, then, Miss Elouise would hurry to the bus stop and wait while her heart rattled
fast. And, sure enough, the bus would come and it would be empty--most of the time, anyway: when it
was not empty, she felt that intruders or in-laws had moved in for avigt. But, mogtly it was empty.

For thirty minutes every morning, shewould live yearsof life. And dowly, ddicioudy, she came
to know Oliver aswell asto love him. He grew dearer to her as she found, each day, new sidesto him,
new facets of hisgreat persondity. For example, his moods became more readily apparent, though
hidden behind the smile he awayswore for her: she came to know his moods. On some days he felt
perfectly wretched; on others, tired and vaguely disturbed; till other days found him bursting with spring
cheer, happy asafed child. Once, even, Oliver was deeply introspective and his smile was weary and
forced as he revolved the large wedding ring on thisthird finger Ieft hand. Through all, he changed and
broadened and grew tall, and sheloved him with dl her heart.

Of course she never spoke of thesethings. Ever. In fact, they conversed practicaly not at al. He
had no way of guessing the truth, though at times Miss Elouise thought perhaps he did.

Together, it was perfect. And what more can be said?

For three years Miss Elouise rode with Oliver O'Shaugnessy, her lover, every morning, every
morning without fail. Except for that awful day each week when he did not work--and these were dark,
empty days, full of longing. But they passed. And it gave such wingsto her spirit that she fdlt truly no one
intheworld could be quite so happy. Fulfillment there was, and quiet contentment. No wifein bed with
her hushand had even known one tenth thisintimacy; no youngstersin the country under August stars had
ever come near to the romance that was hers; nor had ever awoman known such felicity, unspoken,
undemanded, but so richly there.

For three magic years. And who could speak with her about love and be on fair ground?

Then, there came amorning. A morning cold as the one of years before, when she had thought of
death, and Miss Elouise felt achill enter her heart and lodge there. She glanced at her watch and looked
at the street, misted and empty and wet gray. It was not late, it was not Oliver's day off, nothing had
happened--therefore, why should she be afraid? Nevertheless, she was afraid.

The bus came. It swung around the corner far ahead and rolled toward her and cameto its stop
and, without thinking or looking, she got on.

And saw.

Oliver O'Shaugnessy was not there.

A strange young man with blond hair and thick glasses sat at the whed . Miss Elouise felt
everything loosen and break apart and start to drift off. She wasterrified, suddenly, frozen like achina
figurine, and she did not even try to move or understand.

It was not merdly that something had been taken--as her father had been taken, her father whom
sheloved so very much. Not merely that. It was knowing, al at once, that she _herself  was being taken,
pushed out of aworld sheld believed in and told to stay away.

Once sheld known awoman who was insane. They would say to thiswoman, ™Y ou were
walking through the house last night, and laughing,” and the woman, who never laughed, she wouldn't
remember and her eyes would widen in fear and shewould say, later, in alost voice: "I wonder what |
could have beenlaughing at . . ."

There was athroaty noise, aloud cough.

"Who areyou?' Miss Elouise said.

"Beg pardon?' the young man said.

"WhereisOliver?'

"O'Shaugnessy? Got transferred. Takes the Randolphe route now."

Transferred . . .

Miss Elouise felt that acageful of little black ugly birds had suddenly been released and that they



beat their wings againgt her heart. She remembered the londliness and how the londliness had died and
been replaced with something good and clean and fine and built of every lovely dreamin dl the world.

She got off the bus at the next stop and went home and thought al that day and into the night.
Vey lateintothenight . . .

Then, the birds went away.

She smiled, as she had been smiling for these years, and, when the morning came again, she
made atelephone cal. Retirement--for Miss Elouise? Why certainly she was dueit, but--.

She worked busily as ahousewife, packing, moving, setting straight the vacant room, telling her
goodbyes.

It took time. But not much, redly, and she worked so fast and s0 hard she had little time to think.
The daysflew.

And then it was done.

And, smiling, she sat one morning in new air, on anew corner two blocks from her new home,
and she waited for the bus.

And presently, asloverswill, her lover cameto her.

A POINT OF HONOR
by Charles Beaumont

Today Mrs. Martinez did not practice on the organ, so St. Christopher's was full of the quiet that
made Julio fed strange and afraid. He hated thisfedling, and, when he touched the spongein the fountain
of Holy Water--brittle and gray-caked, like an old woman's wrist--he thought of sitting doneinthebig
church and decided that tomorrow would be time enough to pray. Making the Sign of the Cross, he put a
dime and two penniesinto the poor box and went back down the stone gairs.

The rain was not much. It drifted in fine mist from the high iron-colored clouds, freckling the dry
dreets briefly, then disappearing.

Julio wished that it would rain or that it would not rain.

He hurried over to the young man who was il leaning againgt the fender of acar, till cleaning
hisfingernails with a pocket knife. The young man looked up, surprised.

"Solet'sgo," Julio said, and they started to walk.

"That wasaquickie," the young man said.

Julio didn't answer. He should have gonein and prayed and then he wouldn't be so scared now.
He thought of the next few hours, of Paco and what would be said if it were known how scared heredly
was.

"I could say your mom got sick, or something. That'swhat Shark pulled and he got out of it,
remember.”

"Gy

"So nothing, for Chrissakes. Y ou want me to mind my own business-dl right.”

Danny Arriagawas Julio's best friend. Y ou can't hide things from your best friend. Besides,



Danny was older, old enough to start a mustache, and he'd been around: he had even been in trouble
with awoman once and there was a child, which had shocked Julio when hefirst heard about it, though
later he wasfilled with great envy. Danny was smart and he wasn't soft. He'd take over, some day. So
Julio would have to pretend.

"Look, I'm sorry--okay by you?"'

"Jmdandy."

"I'm nervousisal. Can't aguy get nervous without he's chicken?”

They walked silently for awhile. The heat of the sun and the half-rain had |eft the evening airless
and sticky, and both boys were perspiring. They wore faded blue jeans which hung tight to their legs, and
leather flying jacketswith THE ACES crudely lettered in, whitewash on the backs. Their hair was deep
black, straight and profuse, climbing down their necksto afina point on each; their shoes were brightly
shined, but their T-shirts were grimy and speckled with holes. Julio had poked the holesin his shirt with
hisfinger, one night.

They walked across the sdewalk to alawn, down the lawn's decline to the artificia lake and
along the lake's edge. There were no boats out yet.

"Danny," Julio said, "why you suppose Paco picked me?'

Danny Arriagashrugged. "Y our turn.”

"Y eah, but what'sit going to be?"

"For you one thing, for another guy something ese. Who knows? It's al what Paco dreams up.”

Julio stopped when he saw that they were approaching the boathouse. "1 don't want to do it, I'm
chicken--right?'

Danny shrugged again and took out acigarette. "1 told you what | would've told Paco, but you
didn't want to. Now it'stoo late.”

"Gimme abomb,” Julio said.

For thefirst time, suddenly, as he wondered what he had to do tonight, he remembered a crazy
old man he had laughed a once in hisfather's pharmacy on San Julian Street and how hurt hisfather had
been because the old man was a shellshock case from thefirst world war and couldn't hep hisinfirmity.
Hefdt likethe old man now.

"Better not crap around like this," Danny said, "or Paco'll start wondering.”

"Let himwonder! All right, dl right."

They continued along the edge of the lake. It was dmost dark now, and presently they cameto
the rear door of the park's boathouse. Danny looked at Julio once, stamped out his cigarette and rapped
on the door.

"Check the playboys," somebody said, opening the door.

"Cramit,” Danny said. "Wegot held up.”

"That'saswitch.”

Julio began to fed sck in hisstomach.

They weredl there. And Julio knew why: to seeif he would chicken out.

Lined up againg the far wall, Gerry Sanchez, Jesus Rivera, Manud Moraesand histwo little
brothers who aways tagged along wherever he went; seated in two of the battery boats, Hernando and
Juan Verdugo and Albert Dominguin. All slent and in their lesther-jacket-and-jeans uniforms. Inthe
center of the big room was Paco.

Julio gestured a greeting with his hand, and immediately began to fear the eyesthat were turned
onhim.

Paco Maria Christoba y Mendez was a powerfully muscled, dark and darkhaired youth of
seventeen. He sat tipped back in awicker chair, with hisarms stretched behind his head, staring at Julio,
squinting through the cigarette smoke.

"What, you stop in amuseum on theway?' Paco said. Everybody laughed. Julio laughed.

"What are you talking?| ain't o late as dl that."



"Forty-five minutesistoo late." Paco reached to the table and moved a bottle forward.

"Speech me," Julio said. "Speech me.”

"Hey, listen, you guyd Ligten. Julio'scracking wise.”

"Who's cracking wise? L ook, so I'm here, so what should | do?!

Danny was looking at his shoes.

Paco rubbed hisface. It glistened with hot sweat and was inflamed where the light beard had
caused irritations. "Got ahot job for Julio tonight,” he said. "Know what it is?"

"How should I know?" Julio tried hard to keep hisvoice steadly.

"Great kidders, you English,” Paco said. "Hey, you guys, he don't know." He looked over at
Danny Arriaga. "You didn't tdl him?"

"For Chrissakes," Danny said.

"All right, dl right, s0. Y ou gtill want in The Aces?'

Julio nodded.

"By which means you got to do whatever | say you got to do, no matter what, right? Okay."
Paco drank from the bottle and passed it to Manuel Morales, who drank and gave the bottle to the
younger of hisbrothers, who only wet hislipsand gaveit back.

Julio knew held have to wait, because he remembered Albert's initiation, and how Paco had
stalled and watched to see how scared he got. They'd sent Albert to swipe a car that was owned by the
manager of Pacific Fruit who aways |eft the key in. That wasn't so bad, even if Albert did wreck the car
the same night, driving it back to the club. Swiping acar would be al right.

But from the way Danny looked, it wasn't going to be anything like that. Paco had it in for him
ever snce hefound out about his going to church. Though there must be moreto it, because Julio knew
that Hernando and Juan went to church, too.

Something deep and strange, hard to figure.

But strong.

"Pretty soonit'stime,” Paco said, leaning back in the chair. The otherswere smiling.

The boats rocked uneesily in the small currents, ashort drifting.

Julio thought about Paco, about how hed cometo The Aces. It was Danny who joined firg, long
before, even before Julio was wearing jeans. Paco was later, anew guy on the street. Mr. Mendez was
dead, and his mother worked in the Chinese grocery on Aliso Street with the dead cats in the window.
No organization to the club, then. Paco moved in and organized. He beat up Vincente Santa Cruz, who
was the strongest guy in the Heights, and he introduced the guys to marijuana and showed them where to
get it. Hed been booked three times at the jail and was seen with girlstagging after him, even though he
wasn't good-looking, only strong and powerful. Danny admired Paco. Julio didn't, but he respected him.

"Charge up, kid." Paco opened apill box which contained four crude cigarettes.

"Afterwards" Julio said.

"So okay. Afterwards." Paco grinned and winked at the others.

Therewas silence again: only the water doshing againgt the boats and the painful creek of the
wicker chair straining back and forth.

The room wasvery smal. THE ACES was whitewashed on thewalls, and initidswere carved in
various places. Except Julio's. Hiswere not on any of thewalls. That distinction would come only when
hed finished hisjob.

No one seemed prepared to break the quiet.

Julio thought, Danny knows. He knew al aong, but he wouldn't tell me. Danny was afull-fledged
member now. He'd had to break windows out of Mgor Jewelry and swipe enough watches for the gang.
A tough assgnment, because of the copswho prowled and wandered around all the time. It took nerve.
Julio had broken into a store himsdlf, though--atire shop--and so he knew he could do it again, athough
he remembered how afraid he had been.

Why wouldn't they tell him, for Chrissakes? Why stdl? If they'd only tell him now, hed go right
out, he was sure. But, any later.

"Scared?' Paco asked, lighting another cigarette and taking off hisjacket.



"Ligten close--you'll hear me shaking,” Julio said.

Danny amiled.

Paco frowned and brought his chair forward with aloud noise.

"What are you so cocky--I'll give you in the mouth in aminute. | asked aquestion.”

"No. | ain't scared.”

"That'sacrock of shit. Who are you trying to kid, anyway? Me?'

Suddenly Julio hated thisleering, posturing Paco as he had never hated a person before. He
looked at hisfriend Danny, but Danny was looking elsewhere.

"Mackerel snapper, isnt it, Julio?' Paco scratched hisleg loudly. "What did you, go to confession
today or was the priest busy in the back room?' He amiled.

Julio clenched hisfigts. "Gimmeto do, aready," he said; and, dl at once, he thought of hisfather,
Papa V dasquez. Papawould be working late right now, in the pharmacy, mixing sodas and
prescriptions. Business was very good, with the new housing project and al the new trade.

Julio was going to be a pharmacist--everybody knew that, though no one believed it. No one but
Father Laurent: hetalked to Julio many times, softly, understandingly. And there were many timeswhen
Julio wanted to tell the priest what he had done--about the motorcycle or the time he helped the guys
push tea--but he could never seem to get the words out.

Hewaited, handstight together, listening to the breathing, and thinking: | could go right to the
drugstore now, if | wanted. It wasonly amileaway . ..

He deared histhroat. Albert Dominguin was staring a him.

And now Danny Arriagawas getting sore, too: Julio could tell.

"Y ou want to know, huh? Guys--think | should tell him?"

"Tdl him dready,” Danny snapped, rising to hisfeet. Helooked alot bigger than Paco, suddenly.
"Now."

"Who asked for your mouth?' Paco said, glaring. He looked quickly away. "All right, Julio. But
first you got to seethis.”

Paco reached in his pocket and took out alarge bone-handled knife. Julio didn't move.

"Ever useone, kid?'

"Yesh"

"Hey, no shit? What do you think, guys--Julio's an expert!" Paco pressed a button on the knife
with histhumb. A long silver blade flashed out, glittering in the greenish light of the boathouse,
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"So you're going to useit tonight, Julio,” Paco said, grinning broadly and rocking in the chair. The
others crouched and held their cigarettesin their mouths.

Danny seemed about to spesk up, but he held himsdlf in check.

"Onwhat?' Julio said.

"No, kid--not on _what_, on_who _." Paco flipped the knife toward Julio's foot, but it landed
handle-down and did to acorner. Julio picked it up, pressed the button, folded back the blade and put
the knifein his pocket.

"All right, who. Onwho?'

He remembered what the Kats had done to the old woman over on Pregunta. For eighty-three
cents.

"A dirty son of abitch that'sgot it coming,” Paco said. He waited. "Hey, kid, what'swrong? Y ou
look sick.”

"What are you talking, for Chrissakes? What do you want | should do?’

"Carry out avery important mission for our group, that'swhat. Y ou're avery important man,
Julio Veasguez. Know that?"

Near Cuernavaca, by the caverns of Cacahuamilpa, Grandfather had seen aman lying till inthe
bushes. The man was dead. But not only that--he had been dead for along time. Grandfather used to Sit
after the coffee and tell about it; and it was dways terrifying because Grandfather had a quiet way of
talking, without emphasis, without excitement.



--"_Quienfuee hombre, Pgpa? "

--"_Quien Un hombre muy importante en € pueblo! "

Always, theii the dow description, unrolling like one of Mamals stringballs. The man had been a
rich one of thevillage, influentia and well liked, owner of abeautiful hacienda, over two thousand acres
of land. Then one night he didn't come back when he should have, and the next night it was the same, and
the next night, and after the searches, he was forgotten. It was Grandfather who found him. But the flies
and the vultures had found him firgt.

--"_Como muri6 € hombre? " He had been murdered. The knifewas gtill between hisribsand
the flesh had softened and decayed around the knife.

Degth. ..

Julio dwaysthought of death asthe rich man from Cuernavaca

"What'd he do?' Julio asked. "Thisguy."

"He got to do something?' Paco said, laughing. Then: "Plenty. Y ou know when we al went to the
Orpheum the other night and you had to stay home on account of your old man or something?*

"Yegh. Sure”

"Okay. They got Billy Daniels and a picture that's supposed to be good, y'know? Okay, we start
to pay when the chick at the window picks up the phone and says, 'Wait aminute.’ Pretty soon the brass
comes out and startsto look us over, real cool, see, like he had abug up or something. | talk to him and
itsall right--we go in. Five goddam dollars. So--the show stinks, the movie: it's cornball, and we go to
get our loot back. Guy at the window now, no broad. He says 'Nooo.' | ask to see the manager, but he's
gone. They won't give us back our loot. What do we do? What would _you do, Julio?"

"Raseadink.”

"Y ou bet your sweet ass. That's what we do, what happens? Big Jew punk comes barrelin' down
the aide, says he's the assistant manager. We got to blow, see. But no loot, no, man. Then he took
Albert by the hair and kicked him. Right, Albert?’

Albert nodded.

"So naturdly thisisn't for The Aces. | didn't say nothing after that, except | let the schmuck know
he'd get his, later on. So we just casually walked out. And here's the thing--" Paco's eyes narrowed
dramatically. "That louseis still waking around, Julio, like he never done athing to anybody, like he never
insulted dl of us. Know what he said? Know what he called us, Julio?"

"What'd hecdl you?'

"Pachooks. Wetbacks. Dirty Mex bastards. Crapped his mouth off like that in front of
everybody in the show."

"So you want him cut up?”'

Paco rocked and smiled. "No, not just cut up. | want that liddle-Y iddle dead, where he can't
crap off any more. That's your assgnment, Julio. Bring back hisears.”

Julio glanced at Danny, who was not smiling. The otherswere very quiet. They dl looked at him.

"When'she get off?* Julio asked, findly.

"Ten-thirty. Hewalks down Los Angeles gtreet, then he hits Third, down Third till he's around
the junction. It'sabreak, Julio. Wefollowed him for three nights, and there's never anybody around the
junction. Get him when he's passing the boon docks over to Alameda. Nobody'll ever seeyou.”

"How will I know him?'

"Fat dob. Big nose, big ears, curly brown hair. Carries something, maybe his lunch-pail--you
might bring that back with you. Albert'll go aong and point him out, in case he wantsto try to give you
trouble. HE's big, but you can take him."

Julio felt the knifein his pocket. He nodded.

"All right, sothisisit. You and Albert, take off in haf an hour, wait and hang around the loading
docks, but make sure nobody sees you. Then check the time and grab a spot behind the track next to
Merchant Truck--you know whereit is. Hell passthere around eeven. All right?”

Julio reached for the pill box and controlled hisfingers asthey removed the last cigarette. Paco
grinned.



"So in the meantime, let's have our meeting. Whoever got what, lay it out on the floor."

The boys began reaching into the bags and parcels, and into their pockets, and taking out
watches and rings and handfuls of money. These itemsthey spread on thefloor.

Therich man, dulio thought, lying till in the bushes, with hisfat dead face, waiting for theflies,
waiting, while alittle Mexican boy with red wet handsrunsaway, fas, fast . . .

The grating sound of heavy machinery being pushed across cement came muffled through the
wooden doors of the freight dock. There were afew indistinct voices, and the distant hum of other
machinesthat never stopped working.

The night was il airless. Julio and Albert Dominguin walked aong the vacant land by the
boxcar, clinging to the shadows and speaking little.

Findly Juliosad, "Thisguy redly do dl that that Paco said?'

"Hegot smart,” Albert said.

"Kick you?'

"You could call it that. Just as good.”

"So what kind of stink you guysraiseto causedl that?'

"Nothing."

"Nothing my ass”

"Aah, you know Paco. He got p-o'ed at the picture and started to horse around. Dropped a beer
bottle off of the balcony or something, | don't know."

"Then this guy booted you guysout?’

" egh”

"Did Paco givehim afight?'

"No," Albert said, thoughtfully. They climbed up the side of acar and jumped from the top to the
ground. "He'stoo smart for that. They would of caled the copsand dl that kind of crap. Thisway's

"y egh”

"Nervous?'

"Y eah, red nervous. I'm dying to desth, I'm o frigging nervous. Listen--when | get through
tonight, Paco and dl the rest of you guys better lay off me."

"Dontworry."

"Sowhat isit?"

"Twenty-of. Thisisthe place--he went by right over there."

Julio wondered if Albert could hear his heart. And if Albert could read histhoughts

Hefdt the greasy knife handle dip in his hands, so he took it out and wiped it on histrousers and
tested it. He pushed the point of the blade into the soft wood of a car, pretending it was the Jewish boy's
neck.

He pulled the knife and didn't do that any more.

They sat on the cindery ground beside ahuge iron whed!.

"Redly ara, hun?' Juliosad.

"Themogt," Albert said.

"How old?'

"Who knows--twenty-five, thirty. Y ou can't tell with them.”

"Y ou don't suppose he--I mean this guy--you don't think he's got afamily or anything like that,
doyou?'

"What the hell kind of thing isthat to say? Chrigt, no! Who'd marry agreaseball dob like that?*
Albert laughed softly, and took from hisleather jacket pocket aredhandled knife that had to be operated
manualy. He opened it and began to clean hisfingernails. Every two or three seconds he glanced up
toward the dark unpaved strest.

"So nobody'sgoing to miss_him_, right?" Julio said.



"No. We're going to al break down and cry. What's the matter, you chickening out? If you are, |
an't going to St hereon my can dl--"

Julio clutched Albert's shirt-front and gathered it in hisfist. " Shut up. Y ou hear? Shut your
goddam face about that stuff or I'll break it for you."

"Shhh, quiet down. . . well talk later. Let go. If you want to screw everything, just keep shooting
your mouth.”

Julio felt perspiration course down hislegs.

Hetried to stop the shudder.

"Okay," hesaid.

Ontracksamiledigtant astring of freight cars lumbered clumsily out of asiding, punching with
heavy sounds at the night. There were tiny human noises, too, like smal birds high out of sght.
Otherwise, there was only his own breathing.

"I want to hear 'mackerel snapper' when thisisover,” Julio said.

"You an't done nothing yet," Albert said, looking away quickly.

"Screw you," Julio said. But hisvoice started to crack, so he forced ayawn and stretched out his
legs. " So when the hdll we going to get agoddam sickle?' he said.

Albert didn't answer.

"Kind of agang isthis, anyway, we don't have any goddam sickles?"

"Five-of. He ought to be dong pretty quick now."

Julio grinned, closed the knife, reopened it with aswift soft click, closed it again. His handswere
moist and the knife handle was coated with agrimy sweat which made it dippery. Hewiped it carefully
aong thesdesof hisjeans.

"The Kats have got sickles. Five, for Chrissakes."

"Kats, schmats" Albert said. "Knock it off, will you?"

"What's the matter, Albert? Don't tell me you're scared!”

Albert drew back hisfist and hit Julio's shoulder, then quickly put afinger to hislips.”_Shhh! "

They listened.

It was nothing.

"Hey, little boy, hey Albert, know what?" Julio combed his hair. "Know what | know? Paco, he
don't think I'll do it. He wants you and Ito come back so he can give with the big-man routine. He don't
think I'll doiit."

Albert looked interested.

"He'sreal sharp. Having agreat big bal right now. Wheré€'sit going to put him when we get back
with the Jewboy's ears?" Julio laughed.

In the stillness, footsteps rang sharply on the ground, but ponderoudly as gravel was crunched
and stones were sent snapping.

The footsteps grew louder.

Albert listened, then he rose dowly and brushed the dirt from hisjeans. He opened hisknife,
looked at Julio and Julio got up. They hunched close by the shadow of the boxcar.

The stepswereirregular, and for amoment Julio thought it sounded like awoman. For another
moment he heard Grandfather's words and saw the carrion in the brushes.

The images scattered and disappeared.

"Dumb jerk don't know what he walking into, right?" Julio whispered. The words frightened him.
Albert wasn't moving. "Wetbacks. Greasers. Mex--right? Okay. Okay, Albert? Okay." The blade
gprang out of the handle.

"Shut up,” Albert whispered. "There heis. Seehim?”’

There were no streetlamps, so the figure was indistinct. In the darkness it could be determined
that the figure was that of aman: heavy s&t, not old, walking dowly, dmogt asif hewere afraid of
something.



"That'shim," Albert said, |etting out a stream of breeth.

Julio'sthroat was dry. It pained him when hetried to swalow. "Okay," he said.

Albert said, "Okay, look. Go up and pretend you want a handout, y'know? Make it good. Then
let him haveit, right away."

"| thought | saw something,” Julio said.

"What's that supposed to mean?"

"| thought | saw something, | thought | saw something. Y ou mind?'

"Where?'

"l couldn't make out.”

"Who you bulling?Y ou want to go back?"

"All right, 0| waswrong."

The figure had passed the boxcar and disappeared into the shadows, but the footsteps were il
Clear.

"Youready?' Albert said.

Julio paused, then he nodded.

"The hell," Albert said. "Y ou're scared green. Y ou'll probably louseit al up. Let's go back.”

Julio thought of going back. Of what would be said, of dl the eyesturned on him like ominous
spotlights. The laughter he heard was what he hated most.

Albert looked anxious; the footsteps were dying away.

"Screw you," Julio said. "Y ou coming with, or not?" He put the knife up hisdeeve and held it
there with his pam cupped undernegth.

Albert rubbed his hands along hisshirt. "All right, I'll follow you--about aminute. Sixty seconds.”

Julio listened. Suddenly he didn't tremble any more, though histhroat was till dry. There wasno
more picturesin hismind.

Hewaited, counting.

Then he smiled at Albert and started to walk.

It will take only afew minutes, he thought. No onewill see. No onewill give Julio Vaasguez the
old crap about chicken after this. No one.

Up ahead, he could see the man. No one e se: just the man who was alouse and who didn't
deservetolive.

And the long shadows.

Helooked over his shoulder once, but the darkness seemed alive, o he jerked his head around
and walked faster, with less care.

At last he caught up with the man.

"Hey, miger," Juliosad.

Introduction to
THE HUNGER
by Richard Chrigtian Matheson



| wasyoung and saw him rarely.

But when he was around, | dwayswatched him secretly; entranced.

Asif hewerelined with k.

Hewasn't feding well by then and seemed like aweary Merlin. Grey; half-voiced. But
incantation phosphored in histired eyes.

Wizards are strong.

For years heldd dchemized words into sublime ideas. Those into haunting tales of charm and
tragedy. Mydtic. Despairing. Beautiful.

Magicdly, he even turned too few yearsinto astunning lifetime. And when he disappeared for
thefina time, not in a puff of smoke, but quiet deep, he left us afew secrets, mapsto hismiracles. This
oneiscaled The Hunger.

Water to wine. Brilliance and poetry from paper and ink. He could do anything.

Except liveforever.

Farewell great magician.

THE HUNGER
by Charles Beaumont

Now, with the sun dmost gone, the sky looked wounded--as if agigantic razor had been drawn
acrossit, dicing deep. It bled richly. And the wind, which came down from High Mountain, cool asrain,
sounded alittle like children crying: a soft, unhappy kind of sound, risng and falling. Afraid, somehow, it
seemed to Julia. Terribly afraid.

She quickened her step. I'm anidiot, she thought, looking away from the sky. A completeidiot.
That'swhy I'm frightened now; and if anything happens--which it won't, and can't--then I'll have no one
to blame but mysdf.

She shifted the bag of groceriesto her other arm and turned, dightly. There was no onein sight,
except old Mr. Hannaford, pulling in his newspaper stands, preparing to close up the drug-store, and
Jake Spiker, barely moving acrossto the Blue Haven for aglass of beer: no one ese. Therippling red
brick streets were silent.

But even if she got nearly dl the way home, she could scream and someone would heer her.
Who would be fool enough to try anything right out in the open? Not even alunatic. Besides, it wasn't
dark yet, not technically, anyway.

Stll, as she passed the vacant lots, dl shoulder-high in wild grass, Julia could not help thinking,
He might be hiding there, right now. It was possible. Hiding there, al crouched up, waiting. And held only
have to grab her, and--she wouldn't scream. She knew that suddenly, and the thought terrified her.
Sometimesyou _can't _scream. . .

If only sheld not bothered to get that spool of yellow thread over at Y ounger's, it would be bright
daylight now, bright clear daylight. And-- Nonsense! Thiswas the middle of the town. She was
surrounded by houses full of people. People dl around. Everywhere.

(_Hewas ahunger; aneed; aforce. Dark emptiness filled him. He moved, when he moved, like
aleaf caught in some dark and secret river, rushing. But mostly he dept now, an animd, awaysready to
wake and leap and begone_. . .)



The shadows cameto life, dancing where Juliawaked. Now the sky was ugly and festered, and
the wind had become stronger, colder. She clicked dong the sdewalk, looking straight ahead,
wondering, Why, why am | so infernaly stupid? What's the matter with me?

Then shewas home, and it was dl over. Thetrip had taken not more than haf an hour. And here
was Maud, running. Juliafet her sgter'sarmsfly around her, hugging. "God, my God."

And Louisgsvoice: "Wewerejust about to call Mick to go after you."

Julia pulled free and went into the kitchen and put down the bag of groceries.

"Wherein theworld have you been?' Maud demanded.

"| had to get something at Y ounger's.” Juliatook off her coat. "They had to go look for it, and--I
didn't keep track of thetime."

Maud shook her head. "Wdll, | don't know," she said wearily. "Y ou'rejust lucky youre dive,
thet'sdl.”

"NOW--"

"You listen! He's out there somewhere. Don't you understand that? It's afact. They haven't even
come closeto catching him yet.”

"They will," Juliasaid, not knowing why: shewasn't entirely convinced of it.

"Of coursethey will. Meantime, how many moreis he going to murder? Can you answer me
thet?'

"I'm going to put my coat away." Juliabrushed past her sster. Then sheturned and said, "I'm
sorry you were worried. It won't happen again.” She went to the closet, feding strangely upset. They
would talk about it tonight. All night. Andlyzing, hinting, questioning. They would talk of nothing dse, as
from the very first. And they would not be able to concedl their ddight.

"Waan't it awful about poor Eva Schillings?!

No, Juliahad thought: from her Sster's point of view it was not awful at al. It waswonderful. It
was priceless.

It was news.

Julidsggers. . . Sometimes she thought of them asmice. Giant gray mice, in high white collars:
groaning alittle, panting alittle, working about the house. Endlesdy, untiringly: they would squint a
pictures, knock them crooked, then straighten them again; they swept invisble dust from clean carpets
and took theinvisible dust outside in shining pans and dumped it carefully into spotless applebaskets; they
stood by beds whose sheets shone gleaming white and tight, and clucked in soft disgust, and replaced the
sheetswith others. All day, every day, from six in the morning until most definite dusk. Never questioning,
never doubting that the work had to be done.

They ran like arteries through the old house, keeping it dive. For it had become now a part of
them, and they a part of it--like the handcrank mahogany Victrolain the hail, or the lion-pelted sofa, or
the Boutelle piano (ten years silent, its keys yellowed and decayed and ferocious, like the teeth of an
aged mule).

Nights, they spoke of sin. Also of other times and better days: Maud and Louise-- Sitting therein
the bellying heat of the obsolete but steadfast stove, hooking rugs, crocheting doilies, sewing linen,
chatting, chatting.

Occasiondly Julialistened, because she was there and there was nothing ese to do; but mostly
shedidn'. It had become asimple thing to rock and nod and think of nothing at al, while _they traded
dreams and dead hushands, constantly rdlishing their mutua widowhood--rdishing it!--pitching these
fragile ghostsinto moral combet. "Ernie, God rest him, was an honorable man.” (So werethey dl, Julia
would think, all honorable men; but we are here to praise Caesar, not to bury him ...)" Jack would be
divetoday if it hadn't been for the trunk lid damming down on his head: that'swhat started it all.” Poor
Ernie! Poor Jack!

(_Hewalked aong therailroad tracks, blending with the night. He could have been young, or
old: an age-hiding beard dirtied hisface and throat. He wore a blue sweater, ripped in a dozen places.
On thefront of the sweater was sewn alarge fdt letter: E. Also sewn therewas asmal design showing a
football and cdipers. His gray trousers were dark with astain where he had fouled them. He walked



aong the tracks, seeing and not seeing the pulse of light far ahead; thinking and not thinking, Perhaps 1l
find it there, Perhaps they won't catch me, Perhaps | won't be hungry any more_. . .)

"Y ou forgot the margarine,” Louise said, holding the large sack upside down.

"Did 1?1'm sorry." Juliatook her place at the table. The food immediately began to make her ill:
thesight of it, the smell of it. Great bowls of beans, crigp-skinned chunks of turkey, mashed potatoes.
She put some on her plate, and watched her sisters. They ate earnestly; and now, for no reason, this, too,
was upsetting.

She looked away. What wasit? What was wrong?

"Mick saysthat fellow didn't die," Maud announced. "Julia-"

"What fdlow?'

"At the asylum, that got choked. He's going to bedl right.”

"That'sgood."

Louise broke a square of toast. She addressed Maud: "What €l se did he say, when you talked to
him? Arethey making any progress?'

"Some. | understand there's abunch of police coming down from Seettle. If they don't get himin
afew days, they'll bring in some bloodhounds from out-of-state. Of course, you can imagine how much
Mick likes_that! "

"Wdl, it'shisown fault. If he was any kind of asheriff, hed of caught that fellow along time
beforethis. | mean, after dl, Burlington just isn't that big." Louise dismembered aturkey leg, ripped little
shreds of the meat off, put them into her mouth.

Maud shook her head. "'l don't know. Mick clamsit isn't like catching an ordinary criminal. With
this one, you never can guess what he's going to do, or where helll be. Nobody has figured out how he
daysdive, for ingance.

"Probably," Louise sad, "he eats bugs and things."

Juliafolded her napkin quickly and pressed it onto the table.

Maud said, "No. Most likely hefinds stray dogs and cats.”

They finished the med in sllence. Not, Juliaknew, because there was any [ull in thought: merely
so therest could be savored in the living room, next to thefire. A proper place for everything.

They moved out of the kitchen. Louiseinssted on doing the dishes, while Maud settled &t the
radio and tried to find aloca news broadcast. Findly she snapped the radio off, angrily. "Y ou'd think
they'd at least keep usinformed! Isn't that the least they could do?!

Louise materidized in her favorite chair. The kitchen was dark. The stove warmed noidlly, its
meta Sdesundulating.

Andit wastime.

"Where do you suppose heisright now?" Maud asked.

Louise shrugged. "Out there somewhere. If they'd got him, Mick would of caled us. HE's out
there somewhere."

"Yes Laughing at al of us, too, I'll wager. Trying to figure out who'll be next.”

Juliasat in the rocker and tried not to listen. Outside, there was awind. A cold wind, biting; the
kind that dips right through window putty, that you can fed on the glass. Wasthere ever such acold
wind? she wondered.

Then Louise's words started to echo. "He's out there somewhere. . "

Julialooked away from the window, and attempted to take an interest in the lacework in her lap.

Louise wastaking. Her fingersflashed long silver needles. . - . spoketo Mrs. Schillingstoday.”

"I don't want to hear about it." Maud's eyes flashed like the needles.

"God love her heart, she's about crazy. Could bardly talk."

"God, God."

"| tried to comfort her, of course, but it didn't do any good."

Juliawas glad she had been spared that conversation. It sent ashudder across her, even to think
about it. Mrs. Schillings was Evas mother, and Eva--only seventeen

The thoughts she vowed not to think, came back. She remembered Mick's description of the



body, and hiswords: ". . . shed got through with work over at the telephone office around nine. Carl
Jasperson offered to see her home, but he says she said not to bother, it was only afew blocks. Our boy
must have been hiding around the other side of the cannery. Just as Eva passed, he jumped. Raped her
and then strangled her. | figure he's a pretty man-sized bugger. Thumbs like to went clean through the
throat . . ."

In two weeks, three women had died. Firgt, Charlotte Adams, the librarian. She had been taking
her usua shortcut across the school playground, about 9:15 P.M. They found her by the dide, her
clothes ripped from her body, her throat raw and bruised.

Juliatried very hard not to think of it, but when her mind would clear, there were her Ssters
voices, droning, pulling her back, deeper.

Sheremembered how the town had reacted. It was the first murder Burlington had had in fifteen
years. It wasthe very first mystery. Who was the sex-crazed killer? Who could have done thisterrible
thing to Charlotte Adams? One of her gentleman friends, perhaps. Or a hobo, from one of the nearby
jungles. Or . ..

Mick Danidsand histiny force of deputies had siwung into action immediately. Everyonein town
took up thetopic, chewed it, talked it, chewed it, until it lost its shape completely. The air became
eectricaly charged. And agrim gaiety swept Burlington, reminding Juliaof acircuswhere everyoneis
forbidden to smile.

Days passed, uneventfully. Vagrants were pulled in and released. People were questioned. A few
were booked, temporarily.

Then, when the hum of it had begun to die, it happened again. Mrs. Dovie Samuelson, member
of thelocd P.T.A., mother of two, moderately attractive and moderately young, was found in her garden,
sprawled across a rhododendron bush, dead. She was naked, and it was established that she had been
attacked. Of the killer, once again, there was no trace.

Then the State Hospita for the Criminally Insane released the information that one of its
inmates--a Robert Oakes--had escaped. Mick, and many others, had known this al along. Oakes had
originaly been placed in the asylum on acharge of raping and murdering his cousin, agirl named Petsy
Blar.

After he had broken into his former home and stolen some old school clothes, he had
disappeared, totally.

Now hewasloose.

Burlington, population 3,000, went into a state of ecstasy: delicious fear gripped thetown. The
men foraged out at night with torches and weapons, the women squeaked and |ooked under their beds
and . . . chatted.

But still no progress was made. The maniac € uded hundreds of searchers. They knew hewas
near, perhaps at times only afew feet away, hidden; but waysthey returned home, defeated.

They looked in the forests and in the fields and dong the river banks. They covered High
Mountain--aminiature hill at the south end of town--like ants, poking a every clump of brush,
investigating every abandoned tunnel and water tank. They broke into deserted houses, searched barns,
slos, haystacks, treetops. They looked everywhere, everywhere. And found nothing.

When they decided for sure that their killer had gone far away, that he couldn't conceivably be
within fifty miles of Burlington, athird crime was committed. Y oung Eva Schillings body had been found,
lessthan ahundred yards from her home.

And that wasthree days ago .

"...they get him." Louise was saying, "they ought to kill him by little pieces, for what hel's done.”

Maud nodded. "Y es; but they won't.”

"Of coursethey--"

"No! You wait. They'll shake hishand and lead him back to the bughouse and wait on him hand
and foot--till he getsanotion to bust out again.”

"Widl, I'm of amind the people will have something to say about that."

"Anyway," Maud continued, never lifting her eyesfrom her knitting, "what makes you so sure



they _will_ catch him? Supposing he just drops out of sight for sx months, and--"

"You sop that! They'll get him. Evenif he_is_amaniac, hesill human.”

"| redlly doubt that. | doubt that a human could have done these awful things." Maud sniffed.
Suddenly, like small rivers, tears began to course down her snowbound cheeks, cutting and melting the
hard white-packed powder, revealing flesh underneath even paler. Her hair was shot with gray, and her
dresswasthe color of rocks and moths; yet, she did not succeed in looking ether old or frail. There was
nothing whatever frail about Maud.

"He'saman," she said. Her lips seemed to curl at the word. Louise nodded, and they were quiet.

(_Hisragged tennis shoes padded softly on the gravel bed. Now his heart wastrying to tear
loose from his chest. The men, the men.. . They had aimost stepped on him, they were that close. But he
had been silent. They had gone past him, and away. He could see their flares back in the distance. And
far ahead, the pulsing light. Also a square building: the depot, yes. He must be careful. He must walk in
the shadows. He must be very till_. _The fury burned him, and he fought it_.

_Soon .

_Itwould bedll right, soon_...)

". .. think about it, this here maniac is only doing what every manwould _like _to do but cant.”

"Maud"

"I meanit. It'saman's naturd ingtinct--it'sal they ever think about." Maud smiled. Shelooked
up. "Jdulia, yourefeding sck. Don't tell meyou're not.”

"I'mdl right,” Juliasaid, tightening her grip on the chairarms dightly. She thought, they've been
married! They talk thisway about men, asthey dways have, and yet soft words have been spoken to
them, and strong arms placed around their shoulders. . .

Maud madetiny circleswith her fingers. "Wdll, | can't force you to take care of yoursdlf. Except,
when you land in the hospital again, | suppose you know who'll be doing the worrying and staying up
nights--as per usua."

"I'll. .. goonto bedinaminute." But, why was she hestating? Didn't she want to be done?

Why didn't she want to be aone?

L ouise was testing the door. She rattled the knob vigoroudly, and returned to her chair.

"What would he want, anyway," Maud said, "with two old biddieslike us?'

"We'renot soold,” Louise said, saying, actualy: "That'strue; wereold.” But it wasn't true, not at
al. Looking at them, studying them, it suddenly occurred to Juliathat her sisters were ashamed of their
essential attractiveness. Benegth the 'twenties hair-dos, the ill-used cosmetics, the ancient dresses (which
did not quite succeed in conceding their still voluptuous physiques), Maud and Louise were youthfully full
and pretty. They were. Not even the birch-twig toothbrushes and traditiona snuff could hideit.

Y et, Juliathought, they envy me.

They envy my plainness,

"What kind of man would do such heinous things? L ouise said, pronouncing theword, carefully,
heen-ious.

And Julig, without caling or forming the thought, discovered an answer grown in her mind: an
impression, afeding.

What kind of aman?

A londy man.

It came upon her like achill. Sherosefrom the pillowed chair, lightly. "1 think," shesaid, "I'll go
onto my room."

"Areyour windows good and locked?"

"y es”

"Y ou'd better make sure. All held haveto do is climb up the drainpipe.” Maud's expression was
peculiar. Was sheredlly saying, "Thisisonly to comfort you, dear. Of thethree of us, it'sunlikely he'dd
pick onyou."

"I'll make sure.” Juliawaked to the hdlway. "Good night."

"Try to get some deep.” Louise smiled. "And don't think about him, hear? Were perfectly safe.



He couldn't possibly get in, evenif hetried. Besides" shesad, "I'll be awake."

(_He stopped and leaned againgt a pole and looked up at the deaf and swollen sky. It wasa
movement of dark shapes, ahurrying, arunning_.

_Heclosed hiseyes .

"The moon is the shepherd, The cloudsarehissheep .. ."

_Hetried to hold the words, tried very hard, but they scattered and were gone .

_He pushed away from the pole, turned, and walked back to the gravel bed .

_The hunger grew: with every step it grew. He thought that it had died, that he had killed it at last
and now he could rest, but it had not died. It sat ingde him, insde his mind, gnawing, caling, howling to
be released. Stronger than ever before .

"Themoon isthe shepherd . . ."

_A cold wind raced across the surrounding fields of wild grass, turning the land into a heaving
dark-green ocean. It sghed up through the branches of cherry trees and rattled the thick |eaves.
Sometimes acherry would bresk loose, tumblein the gde, fal and split, filling the night with itsfragrance.
Theair wasiron and loam and growth .

_Hewaked and tried to pull these thingsinto hislungs, the silence and coolness of them .

_But someone was screaming, deep insde him. Someonewastalking .

" What are you going to do--_"

_Hebdled hisfingersintofids .

" Get away fromme! Get away! "

" Dont--_"

_The scream faded .

_Thegirl'sface remained. Her lips and her smooth white skin and her eyes, her eyes . ..

_Heshook thevison away _.

_Thehunger continued to grow. It wrapped hisbody in sheets of living fire. It got insde hismind
and bubbled in hot acids, filling and filling him _.

_Hesumbled, fdl, plunged his hands deep into the gravel, withdrew fistsfull of the grit and sharp
stones and squeezed them until blood trailed down hiswridts .

_Hegroaned, softly .

_Ahead, thelight glowed and pulsed and whispered, Here, Here, Here, Here, Here .

_He dropped the stones and opened his mouth to thewind and walkedon_. . .)

Juliaclosed the door and dipped the lock noiselessly. She could no longer hear the drone of
Voices. it was quiet, fill, but for the Sighing breeze.

What kind of aman. . .

Shedid not move, waiting for her heart to stop throbbing. But it would not stop.

She went to the bed and sat down. Her eyestravelled to the window, held there,

"He's out there somewhere. . ."

Juliafelt her hands move aong her dress. It was an old dress, once purple, now gray with faded
gray flowers. The cloth was tissue-thin. Her fingers touched it and moved upward to her throat. Then
undid the top button.

For some reason, her body trembled. The chill had turned to hest, tiny needles of hedt,
puncturing her dl over.

She threw the dress over a chair and removed the underclothing. Then she walked to the bureau
and took from the top drawer aflannd nightdress, and turned.

What she saw in thetal mirror caused her to stop and make asmall sound.

Julia Landon stared back at her from the polished glass.

JuliaLandon, thirty-eight, neither young nor old, attractive nor unattractive, awoman so plain she
wasamos invishble. All angles and sharpnesses, and flesh that would once have been called "milky" but
was now only white, palewhite. A littletoo tal. A little too thin. And faded.

Only the eyes had softness. Only the eyes burned with life and youth and--.

Juliamoved away from the mirror. She snapped off the light. She touched the window shade,



pulled it dightly, guided it soundlesdy upward.

Then she unfastened the window latch.

Night cameinto the room and filled it. Outside, giant clouds roved across the moon, obscuring i,
reveding it, obscuring it again.

It was cold. Soon there would berain.

Julialooked out beyond the yard, in the direction of the depot, dark and silent now, and the
tracks and the jungles beyond the tracks where lost people lived.

"l wonder if hecan seeme.”

She thought of the man who had brought terror and excitement to the town. She thought of him
openly, for thefirg time, trying to imagine hisfeatures.

He was probably miles away.

Or, perhaps he was nearby. Behind the tree, there, or under the hedge .

"I'm afraid of you, Robert Oakes," she whispered to the night. "Y ou're insane, and akiller. You
would frighten the wits out of me."

The fresh smell swept into Julia's mind. She wished she were surrounded by it, init, just for alittle
while

Jugt for afew minutes.

A wak. A short walk in the evening.

Shefdt the urge strengthening.

"You'redirty, young man. And heartless—-ask Mick, if you don't believe me. Y ou want to love so
badly you must kill for it--but nevertheless, you're heartless. Understand? And you're not terribly bright,
either, they say. Have you read Shakespeare's Sonnets? Herrick? How about Shelley, then? There, you
see! 1'd detest you on sight. Just look at your fingernails!”

She said these things silently, but as she said them she moved toward her clothes.

She paused, went to the closet.

The green dress. It was warmer.

A warm dress and a short walk--that will clear my head. Then I'll come back and deep.

It's perfectly safe.

She started for the door, stopped, returned to the window. Maud and Louise would still be up,
taking.

She did oneleg over the sll; then the other leg.

Softly she dropped to the frosted lawn.

The gate did not creak.

She waked into the darkness.

Better! So much better. Good clean air that you can breathe!

Thetownwasaslence. A few lights gleamed in distant houses, up ahead; behind, there was only
blackness. And the wind.

In the heavy green frock, which was il too light to keep out the cold--though she felt no cold;
only the needled heat--she walked away from the house and toward the depot.

It was asmall structure, unchanged by passing years, like the Landon home and most of the
homes in Burlington. There were tracks on either Side of it.

Now it was deserted. Perhaps Mr. Gaffey wasinsde, making insect sounds on the wireless.
Perhaps he was not.

Julia stepped over thefirgt track, and stood, wondering what had happened and why she was
here. Vagudy she understood something. Something about the yellow thread that had made her late and
forced her to return home through the gathering dusk. And this dress--had she chosen it because it was
warmer than the others. . . or because it was prettier?

Beyond this point there was wilderness, for miles. Marshes and fields overgrown with weeds and
thick foliage. The hobo jungles. sometents, dead campfires, empty tins of canned mest.

She stepped over the second rail, and began to follow the gravel bed. Heat consumed her. She
could not keep her hands till.



Inadim way, she redized--with atiny part of her--why she had come out tonight.

She was looking for someone.

Thewordsformed in her mind, unwilled: "Robert Oakes, listen, listen to me. Y ou're not the only
onewho islonely. But you can't sted what we're lonely for, you can't takeit by force. Don't you know
that? Haven't you learned that yet?'

I'll talk to him, she thought, and helll go along with me and give himsaf up. . .

No.

That isn't why you're out tonight. Y ou don't care whether he gives himself up or not. You. . . only
want him to know that you understand. Isn't that it?

Y ou couldn't have any other reason.

It isn't possible that you're seeking out alunatic for any other reason.

Certainly you don't want him to touch you.

Assuredly you don't want him to put his arms around you and kiss you, because no man has ever
done that--assuredly, assuredly.

It isn't you he wants. It isn't love. He wouldn't betaking JuliaLandon . . .

"But what if he doesn't!" The words spilled out in asmall choked cry. "Wheat if he seesme and
runsaway! Or | don't find him. Others have been looking. What makes me think I'll--"

Now theair swelled with sgnsof life: frogs and birds and locusts, moving; the wind, running
across the trees and reeds and foliage at immense speed, whining, sghing.

Everywhere there was thisloudness, and adark like none Julia had ever known. The moon was
gone entirely. Shadowless, the surrounding fields were greet pools of liquid black, stretching infinitely,
without horizon.

Fear came up in her chest, clutching.

Shetried to scream.

She stood paralyzed, moveless, apaeterror dying into her throat and into her heart.

Then, from far away, indigtinctly, there came asound. A sound like footsteps on gravel.

Julialistened, and tried to pierce the darkness. The sounds grew louder. And louder. Someone
was on the tracks. Coming closer.

Shewaited. Y ears passed, dowly. Her breath turned into aball of expanding icein her lungs.

Now she could seg, just ahit.

It wasaman. A black man-form. Perhaps--the thought increased her fear--ahobo. It mustn't be
one of the hobos.

No. It was ayoung man. Mick! Mick, cometo tell her, "Well, we got the bastard!" and to ask,
narrowly, "What the devil you doing out here, Julia?' Wasit?

She saw the swester. The ball of icein her lungs began to melt, alittle. A swester. And shoes
that seemed dmost white.

Not ahobo. Not Mick. Not anyone she knew.

Shewaited an ingtant longer. Then, at once, she knew without question who the young man was.

And she knew that he had seen her.

The fear went away. She moved to the center of the tracks.

"I've been looking for you," she said, soundlessly. "Every night I've thought of you. | have." She
walked toward the man. "Don't be afraid, Mr. Oakes. Please don't be afraid. I'm not."

The young man stopped. He seemed to freeze, like an animal, prepared for flight.

He did not move, for several seconds.

Then he began to walk toward Julig, lightly, hesitantly, rubbing his hands aong histrousers.

When Juliawas close enough to see his eyes, sherelaxed, and smiled.

Perhaps, she thought, fedling the first drops of rain upon her face, perhapsif | don't scream helll
et melive

That would be nice,



Introduction to
BLACK COUNTRY
by Ray Rus=l|

Theirony seared my mind like acid, and inwardly | winced as| helped carry Charles Beaumont's
coffin that morning early in 1967. Suddenly | had redlized, as| and my fellow pallbearers approached the
open grave, that my introduction to Beaumont, years before, had involved another cemetery, another
funerd: the burid of Spoof Callinsin Beaumont's novella, "Black Country.” Thefictive funerd and the
al-too-red one merged in my thoughts, temporarily becoming the same. Even now, | have alittle trouble
keeping them apart. That'swhy | find it difficult to be objective about the story.

Butl'lltry...

Words are not music, but | know of no other way to define "Black Country™ thanto say it is
musical. | don't mean merely that the subject matter ismusicians and their music. | mean that the writing
itsdlf has cadence, rhythm, abeat, a sound. It seemsto have been "composed" rather than written, and
composed at white heat, without interruption, from first word to last, in afever of credtivity.

Thevibrancy, thismusicaity was the first thing that impressed me when | began to read the story
intypescript in 1954, Playboy's first year. Asl read on, | found other things to admire--such asthe
author's command of character, idiom, structure and suspense. | was aso swept along by the passion
and energy of the prose--but these two qualities are not rarein ayoung, talented writer. What israrein a
wordsmith only a couple of dozen years old isafirm grasp of technique, and this sizable piece displayed
acontrol of craft and form usually found only in older, more experienced professionas. | read it al the
way through at one sitting, put it down stunned and breethless, and immediately recommended it for
purchase.

The story required no editing. It went to the printer unscathed by my pencil. At presstime, a
column space emergency necessitated the cutting of two short words, but even thiswas dictated by
purely mechanicd, not literary, needs. Everything about the story was right--even the title, with its strong,
symbolic smplicity, echoing asong title (of Beaumont's own invention) and representing not only the dark
"country" of Death but also the black race of Spoof Collins and most of the other characters.

Today, it might be easy to forget that the |ove between white Sonny Holmes and black
Rose-Annwas gill a"daring” themein the early Fiftieswhen this story was written--"miscegenation,” no
less!--requiring courage on the part of Beaumont aswriter and _Playboy _ asthe story'sfirst medium of
publication. Many popular magazines of that time, wary of offending the bigots among their readers,
probably would have suppressed that aspect of the story, diminishing itstotal impact.

"Black Country," the first of many Beaumont writings_Playboy was to accept, appeared in our
September 1954 issue. In the decades since that first appearance, my opinion of the story has not
changed. It remains afresh, vita work; powerful; amasterpiece among American short stories. "Though
not ahorror story in any of the usual senses” | later wrote, in the year of Beaumont's death, "it tellsof a
gpecid kind of demonic possession, thoroughly contemporary and compellingly believable; and its
infectious, finger-popping tempo prope sthetdeirresistibly toward amost unsuspected and macabre
finde"



| wouldn't change aword of that description. To me, "Black Country" isthe brightest and best of
Beaumont's achievements.

BLACK COUNTRY
by Charles Beaumont

Spoof Collinsblew hisbrains out, al right--right on out through the top of hishead. But | don't
mean with agun. | mean with ahorn. Every night: dow and easy, eight to one. And that's how he died.
Climbing, with that horn, climbing up high. For what?"_Hey, man, Spoof--listen, you picked the tree,
now come on down!_" But he couldn't come down, he didn't know how. He just kept climbing, higher
and higher. And then hefdl. Or jumped. Anyhow, _that's theway he died.

The bullet didn't kill anything. I'm talking about the one that tore up the top of hismouth. It didn't
kill anything that wasn't dead dready. Spoof just put in an extranote, that's al.

We planted him out about four miles from town--homeiswhere you drop: residentid didtrict, all
wood congtruction. Rain?Y ou know it. Bible type: sky like amonth-old bedsheet, wind like a
stepped-on cat, cold and dark, those Forty Days, those Forty Nights! But nice and quiet most of the
time. Like Spoof: nice and quiet, with alot undernesth that you didn't like to think abot.

We planted him and watched and put what was his down into the ground with him. His horn,
battered, dented, nicked--right there in his hands, but not just there; | mean in position, so if he wanted to
do some more climbing, dl right, he could. And hismusic. We planted that too, because leaving it out
would have been like leaving out Spoof'sarms or hisheart or hisguts.

Lux gtarted things off with achord from hisguitar, no particular notes, only afedling, asound. A
Spoof Collinskind of sound. Immy Fritch picked it up with his stick and they talked awhile--Lux got a
red piano out of that git-box. Then when Jmmy stopped talking and stood there, waiting, Sonny Holmes
stepped up and wiped his mouth and took the melody on his shiny new trumpet. It wasn't Spoof, but it
cameclose and it was still _The Jm jam Man_, the way Spoof wroteit back when he used to write
things down. Sonny got off with a high-squeding blast, and no eyes came up--we knew, we
remembered. The kid dways had it collared. He just never talked about it. And listen to him now! He
stood there over Spoof's grave, giving it dl back to The Ol' Masshuh, giving it back right-- *_Broom off,
white child, you got four sdes! " " | want to learn from you, Mr. Callins. | want to play jazz and you can
teachme ." " | got thingsto do, | can't waste no time on ahaf-hip ped young 'un_." " Please, Mr.
Collins_." " _You got to stop that, you got to stop calin' me'Mr. Callins, hear? " " _Yessdir, yes
gr_."--He put out real sound, like he didn't remember athing. Like hewasn't playing for that pile of
darkmeat in the ground, not at dl; but for the great Spoof Callins, for the man Who Knew and the man
Who Did, who gave jazz spats and dressed up the blues, who did things with atrumpet that atrumpet
couldn't do, and more; for the man who could blow down the walls or make a chicken cry, without
half-trying-- for the mighty Spoof, who'd once walked in music like aboy in river mud, lovingit,
bregthing it, living it.

Then Sonny quit. He wiped his mouth again and stepped back and Mr. "T" took it on his
trombonewhile | beat up the tubs.

Pretty soonwe had _The Jm jam Man_ rocking theway it used to rock. A little dow, maybe: it
needed Bud Meunier on bass and afew trips on the piano. But it moved.

Wewent through _Takelt FromMe_and _NightintheBlues_and Big Gig_and _Only Us
Chickens_and _Forty G's --Sonny's insides came out through the horn on that one, | could tell--and



_Slice City Stomp_--you remember: sharp and clean, like diding down arazor--and _What the Cats
Dragged In_--the longs, the shorts, dl the great Spoof Coallins numbers. We wrapped them up and put
them down there with him.

Thenit got dark.

And it wastimefor the last one, the greatest one . . . Rose-Ann shivered and cleared her throat;
the rest of uslooked around, for thefirst time, at al those rows of split-wood grave markers, shiningin
therain, and the trees and the coffin, dark, wet. Out by the fence, a couple of farmers stood watching.
Jugt watching.

_One_--Rose-Ann opens her coat, puts her hands on her hips, wets her lips, _Two_--Freddie
getsthe spit out of hisstick, rollshiseyes,

_Three --Sonny puts the trumpet to his mouth; _Four_-- And we played Spoof's song, hislast
one, the one he wrote along way ago, before the music dried out his head, before he turned mean and
sarted climbing: _Black Country . The song that said just alittle of what Spoof wanted to say, and
couldnt.

Y ou remember. Spider-dow chords crawling down, soft, easy, and then bottom and silence and,
suddenly, the cry of the horn, screaming in one note al the hate and sadness and loneliness, al the want
and got-to-have; and then the note dying, quick, and Rose-Ann'svoice, awhisper, agroan, asigh. ..

"Black Country is somewhere, Lord,

That | don't want to go.

Black Country is somewhere

That | never want to go.

Rain-water drip pin'

On the bed and on the floor,

Rain-water drippin'

From the ground and through the door . . .

Weadl heard the piano, even though it wasn't there. Fingers moving down those minor chords,
those black keys, that black country -

"Widll, inthat old Black Country

If you ain't fedin’ good,

They let you have an overcoat
That's carved right out of wood.

But way down there

It gets so dark

Y ou never see afriend--

Black Country may not bethe Mog,
But, Lord! it'ssuretheEnd. . ."

Bitter little laughing words, piling up, now mad, now sad; and then, an ugly blast from the horn
and Rose-Ann's voice screaming, crying:

"l never want to go there, Lord!
| never want to be,
| never want to lay down



Inthat Black Country!"

And quiet, quiet, just therain, and thewind.

"Let'sgo, man,” Freddie said.

So we turned around and |eft Spoof there under the ground.
Or, at leadt, that'swhat | thought we did.

Sonny took over without saying aword. He didn't have to: just who was about to fuss? He was
white, but he didn't play white, not these days, and he learned the hard way--by unlearning. Now he
could play gutbucket and he could play blues, somp and dide, nameit, Sonny could play it. Funny as
hell to hear, too, because he looked like everything e se but a musician. Short and skinny, glasses, nose
like amelted candle, head clean asthe one-ball, and white? Next to old Hushup, that café sunburn
glowed like aflashlight.

" Man, who skinned you? "

" _Who dropped you in the flour barrd? "

But he got closer to Spoof than any of the rest of us did. He knew what to do, and why. Just like
aschool teacher dl thetime: "That's good, Lux, that's awful good--now let's play some music.” "Get off
it, CT--what's Lenox Avenue doing in the middie of Lexington?' "Come on, boys, hang on to the sound,
hang ontoit!" Alwaysusing wordslike "flavor" and "authentic' and "blood," peering over those glasses,
pounding hisfeet right through the floor: STOMP! STOMP! "That'sit, we've got it now--oh, listen! It's
true, it'sclean!” STOMP! STOMP!

Not the easiest to dig him. Nobody broke al the way through.

"How come, boy? What for?* and every time the same answer:

" want to play jazz."

Like held joined the Church and didn't want to argue about it.

Spoof was ill Spoof when Sonny started coming around. Not alot of people with usthen, but a
few, enough--the longhairs and critics and connoisseurs--and some redl ears too--enough to fill aclub
every night, and who needs more? It was COLLINS AND HIS CREW, tight and nest, never a
performance, dwaysasession. Lot of music, lot of fun. And aline-up that somewon't forget: Immy
Fritch on clarinet, Honker Reese on alto-sax, Charles di Lusso on tenor, Spoof on trumpet, Henry
Walker on piano, Lux Anderson on banjo and myself--Hushup Paige--on drums. Newmown hay, dl
right, | know--1 remember, I've heard the records we cut--but, the Road was there.

Sonny used to hang around the old Continental Club on State Street in Chicago, every night,
listening. Eight o'clock rall ‘round, and there hed be--alittle different: younger, skinnier--listening hard,
over inacorner dl to himsalf, eyes closed like hewas adeep. Onceinawhileheputina
request--_Darktown Strutter's Ball_ was one he liked, and some of Jelly Roll's numbers--but mostly he
just sat there, taking it al in. For redl.

And it kept up like thisfor two or three weeks, regular as 2/4.

Now Spoof was mean in those days--don't think he wasn't--but not blood-mean. Even o, the
white boy in the corner bugged 01' Massuh after awhile and he got to making dirty crackswith his horn:
WAAAAA! Gityour assout of here . WAAAAA! _Youonly think_yourewithit  WAAAAA!
_Therésalittlewhite child gttin' in achair therésalittle white child losn' dl hishair_. ..

It got to the kid, too, every hit of it. And that made Spoof even madder. But what can you do?

Came Honker'strip to Slice City aong about then: our saxman got aneck al full of the sharpest
kind of stedl. So we were out one horn. And you could tell: we played alittle bit too rough, and the
head-arrangements Collins and His Crew grew up to, they needed Honker's grease in the worst way.
But we'd been together for five years or more, and anew man just didn't play somehow. We werethis
one solid thing, like a unit, and somebody had cut off a piece of us and we couldn't grow the piece back
sowejust tried to get dong anyway, bleeding every night, bleeding from that wound.



Then one night it busts. We'd gone through some dow walking stuff, some tricky stuff and some
loud stuff--still covering up--when thiskid, thiswhite boy, got up from his chair and ankled over and
tapped Spoof on the shoulder. It was break-time and Spoof was brought down about Honker, about
how bad we were sounding, Sitting there swesting, those pounds of man, black as coddust soaked in
oil--hewasthe blackest man!--and those eyes, beady white and small as agates.

"Excuse me, Mr. Callins, | wonder if | might have aword with you?' Hewondered if he might
have aword with Mr. Colling

Spoof swiveled in his chair and clapped alook around the kid. "Hnff?*

"I notice that you don't have a sax man any more.”

"Y ou don't mean to tell me?"

"Yesdr. | thought--1 mean, | waswondering if--"

"Tak up, boy. | can't hear you."

The kid looked scared. Lord, he looked scared--and he was white to begin with.

"Well sr, | wasjust wondering if--if you needed a saxophone.”

"Y ou know somebody plays sax?"

"Yesdr, | do."

"And who might that be?’

"Me"

"You."

"Yesgr."

Spoof smiled aquick one. Then he shrugged. "Broom off, son," he said. "Broom ‘way off."

Thekid turned red. He dl of sudden didn't look scared any more. Just mad. Mad as hell. But he
didn't say anything. He went on back to histable and then it was end of the ten.

Weswunginto _Basin Street_, smooth as Charley's tenor could make it, with Lux Anderson
talking it out: Basin Street, man, it isthe street, Where the elite, well, they gather 'round to est alittle_. .
. And we fooled around with the dow stuff for awhile. Then Spoof lifted hishorn and climbed up
two-and-a-haf and let out histrademark, that short high screech that sounded like something dying that
wasn't too happy about it. And we rocked some, Henry taking it, immy kanoodling the great headword
that only Jmmy knows how to do, me damming the skins--and it was nowhere. Without Honker to keep
usdl on the ground, we were just making noise. Good noise, dl right, but not music. And Spoof knew it.
He broke his mouth blowing--to proveit.

And we cussed the cat that diced our man.

Then, right away--nobody could remember when it came in--suddenly, we had us an ato-sax.
Smooth and sure and snaky, that sound put a knot on each of usand said: Bust loose now, boys, I'll pull
you back down. Like sweet-smelling glue, like oil in amachine, like--Honker.

Welooked around and there was the kid, still sore, blowing like amadman, and making finefine
musiC.

Spoof didn't do much. Mogt of dl, he didn't stop the number. Hejust let that horn play,
listening--and when we did over al the rough spots and found us backed up nest as could be, the OI'
Massuh let out agrin and anod and a"Keep blowin', young 'un!" and we knew that we were going to be
al right.

After it was over, Spoof walked up to the kid. They looked at each other, Sizing it up, taking it in.

Spoof says. "You did good.”

And the kid--he was till burned--says. "Y ou mean | did _damn_ good."

And Spoof shakeshishead. "No, that ain't what | mean."

And in asecond one was laughing while the other one blushed. Spoof had known dl adong that
the kid wasfaking, that hed just been lucky enough to know our styleon _Basin Street
up-down-and-across.

The OI' Massuh waited for the kid to turn and start to dink off, then he said: "Boy you want to go
to work?'

Sonny learned so fast it scared you. Spoof never held back; heturned it al over, everything it



had taken us our whole livesto find out.

And--we had some good years. Charley di Lusso dropped out, we took on Bud Meunier--the
greatest bass man of them all--and Lux threw away his banjo for an AC-DC git-bot and old C.T. Mr.
"T" Green and histrombone joined the Crew. And we kept growing and getting stronger--no
million-copies platter sales or stands at the Paramount--too "specid”--but we never ate too far down on
the hog, either.

Inafew years Sonny Holmes was making that sax stand on its hind legs and jump through hoops
that Honker never dreamed about. Spoof et him strictly aone. When he got mad it wasn't ever because
Sonny had white skin--Spoof aways was too busy to notice things like that--but only because The 01'
Massuh had to get T'd off a each one of us every now and then. Hefigured it kept us on our toes.

In fact, except right &t firg, there never was any real blood between Spoof and Sonny until
Rose-Ann came aong.

Spoof didn't want avocaist with the band. But the coonshouting days were gone aas, except for
Satchmo and Galloway--who had style: none of us had style, man, we just hollered--so when push came
to shove, we had to put out the net.

And chickens aplenty came to crow and plenty moved on fast and we were about to give up
when adusky doll of 20-ought stepped up and let loose ahunk of _TheMan | Love _and that'sdl,
brothers, end of the search.

Rose-Ann McHugh was alittle like Sonny: where she came from, she didn't know aball of
cotton from a piece of popcorn. She's sudied piano for aflock of years with a Pennsylvanialonghair,
read musi ¢ whipfast and had been pointed toward the Big Steinway and the 0.M.'s, Chopin and Bach
and dl that jazz. And good--I mean, she could pull some very fancy noise out of those keys. But it wasn't
the Road. She'd heard afew records of Muggsy Spanier's, a couple of Jely Roll's- New Orleans
Bump_, Shreveport Stomp_, old _Wolverine Blues _--and she just got took hold of. Like it happens, dl
thetime. She knew.

Spoof hired her after thefirst song. And we could seethingsin her eyesfor The O' Massuh right
away, fast. Bad to watch: | mean to say, she was chicken dinner, but what made it ugly was, you could
tell she hadn't been in the oven very long.

Anyway, most of us could tdll. Sonny, for instance.

But Spoof played tough to begin. He gave her the treatment, al the way. To seeif sheld hold up.
Because, above everything else, there was the Grew, the Unit, the Group. It wasright, it had to stay
right.

" Gal, forget your hands--that's for the cats out front. Leave 'em adone. And pay attention to the
musc, hear? "

" _Youaintgot a'‘voice,' you got an instrument. And you ain't ever started to learn how to play
on it. Get some sound, bring it on out_."

"_Stop that throat stuff--you' sngin' with the Crew now. From the belly, gd, from the belly.
That's where music comes from, hear? "

And she loved it, like Sonny did. She was with The OI' Massuh, she knew what he wastaking
about.

Pretty soon shefit just fine. And when she did, and everybody knew she did, Spoof eased up
and waited and watched the old machine click right dong, one-two, one-two.

That's when he began to change. Right then, with the Grew growed up in long pantsat last. Like
we didn't need him any more to wash our face and comb our hair and switch our behinds for being bad.

Spoof began to change. He beat out time and blew hisriffs, but things were different and there
wasn't anybody who didn't know that for afact.

Inahurry, dl a once, he wrote down dl his great arrangements, quick as he could. Oneright
after the other. And we wondered why--we'd played them amillion times.

Then he grabbed up Sonny. _White Boy, listen. Y ou want to learn how to play trumpet? "

And the blood started between them. Spoof rode on Sonny's back twenty-four hours, showing
him lip, showing him breath. "_Thisan't asaxphone, boy, it'satrumpet, amusic-horn. Get it right--do it



again--that'slousy--do it again--that was nowhere--do it again--do it again!_" All thetime.

Sonny worked hard. Anybody dse, they would have told The OI' Massuh where he could put
that little old horn. But the kid knew something was being given to him--he didn't know why, nobody did,
but for areason--something that Spoof wouldn't have given anybody else. And he was grateful. So he
worked. And he didn't ask any how-comes, either.

Pretty soon he started to handle thingsright. 'Way down the road from greet but coming along.
The sax had given him ahard set of lipsand he had plenty of wind; most of dl, he had the spirit--the thing
that you can best up your chops about it for two weeks straight and never say what it is, but if itisn't
there, buddy-ghee, you may get to be President but you'll never play music.

Lord, Lord, Spoof worked that boy like atwo-ton jockey on aten-ounce horse. " Do it
again--that ain't right--goddamn it, do it again! Now one moretime!_"

When Sonny knew enough to sit in with the horn on afew easy ones, Ol' Massuh would tense up
and follow the kid with hiseyes-1 mean it got red crawly. What for? Why was he pushing it like that?

Thenit quit. Spoof didn't say anything. Hejust grunted and quit al of asudden, like héld done
with us, and Sonny went back on sax and that was that.

Which iswhen the real blood started.

The Lord says every man has got to love something, sometimes, somewhere. First choiceisa
chick, but there's other choices. Spoof's was ahorn. He was married to a piece of brass, just as married
asaman can get. Got up with it in themorning, talked with it dl day long, loved it at night like no chick |
ever heard of got loved. And | don't mean one-two-three: | mean the dow-building kind. HEd kissit and
hold it and watch out for it. Once acat full of teatried to put the snatch on Spoof's horn, for laughs: when
Spoof caught up with him, that cat gave up laughing for life.

Sonny knew this. It'swhy he never blew hisstack at dl the riding. Spoof's teaching him to play
trumpet--the trumpet--was like asif The Ol' Massuh had said: "_Y ou want to take my wifefor afew
nights? Y ou do? Then here, let me show you how to do it right. Shelikesit doneright_."

For Rose-Ann, though, it was the worst. Every day she got that deeper in, and in awhile we
turned around and, man! Whereislittle Rose? Shewas gone. That young half-fried chicken had flew the
roost. And in her place was adoll that wasn't dead, a big bunch of curves and skin like abrand-new
penny. Overnight, amaost. Sonny noticed. Freddie and Lux and even old Mr. "T" noticed. | _had eyesin
my head. But Spoof didn't notice. He was aready in love, there wasn't any more room.

Rose-Ann kept snapping the whip, but OI' Massuh, he wasn't about to make the trip. Hed
garted climbing, then, and he didn't treat her any different than he treeted us.

" Get away, ga, broom on off--can't you see I'm busy? Wiggle it €l sewhere, hear? Elsewhere.
Shoo! "

And shejust loved him morefor it. Everytime he kicked her, sheloved him more. Tried to find
him and see him and, sometimes, when held stop for breath, she'd try to help, because she knew
something had crawled inside Spoof, something that was egting from the ingde out, that maybe he
couldn't get rid of aone,

Findly, one night, at atwo-weeker in Ddlas, it tumbled.

Wed gonethrough _GeorgiaBrown_for the tourists and things were kind of dull, when Spoof
started sweating. His eyes began to roll. And he stood up, like agreat big animal--like an ape or a bear,
big and powerful and mean-looking--and he gave usthe two-finger sgndl.

_Sky-High . 'Way beforeit was due, before either the audience or any of us had got wound up.

Freddie frowned. "Y ou think it'stime, Top?"

"Listen," Spoof said, "goddammit, who says when it'stime--you, or me?"'

Wewent into it, cold, but things warmed up pretty fast. The dancers grumbled and moved off the
floor and the placefilled up with talk.

| took my solo and besat hell out of the skins. Then Spoof swiped at his mouth and let go with a
blast and moved it up into that squeal and stopped and started playing. It was al headwork. All new to
us

New to anybody.



| saw Sonny get alook on hisface, and we sat till and listened while Spoof made love to that
horn.

Now like a scream, now like alaugh--now we're swinging in the trees, now the white men are
coming, now werein the boat and chains are hanging from our ankles and were rowing,
rowing--_Spoof, what isit?_--now we're sawing wood and picking cotton and serving up those cool
cool drinksto the Colond in hischair--Wdl, _blow_, man!--now we're free, and were struttin’ down
Lenox Avenue and State & Madison and Pirate's Alley, laughing, crying-- Who said free? --and we
want to go back and we don't want to go back--_Play it, Spoof! God, God, tell usall about it! Talk to
usl_--and weresitting in acedlar with acomb wrapped up in paper, with askin-barrel and a
tinklebox--_Don't stop, Spoof! Oh Lord, please don't stop!_--and we're making something, something,
what isit?Isit jazz? Why, yes, Lord, it'sjazz. Thank you, sir, and thank you, sir, wefindly got it,
something that is_ours , something great that belongs to us and to us aone, that we made and _that's
why it'simportant, and _that'swhat it'sall about and--_Spoof! Spoof you can't stop now_-- But it was
over, middle of thetrip. And there was Spoof standing there facing us and tears streaming out of those
eyes and down over that coaldust face, and his body shaking and shaking. It'sthe first we ever saw that.
It'sthefirst we ever heard him cough, too--like ashotgun going off every two seconds, big raking sounds
that tore up from the bottom of hisbelly and spilled out wet and loud.

Theway it tumbled wasthis. Rose-Ann went over to him and tried to get him to sit down.
"Spoof, honey, what's wrong? Come on and sit down. Honey, don't just stand there.”

Spoof stopped coughing and jerked his head around. He looked at Rose-Ann for awhile and
whatever there wasin hisface, it didn't have aname. The whole room wasjust aquiet asit could be.

Rose-Ann took hisarm. "Come on, honey, Mr. Collins--"

He let out one more cough, then, and drew back his hand--that black-topped, pink-palmed ham
of ahand--and laid it, sharp across the girl's cheek. It sent her staggering. " Git off my back, hear? Damn
it, git off! Stay ‘way from me!™

She got up crying. Then, you know what she did? She waltzed on back and took hisarm and
sad: "Please”

Spoof was just alot of crazy-mad on two legs. He shouted out some words and pulled back his
hands again. "Can't you never learn? What | got to do, goddamn little--"

Then--Sonny moved. All-the-time quiet and soft and gentle Sonny. He moved quick acrossthe
floor and stood in front of Spoof.

"Keep your black hands off her," he said.

Ol' Massub pushed Rose-Ann aside and planted hislegs, his breath rattling fast and loose, like a
bull's. And he towered over the kid, Goliath and David, legs far gpart on the boards and fingers curled
up, bowling balls a the ends of hisdeeves.

"You takin' to me, boy?"

Sonny'sface wasred, like | hadn't seen it Sncethat first time at the Continental Club, years back.
"You'vegot ears, Callins. Touch her againand I'll kill you.”

| don't know exactly what we expected, but | know what we were afraid of. We were afraid
Spoof would let go; and if he did. . . well, put another bed in the hospital, men. He stood there,
breathing, and Sonny give it right back--for hours, days and nights, for amonth, toe to toe.

Then Spoof relaxed. He pulled back thosefat lips, that didn't look like lips any more, they were
s0 tough and leathery, and showed amouthful of white and gold, and grunted, and turned, and walked
away.

Weswung into_Twelfth Street Rag_in_such_ahurry!

And it got kicked under the sofa.

But we found out something, then, that nobody even suspected.

Sonny had it for Rose-Ann. He had it bad.

And that ain't good.



Spoof fdl to pieces after that. He played day and night, when we were working, when we
weren't working. Climbing. Tryingto get it said, al of it.

" Ligten, you can't hit Heaven with adingshot, Daddy-O!_"

" What you want to do, man--blow Judgement? "

Henever let up. If he ae anything, you tel me when. Sometimes hetied on, straight stuff, quick,
medicine type of drinking. But only after held been climbing and started to blow flat and ended up in
those coughing fits.

And it got worse. Nothing helped, either: foam or booze or tea or even Indoor Sports, and he
tried them al. And got worse.

" Get fixed up, Mr. C, you hear? See abone-man; you in bad shape .. ."

" Get away from me, get on away! " Hawk! and abig red spot in the hankerchief. " _Broom off!
Shoo! "

And gradudly the old horn went sour, ugly and bitter sounding, like Spoof himsdf. Hoo Lord, the
way herode Sonny then: _How you like the dark stuff, boy? Y ou like it pretty good? Hey there, don't
hold back. Rosi€'s fine talent--I know. Want meto tell you about it, pave the way, show you how?1
taught you everything dse, didn't 1?_And Sonny aways clamming up, hiseyesdoing thetaking: "_You
were agreat musician, Collins, and you till are, but that doesn't mean I've got to like you--you won't |et
me. And you're damn right I'min love with Rose-Ann! That's the biggest reason why I'm gtill here--just
to be close to her. Otherwise, you wouldn't see me for the dust. But you're too dumb to realize she'sin
love with you, too dumb and stupid and mean and wrapped up with that lousy horn!_*

What _Sonny_ was too dumb to know was, Rose-Ann had cut Spoof out. She was now Public
Domain.

Anyway, Spoof got to be the meanest, dirtiet, craziest, low-takin'est man in the world. And
nobody could comein: hehad sgnsout al thetime. ..

The night that he couldn't even get a squeak out of histrumpet and went back to the hotel--aone,
aways done--and put the gun in hismouth and pulled the trigger, we found something out.

We found out what it was that had been esting a The OI' Massuh.

Cancer.

Rose-Ann took it the hardest. She had the dry-weeps for along time, saying it over and over:
"Why didn't helet usknow? Why didn't hetdll us?’

But, you get over things. Even women do, especialy when they've got something to tekeits
place.

We reorganized alittle. Sonny cut out the sax--saxes were getting cornball anyway--and took
over on trumpet. And we decided against keeping Spoof's name. It was now SONNY HOLMES AND
HISCREW.

And we kept on eating high up. Nobody seemed to miss Spoof--not the catsin front, as
least--because Sonny blew as great ahorn as anybody could want, smooth and sure, full of excitement
and clean asagnat's behind.

We played across the States and back, and they loved us--thanksto the kid. Called usan
"Ingtitution” and the disc-jockeys began to pick up our stuff. Wewere"red," they said--the only authentic
jazz left, and who am | to push it? Maybe they were right.

Sonny kept thingsin low. And then, when he was sure--damn that dow way: it had been acinch
since back when--he started to pay attention to Rose-Ann. She played it cool, the way she knew he
wanted it, and let it build up right. Of course, who didn't know she would've married him this minute,
now, just say the word? But Sonny was avery conscientious cat indeed.

Wedid afew standsin France about that time--Listen to them holler!--and acouplein England
and Sweden--getting better, too--and after a breather, we cut out across the States again.

It didn't happen fast, but it happened sure. Something was sounding flat al of asudden
like--wrong, in away:



During an engagement in El Paso wehad _What the Cats Dragged In_lined up. You al know
_Cats --the rhythm section still, with the horns yelling for ahundred bars, then that fast and solid best,
that high trip and trumpet solo? Sonny had the ups on awild riff and was coming on down, when he
stopped. Stood till, with the horn to hislips, and we waited.

"Come on, wrap it up--you want adrum now? What's the story, Sonny?"

Then he started to blow. The notes came out the same amogt, but not quite the same. They
danced out of the horn strop-razor sharp and diced up high and blasted low and the cats al fell out. "Do
it Go! Go, man! Oooo, I'm out of the boat, don't pull me back! Sing out, man!"

The solo lasted dmost seven minutes. When it wastime for usto wind it up, we just about forgot.

The crowd went wild. They ssomped and screamed and whistled. But they couldn't get Sonny to
play any more. He pulled the horn away from his mouth--1 mean that'sthe way it looked, asif he was
yanking it away with al his strength--and for a second he looked surprised, like he'd been goosed. Then
hislips pulled back into asmile.

It wasthe _damndest_smile.

Freddie went over to him at the break. "Man, that was the craziest. How many tongues you got?"

But Sonny didn't answer him.

Thingswent along dl right for alittle. We played afew dancesin the cities, some radio stuff, cut a
few platters. Easy waking style.

Sonny played Sonny--plenty great enough. And we forget about what happened in El Paso. So
what? So he cuts|oose once--can't aman do that if he feedsthe urge? Every jazz man bringsthat kind of
light a least once.

We worked through the sticks and werefinaly set for aNew Y ork opening when Sonny camein
and gave usthe news.

It was agasser. Lux got sore. Mr. "T" shook his head.

"_Why?How come, Top?_"

He had us booked for the corn-belt. The old-time route, exactly, even the old places, back when
we were playing razzmatazz and feding our way.

"You trust me?' Sonny asked. "Y ou trust my judgement?’

"Come off it, Top; you know we do. Just tell us how come. Man, New Y ork's what we been
working for--"

"That'sjust it," Sonny said. "We aren't ready.”

That brought us down. How did we know--we hadn't even thought about it.

"We need to get back to the real material. When we play in New Y ork, it's not anything
anybody'sligbleto forget in ahurry. And that'swhy | think we ought to take arefresher course. About
fiveweeks All right?"

W, we fussed some and fumed some, but not much, and in the end we agreed to it. Sonny
knew his stuff, that's what we figured.

"Thenit'ssettled.”

And welit out.

Payed mostly the old stuff dressed up--_Big Gig , _Only Us Chickens _and the rest--or
head-arrangements with alot of trumpet. lllinais, Indiana, Kentucky . . .

When we hit Louisanafor atwo-nighter at the Tropics, the same thing happened that did back in
Texas, Sonny blew wild for eight minutes on asolo that broke the glasses and cracked the celling and
cleared the dance-floor like atornado. Nothing off the stem, either--but like it was practice, sort of, or
exercise. A solo out of nothing, that didn't even try to hang on to a shred of the melodly.

"Man, it'sgreet, but let us know when it's gonna happen, hear!"

About then Sonny turned down the flame on Rose-Ann. He was polite enough and a stranger
wouldn't have noticed, but we did, and Rose-Ann did--and it was tough for her to keep it dl down
under, hidden. All those questions, al those memories and fears.



He stopped going out and took to hanging around hisroomsalot. Oncein awhile hed start
playing: onetimewe listened to that horn dl night.

Finaly--it was still somewherein Louisiana-—-when Sonny was reaching with histrumpet so high
he didn't get any more sound out of it than a dog-whistle, and the front cats were laughing up astorm, |
went over and put it to him flatfooted.

His eyeswere big and he looked like he was trying to say something and couldn't. He looked
scared.

"Sonny. . . look, boy, what are you after? Tell afriend, man, don't lock it up.”

But he didn't answer me. He couldn't.

He was coughing too hard.

Here'sthe way we doped it: Sonny had worshiped Spoof, like agod or something. Now some
of Spoof was rubbing off, and he didn't know it.

Freddie was elected. Freddie talks pretty good most of the time.

"Get off thetrain, Jack. OI' Massuh's gone now, dead and buried. Mean, what he was after ain't
to be had. Mean, hewanted it al and then some--and dl isdl, thereisn't any more. Y ou play the
greatest, Sonny--go on, ask anybody. Just fine. So get off thetrain . . ."

And Sonny laughed, and agreed and promised. | mean in words. His eyes played another
number, though.

Sometimes he snapped out of it, it looked like, and he was fine then--tired and hungry, but with
it. And wed think, He's okay. Then it would happen al over again-- only worse. Every time, worse.

And it got s0 Sonny even talked like Spoof hdf thetime: "Broom off, man, leave me done, will
you? Can't you see I'm busy, got thingsto do? Get away!" And walked like Spoof--that dow
walk-in-your-deep shuffle. And did little things--like scratching hisbelly and leaving his shoes unlaced
and rehearsing in hisundershirt.

He started to smoke weedsin Alabama.

In Tennessee hetook thefirst drink anybody ever saw him take.

And awayswith that horn--cussing it, yelling at it, getting sore because it wouldn't do what he
wanted it to.

We had to leave him done, findly. "I'll handleit, . . I--understand, | think. . . Just go away, it'll be
dlright. .

Nobody could help him. Nobody at all.

Especidly not Rose-Ann.

End of the corn-belt route, the way Sonny had it booked was the Copper Club. We hadn't been
back there since the night we planted Spoof--and we didn't feel very good about it.

But acontract isn't anything else.

So wetook rooms at the only hotel there ever wasin the town. Y ou make a guess which room
Sonny took. And we played some cards and bruised our chops and tried to deep and couldn't. We
tossed around in the beds, listening, waiting for the horn to begin. But it didn't. All night long, it didn't.

Wefound out why, ohyes. . .

Next day we dl waked around just about everywhere except in the direction of the cemetery.
Why kick up misery? Why makeit any harder?

Sonny stayed in hisroom until ten before opening, and we began to worry, but he got in under
thewire,

The Copper Club was packed. Y okels and farmers and high school stuff, ajazz " connoisseur”
here and there--to the beams. Freddie had set up the stands with the music notes all in order, andina
few minutes we had our positions.

Sonny came out wired for sound. He looked--powerful; and that's a hard way for afive-foot
four-inch bal dheaded white man to look. At any time. Rose-Ann threw me aglance and | threw it back,
and collected it from the rest. Something bad. Something redl bad. Soon.



Sonny didn't look any which way. He waited for the applause to die down, then he did aquick
One-Two-Three-Four and we swung into_The Jm jam Man_, our theme.

| mean to say, that crowd waswith usall the way--they smelled something.

Sonny did the thumb-and-little-finger sgnd and we started _Only Us Chickens . Bud Meunier
did the intro on his bass, then Henry took over on the piano. He played one hand racing the other. The
front cats hollered "Go! Go!" and Henry went. Hisleft hand crawled on down over the keysand
scrambled and didn't fuzz once or dip once and then walked away, cocky and proud, like amouse full of
cheese from an unsprung trap.

"Hooo-boy! Play, Henry, play!"

Sonny watched and smiled. "Bring it on out,” he said, gentle, quiet, pleased. "Keep bringin' it

Henry did that counterpoint businessthat you're not supposed to be able to do unlessyou have
two right arms and four extrafingers, and he got that boiler puffing, and he got it shaking, and he
screamed his Henry Walker "Wo0000000000!" and he finished. | came in on the tubs and begat them up
till I couldn't seefor the swest, hit the cymba and waited.

Mr."T," Lux and Immy fiddlefaddled like a coop and capons talking about their operation for a
while. Rose-Ann chanted: "Only us chickensin the hen-house, Daddy, Only us chickens here, Only us
chickensin the hen-house, Daddy, Ooo-bab-a-roo, Ooo-bob-aroo . . ."

Then it was horn time. Timefor the big solo.

Sonny lifted the trumpet--One! Twol--Hegot it into sight--Three!

We al stopped dead. | mean we stopped.

That wasn't Sonny's horn. This one was dented-in and best-up and the tip-end was nicked. It
didn't shine, not abit.

Lux leaned over--you could havefit a coffee cup into his mouth, "Jesus God,” hesaid. "Am |
seding right?’

| looked close and said: "Man, | hope not."

But why kid? We'd seen that trumpet amillion times.

It was Spoof's.

Rose-Ann was trembling. Just like me, she remembered how we'd buried the horn with Spoof.
And she remembered how quiet it had been in Sonny'sroom last night . . .

| started to think real hophead thoughts, like--where did Sonny get hold of ashovel that late? and
how could he expect ahorn to play that's been under ground for two years? and--.

That blast got into our earslikelong knives.

Spoof's own trademark!

Sonny looked caught, like he didn't know what to do at first, like he was hypnotized, scared,
amighty scared. But asthe sound came out, rolling out, sharp and clean--new-trumpet sound--his
expression changed. His eyes changed: they danced alittle and opened wide.

Then he closed them, and blew that horn. Lord God of the Fishes, how he blew it! How he loved
it and caressed it and pushed it up, higher and higher and higher. High C? Bottom of the barrel. He took
off, and hewalked dl over the rules and slamped them flat.

The meody got log, first off. Everything got logt, then, while that horn flew. It wasn't only jazz; it
wasthe heart of jazz, and the insides, pulled out with the roots and held up for everybody to see; it was
bluesthat told the story of al the lonely cats and dl the ugly whoreswho ever lived, blues that spoke up
for theloser lamping sunshine out of iron-gray bars and every hophead hooked and gone, for the
bindlestiffsand the city dicers, for the country boysin Georgia shacks and the High Ydlow hipstersin
Chicago dums and the bootblacks on the corners and the fruitsin New Orleans, abluesthat spoke for al
the londly, sad and anxious downers who could never speak themsalves. . .

And then, when it had said dll this, it stopped and there was a quiet so quiet that Sonny could
have shouted:

"It's okay, Spoof. It'sdl right now. You'l get it said, al of it--I'll help you. God, Spoof, you
showed me how, you planned it--1'll do my best!"



And helaid back his head and fastened the horn and pulled in air and blew some more. Not sad,
now, not blues--but not anything else you could cal by aname. Except - . . jazz. It wasjazz.

Hate blew out of that horn, then. Hate and fury and mad and fight, like screams and snarls, like
little razors shooting a you, millions of them, cutting, cutting deep .

And Sonny only stopping to wipe his lip and whisper in the sllent room full of people: "Y oure
saying it, Spoof! You arel”

God Almighty Himsdf must have heard that trumpet, then; dapping and hitting and hurting with
notes that don't exist and never existed. Man! Lifetook areal beating! Life got groined and diced and
belly-punched and the horn, it didn't stop until everything had al spilled out, every bit of the hate and mad
that's built up in aman's heart.

Rose-Ann waked over to me and dug her nailsinto my hand as shelistened to Sonny . . .

"Come on now, Spoof! Comeon! Wecandoit! Let'splay therest and play it right. Y ou know
it'sgot to be said, you know it does. Come on, you and me together!"

And the horn took off with abig yellow blast and started to laugh. | mean it laughed! Hooted and
hollered and jumped around, dancing, singing, strutting through those notes that never were there. Happy
music? Joyful music? It was chicken dinner and an empty stomach; it was big-butted women and big
white beds; it was country walking and windy days and fresh-born crying and--Oh, there just doesn't
happen to be any happinessthat didn't come out of that horn.

Sonny hit the last high note--the Spoof blast--but so high you could just barely heer it.

Then Sonny dropped the horn. It fell onto the floor and bounced and lay ill.

And nobody breathed. For along, long time.

Rose-Ann let go of my hand, at last. She walked across the platform, dowly, and picked up the
trumpet and handed it to Sonny.

He knew what she meant.

Weall did. It was over now, over and done. . .

Lux plucked out the intro. Jmmy Fritch picked it up and kept the melodly.

Thenweadl joined in, dow and quiet as we could. With Sonny--I'm talking about Sonny--putting
out the kind of sound he'd always wanted to.

And Rose-Ann sang it, clear as a mountain wind--not just from her heart, but from her belly and
her guts and every living part of her.

For The Ol' Massuh, just for him. Spoof's own song:

_Black Country _.

Introduction to
GENTLEMEN, BE SEATED
by Frank M. Robinson

Therewas atime, not too long ago, when people talked about short stories and television
shows-that is, theindividual stories on televison shows--with as much enthusiasm asthey do today



about movies or the latest novel by Stephen King or, for that matter, the most recent _Batman_ or
_Superman_universe.

They redly did.

"Did you read that story by Bradbury in the Saturday Evening Post? The one about the dinosaur
and the foghorn?'

"Did you catch Harlan Ellison in the recent _Rogue_? The girl who only carriesfolding money
and doesn't have adime for an emergency phone call?"

"Didyouwatch _Twilight Zone_last night? Where the old lady triesto escape Mr. Death?"!

It was during the fifties and the late sixties and short stories were one of the mgjor pillars of
popular culture. We talked about them, wetold the plots to one another, we waited for the magazines
when they hit the newsstand and, of course, we never missed _Twilight Zone . That was a period when
the men's magazines were alittle racy and alot of fun (before they traded in a casua wink and achuckle
for short coursesin gynecology and exercisesin "persond journalism’) and the last mass market for short
fiction.

There were giantsin those days and their names were Ray Bradbury and Richard Matheson and
Charles Beaumont and Rod Serling. .

Then _Twilight Zone_diedin 1 965 and Charles Beaumont died in 1967 and when they were
gone, an eradtarted todie. _Night Galery , Serling'slast anthology series, died in 1972 and about the
sametime, fiction asamaingtay of the mass market men's magazines aso began to vanish. (Everybody
knew the magazines sold because of the stapled-in-the-navel nudes and the latest exhaudtive interview
with sometrangent VIP. Fiction was given the old heave-ho. None of the publishers noticed that when
you took out the works, the old watch might look the same but it no longer kept time very well. By the
mid-80's, circulation had plummeted. Readers turned on by soft-core porno were renting the real thing to
watch ontheir VCR'S)

Of all the disastersto hit the short fiction market, one of the saddest was the decline and degth of
Charles Beaumont. A maingtay of _Twilight Zone , hewasdsoamainstay of Playboy and Rogue .

Hewas aprolific talent and a unique one. Every writer reachesinto himsdlf for his characters,
mines his own childhood for dramatic nuggets that he can adapt for hislatest story.

Charliestalent was broader than that. He could reach beyond his own life--he could reach into
the hearts of the friends he knew and the people he met and construct his characters and stories from the
living tissue of the everyday life around him.

Some musicians are credited with "soul,” which isavery persond, interna thing. Charlie had that
but he dso had empathy, which isexterna. If you were hurting, he knew it. More importantly than that,
he knew why--without you ever saying aword. It wasthis qudity that gave his characterslife, aquality
that enabled his characters to engage the reader in away those of few other writers could. Inthe
sciencefiction and fantasy field, dominated by mechanica plots and sensdess action with cardboard cut
outs going through the motions, stories by Charlie Beaumont stood out in vivid contrast.

It'swith agreat deal of bitter personal regret that | have to admit that both soul and empathy
were not the sort of qudities that two-fifteen-year-olds in Chicago would notice in one another. | had to
wait until my 30sto discover themin Charlie.

Harlan Ellison was largely responsible for Charles Beaumont gppearing as" C.B. Lovehill" inthe
old _Rogue . Weloved his stories and we bought every one he submitted (_ Playboy had first
pick--they paid more--and we took the leavings. But Beaumont was so consistently good that purchase
by Playboy reflected editorid taste more than innate quality).

Of dl the stories we published, | especidly loved, "Gentlemen, Be Seated.” Dated only dightly, it
dealswith the death of humor and the Society for the Preservation of Laughter and could serve moreasa
metaphor for the late 1 980s than for the early | 960s, when it was written.

A cleveridea. ..

Bur far more than that, it's the pathetic story of man who finaly Got It (like most of us)--one day
too late.



GENTLEMEN, BE SEATED
by Charles Beaumont

Of course, Kindaid'sfirst thought was. I'm going to be sacked. A vison of disgrace, endless
wandering, and inevitable death by starvation floated before his mind. Then, to his surprise, he relaxed.
Theterror vanished, and he found himsdlf thinking: Well, at least | won't haveto look at his stupid face
any more. That's something. And | won't have to say yesto him when | mean no, hell no, you're as
wrong asit's possible to get, you miserable fathead!

He pushed away from his desk and walked down the long aide of drafting tablesto alittle gray
door marked, smply: William A. Biddle--Didgtrict Manager. He stood there a moment, wondering how
he had snned, not doubting that he had, for why e se would he have been summoned? Then, swalowing,
he knocked.

"Comein."

Kinkaid turned the plain meta knob and walked insde. Theroom, Model 17-B, "Regiond
Executive," was scientificaly-designed for comfort and efficiency, but Kinkaid did not fed either
comfortable or efficient. The Mov-E-Mura, depicting awind-rippled mountain lake, the scent of rain and
forests (#8124--"Huntsman"); the Day-L ite; and the distant strains of music (_La Gioconda )--al chosen
to keep the mind undeflected from its ordained course--served only to upset him further. Hewaked
across the Earth 'n-Loam floor to the desk.

It was a perfectly ordinary desk, uncluttered by items of memorabilia, solid as abutcher's block,
functiond asthe State. Y et it frightened Kinkaid. Perhaps because of the way it seemed to be not in the
room but of it, perhaps because of the way it sesemed to grow verticdly from the floor and horizontally
from the paunch of William A. Biddle,

"St down."

Kinkaid perched on the edge of the Relax-O-Kushion and met the gaze of his superior. Biddle
drum-rolled hisfingers on the Teletalk and frowned. Presently he spoke, in the unlubricated voice
Kinkad had cometo despise: "l suppose you're wondering why | asked you to comein."”

"Yes gr."

Biddle opened a drawer and withdrew a sheaf of papers. 'l have here," he said, "adosser. It
containsafull report on your lifeto date." He flipped through the lightgreen pages. "l seethat you were
bornin 1952, that you are unmarried, and that you have been employed at Spears Research
Laboratories for seven years. At no time have you arrived at the office late or |ft early. You area
member of Rotary, and attend the Y oung Men's Political Forum every other Tuesday. Outsde interests
and hobbies; none. Isthis correct?

"Yes gr."

"You are, in short, the perfect employee.”

"l dowhat | can, Sir."

"Precisely. No more and no less. One could scarcely tell you from abillion other [aborers. Yet |
believethereisadifference.” Biddle continued to frown. "Y ou may recall that on the way to my office
yesterday morning, | tripped.”

"Yes gr."

"What was your reaction?"

"Regret, gr."

"Indeed?' Very dowly, Biddle removed acigar from hisbreast pocket. He skinned off the



cdllophane wrapping and moistened thetip. "It'saseriousworld welivein," he said, "and that iswhy we
are serious people.” Hetouched aspring on hisslver lighter and sucked flame into the cigar. "Don't you
agrec?'

Kinkaid nodded. "Definitely, Sir."

"Definitely,” said William Agnew Biddle, whereupon the cigar in his mouth exploded.

Kinkaid legpt to hisfest.

He stared at his superior, whose face was now covered with the splayed ends of the demolished
cigar, and then felt a curious condtriction in his chest and a peculiar, uncontrollable force which caused
the corners of his mouth to stretch upward.

"What are you doing?' asked Biddle, suddenly.

Kinkaid's hands twitched in afutile gesture. The more Kinkaid looked at his superior, the greater
and more uncontrollable the congtriction, the higher the corners of the mouth. It was afrightening
sensation. "1 don't know," he said.

"Then I'll tell you," said Biddle, scraping the tobacco from his blackened face. "Y ou're doing the
samething you did when | tripped. You're_grinning_."

"Sir, | assure you--"

"Kinkaid, | have eyesin my head, and | say you're_grinning!_ Why?"

"l don't know, sir!"

Biddle took astep closer. "I do, You're amused, Kinkaid. That'swhy. An incident hasjust
occurred which might have caused blindness or permanent injury to my face. | ask you, isthere anything
funny inthat?"

"No, sr."

"And yet you grinned."

"It wasinvoluntary."

"That hardly matters, Kinkaid. The pointis, you did_grin. | knew it!"
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"How did it fed ?'

Kinkaid shifted on the Relax-O-Kushion. "I'm afraid | don't understand,” he said.

"Diditfed ... drange?"

"Yes"

"But not unpleasant?'

Kinkaid shook his head.

"Good! Splendid!" Biddle wiped the remaining patches of soot from hisface. "Kinkaid," he sad,
"what are you doing tonight?'

"Nothing in particular.”

"Would you care to spend an evening with me?”

"That would befine, gr. But--"

"No butsl Meet me at Kdly's, Ninth and Spring, at eight o'clock. Y our questionswill be
answered then. In the meantime, say nothing of this episode--to anyone. Isthat clear?"

"Yes, ar." Kinkaid rose.

"Kinkad."

"Yes dar?'

"Why do firemen wear red suspenders?’

"l don't know, sir."

"Poor boy," said Biddle. "Y ou will."

Kély'swas unlike any restaurant Kinkaid had ever seen; except, of course, in the historicals.
Entering, he felt peculiarly suspect. Instead of the usua bright light, there was darkness. Instead of the
normal cataract of voices, slence. Instead of the endless rows of tables, emphasizing Togetherness, afew
booths by thewall. At the last booth, he stopped. William Agnew Biddle was seated before aglass



which contained acolorlessfluid.

"James, I'm so0 glad you decided to come. Thought | saw you changing your mind by the door."

Kinkaid sat down across from his superior. Somehow Biddle was different. His voice was no
longer dry and mechanica. His eyes seemed to havelittlelightsin them.

"Ever beento ared restaurant?’

"Likethis?No."

"Pity. | can't say thefood is particularly heath-giving--but once you'vetried it, you can't go back
to thelab stuff. Careto try?'

"I'm not very hungry, sir, to tell the truth.”

"Oh. Wdll, youwon't mind if | go ahead.” Biddle drained the glass, then snapped hisfingers. A
man in ared jacket appeared out of the shadows. "A nice porterhouse, Sam. Sdad, with roquefort. My

"Yes, gr," theman said, and vanished.

"Being waited on is agreegble, too," said Biddle. "Now. | suppose a this point you're thinking:
Poor old boy, he's flunked his mentals.”

"Oh, no, ar. It'sjust that I'm allittle--"

"Confused. Y es. And with good reason. Firgt it gppears you're going to befired, then it appears
you're being subjected to some sort of test. Asit happens, neither isthe case."

Kinkaid sad, "Oh."

"You see, James, |'ve had my eyes on you for quite awhile. Not that there was ever anything
overt, anything one could put one'sfinger on. . . But | sensed something about you."

Theman in the red jacket reappeared, bearing trays. He set many dishesin front of Biddle. Then
he vanished again.

Biddle beganto est. "They'll tell you there's no such thing asintuition,” he said, between bites,
"but they're wrong. | knew, somehow, that you'd grin when the cigar exploded. Of course, I'd _hoped
for alaugh, but we can't have everything canwe? How_ did | know about the grin?' He shrugged,
cocking his sparse-haired, pink-fleshed head to one sde. "For along time I've felt your hatred. Highly
unscientific! But I'vefelt it nonetheless. Theway you say ‘good morning, for instance. It's not agreeting,
itsacurse. What you _mean _is 'l hateyou, Mr. Biddle. | hate everything about you." Am | right?"

"Wl .. ."

"Of _course I'mright!" Biddle chewed lustily. "The district manager of Spear's Researchis, by
and large, ahorse's ass. He is pompous and rude and officious and cold. But heis aso highly competent,
and therefore above suspicion. The authorities would believe him, no matter what they weretold. No
matter _what . Remember that."

"All right," said Kinkaid.

Biddle glanced at hiswatch, then sngpped hisfingers again, loudly. The man in the red jacket
meateridized.

"Check, Sam," said Biddle. Then, rising: "Come dong, James. It'sjust about that time."

They rode the moving belts to the dark north end of the city, then they walked. Soon Kinkaid's
legs began to hurt. He wanted to stop and rest, but pride prevented him. Biddle, who was over seventy,
appeared to betotally unaffected by the exertion.

After awnhile, the digtrict manager said: "Been out thisway before?"

Kinkaid shook his head.

"It'scalled No Man's Land. They'll haveit torn down in afew years, torn down, swept away,
forgotten.” Biddle sighed. "All these lovely, impractica buildings..." He pointed to ahuge, dark, sightless
structure, untenanted for decades, poised, it seemed, on thefine edge of collapse. "A lot of unhappiness
there, James. But alot of happiness, too. Stop amoment. Close your eyes. Can't you dmost hear the
crying and the laughter?'

Kinkaid closed his eyes. He heard nothing but the hum of the city.

"It will come. Don't forceit." Biddle reached into his pocket. "Now I'll haveto ask you to
cooperate.” He withdrew a pair of glasses, opened them, and hooked them on Kinkaid's ears. "Can you



see?!

"No."

"Good."

Kinkaid fdt himsdf being revolved. Dizziness st inimmediately.

"It's necessary thefirgt time," said Biddle. "In case you're rgjected.”

Feding dightly ill, Kinkaid walked what he consdered aterrible distance, turning innumerable
corners, doubling back, climbing steps. After perhaps an hour of this, Biddle said: "Take 'em off."

They werein an acove of some sort. Biddle winked, walked to the paint-pedling door and
knocked three times. There was a pause. Then apand did open and aface appeared.

"Why does a chicken crossthe road?' inquired avoice.

"To get to the other Sde," said Biddle.

The door opened.

Kinkaid followed his superior into a plush-hung hdlway. Standing in the halway, blocking a
second door, was atal man in a peppermint-siriped suit. His face was glistening black, except for the
mouth, which was broadly outlined in white. His hair was short and kinky. He held acircular, bangled
ingrument which Kinkaid recognized as an ancient _tambourine .

"Good evening, Mister Bones,” said Biddle.

"Good evenin'," said the man with the black face.

"Ishein?'

"Yasuh."

"Tdl him member saven-oh-nineis here, with therecruit.”

"Y assuh, boss!" said the man. He tapped the _tambourine , turned and walked out the doorway.

Within moments he was back.

"Disyereway."

Kinkaid and Biddle accompanied the man up along, narrow flight of stairsto asmall red door
and there they stopped. The man with the black face pressed a button.

From an overhead speaker avoice caled: "Why does the fireman wear red suspenders?!

"To keep hispantsup,” said the _tambourine _man, flipping atoggle.

"So make the scene.”

Therewas a sharp buzzing sound. The door swung open. Kinkaid and Biddle followed their
guidein.

Ingtinctively, Kinkaid gasped and clutched at Biddle for support. Hisfirst impression had been
that the room was upside down. He closed his eyes. Slowly, he opened them. The impression remained.

Biddle made a peculiar noisein histhroat. "Don't bedarmed,” he said. "Thisisknown asagag.”

"A gag?' Kinkaid stared up at what could only be the floor. He saw a couch, achair, atable, and
even asmdl deeping dog.

"Exactly. It will be explained." Biddle marched acrossthe celling, from which sprouted along
chain topped by an antique light bulb. "Come aong.”

Taking careto look straight ahead, Kinkaid made hisway forward. His employer pressed a
second button and a panel did back, exposing a second room.

It was hardly acomfort.

Herethere were mirrors, stationed aong the four walls. As Kinkaid passed them, he saw himsdlf
turn fat, dim, big-headed, pin-headed, three-faced, and invisible.

"Depogit the can titherwards, ofay,” said the man know as Mister Bones, gesturing.

"How'sthat?' Kinkaid looked at the chair which had been pulled up. "Oh." He sat down. Ashe
sank into the frayed brown cushion, there was aloud, embarrassing noise.

"Yak, yak!" said Mister Bones.

Kinkaid rose, ungteadily. "I think," he said, "that 1'd better go."

"Too late" said Biddle.

" Bool "

Kinkaid jumped backward, colliding with alarge desk. When equilibrium returned, he found



himsdlf saring a afigure dongs de which the man with the black face seemed absolutely humdrum. This
figure reflected a hundred times throughout the room, wore a golden mask and a skin-tight suit of many
colors, each color in the shape of adiamond, each diamond a different hue from the other. The figure
approached, and asit did so, thetiny bells attached to its ankles and to its wrists and to its high-peaked
cap tinkled wildly.

"What goes up the chimney down but not down the chimney up?'

"l don't understand the question,” said Kinkaid. "Would you repest it?"

"No," said thebelled figure. Pointing the stick a Biddle: "Tdl him."

"Anumbrdla” said Biddle.

The man with the black face dapped his knees. Peculiar noisesissued from histhroat. They
were, Kinkaid thought, like the noises of the Laff-Trackson TV; but also not like them.

"Misgter Bones," said the belled figure, "it'stoodle-oosville, _sil vousplait_."

The man with the black face tapped his_tambourine , turned and walked headlong into the wall.
Agan Kinkaid felt the strange condtriction in his chest. The ends of his mouth curled upwards as the man
crashed to the floor, rolled, picked himsdlf up and staggered through the doorway.

"| don't know, Biddle," said the harlequin figure. Kinkaid could fed hot eyes staring upon him
from behind the golden mask. "I'm very dubious.”

"Hesmiled," sad Biddle, frowning.

"Yes, but that wasayok. Wevegottobe _so careful.”

"Of course. | know that. That'swhy | waited to be sure.” Biddle put his arm around Kinkaid's
shoulder. "Understand, he'sabeginner. And he_was_amused by thetrick cigar.”

Thebdlstinkled. " Was _he?'

"Hevery nearly laughed."

"Wel!" Silence. Then, once more, the bells; louder; much louder. The figure reached acrossthe
desk. "Good to meet up with ya, podnuh!”

Hestantly, Kinkaid accepted the hand. Therewas aloud buzz, followed by apainful tickling
sensation on hispam. He jerked away.

The Laff-Track noise again, from Biddles throat. Listening, Kinkaid was hardly aware of the
lava-hot bal gathering and expanding insgde him. When it burst, he was as surprised asthe others. "That's
it!" he shouted, damming hisfist down on the desk. "I don't know what the hell dl of thisisabout, but |
know onething--I don't want any part of it. Y ou hear? Y ou people--you're psycho! Y ou know that?
Psycho!"

He strode angrily to the door.

It was locked.

"You see" sad Biddle. "Emotion.”

"Yes," sad the belled figure. "That's encouraging, though far from conclusive." He gestured.
"Migter Kinkaid, please cdm yoursdlf. Thisisal quite necessary.”

"For what?'

"Membership. Do sit down, but take care to remove the Whoopee-Cushion. Now. | gather
Miger Biddle hastold you nothing.”

"That'sright,” said Kinkaid, still annoyed.

"Then I'll explain. Y ou are in the headquarters of the S.P.O.L .--the Society for the Preservation
of Laughter. We're a secret organization, running counter to established law. Most of what wedois
either frowned upon or grictly forbidden. We are, in short, outlaws.”

Kinkaid glanced at Biddle, then struck a cigarette, nervoudy.

"l," said the belled figure, "am known asthe Grand Jester. Mister Biddle, here, isone of our
Interl ocutors. Should you be accepted, you would start as a Schlock. It isno disgrace: we were dl
Schlocks, once. After six months, however, you would be entitled to apply for araisein status. Assuming
apostive vote, you would then ascend to the Second Degree, that of Hipster. And so forth. Am |
making mysdf cleer?'

"Not exactly,” said Kinkaid.



"Well, then, skipping the parliamentary jazz for the mo," said the Grand Jester, "it should be
enough to say that our title explains our purpose. The world has forgotten how to laugh, Mister Kinkaid.
Some of usregret that fact. Unlike the authoritieswe fed that laughter is sufficiently important to be
preserved, despite the grave psychologicd risk. You dig?’

"l didn't know there was any psychologicd risk in laughter.”

"Then you have not been with it, friend-0. Most humor, you see, had itsrootsin cruety. In
stamping out cruelty, we have automatically slamped out humor. Therefore, there ain't much to laugh at
no more.

"Thisisthe gtory," continued the man in the golden mask. "Once upon atime, theworld was a
basicaly bad scene. We had disease and war and oppression and prejudice, and all that scam. The
worst! How did the people endureit? By laughing. They worked out al their beefs with boffs, so to
speak. Then the psychologists and the censors came on. We got sophisticated. Conditions improved.
And humor vanished." With his jeweled stick he pressed anumber of buttons on the desk. "It'safragile
thing, humor. Andysiscankill it. But we are an anaytica people now, so you'l have everything explained
to you--once--to eiminate psychological after-blast. Now. | trust you understand the trick cigar
episode?’

Before Kinkaid could answer, Biddle said: "1 thought it best to wait." He turned. " James, it was
amply that afigure of authority was momentarily rendered ridiculous. Sort of a consummation.”

The Grand Jester shook his head, causing the bellstoring. "Leave him done," he said. "Mister
Kinkaid, what about the man who waked into the wall?*

Kinkaid thought awhile. "What about him?"

"He was painted to represent a Negro. Negroes congtitute aminority race. Somewhere deep
inddeyou, you are prejudiced againgt minority races. Y ou wish themill. Wheniill befalsthem, you laugh.”

"That'sabsurd,” said Kinkaid.

"Yes," sad the Jester, "but partidly true. If your mother had walked into the wall, you would not
have grinned. Ergo and thus. How else do you account for the disappearance of Negro humor? Of dl
racia humor, for that matter? It'sbasicaly prgudicid, crue.”

"The upside-down room is another example," said Biddle.

"Precisaly,” said the Jester. "I have a peep-hole through which | observe visitors. Asthey ssumble
about in discomfort, or panic, | laugh. Y ou, Mister Kinkaid, made me laugh quite heartily. It was
endsville™

"The peculiar words," said Biddle, "amuse because they are an expression of individudity. They
may be interpreted as aform of rebellion against organized society.”

The Jester reached into his desk, withdrew four oranges and began to juggle them. "I don't think
he getsit."

"Givehimtime"

"All right." The orangesfdl to the floor. "My own costume harks back to afigure of great pathos,
the Court Jester. He was usualy adwarf or acripple. Funeee!"

A buzzer sounded. The man in the golden mask picked up amicrophone. "What has four whedl's
and flies?" he shouted.

"A garbagetruck!" returned a chorus of voices.

"Makeit!"

The door opened. Fivefigures entered the room. The first was clad in abillowing polka-dot suit,
the second in dark rags, the third in long underwear, the fourth in atoga, while the fifth and last was
mother naked. Thefigureslined up in front of Kinkaid and regarded him specul atively.

"First degreeinterlocutors,” said Biddle. "Y our judges.”

The naked man stepped forward. "Have you heard the one about the little moron who tried to
look through a screen and strained his eyes?’

Kinkaid said, "No."



There was a pause. The naked man stepped back.

The ragged man took his place. In ahigh-pitched sng-song voice, he said: "Roses arered,
daises chartreuse. If you will bend over, I'll giveyou agtart.”

"What?"

The polka-dot man reached into his pocket and took out alarge paper, which he unrolled. It was
alined drawing of two bearded men imbedded to their chestsin jungle dime. A quotation at the bottom
of the picture read: 'Quicksand or naot, I've haf amind to struggle.’

The man in long underwear leaned on a cane, which snapped in two. From the floor he said:
"There were these red wild hopheads sitting on a curb. They're smoking away. Along comesthisfire
engine going about a hundred miles an hour, with the bells and the siren, screaming dong. It screamsright
by them. Wait aminute, | forgot to say they were high. Y'know? Anyway, thefirst hophead turnsto the
other hophead and says, ‘Like man. | thought they'd never leave.”

The man in the togaraised his hand. " There was a young man from Saint Bee's, who was stung
on the hand by awasp. Said he, with agrin, as he somethingsomething, 'I'm sure glad it wasn't ahornet.”

Thefivefiguresthen began to run about the room, singing:

" Hethought he saw a Banker's Clerk Descending from the bus :

_Helooked again, and found it was A Hippopotamus :

" If thisshould stay to dine,' he said, ‘'There won't be much for us!_"

"Won't be much for usl"” cried Biddle. "Won't be much for us!"

Abruptly the song stopped. The figures ceased their running. They peered at Kinkaid, who had
sat frozen for the past several minutes; then they scampered, howling, from the room.

The Grand Jester bal anced the jeweled stick on hisnose and said: "They'll vote tonight.”

"What do you think?" asked Biddle.

"Hard to say."

"I know, but what do you think?"

"Won't tell," said the Jester.

Biddlesighed. "All right,” he said, and took Kinkaid'sarm. "Nothing to do now but wait. Let'sgo
downgtairs. Maybe we can catch an orgy.”

They sat in heavy leather chairs, Biddle wiping his forehead with a handkerchief, Kinkaid merely
gtting, waiting for the nauseato pass.

A manin awhite jacket paused and put glassesin their hands.

"Absnthe" said Biddle. "It rot out your eyesif you make ahabit of it. Like most sins, though,
it'sharmlessin moderation.”

Thethickish liquid tasted bad to Kinkaid, but appeared to settle his stomach.

Biddle was mumbling.

"What?"

"l said, | may have made amigtake." Thedigtrict manager swalowed dl theliquid in hisglass and
belched. "No point being pessmistic, though.” He rose from the chair. "Come aong, it'salmost show
time. There are afew things | want you to see.”

Kinkaid followed his superior across a deep red carpet to aroom. Thewalls of the room were
lined with books.

Biddle handed Kinkaid a gilt-edged book weighing at |east ten pounds. Opening a random,
Kinkaid found adrawing which depicted communa breeding.

"The Germans were great hands at pornography,” Biddle said, chuckling. "They dmost made an
art of it. So did the Japanese. Here--thisis our collection of _graffiti_." He reached down an impressive
leather-bound volume. ™Y ou're probably not familiar with theword. It refersmainly to the scrawls one
used to find on the wals of public restrooms." He flipped through the pages. " Some wonderful Stuff,
redly. Completdy uninhibited. Tekethis: 'Here | Sit, broken-hearted--"

"Mr. Biddle," said Kinkaid. "I'm not fedling very well."



"Oh? That'stoo bad. Well, next time. In case you're done: this section contains essays and short
works of fiction; this section is devoted entirdly to cartoons; that'sthe film vault over there. All the
Chaplin pictures, Buster Keaton, W.C. Fidds, Laurel and Hardy, the Marx Brothers, et d. Also arather
interesting selection of stag reels. When you decide to look at those, by the way, have one of the
interlocutors help you. Persondly | would recommend '‘Bathroom Frolics,' though'A Night at the Zoo' is
dsofird rate”

Therewas an ugly bleating sound.

"The Bronx cheer," said Biddle. "That means show-time. Here go."

They hurried out of the book-filled room, across the crowded bar, through a curtained doorway,
to asmdl amphitheetre.

They sat down. Thelights dimmed. The curtains parted. A smal man in acheckered suit walked
to the center of the stage.

"Anybody wannabuy aduck?'

The peoplein the amphithestre roared. A large man with white hair jabbed his ebow into
Kinkaid'sribs. "Too much!" the man said. “Too much!"

Thefootlights became dimmer. A man in patched clothes shuffled across the stage. A spotlight
came on. The man took a short-handled broom from his pocket and tried to sweep away the spotlight.

Agantheroar.

Two men with black faces and white gloves shambled acrossthe stage.

Thetdl one said: " Crony, my boy, where has you been?| ain't seen you inalong time!"

The short onesaid: "l beenin dejalhouse.”

"Whuffo?' asked thetdl one.

"Well," said the short one, "lemme ax you sumfin'. What would you do if you come home and
found yo wifein bed wid anudder man?'

"I would smply cut my wifés acquaintance.”

"Dat'sdl | did. An' bedieve me, | cut him deep!™

"Yak! Yak!"

"Negroes," said Biddle, "were thought to be morally lax. The humor here derivesfrom the odd
gpeech patterns, the misunderstanding of acommon phrase, and the casud attitude toward murder. But
forget that. Takeit for what itis. Try!"

Kinkaid tried, but he did not understand any of the things that passed before his eyes. Biddle's
voice was adistant hum. The lights danced insde hismind.

When they returned to the lounge, Biddle ordered drinks.

They took a corner booth.

"Look at it thisway," Biddle said. "Humor is an escape vave for the emotions. Everybody has
emotions, even today. They're building up, al over the world. Getting ready to explode.

"James, ligento me," Biddle said. "Thisisthe way it was. When television was born, censors
started cracking down. Any humor that might offend--that's to say, all real humor--was banished. A new
humor sprang up. It didn't offend anyone, but it didn't amuse anyone either. Nobody liked it, but that
didn't matter. Vaudeville died. Burlesque died. Circuses died. The wonderful jokesthat used to spread
likewildfire. . ." Biddle sighed and peered at hisglass. "It was phenomenal. Y ou're too young to
remember, James. We had jokes about everything under the sun, about insanity and disease, about sex
and God and crime and marriage and--oh, nothing was sacred. And the wonder is, alot of these jokes
weregood. Still are! I'm afraid it'salost art. Everything'slost. Drink up, my boy. You're what's left.”

Kinkaid threw down the remains of hisdrink and ordered another. There was a curious |oss of
control in hismotor muscles. He looked at all the people, listened to the roar of their voices, and returned
to the booth.

A naked woman sat in hislap.

"Coo, ducks," she said. "Have you heard the one about the married couple and the chimpanzee?'

"No," said Kinkaid. His mind was whirling now. The girl became two, then three. The voices
faded.



"...gotinto bed and herewasthisape. . ."

He blinked furioudy. Now therewas agirl in Biddl€'s|ap, and they were making those barking,
Laff-Track noises.

"Get it?' said avoice.

Kinkaid felt asudden hot rush of tears on hisface. "No!" he cried, pressing his hot wet face
between the girl'sbreasts. "No, | don't getit. | _dont getit! "

A hand reached into hismind, then, and turned it off.

The morning light was cold and harsh. Kinkaid lay on the bed unmoving for along time. When he
did move, it was an agony. His head throbbed and his sscomach felt as though someone had been
punching it, hard, for hours.

It was not until after his shower that he remembered the previous night.

Excited, he dressed, breskfasted, and took the hi-speed belt to work.

"Y ou are seven minutes, twenty secondslate,” said the Time Box.

"Upyours" said Kinkaid, happily.

He ran the gauntlet of eyesto his desk, took out his papers and sat down. A red bulb flashed.

Kinkaid waked down the aide toward the door marked: _William A. Biddle . Biddlewas
seated behind his desk.

"Hi," said Kinkaid. "You arelae."

"I know. That absinthe must have got to me."

"Absnthe?'

"Maybe| didn't tell you, but | hadn't even tasted the stuff before last night. I'm sorry about what
happened. Who took me home?"

"Kinkaid, | don't know what you're talking about."

"About lagt night. SP.O.L." The corners of Kinkaid'slips curled upward. " Anybody wannabuy
aduck?'

Biddl€s expresson was grim.

"I'll be happy to give you agooseinstead,” said Kinkaid. "There, how'sthat? That's ajoke, isn't
it?'

"l couldn't say."

"Comeon, Mister Biddle. | know | was adisappointment to you, but it was al so new. | didn't
understand. | wanted to, | tried . . . 'mwilling to learn.

Biddle said nothing.

"They're not going to hold it againgt me because | didn't laugh, arethey?' Kinkaid found that his
heart had begun to beat rapidly. "I didn't know how. But | do now. Listen. Hal Ha-hal _Ha-ha-ha --"

"Kinkad!"

"Yes Sr?

"Yourefired."

"What?' Kinkaid's mouth went dry. He stared at the stern man behind the desk and tried to
remember how he looked with histie loose and anaked woman in hislap. "Mister Biddle, | know the
vote was againgt me. | know that. And | don't blame them. But, you can fix it, can't you?"'

"Get out."

"Please! All I want isasecond chance. Isthat so much to ask? Y ou people _lived through the
time, | didn't. I'vegot to learn.”

"I don't know what you're babbling about, Kinkaid. But | warn you. If you repest any of it to the
authorities, they'll put you away.”

Kinkaid stood there amoment, tense; then he sighed, turned around and walked quickly out of
the building.

That night, and amost every night theresfter until the fina demalition, he rode the beltsto No
Man's Land. He walked to where the ugly sightless buildings were, and he searched, but he could never



find the building he wanted.

Sometimes he would stand perfectly till on the crumbling sdewaks, and listen. And onceina
whileit dmost seemed that he could hear the distant laughter.

It was alovely, desperate sound.

THE JUNGLE
by Charles Beaumont

Suddenly it wasthere. On foxfeet, invisbly, it had crept, past al the fences and traps he had laid,
past dl the barriers. And now it sat inside hismind, apart of him, like his pulse, like the steady best of his
heart.

Richard Austin becamerigid in the chair. He closed his eyes and strained the musclesin his body
until they were slent and unmoving as granite; and he listened to the thing that had come again, taking him
by surprise even while he had been waiting. He listened to it grow--it _seemed _ to grow; he couldn't be
sure: perhaps he was merely bringing it into sharper focus by filtering out the other constant sounds: the
winds that whispered through the foliage of balloon-topped trees the murmurous insect-drone of al the
machines that produced this wind and pumped blood through the city from their stations far benesth the
night-heavy streets. Or, perhaps, it was because he was searching, trying to lay hands on it that the thing
seemed to be different tonight, stronger, surer. Or--what did it matter?

He sat in the darkened room and listened to the drum; to the even, steady throb that really neither
rose nor diminished, but held to that dow dignified tempo with which hed become so familiar.

Then, quickly he rose from the chair and shook his head. The sounds died and became an
indistinguishable part of the silence. It was only concentration, he thought, and the desire to hear them
that gavethemllife. . .

Richard Austin released ajagged breath from his swollen lungs, painfully. He walked to the bar
and poured some whiskey into aglass and drank mogt of it in asingle swalow: it went down hisdry
throat like knives, forcing the sdlivary glands back into action.

He shook his head again, turned and walked back acrossthe living room to the far door. It
swung out noiselesdy as his hand touched the ornamented circle of hammered brass.

Thefigure of hiswife lay perfectly till under the black light, till and pae, as she had lain three
hours before. He walked toward her, fedling his nostrils dilate at the acrid medicine smdlls, harshly bitter
and new to his senses. He blinked away the hot tears that had rushed, stinging, to his eyes, and stood for
atime, quietly, trying not to think of the drums.

Then hewhispered: "Mag . . . Mag, don't dietonight!"

Imbecile words! He clenched hisfists and stared down at the face that was so full of pain, so
twisted with defeat, that now you could not believe it had once been different, ayoung face, full of
laughter and innocence and courage.

The color had gone completely. From the burning splotchy scarlet of last week to this stiff white



mask, lifeless, brittle as dry paste. And covered over with perspiration that glistened above her mouth in
cold wet buttons and over her face like oil on white stone. The bedding under and around her was
drenched gray.

Austin looked at the bandage that covered his wife's head, and forced away the memory,
brutaly. The memory of her long silver hair and how it had fdlen avay in clumpsin hishandswithina
week after she had been stricken. . .

But the thoughts danced out of control, and he found himsalf remembering dl theterrible stepsin
thisnightmare.

The scientists had thought it malaria, judging from the symptoms, which were identicd. But that
was difficult to accept, for maaria had been effectively conquered--powerful new discoveriesin vaccines
having been administered first, and then the primary cause of the disease itsdlf--the Anopheles
mosquitoe--destroyed completely. And theliquid aloys which formed the foundationsfor this new city
eliminated dl the likely breeding places, the bogs and marshlands and rivers. No instance of reoccurrence
of the disease had been reported for haf acentury. Y et--maarid parasites were discovered in the
bloodstreams of thosefirgt victims, unmistakable parasites that multiplied at a swift rate and worked their
destruction of the red corpuscles. And the chemistsimmediately had to go about the business of mixing
medicines from now ancient prescriptions, frantically working againg time. A disquieting, even a
frightening thing; but without terror for the builders of the new city; not sufficient to make them abandon
their work or to spark mass evacuations. Panic was by now so forgotten by most that it had become a
new emotion, to belearned al over again.

It had not taken very long to relearn, Austin recalled. Terror had come soon enough. The
stricken--some thirty husky workmen, engineers, planners--had rallied under the drugs and seemed to be
out of critical condition when, one night, they had dl suffered relapses, falen into fevered comas and
proceeded to aternate between unconsciousness and delirium. The scientists were baffled. They tried
frenziedly to arrest the parasites, but without success. Their medicines were useless, their drugs and
radium treatments and inoculations--al, useless. Findly, they could only ook on as the disease took new
turns, developed strange characteristics, changed atogether from what they had taken to be maariato
something utterly foreign. It began to assume ahorrible regular pattern: from prolonged ddlirium to
catatonia, whereby the victim's respiratory system and heartbeat diminished to acondition only barely
distinguishable from desth. And then, the most hideous part: the swift decomposition of the body cells,
the destruction of thetissues. . -

Richard Austin carefully controlled ashudder as he thought of those weeks that had been the
beginning. Hefingered out a cigarette from his pocekt, started to Strikeit, then broke the cylinder and
ground itsbright red flakesinto hispdms.

No other red hint had been given then: only the disease. Someone had nicknamed it "Jungle
Rot"--cruel, but apt. The victims wererotting dive, the flesh faling from them like rain-soaked rags, and
they did not diewhoally, ever, until they had been transformed into dmaost unrecognizable mounds of
putrescence. . .

He put out ahand and laid it gently againgt hiswifée's cheek. The perspiration was chill and greasy
to histouch, like the stagnant water of dew banks. Ingtinctively hisfingers recoiled and balled back into
fists. Heforced them open again and stared at the tiny dottles of flesh that clung to them.

"Mag!" It had started dready! Wildly, he touched her arm, applying very dight pressure. The
outer skin crumbled away, leaving asmall wet gray patch. Audtin's heart raced; an involuntary movement
caused hisfingersto pinch hisown wrists, hard. A wrinkled spot appeared and disappeared, asmall,
fading red line.

She'sdying, he thought. Very surdly, very dowly, she's begun to die--Mag. Soon her body will
turn gray and then it will come loose; the weight of the sheet will be enough to tear big strips of it away. .
. Shelll begin to rot, and her brain will know it-- they had discovered that much: the victims were never
completely comatose, could not be adequately drugged--she will know that sheis mouldering even while
ghelivesand thinks. ..

And why? His head ached, throbbed. _Why?_



The years, these past months, the room with its stink of decay--everything rushed up, suddenly,
filling Augtin'smind.

If I had agreed to leave with the rest, he thought, to run away, then Mag would bewell and full of
life. But--1 didn't agree. . .

He had stayed on to fight. And Mag would would not leave without him. Now she was dying and
that wastheend of it.

Or--he turned dowly--wasit? He walked out to the balcony. The forced air was soft and cool; it
moved in little patches through the streets of the city. Mbarara, _hiscity_; the one held dreamed about
and then planned and designed and pushed into existence; the place built to pamper five hundred
thousand people.

Empty now, and deserted asagigantic churchyard. . .

Dimly he recognized the sound of the drumswith their dow muffled rhythm, directionlessas
aways, seeming to come from everywhere and from nowhere. Speaking to him. Whispering.

Audtin lit acigarette and sucked the caming smoke into his lungs. He remained motionless until
the cigarette was down to the cork.

Then he walked back into the bedroom, opened a cabinet and took a heavy silver pistol.

Heloaded it carefully.

Mag was still; dmogt, it seemed to Audtin, expectant, waiting, so very still and pale.

He pointed the barrel of the pistol at hiswife'sforehead and curled hisfinger around the trigger.
Another dight pressure and it would be over. Her suffering would be over. Just adight pressure!

The drums droned louder until they were exploding in the quiet room.

Austin tensed and fought the trembling, gripped the pistol with his other hand to steedy it.

But hisfinger refused to move on the curved trigger.

After along moment, he lowered his arm and dropped the gun into his pocket.

"No." Hesad it quietly, undramaticaly. Theword hit abarrier of mucus and came out
high-pitched and child-like.

He coughed.

That was what they wanted him to do--he could tell, from the drums. That's what so many of the
others had done. Panicked.

"No."

Hewalked quickly out of the room, through the hall, to the elevator. It lowered ingtantly but he
did not wait for it to reach bottom before he legpt off and ran across the floor to the barricaded front
door.

Hetore a thelocks. Then the door swung open and he was outside; for thefirst timein three
weeks--outside, aone, in the city.

He paused, fascinated by the strangeness of it. Impossible to believe that he was the only white
man left inthe entire city.

He strode to a high-speed wakway, halted it and stepped on. Setting the power at half with his
pass key, he pressed the control button and sagged against therail as the belt whispered into movement.

He knew where he was going. Perhaps he even knew why. But he didn't think about that;
instead, he looked at the buildingsthat did by slently, the vast rolling spheres and columns of colored
stone, the balanced shapes that existed now and that had once existed only in hismind. And he listened
to the drums, wondering why the sound of them seemed natural and his buildings suddenly so unnaturd,
S0 strange and digointed.

Like green bdloons on yellow stocks, the cultured Grant Wood trees dipped by, uniform and
draight, arranged in aestheticaly pleasing designs on the stone idands between belts. Austin smiled: The
touch of nature. Toy trees, ruffling in artificid winds. . . It al looked, now, like the modd he had
presented to the Senators. About asred and lifdlike.

Austin moved like acarefully carved and painted figurine, incredibly small and lonely-looking on
the empty walkway. He thought about the years of preparation; the endless red tape and paper work that
had preceded the actua job. Then of the natives, how they had protested and petitioned to influence the



Five-Power governments and how that had dowed them down. The problem of money, whipped only by
pounding at the point of over-populaton, again and again, never letting up for amoment. The problems,
problems. . .

He could not recall when the work itsdf had actudly begun--it was al so joined. Laying thefirst
railroad could certainly not have been a particle as beset with difficulty. Because the tribes of the Kenya
territory numbered into the millions; and they were dl filled with hatred and fury, opposing the city at
every turn.

No explanation had satisfied them. They saw it asthe destruction of their world and so they
fought. With guns and spears and arrows and darts, with every resource at their disposa, refusing to
capitulate, hunting like an army of mad ants scattered over theland.

And, since they could not be controlled, they had to be destroyed. Like their forestsand rivers
and mountains, destroyed, to make room for the city.

Though not, Austin remembered grimly, without loss. The white men had fine wegpons, but none
more fatal than machetes biting deep into neck flesh or sharp wooden shafts coated with strange poisons.
And they did not al escape. Some would wander too far, unused to this green world where awhite man
could become hopelesdy logt within three minutes. Others would forget their wegpons. And afew were
too brave.

Austin thought of Joseph Fava, the engineer, who had been reported missing. And of how Fava
had come running back to the camp after two days, running and screaming, a bright crimson nearly dead
creature out of the worst dreams. He had been cleanly stripped of dl his skin, except for the face, hands,
and feet .

But, the city had grown, implacably, spreading its concrete and dloy fingerswider every day
over the dark and feral country. Nothing could stop it. Mountains were stamped flat. Riverswere
damned off or drained or put esewhere. The marsheswerefilled. The animals shot from the trees and
then the trees cut down. And the big gray machines moved forward, gobbling up the jungle with their iron
teeth, chewing it dlean of itslifeand dl itsliving things.

Until it was no more.

Leveed, smoothed as a highway is smoothed, its centuries choked beneath millions and millions
of tons of hardened stone.

Thebirth of acity . . . It had become the death of aworld.

And Richard Augtin was its murderer.

As hetraveled, he thought of the shaman, the half-naked toothless Bantu medicine man who had
spoken for most of thetribes. Y ou have killed us, and we could not stop you. So now we will wait,
until you have made your city and others cometo live here, Then Y OU will know what it isto die ."
Bokawah, who lived in supergtition and fear, whom civilization had passed, dong with therest of his
people. Who never spoke again after those words, and alowed himsglf to be moved to the wideiron
plateau that had been built for the surviving netives.

Bokawah, the ignorant shaman, with hiseterna smile. . . How distinct that smile was now!

The wakway shuddered, suddenly, and jarred to anoisy grinding stop. Austin pitched forward
and grasped therailing in order to bregk hisfal,

Awareness of the silence camefirst. The eerie dead silence that hung like apdl. It meant that the
central machines had ceased functioning. They had been designed to operate automaticaly and
perpetudly; it was unthinkable that these power sources could bresk down!

As unthinkable as the drums that murmured to life again beyond the stainless towers, so loud now
intheslence, soredl.

Audtin gripped his pistal tightly and shook away the panic that had bubbled up like acid in his
chest. It was merely that the power had gone off. Strike out impossible, insert improbable.
Improbabilities happen. The evil spirits do not summon them, they happen. Like strange diseases.

_lamfighting_, hethought, adatistical paradox. That'sdl. A storage pike of coincidences. If |



wait_--hewaked closeto the sdes of the buildings-_and fight, the graph will change. The curvewill_. .

The drums roared out awave of scattered sound, stopped, began again. . .

Hethought abit further of charts; then the picture of Mag materiaized, blocking out the thick ink
lines, ascending and descending on their giant graphs.

Thinking wasn't goingto help.. . .

He walked on.

Presently, at the end of acurvein the city maze, the "village' cameinto view, suspended
overhead like agigantic jeweed spider. It thrust out cold light. It was Silent.

Augtin breathed deeply. By belt, his destination was only minutes avay. But the minutes grew as
he walked through the city, and when he had reached the lift, hot painswrenched at his muscles. He
stood by the crysta platform, working action back into numbed limbs.

Then he remembered the silence, the dead machines. If they were not functioning, then the
elevator--.

Hisfinger touched abutton, experimentally.

A glassdoor did open with apneumatic hiss.

Hewalked inside, and tried not to think as the door closed and the bullet-shaped lift began to
rse

Bdow, Mbararagrew small. The trested metas glowed in adimming lace of light. And the city
looked even more like the little clay moded he had built with his hands.

At last, movement ceased. Austin waited for the door to dide open again, then he strode out
onto the smooth floor.

It was very dark. The artificid torches did not even smolder: their stubs, he noticed, were
blackened and cold.

But the gatesto the village lay open.

He looked past the entrance into the frozen shadows.

He heard the drums, throbbing from within, loud and distinct. But--ordinary drums, whose
sound-waves would dissi pate before ever reaching the city below,

Hewaked into the village.

The hutslike glass blisters on smooth flesh, sat sllent. Somehow, they were obscenein the dark,
to Austin. Built to incorporate the fed and the atmosphere of their originads and yet to include the civilized
conveniences, planned from an artistic aswell as a scientific standpoint--they were suddenly obscene.

Perhaps, Austin thought, as he walked, perhaps there was something to what Barney had been
saying . . - No--these people had dlected to stay of their own free will. It would have been impossible to
duplicate _exactly _the montrous conditions under which they had lived. If not impossible, certainly
wrong.

Let themwallow in their backward filth? In their disease and corruption, let them die--merdly
because their culture had failed to absorb scientific progress? No. Y ou do not permit aman to legp off
the top of ahundred-story building just because he has been trained to believeit isthe only way to get to
the ground floor--even though you insult him and blaspheme againgt his gods through your intervention.

Y ou restrain him, at any cost. Then, much later, you show him the elevator, And because heisaman,
with abrain no smaller than yours, he will understand. He will understand that a crushed superdtitionis
better than a crushed head. And he will thank you, eventualy.

Thatislogic.

Augtin walked, letting these thoughts form athick crust. He felt the dap of the pistol againgt his
thigh and this, also, was comforting.

Where were they now? Inside the huts, adeep? All of them? Or had they, too, contracted the
disease and begun to die of it?. - -

Far ahead, at the clearing which represented the tip of the design, aglow of light appeared. Ashe
approached, the drums grew louder, and other sounds--voices. How many voices? The air was a once
murmurous and dive.



He stopped before the clearing and leaned on the darkness and watched,

Nearby a young woman was dancing. Her eyes were closed, tightly, and her arms were straight
at her sdeslike black roots. Shewasin agtate of possession, dancing in rhythm to the nearest drum. Her
feet moved so fast they had become a blur, and her naked body wore adick coat of perspiration.

Beyond the dancing woman, Austin could see the crowd, squatted and standing, swaying; over a
thousand of them--surely every nativein thevillage!

A dot of brown skin and bright white paint and brilliant feathers, hunched in the firdlight.

Aninner line of men sat over drums and hollow logs, beating these with their palms and with
short sticks of wood. The sounds blended strangely into one--the one Austin had been hearing, it
seemed, dl hislife.

He watched, fascinated, even though he had witnessed Bantu ceremonies countlesstimesin the
past, even though he was perfectly familiar with the symbols. Thelittle leather bags of hex-magic:
nail-filings, photographs, specks of flesh; the rubbing boards stained with fruit-skins; the piles of bones at
the feet of the men--old bones, very brittle and dry and old.

Then he looked beyond the natives to the sensible clean crysta wallsthat rose magjestically,
cupping thearea, giving it form.

It sent achill over him.

Hewaked into the open.

The throng quieted, instantly, like ascream cut off. The dancers caught their balance, blinked,
drew in breath. The otherslifted their heads, stared.

All were turned to dark, unmoving wax.

Austin went past the gauntlet of eyes, to one of the painted men.

"Whereis Bokawah?' he said loudly, in precise Swahili. His voice regained its accustomed
authority. "Bokawah. Tekemeto him."

No one moved. Hands lay on the air inches above drums, petrified.

"l have cometo talk!"

From the corner of hiseyes, Audtin fdt the dight disturbance. He waited amoment, then turned.

A figured crouched beside him. A man, unbdlievably old and tiny, sharp little bonesjutting into
loose flesh like pins, skin cross-hatched with a pattern of white paint, chalky as the substance some
widows of the tribeswore for ayear after the death of their mates. His mouth was pulled into a shape not
quite asmile, but resembling asmile. It reveded hardened toothless gums.

The old men laughed, suddenly. The amulet around his chicken-neck bobbled. Then he stopped
laughing and dtared a Augtin.

"We have been waiting," he said, softly. Austin started at the perfect English. He had not heard
English for along time; and now, coming from thelittleman . . . Perhgps Bokawah had learned it. Why
not?"Wak with me, Mr. Audtin.”

Hefollowed the ancient shaman, dumbly, not having the dightest ideawhy hewas doing o, to a
square of moist soil. It was surrounded by natives.

Bokawah looked once at Austin, then reached down and dipped his handsinto the soil. The
horny fingers scratched away the top-dirt, burrowed in like thin, nervous animals, and emerged, finally,
holding something.

Austin gasped. It wasadoll.

It was Mag.

He wanted to laugh, but it caught in histhroat. He knew how primitiveswould try to inflict evil
upon an enemy by burying his effigy. Asthe effigy rotted symbolicaly, sowould . . .

He snatched the doll away from the old man. It crumbled in hishands.

"Mr. Audtin," Bokawah said, "I'm very sorry you did not comefor thistalk long ago.” Theold
man'slips did not move. The voice was hisand yet not his.

Austin knew, suddenly, that he had not come to this place of his own accord. He had been



summoned.

The old man hed ahyendstail in hisright hand. He waved this and adight wind seemed to come
up, throwing the flames of the fireinto aneurotic dance.

"Y ou are not convinced, even now, Mr. Austin. Aiii. Y ou have seen suffering and death, but you
are not convinced," Bokawah sighed. "1 will try onelast time." He squatted on the smooth floor, "When
you first came to our country, and spoke your plans, | told you--even then--what must happen. | told
you that this city must not be. | told you that my people would fight, as_your _people would fight if
_we_wereto cometo your land and build jungles. But you understood nothing of what | said,” He did
not accuse; the voice was expressionless. "Now Mbararalies slent and dead beneath you and till you
do not wish to understand. What must we do, Mr. Austin? How shall we go about proving to you that
thisMbarara.of yourswill _always be slent and dead, that your peoplewill never walk through it?"

Austin thought of hisold college friend Barney--and of what Barney had oncetold him. Staring at
Bokawah, at this scrawny, painted savage, he saw the big Texan clearly and he remembered hiswild
undergraduate theories-—-exhuming the antique view of primitives and their religions, their magics.

" Goon, pal, laugh at their tabus ," Barney, who was an anthropologi<t, used to be fond of
saying, "_sneer, while you throw salt over your shoulder. Laugh &t their manas, while you blab about our
own'geniuses! "

He had even gone beyond the point of believing that magic was important becauseit held
together the fabric of culture among these natives, because it--and their rdigious superdtitions--gave them
arulefor behavior, therefore, in most cases, happiness. He had even cometo believe that native magic
was just another method of arriving at physicd truths.

Of coursg, it was dl semantic nonsense, It suggested that primitive magic could lift aship into
space or destroy diseaseor . . .

That had been the trouble with Barney. Y ou could never tell when he was serious. Even asocid
anthropologist wouldn't go so far asto think there was more than one law of gravity.

"Mr. Augtin, we have brought you here for a purpose. Do you know what that purposeis?'

"l don't know and | don't--"

"Have you wondered why you, aone, of al your people, have been spared? Then--listen to me,
very carefully. Because if you do not, then what has happened in your new city is merely the beginning.
Thewinds of death will blow over Mbararaand it will be far more awful than what hasbeen.” The
medicine man stared down at the scattered piles of bones. Panther bones, Austin knew--adivination
device. Their position on the ground told Bokawah much about the white people.

"Go back to your chiefs. Tell them that they must forget thiscity. Tell them that deeth walks here
and that it will dwayswalk, and that their magic is powerful but not powerful enough. It cannot stand
againg the spirits from time who have been summoned to fight. Go and talk to your chiefsand tell them
these things. Make them believe you. Force them to understand that if they cometo Mbarara, they will
die, in waysthey never dreamed, of sickness, in pain, dowly. Forever."

The old man's eyes were closed. His mouth did not move at al and the voice was mechanical.

"Tdl them, Mr. Audtin, that at first you thought it was a strange new disease that struck the
workers. But then remind them that your greatest doctors were powerless against the contagion, that it
spread and was not conquered. Say these things. And, perhaps, they will believe you. And be saved.”

Bokawah studied the panther bones carefully, tracing thelr arrangement.

Austin's voice was mechanicd, dso. "Y ou are forgetting something,” he said. Herefused to let
the thoughts creep in. He refused to wonder about the voice that came through closed lips, about where
the natives could have found soil or fresh panther bonesor. . - "No one," he said to the old man, "has
fought back--yet."

"But why would you do that, Mr. Austin, Since you do not believe in the existence of your
enemy?\Whom shdl you fight?' Bokawah smiled.

The crowd of natives remained quiet, unmoving, in the dying firelight.

"The only fear you hold for us" Augtin said, "isthe fear that you may prove psychologicdly
harmful." He looked at the crushed doll at hisfeet. The face waswhole; otherwise, it lay hideoudy



diffigured.

-

"Right now, Bokawah, my government is sending men. They will arrive soon. When they do, they
will study what has happened. If it is agreed that your rites-- however harmlessin themsalves--cause
currents of fear--arein _any way _respongble for the disease--you will be given the opportunity to go
elsawhere or--"

"Or, Mr. Augtin?'

"--you will be eiminated."

"Then people will cometo Mbarara. Despite the warnings and the degth, they will come?”

"Y our magic sticks aren't going to scare away five hundred thousand men and women.”

"Five hundred thousand ..." The old man looked at the bones, sighed, nodded his head. "Y ou
know your people very wel," he murmured.

Audtinsmiled. "Yes, | do."

"Then | think thereislittle|eft for usto talk about."

Austin wanted to say, No, you're wrong. We must talk about Mag! She'sdying and | want to
keep her from dying. But he knew what these words would mean. They would sketch hisred fedings,
his fears and doubts. And everything would be lost. He could not admit that the doll was anything more
than adoll. He must not!

The old man picked up a calabash and ran water over hishands. "1 am sorry,” he said, "that you
must learn the way you must,”

A dow chant rose from the natives. It sounded to Austin like Swahili, yet it wasindigtinct. He
could recognize none of the words, except _gonga._and _bagana . Medicine? The man with the
medicine? It was alitany, not unlike the Gregorian chants he had once heard, full of overpowering
melancholy. Calm and ethereal, and sad as only the human voice can be sad. It rode onthe saeair,
swdling, diminishing, cutting through the stench of decay and rot with profound dignity.

Augtin felt the heaviness of his clothes. The broken machines had stopped pumping fresh breezes,
so theair waslike oil, opening the pores of his body, running coldly down hisarmsand legs.

Bokawah made a motion with his hand and sank back onto the smooth floor. He bresthed
wrackingly, and groaned asif in pain. Then he straightened and looked at Austin and hobbled quickly
avay.

The drums began. Movement eased back into the throng and soon the dancers were up, working
themselves back into their possessed States,

Austin turned and waked quickly away from the ceremony. When he reached the shadows, he
ran. He did not stop running until he had reached the lift, even while his muscles, long dormant,
unaccustomed to the activity, turned to stone, numb and throbbing stone.

He stabbed the button and closed his eyes, while his heart pumped and roared sound into his
ears and colored fire into hismind. The platform descended dowly, unemotionad and cam asits parts.

Austin ran out and fell againgt abuilding, where hetried to push away theimage of the black
magic ceremony, and what he had felt there,

He swallowed needles of pain into his parched throat,

And the fear mounted and mounted, strangling him dowly -

The towers of Mbararaloomed, suddenly, to Austin, more unreal and anachronistic than the
triba ritesfrom which he had just come. Stalagmites of crystal pushing up to the night sky that bent above
them; little squares and diamonds and circles of metal and stone. Office buildings, gpartments; housing
units; hat stores and machine factories and restaurants; and, cobwebbing among them, all these blind and
empty shells, the walkways, like colored ribbons, like infinitely long reptiles, deeping now, dead, Htill.

Or, werethey only waiting, as he wanted to believe?

Of coursethey're waiting, he thought. People who know the answers will cometo Mbarara
tomorrow. Clear-headed scientists who have not been terrorized by atribe of beaten primitives. And the



scientists will find out what killed the workers, correct it, and people will follow. Five hundred thousand
people, from al over the closetcrowded world, happy to have air to breathe once more--air that hasn't
had to travel down two-hundred feet--happy to know the Earth can yet sustain them. No more talk,
then, of "population decreases’--murder was a better word--; no more government warnings screaming
"depopulation” a you. - -

The dream would cometrue, Augtin told himself. Because it must. Because held promised Mag,
and they'd lived it al together, endless years, hoped and planned and fought for the city. With Mbarara, it
would begin: the dark age of a sardine can world would end, and life would begin. It would be many
years before the worry would begin al over--for haf the earth lay falow, wasted. Austrdia, Greenland,
Iceland, Africa, the Poles. . . And perhaps then the population graph would change, asit had always
changed before, And men would come out of their caverns and rat-holes and live as men.

Yes. But only if Mbararaworked. If he could show them his successhere. . .

Austin cursed the men who had gone back and screamed the story of what had happened to the
other engineers. God knew there were few enough available, few who had been odd enough to study a
field for which there seemed little further use.

If they'd only kept still about the disease! Then otherswould have comeand . . .

Died. Theword came out ingtantly, uncalled, and vanished.

Augtin passed the Emperor, the playhouse he had thought of that night with Mag, ten years
before. As he passed, hetried to visualize the foyer jammed with people in soup-and-fish and jeweled
gowns, talking of whether the play had meat or not. Now, its marbled front putting out yellow glow, it
looked foolish and pathetic. The placard case shone through newly gathered dust, empty.

Audtin tried to think of what had been on this spot origindly. Thick jungle growth aone. Or had
there been anative village--with monkeys climbing the trees and swinging on vines and white widows
mourning under straw roofs?

Now playing: JULIUS CAESAR. Admission: Three coconuts.

Bedill. Youve stayed together dl thistime, he thought, you can hold out until tomorrow.
Tcheletchew will be here, sputtering under hisbeard, and they'll fly Mag to a hospital and make her well
and clear up thisnonsensein ahurry.

Just get home. Don't think and get home, and it will be dl right.

The city was actudly without formal streets. Its plan did not include the antiquated groundcars
that survived here and therein old families. Therefore, Mbararawas literdlly amaze. A very pretty maze.
Like an English estate--Austin had admired these touches of vanished gentility--the areas were
sometimes framed by green stone hedges, carved into functiona shapes.

He had no difficulty finding hisway. It was dl too fresh, even now, the hours of planning every
small curve and design, carefully leaving no artistic 'holes or usdess places. He could have walked it
blindfol ded.

But when he passed the food dispensary and turned the corner, he found that it did not lead to
the 'copter-park, asit should have. There were buildings there, but they were not the ones they ought to
have been.

Or dse held turned the wrong--He retraced his steps to the point where he had gone left. The
food dispensary was nowhere in sight. Instead he found himsdf looking at the general chemistry building.

Austin paused and wiped hisforehead, The excitement of course, It had clouded hismind for a
moment, making him lose hisway.

He began walking. Warm perspiration coursed across his body, turning his suit dark-wet, staining
his jacket.

He passed the food dispensary.

Austin clenched hisfigs. It wasimpossible that he could have made acomplete circle. He had
built thiscity, heknew it intimately. He had walked through it without even thinking of direction, inthe
half-stages of construction, and never taken awrong step.

How could he be lost?

Nerves. Nothing strange in it. Certainly enough had happened to jar loose his sense of direction.



_Cdmly, now. Cdmly .

Theair hung fetid and heavy. He had to pull it into hislungs, pushit out. Of course, he could go
bel ow and open the valves--at least they could be operated by hand. He could, but why? It would mean
bunching down in adark shaft--damn, should have made that shaft larger! And, there were, after dl,
enough openingsin the sealing-bubble to keep a breathable flow of oxygenin circulation. If thear was
heavy and still outside the bubble, he could scarcely expect it to be different within.

Helooked up at the half-minaretted tower that was one of the ‘copter repair centers. It was
located in exactly the opposite direction to the one he thought he'd taken.

Austin sank onto a stone bench. Images floated through hismind. He waslogt; precisdy aslost
asif he had wandered into the jungle that had stood here before the building of Mbarara, and then tried
to find hisway back.

He closed his eyes and saw apicture, startling clear, of himsalf, running through the matted
growths of dark green foliage, ssumbling across roots, bumping trees, face grotesque with fear, and
screaming . . .

He opened his eyes quickly, shook away the vison. His brain was tired; that was why he saw
such apicture. He must keep his eyes open.

The city was unchanged. The park, designed for housewives who might wish to pause and rest or
chat, perhaps feed squirrels, surrounded him,

Acrossthe boating |ake was the university.

Behind the university was home.

Austin rose, weakly, and made hisway down the grassy dopeto the edge of the artificid lake.
Cultured city trees dotted the banks: the lake threw back ageometrically perfect reflection,

He knedlt and splashed water onto hisface. Then he gulped some of it down and paused until the
ripples spread to the center of the lake.

He studied hisimage in the water carefully. White skin, smooth cheeks, ironcolored hair. Good
clothes. A dolichocephalic head, evenly space, the head of atwenty-second century civilized . . .

Above hisreflection, Austin detected movement. He froze and blinked his eyes. Asthe water
smoothed, the image of an animal gppeared on the surface, wavering dightly. A smdl animal, something
like amonkey. Like amonkey hanging from the branches of atree.

Austin whirled around.

There was only the darkness, the golfing-green lawn, the cultured trees--smoothbarked, empty.

He passed ahand through his hair. It was atrick of the lights. His subconscious fear, the
shimmering weter . . .

Hewalked quickly to the darkened boathouse, acrossitsfloor, hisfootsteps ringing against the
gone, echoing loudly.

At theend of the miniature pier, he untied asmal battery boat and jumped intoit. He pulled a
switch at the side, waited, forced himself to look back at the deserted bank.

The boat moved dowly, with only awhisper of sound, through the water.

_Hurry_, Audtin thought. _Hurry--Oh God, why arethey so dow!

The boat, whose tin flag proclaimed its name to be Lucy, diced the cdm lake with itstoy prow,
and, after many minutes, reached the center.

The glow was insufficient to make the approaching bank distinct. It lay wrapped in darkness, a
darknessthat hid even the buildings.

Austin narrowed his eyes and stared. He blinked. It was the fuzziness of the luminescence, of
course, that gave movement to the bank. That made it seem to seethe with unseen life.

It was only that his pogition to the shadows kept changing that made them turn into dark and feral
shapes, trees, where buildings surely were, dense growth . . .

It was the milky phosphorescence of the metasthat rose like marsh-steam from the nearing
water . ..



He closed his eyes and gripped the sides of the boat.

Therewas a scraping. Audtin felt the cement guard, sighed, switched off the battery and legpt
from the little boat.

Therewas no jungle. Only the lime-colored city trees and the smooth lawn.

The university sat ahead like astring of dropped pearls; blister-shaped, connected by eevated
tunnels, twigting, delicate strands of metal and dloy.

Austin scrambled up the embankment. It must be very late now. Perhaps nearly morning. Ina
few hours, the otherswould arrive. And--.

He hated, every muscle sraining.

Helistened,

There were the drums. But not only the drums, now.

Other sounds.

He dosad hiseyes. The airless night pressed against him. He heard arustling noise. Like
something traveling through dense brush. He heard, far away, tiny sounds, whistlings, chitterings. Like
monkeys and birds.

Hetore open hiseyes. Only the park, the city.

Hewent on. Now hisfeet were on stone and the park was behind him. He walked through the
canyons of the city again, the high buildings, metd and crystdl and dloy and stone.

The rustling noises did not cease, however, They were behind him, growing nearer. Bodies,
moving through leaves and tall grass.

Austin suddenly remembered where held heard the sound before. Y ears ago, when held first
visited thisland. They had taken him on a hunting expedition, degp into the wild country. They were going
to bag something--he forgot exactly what. Something strange. Y es; it wasawild pig. They had walked all
day, searching, through the high tan grass, and then they had heard the rustling sounds.

Exactly like the sound he heard now.

Augtin recdled the unbelievable fury of the boar, how it had disemboweled two dogswith a
couple of swipes of those razor-sharp fangs. Herecalled clearly the angry black snout, curled over
ydlow teeth.

He turned and stared into the darkness, The noises grew steadily louder, and were broken by yet
another sound. Deep and gutturd, like acough.

Asthe sound behind him came closer, heran, sumbled and fell, pulled himsdf from the stone,
and ran until he had reached aflight of steps.

The coughing noise was afast, high-pitched scream now, grunting, snorting, arush of tiny feet
gdloping across tamped earth, through dry grass. Austin stared blindly, covered hisface with hisarms
and sank back until the sound was most upon him.

His nogtrils quivered a the anima smell.

His breath stopped.

Hewaited.

It was gone. Fading in the distance, the rustling, the coughing, and then there was the silence of
the drumsagain.

Austin pressed the bones of hiswrigt into histhrobbing skull to quiet the ache.

The panic drained oft dowly. He rose, climbed the steps and walked through the shadowed
courtyard onto the campus.

It was avast green plain, smooth and grassy.

Acrossfromit, in sght, was Austin'shome.

He gathered his reason about him like ashield, and decided against taking the other routes. If he
had gotten lost before, it could happen again. Certainly now, with hisimagination running wild.

He must crossthe campus.

Thenit would bedl right.

He began treading, timoroudly at firdt, listening with every squareinch of hisbody.

The shamon's voice dithered into hismind. Chanting ". . . _you were destroying us against our



will, Mr. Austin. Our world, our life. And such isyour mind, and the mind of so-caled 'civilized men, that
you could not see thiswaswrong. Y ou have developed a culture and a socid structure that pleased you,
you were convinced that it wasright; therefore, you could not understand the existence of any that
differed. Y ou saw us asignorant savages--most of you did--and you were anxious to 'civilize' us. Not
once did it occur to you that we, too, had our culture and our socid structure; that we knew right and
wrong; that, perhaps, we might look upon you as backward and uncivilized_. . ."

The sound of birds cameto Audtin; birds cdling in high trees, circling impossibly in the night sky.

AP _we have clung to our 'magic’, asyou call it, and our 'superstitions for longer than you
have clung to yours. Because--as with your own--they have worked for us. Whether magic can be
explained in Roman numeras or not, what isthe difference, so long asit works? Mr. Augtin, thereis not
only one path to the Golden City--there are many. Y our people are on one path_--"

He heard the chatter of monkeys, some close, some far away, the sound of them swinging on
vines, scolding, dropping to mounds of foliage, scrambling up other trees.

"--_my people are on another, Thereisroom in thisworld for both ways. But your failure to
grasp thissmple fact haskilled many of usand it will kill many more of you. For we have been on our
path longer. We are closer to the Golden City_ .. ." .

Austin clapped hishandsto his ears. But he did not stop walking.

From the smooth stone streets, from the direction of the physics department, came the insane
trumpeting of eephants, their immense bulks crashing againg brittle bark, their huge feet crunching falen
limbsand branches. . ..

The shaman's voice became the voice of Barney Chadfidd. . . . .. He spoke again of histheory
that if one could only discover the unwritten bases of black magic and apply formulae to them, we would
find that they were merely another form of science. . .. .. perhaps |ess advanced, perhaps more,

The sounds picked up, and the fedlings, and the sensations. Eyesfirmly open, Austin thought of
Mag and felt needled leaves dap invishbly againgt hislegs, he smdled the rot and the life, the heavy, wild
ar of thejungle, like animal steam; the odors of fresh blood and wet fur and decaying plants; the short
ragping bresth of amillion different animas--the movement, al around him, the gpproaches, the retrests,
thefrenzied unseen. . . .

Eyes open hefdt and smelled and heard dl these things, and saw only the city.

A pain shot through hisright arm. Hetried to moveit: it would not move. He thought of an old
man. The old man had adoll. The old man was crushing the doll'sarm, and laughing . . . . .. He thought
of reflexes and the reaction of reflexesto emotiond stimuli.

Hewalked, ignoring the pain, not thinking about thearm at dl,

R _tell them, Mr. Austin. Make them believe. Makethem bdieve. . . Do not kill al these

rustle. But not behind him: in front. Going forward.

Going toward his gpartment.

Audtin broke into arun, without knowing exactly why.

Therewas apounding, a panting a his hedls: vaguely he was aware of this. He knew only that he
must get inside, quickly, to the sanity of his home. Jaws snapped, clacked. Austin sumbled on avine, his
fingerspulled a air, he legpt away and heard the sound of something landing where he had just been,
something that screamed and hissed.

Heran on. At the steps, hisfoot pressed onto something soft. It recoiled madly. He dipped and
fell again, and the fed of moist beaded skin whipped about hislegs. The thunder was almost directly
above. He reached out, clawed loose the thing around his leg and pulled himsdlf forward.

There was aswarming over his hands. He held them in front of his eyes, tried to see the ants that
had to be there, dapped the invisible creatures|oose.

The apartment door was only afew feet away now. Austin remembered his pistol, drew it out
and fired it into the night until there were no more bullets | ft.

He pulled himsdif into the lobby of the unit.



The door hissed closed.

He touched the lock, heard it spring together.

And then the noises ceased. The drums and the animals, dl the wild nightmare things--ceased to
be. There was his breathing, and the pain that |aced through hisarm and leg.

Hewaited, trembling, trying to pull bresthiin.

Finaly herose and limped to the eevator. He did not even think about the broken machines. He
knew it would work.

It did. The glass doors whirred apart at hisfloor, and he went into the hall.

It was soundless.

He stood by the door, listening to his heart rattle crazily in his chest.

He opened the door.

The apartment was calm, slent. Thewalls glowed around the framed Mirés and Mondrians and
Picassos. Thefurniture sat functionally on the silky white rug, black thin-legged chairsand tables. . .

Audtin started to laugh, carefully checked himsdlf. He knew he probably would not be ableto
stop.

He thought strongly about Tcheletchew, and the men who would come to Mbararain the
morning. He thought of the city teeming with life. Of the daylight screaming onto the Streets of people, the
shops, the churches, the schools. Hiswork. Hisdream .

He walked across the rug to the bedroom door.

It wasdightly gar.

He pushed it, went inside, closed it softly.

"Mag," hewhispered. "Mag--"

Therewasanoise. A low, throaty rumble. Not of anger; of warning.

Richard Austin came close to the bed, adjusted his eyesto the black light.

Then he screamed.

It wasthe firgt time he had ever watched alion feeding.

[CharlesBeaumontSel ectedStories-pic4.jpg]

Introduction to
THE NEW PEOPLE
by Saul David

It was when | was re-reading the story that it came back to me. Not the story itsalf--1
remembered that in avague way as soon as the title was suggested--but Chuck's barely suppressed
snicker when | reacted to the name of one of the main characters, Matt Dystal. Dystel, Oscar Dyste,
was the name of the then new president of Bantam Books. The businessmen who head publishing
companies often don't have editorial backgrounds and they're sometimes suspicious of the artistic airs
and graces of editors and the lunatics who actually write the damn books. Publishers would often say, not
quitejoking, "Thiswould be agood businessif it wasn't for editors and writers.” And since Dystel had



inherited me dong with alot of editors and writers, helooked hard at every lifted eyebrow.

"Don't you think he should feel honored?" asked Chuck. | said "He may never read it. But if he
does, hell be sureit'san insdejoke.”

"Okay--you want to change the name?"

If I said yes, Chuck would have something funny to tell the guyswho met in hiscdlar to swap
idess. | had my own imageto keep up. So | said, "forget it."

"Tdl youwhat," Chuck said magnamimoudy, "spell it different.”

That'swhy it's spelled with an "d" where the other man is spelled withan"é".

One of thethings | remember best isthat playfulness. Asatribe, Sci-fi and fantasy writerstend
toward solemnity--at least in public. Probably it comes from reading al those deep-dish critica pieces
about far-sgh tedness and prophecy. When someonetells you that your stories have deep significance
and look forward down the corridors of time, it's hard to deny. Look at Ron Hubbard. But Chuck was
not that kind of True Believer. He played with ideas and enjoyed the play. That accountsfor the sparkle
you find inthe grimmest of them,

In publishing jargon, these stories—-all sci-fi, fantasy, etc. were called "category fiction” and, in
literary status, sat below the salt. To escape from his caste was not easy for awriter. He had to break an
invishle quality barrier--out of the category ghetto and into hard covers and dick magazines; into the
company of Roald Dahl and John Cheever and Saki. Chuck used to speculate about that barrier--was it
redly literary quality?

The results of hismusings are evident in the sories. In most of them there's an effort to add a bit
of dimengon to the people--very difficult in the kind of story inwhich the idea, the event, the surprise
ending iswhat makes the sale and the memory. In "The New People,” Prentice casts ashadow, heis
amost real enough to make the reader wonder if he could have escaped--gotten off the sory'srails.
Could he have done so? Of course not--but it's ameasure of the writer's reach that the question comes
up at al. Chuck died tragically young with hisreach till far beyond his grasp--agrest |oss,

THE NEW PEOPLE
by Charles Beaumont

If only he had told her right at the beginning that he didn't like the house, everything would have
been fine. He could have manufactured some plausible story about bad plumbing or poor
congtruction--something; anything!--and sheld have gone dong with him. Not without afight, maybe: he
could remember the way her face had looked when they stopped the car. But he could have talked her
out of it. Now, of course, it wastoo late.

For what? he wondered, trying not to think of the party and dl the noise that it would mean. Too
late for what? It'sagood house, well built, well kept up, roomy. Except for that blood stain, cheerful.
Anyoneinhisright mind .

"Dear, aren't you going to shave?'

He lowered the newspaper gently and said, "Sure." But Annwaslooking at himin that hurt,
accusing way, and he knew that it was hopeless.

_Hank-what's'wrong_, he thought, starting toward the bathroom.

"Hank," shesaid.

He stopped but did not turn. "Uh-huh?’

"What'swrong?'



"Nothing," he sad.

"Honey. Pleas=”

Hefaced her. The pink chiffon dress clung to her body, which had the firmness of youth; her face
was unblemished, the lipstick and powder incredibly perfect; her hair, cut long, was soft on her white
shoulders: in seven years Ann hadn't changed.

Resentfully, Prentice glanced away. And was ashamed. Y ou'd think that in thistime I'd get
accustomed to it, hethought. _She _is, Damnit!

"Tdl me" Annsad.

"Tdl youwhat? Everything isokay," he said,

She cameto him and he could smédll the perfume, he could see thetiny frecklesthat dotted her
chest, He wondered what it would be like to deep with her. Probably it would be very nice.

"It'sabout Davey, isn't it?" she said, dropping her voice to awhisper. They were sanding only a
few feet from their son'sroom.

"No," Prentice said; but, it was true--Davey was part of it. For aweek now Prentice had ridden
on the hope that getting the locomotive repaired would change things. A kid without atrain, hed told
himsalf, is bound to act peculiar. But he'd had the locomotive repaired and brought it home and Davey
hadn't even bothered to set up the track,

"He gppreciated it, dear,” Ann said. "Didn't he thank you?"

"Sure, hethanked me."

"Wel?' shesaid. "Honey, I've_told _you: Davey isgoing through aperiod, that'sdl. Children
do. Redlly."

"l know,"

"And school's been out for amost amonth.”

"I know," Prentice said, and thought: _Moving to a neighborhood where thereisn't another kid in
the whole damn block for him to play with, that might have something to do withiit, too!

"Then," Annsad, "it'sme,"

"No, no, no," Hetried to smile. There wasn't any sensein arguing: they'd been through it a dozen
times, and she had an answer for everything. He could recall thefindity in her voice..." | love the house,
Hank. And | love the neighborhood. It'swhat I've dreamed of al my life, and | think | deserveit, Don't
you?" (It wasthefirgt time sheld ever conscioudy reminded him). "Thetroubleis, you'velived in dingy
little apartments so long you've cometo _like them. Y ou can't adjust to aredlly decent place--and
Davey'sno different, Y ou're two of akind: little old men who can't stand a change, even for the better!
Wéll, | can. | don't careif _fifty people committed suicide here, I'm happy. Y ou understand, Hank?
Happy.”

Prentice had understood, and had resolved to make ared effort to like the new place. If he
couldn't do that, at least he could keep hisfedings from Anne--for they were, he knew, foolish, Damned
foolish. Everything she said was true, and he ought to be grateful.

Y et, somehow, he could not stop dreaming of the old man who had picked up arazor one night
and cut histhroat wide open.. . .

Annwasgaring a him.

"Maybe," he said, "I'm going through a period, too." He kissed her forehead, lightly. "Come on,
now; the people are going to arrive any second, and you look like Lady Macbeth.”

She held hisarm for amoment. "Y ou are getting settled in the house, aren't you?' shesaid. "'l
mean, it's becoming more like hometo you, isn't it?"

"Sure" Prentice said.

Hiswife paused another moment, then smiled. "Okay, get the whiskers off. Rhodais under the
impression you're ahandsome man.”

Hewalked into the bathroom and plugged in the electric shaver. Rhoda, he thought. First names
already and we haven't been here three weeks.

"Dad?"

He looked down at Davey, who had dipped in with nine-year-old stedlth. "Y 0." According to



ritud, heran the shaver across hisson'schin.

Davey did not respond. He stepped back and said, "Dad, is Mr. Ames coming over tonight?"

Prentice nodded. "1 guess s0."

"And Mr. Chambers?"

"Uh-huh. Why?' Davey did not answer, "What do you want to know for?

"Gee" Davey'seyeswerered and wide. "Isit okay if | stay in my room?"

"Why?Yousck?'

"No. Kind of ."

"Stomach? Head?'

"Just sck," Davey said, He pulled a athread in his shirt and fdll slent again. Prentice frowned, "I
thought maybe you'd like to show them your train,” he said. "Please," Davey said. Hisvoice had risen
dightly and Prentice could see tears gathering. "Dad, please don't make me come out. Leave me stay in
my room, | won't make any noise, | promise, and I'll goto degp ontime.”

"Okay, okay. Don't make such abig deal out of it!" Prentice ran the cool metal over hisface.
Anger came and went, swiftly. Stupid to get mad. "Davey, what'd you do, ride your bike on their lawn or
something? Bresk awindow?"

"No."

"Then why don't you want to see them?'

"l just don't,”

"Mr. Ameslikes you. He told me so yesterday. He thinks you're afine boy, so does Mr.
Chambers. They--"

" Please , Dadl" Davey'sface was pae; he began to cry. "Please, please, please. Don't let them
get mel”

"What are you talking about? Davey, cut it out. Now!"

"| saw what they were doing there in the garage. And they know | saw them, too. They know.
And--"

"Davey!" Ann'svoice was sharp and loud and resounding in the tile-lined bathroom. The boy
stopped crying immediately. He looked up, hesitated, then ran out. His door dammed.

Prentice took a step.

"No, Hank. Leave him done.”

"He'supsat.”

"Let him be upset." She shot an angry glance toward the bedroom, "I suppose he told you that
filthy story about the garage?’

"No," Prentice said, "he didn't. What'sit al about?"

"Nothing. Absolutely nothing. Honestly, I'd liketo meet Davey's parents!”

"Werehisparents,” Prentice said, firmly.

"All right, dl right. But he got that imagination of hisfrom _somebody _, and it wasn't from us.
Y ou're going to have to speak to him, Hank. | mean it. Redlly."

"About what?'

"These wild stories. Wheat if they got back to Mr. Ames?1'd--well, I'd die. After he's gone out of
hisway to be niceto Davey, too."

"l haven't heard the Sories,” Prentice said.

"Oh, youwill," Ann undid her gpron and folded it, furioudy. "Honestly! Sometimes| think the
two of you are trying to make things just as miserable as they can befor me."

The doorbdll rang, stridently.

"Now make an effort to be pleasant, will you? Thisisahousewarming, after dl. And do hurry.”

She closed the door. He heard her cdl, "Hi!" and heard Ben Roth's baritone booming: "Hi!"

Ridiculous, hetold himsdlf, plugging the razor in again. Utterly goddam ridiculous. No one
complained louder than | did when we were tripping over ourselvesin that little upstairs coffin on Friar,
_I'm_ the one who kept moaning for ahouse, not Ann.

So now we've got one.



He glanced at the tiny brownish blood stain that wouldn't wash out of the wallpaper, and sighed.
Now we've got one, "Hank!"

"Coming!" He straightened histie and went into the living room.

The Roths, of course, were there. Ben and Rhoda. Get it right, he thought, because we're al
going to be pds. "Hi, Ben."

"Thought you'd deserted us, boy," said thelarge, pink man, laughing.

"No. Wouldn't do that."

"Hank," Annsgnaled. "Y ouve met Beth Cummings, haven't you?'

Thetdl, smartly dressed woman giggled and extended her hand. "Weve seen each other,” she
sad, "Helo,"

Her husband, a pae man with white hair, crushed Prentices fingers. "Fun and games,” he said,
tightening his grip and wheezing with amusement. "Yes, ar."”

Trying not to wince, Prentice retrieved his hand. It was instantly snatched up by asquare, bald
man in adouble-breasted brown suit. "Reiker,” the man said. "Call me Bud. Everyone does. Don't know
why; my nameis Oscar."

" That's why," awoman said, stepping up. "Ann introduced us but you probably don't
remember, if | know men. I'm Edna."

"Sure" Prentice sad. "How are you?"

"Fine, But then, I'mawoman: | _like partied”

"How'sthat?'

"Hank!"

Prentice excused himsdlf and walked quickly into the kitchen. Ann was holding up a package.

"Honey, look what Rhoda gave us!"

He dutifully handled the salt and pepper shakers and set them down again. "That'sred nice.”

"Y ou turn the rooster's head,” Mrs. Roth said, "and it grinds your pepper.”

"Wonderful," Prentice said.

"And Beth gave usthislovely sdad bowl, see? And we've needed thisfor centuries!” She held
out agray tablecloth with gold bordering. "Plastic!”

"Wonderful," Prentice said. Again, the doorbell rang. He glanced at Mrs. Roth, who had been
garing thoughtfully at him, and returned to theliving room.

"How you be, Hank?" Lucian Ameswalked in, rubbing his hands together briskly. "Well! The
gang'sal here, | see. But where'sthat boy of yours?'

"Davey?Oh,"” Prentice said, "he'ssick.”

"Nonsense! Boysthat age are never sck. Never!"

Ann laughed nervoudy from the kitchen. " Just something he atel”

"Not the candy we sent over, | hope.”

"Oh, no."

"Widl, tel him hisUncle Lucian said hdllo.”

A tan df of man, with sparkling eyes and anill fitting mustache, Ames reminded Prentice
somewhat of those clerkswho used to st slently on high wooden stools, posting infinitesmal figuresin
immense ydlow ledgers. He was, however, the head of a nationdly famous advertising agency.

Hiswife Charlotte provided aremarkable contrast. She seemed to belong to the era of the
twenties, with her porcelain face, her thin, delicately angular body, her air of fragility.

Nice, Prenticetold himsdlf.

He removed coats and hung them in closets. He shook hands and smiled until hisface began to
ache. Helooked at presents and thanked the women and told them they shouldn't have. He carried out
sandwiches. He mixed drinks.

By elght-thirty, everyonein the block had arrived. The Johnsons, the Ameses, the Roths, the
Reikers, the Klementaskis, the Chamberses; four or five others whose names Prentice could not
remember, athough Ann had taken care to introduce them.

What it is, he decided, looking at the people, at the giftsthey had brought, remembering their



many kindnesses and how, aready, Ann had made more friends than she'd ever had before, is, I'm just
an antisocia bastard.

After the third round of whiskeys and martinis, someone turned on the FM and someone else
suggested dancing. Prentice had always supposed that one danced only at New Y ear's Eve parties, but
he said the hdll withit, finally, and tried to relax.

"Shall we?' Mrs. Amessaid.

He wanted to say no, but Ann was watching. So he said, "Sure, if you've got strong toes,”
instead.

Almost at once he began to perspire. The smoke, the drinks, the heat of the crowded room,
caused his head to ache; and, asusua, he was acutely embarrassed at having to hold a strange woman
S0 closy.

But, he continued to smile.

Mrs. Ames danced well, shefollowed him with unerring ingtinct; and within moments shewas
babbling fredly into hisear. Shetold him about old Mr. Thomas, the man who had lived here before, and
how surprised everyone had been at what had happened; she told him how curious they'd al been about
The New People and how relieved they wereto find him and Ann so very nice; shetold him he had
strong arms. Ann was being twirled about by Herb Johnson. She was smiling.

An endless, dow three-step came on, then, and Mrs. Ames put her cheek next to Prentice's. In
the midst of arambling sentence, she said, suddenly, in awhisper: ™Y ou know, | think it was awfully
brave of you to adopt little Davey. | mean consdering.”

"Congdering what?'

She pulled away and looked at him. "Nothing,” she said. "I'm awfully sorry."

Blushing with fury, Prentice turned and strode into the kitchen. He fought his anger, thinking,
God, God, is shetelling strangers about it now? Isit atopic for backfence gossip?"_ My husband is
impotent, you know. Isyours? "

He poured whiskey into aglassand drank it, fast. It made his eyes water, and when he opened
them, he saw afigure standing next to him.

It was-who? Dystal. Matthew Dystd; bachelor; movie writer or something; lives down the
block, Cdl him Mait.

"Miserable, isn't it?" the man said, taking the bottle from Prentice's hand.

"What do you mean?"

"Everything," the man said. Hefilled hisglassand drained it smartly. "Them, Out there" Hefilled
theglassagain.

"Nice people," Prentice forced himself to say.

"Youthink 0?7

The man was drunk, Clearly, very drunk. And it was only nine-thirty.

"You think s0?" he repeated.

"Sure. Don't you?"

"Of course. I'm one of them, aren't 17"

Prentice peered at his guest closgly, then moved toward the living room.

Dydta took hisarm. "Wait," hesaid. "Listen. You'reagood guy. | don't know you very well, but
| likeyou, Hank Prentice. So I'm going to give you some advice," Hisvoice dropped to awhisper. "Get
out of here," hesaid.

"What?"

"Just what | said. Move away, move away to another city.”

Prentice fet aquick ripple of annoyance, checked it. "Why?' he asked, smiling.

"Never mind that,” Dydd said. "Just doit. Tonight. Will you?' Hisface waslivid, clammy with
perspiration; his eyeswere wide.

"Wdll, | mean, Matt, that's a heck of athing to say. | thought you said you liked us. Now you
want to get rid of us."

"Don't joke" Dystd said. He pointed at the window. "Can't you see the moon? 'Y ou bloody



idiot, can't you--"

"Hey, hey! Unfar!"

At the sound of the voice, Dystal froze. He closed his eyesfor amoment and opened them,
dowly. But hedid not move.

Lucian Ameswaked into the kitchen. "What's the story here," he said, putting hisarm on Dystd's
shoulder, "you trying to monopolize our hogt dl night?!

Dydtd did not answer.

"How about arefill, Hank?' Amessaid, removing his hand.

Prentice said, "Sure," and prepared the drink. From the corner of his eye, he saw Dystd turn and
wak siffly out of the room. He heard the front door open and close,

Ameswas chuckling. "Poor old Matt," he said. "Hell be hung over tomorrow. It sseemskind of a
shame, doesn't it? | mean, you know, of al people, you'd think abig Hollywood writer would be ableto
hold hisliquor. But not Matt. He getsloaded just by staring at |abels,

Prenticesaid, "Huh."

"Was he giving you one of his screwbd| nightmares?'

"What? No--we were just sort of talking. About things."

Ames dropped an ice cubeinto hisdrink. "Things?' he said.

" egh”

Amestook asip of thewhiskey and walked to the window, looking lithe, somehow, aswell as
amall. After what seemed along time, he said, "Well, it'safine night, isn't it. Nice and clear, nicefine
moon." He turned and tapped a cigarette out of ared package, lighted the cigarette. "Hank," he said,
letting the gray smoke gush from the corners of his mouth, "tell me something. What do you do for
exctement?'

Prentice shrugged. It was an odd question, but then, everything seemed odd to him tonight. "1
don't know," he said. "Go to amovie oncein awhile. Watch TV. The usud.”

Ames cocked his head. "But--don't you get bored?' he asked,

"Sure, | guess. Every so often. Being aC.P.A. you know, that isn't exactly the world's most
fascinating job."

Ameslaughed sympatheticaly. "It'sawful, in't it?"

"BengaC.PA.?

"No. Being bored. It's about the worst thing in the world, don't you agree? Someone once
remarked they thought it was the only real sn ahuman could commit.”

"l hopenot,” Prentice said.

"Why?"

"Wdll, | mean--everybody gets bored, don't they?"

"Not," Amessaid, "if they're careful.”

Prentice found himsdlf becoming increasingly irritated at the conversation, "'l supposeit helps” he
sad, "if you'rethe head of an advertising agency.”

"No, not redly. It'slike any other job: interesting at first, but then you get used to it. It becomes
routine, So you go fishing for other diversons”

"Likewhat?'

"Oh. .. anything. Everything." Ames dapped Prentice's arm good naturedly. "Y ou're dl right,
Hank," he said.

"Thanks."

"I meanit. Can't tdl you how happy we dl are that you moved here.”

"No morethan we arel" Ann walked unsteadily to the sink with anumber of empty glasses. "l
want to gpologize for Davey again, Lucian. | wastelling Charlotte, he's been a perfect beast lately. He
should have thanked you for fixing the seet on hisbike."

"Forget it,” Amessaid, cheerfully. "The boy's just upset because he doesn't have any playmates.”
Helooked at Prentice. "Some of us elders have kids, Hank, but they're al practically grown. You
probably know that our daughter, Ginnie, isaway at college. And Chrisand Beth's boy livesin New



Y ork. But, you know, | wouldn't worry. As soon as school starts, Davey'll straighten out. Y ou watch,”

Ann amiled. "I'm sureyou'reright, Lucian. But | gpologize, anyway."

"Nuts." Ames returned to the living room and began to dance with Beth Cummings.

Prentice thought then of asking Ann what the devil she meant by blabbing about their persond life
to strangers, but decided not to. Thiswas not the time. He was too angry, too confused.

The party lasted another hour. Then Ben Roth said, "Better let these folks get some deep!™ and,
dowly, the people |l ft.

Ann closed the door. She seemed to glow with contentment, looking younger and prettier than
she had for severd years. "Home," she said, softly, and began picking up ash trays and glasses and
plates. "Let'sget dl thisout of the way so wewon't haveto look at it in the morning,” she said.

Prentice said, "All right," in aneutral tone. He was about to move the coffee table back into place
when the telephone rang.

"y e’

The voice that answered was a harsh whisper, like arush of wind through leaves. "Prentice, are
they gone?'

"Whoisthis?'

"Mait Dygd. Arethey gone?!

"Yes."

"All of them? Ames?1she gone?'

"Yes. What do you want, Dystd? It'slate.”

"Later than you might think, Prentice. Hetold you | was drunk, but helied. I'm not drunk. I'm--"

"Look, what isit you want?"

"I've got to talk with you," the voice said. "Now. Tonight. Can you come over?"'

"At eleven o'clock?’

"Yes. Prentice, listen to me. I'm not drunk and I'm not kidding. Thisisamatter of life and degth.
Y ours. Do you understand what I'm saying?'

Prentice hesitated, confused.

"Y ou know where my place is--fourth house from the corner, right-hand side. Come over now.
But listen, carefully: go out the back door. The back door. Prentice, are you listening?”'

"Yes" Prentice said.

"My light will be off, Go around to the rear. Don't bother to knock, just walk in-- but be quiet
about it. They musin't seeyou.”

Prentice heard aclick, then silence. He Sared at the receiver for awhile before replacing it.

"Wdl?' Annsad. "Man tak?'

"Not exactly." Prentice wiped his pams on histrousers. "That fellow Matt Dystd, he's apparently
sck. Wants me to come over.”

"Now?"

"Yeah. | think | better; he sounded pretty bad. Y ou go onto deep, I'll be back in alittlewhile.”

"Okay, honey. | hopeit isn't anything serious. But, it is nice to be doing something for _them_for
achange, isntit?'

Prentice kissed hiswife, waited until the bathroom door had closed; then he went outside, into
the cold night.

Hewaked aong the grass verge of the alleyway, acrossthe smdl lawns, up the stepsto Dystal's
rear door.

Hediliberated with himself for amoment, then walked in.

"Prentice?" avoice hissed.

"Yes. Where are you?"'

A hand touched hisarm in the darkness and he jumped, nervoudy. "Comeinto the bedroom.”

A dim lamp went on. Prentice saw that the windows were covered by heavy tan drapes. It was
chilly intheroom, chilly and moist.

"Wel?' Prentice said, irritably.



Matthew Dystal ran a hand through his rope-colored hair. "I know what you're thinking," he said.
"And | don't blame you. But it was necessary, Prentice. It was necessary. Ames hastold you about my
‘wild nightmares and that's going to stick with you, | redlize; but get thisstraight.” His hand became afist.
"Everything I'm about to say istrue. No matter how outlandish it may sound, it'strue--and | have proof.
All you'll need. So keep ill, Prentice, and listen to me, It may mean your life: yours and your wifesand
your boy's. And, maybe, mine. . ." Hisvoicetrailed off; then, suddenly, he said, "Y ou want adrink?"

"No."

"Y ou ought to have one. Y ou're only on the outskirts of confusion, my friend. But, there are
worse things than confusion, Believe me," Dystal walked to abookcase and stood there for amost afull
minute. When he turned, his features were dightly more composed. "What do you know," he asked,
"about the house you'reliving in?'

Prentice shifted uncomfortably. "I know that aman killed himsdf iniit, if that'swhat you mean.”

"But do you know why?"

"No."

"Because helogt," Dysd said, giggling. "He drew the short one. How's that for motivation?”

"| think I'd better go," Prentice said.

"Wait." Dysta took ahandkerchief from his pocket and tapped hisforehead. "I didn't mean to
begin that way. It'sjust that |I've never told thisto anyone, and it's difficult. Y ou'll ssewhy. Please,
Prentice, promise you won't leave until I've finished!”

Prentice looked at the wiry, nervouslittle man and cursed the weakness that had allowed him to
get himsdlf into this miserably uncomfortable Stuation. He wanted to go home. But he knew he could not
leave now.

"All right," hesaid. "Go on."

Dystd sghed. Then, staring at the window, he began to talk. "I built thishouse," he said,
"because | thought | was going to get married. By thetime | found out | waswrong, the work was all
done. | should have sold it, | know, | seethat, but | was feeling too lousy to go through the paper work.
Besides, I'd dready given up my gpartment. So | moved in." He coughed. "Be patient with me, Prentice:
thisisthe only way to tel it, from the beginning. Where was 17?*

"Youmovedin."

"Yesl Everyone was very nice. They invited meto their homesfor dinner, they dropped by, they
did littlefavorsfor me; and it helped, it redly did. | thought, you know, what ahell of agreat bunch of
neighbors. Regular. Redl. That wasit: they werered. Ames, an advertisng man; Thomeas, alawyer;
Johnson, paint company; Chambers, insurance; Reiker and Cummings, engineers—-I mean, how average
can you get?' Dystd paused; an ugly grin appeared on hisface, disgppeared. "I liked them," he said.
"And | wasredly ddlighted with things. But, of course, you know how it iswhen awoman gives you the
business. | was till licking my wounds. And | guess it showed, because Ames came over one evening.
Just dropped by, in aneighborly way. We had some drinks. We talked about the ways of the femae.
Then, bang, out of nowhere, he asked me the question. Was| bored?'

Prentice stiffened.

"Well, when you lose your girl, you lose alot of your ambition. | told him yes, | was plenty
bored. And he said, 'l used to be'. | remember his exact words. 'l used to be," he said. 'The long haul to
success, thefight, the midnight oil: it was over, I'd madeit', he said. 'Dough in the bank. Partnershipina
top agency. Daughter grown and away to school. | was ready to be put out to pasture, Matt. But the
thing was, | was only fifty-two! | had maybe another twenty yearsleft. And amost everybody eseinthe
block was the same way--Ed and Ben and Oscar, all the same. Y ou know: they fooled around with their
jobs, but they weren't interested any more--not really. Because the jobs didn't need them any more. They
were bored." Dystal walked to the nightstand and poured himsdf adrink. "That was five years ago,” he
murmured. "Ames, he pussy-footed around the thing for awhile--feding me out, testing me; then hetold
me that he had decided to do something about it. About being bored. HEd organized everyonein the
block. Once aweek, he explained, they played games. It wasred Group Activity. Community effort. It
began with charades, but they got tired of that in awhile. Then they tried cards. To makeit interesting



they bet high. Everybody had histurn at losing. Then, Ames said, someone suggested making the game
even more interesting, because it was getting to be adrag. So they experimented with strip poker one
night. Just for fun, you understand. Rhodalost. Next time it was Charlotte. And it went that way for a
while, until, finaly, Beth logt, Everyone had been waiting for it. Things became anticlimactic after thet,
though, so the stakes changed again. Each paired off with another's wife; lowest scoring team had to--"
Dydtd tipped the bottle, " Sure you won't have a bracer?’

Prentice accepted the drink without argument. It tasted bitter and powerful, but it helped.

"Well," Dysta went on. "'l had one hdll of atime believing dl that, | mean, you know: Ames, after
all--alittle bookkeeper type with gray hair and glasses. . . Still, theway hetaked, | knew--somehow, |
knew--it was the truth. Maybe because | didn't fed that aguy like Ames could makeit al up! Anyway:
when they'd tried dll the possible combinations, things got dull again. A few of the women wanted to
stop, but, of course, they were in too deep aready. During one particular Fun Night, Ames had taken
photographs. So, they had to keep going. Every week, it was something new. Something different.
Swapsies occupied them for awhile, Amestold me: Chamberstook atwo week vacation with
Jacqueline, Ben and Beth went to Acapulco, and that sort of thing. And that iswhere | cameinto the
picture." Dystal raised hishand. "1 know, you don't need to tell me, | should have pulled out. But | was
younger then. | was abig writer, man of theworld. Training in Hollywood. | couldnt tell him | was
shocked: it would have been betraying my craft. And he figured it that way, too: that'swhy hetold me.
Besides, he knew I'd be bound to find out eventudly. They could hideit from just about everybody, but
not someoneright in the block. So, | played along. | accepted hisinvitation to join the next Group
Activity--whichiswhat he calsthem.

"Next morning, | thought I'd dreamed the wholevisit, | redlly did. But on Saturday, sure enough,
the phone rings and Ames says, 'We begin a eight, sharp. When | got to hishouse, | found it packed.
Everybody in the neighborhood. Looking absolutely the same as dways, too. Drinks, dancing; the whole
bit. After awhile, | started to wonder if the whole thing wasn't an elaborate gag. But at ten, Amestold us
about the evening's surprise.” Dystal gave way to ashudder. "It wasasurprise, dl right,” hesaid. "I told
them | wanted nothing to do with it, but Ames had done something to my drink. I didn't seem to have any
control. They led meinto the bedroom, and . . ."

Prentice waited, but Dystal did not complete his sentence. His eyes were dancing now.

"Never mind,” he said. "Never mind what happened! The point is, | was drunk, and--well, | went
through withit. 1 _had to. You can seethat, can't you?"

Prentice said that he could see that.

"Ames pointed out to me that the only sin, the only one, was being bored. That washis
judtification, that was hisincentive. He smply didn't want to sin, that was dl. So the Group Activities
went on. And they got worse. Much worse. One thing, they actudly plotted acrime and carried it off: the
Union Bank robbery, maybe you read about it: 1953. | drove the car for them. Another time, they
decided it would ward off ennui by setting fire to awarehouse down by the docks, The fire spread.
Prentice-- do you happen to remember that DC-7 that went down between here and Detroit?”

Prenticesaid, "Yes, | remember.”

"Their work," Dysta said. "Ames planned it. Inaway, | think hesagenius. | could spend
night telling you the things we did, but thereisn't time. I've got to skip." He placed hisfingersover his
eyes. "Joan of Arc," he said, "wasthe turning point. Ames had decided that it would be diverting to
re-enact famous scenes from literature, So he and Bud went down to Main Strest, | think it was, and
found a beat doll who thought the whole thing would be fun. They gave her twenty-five dollars, but she
never got achanceto spend it. | remember that she laughed right to the point where Ameslit the pile of
oil-soaked rags. . - Afterwards, they re-enacted other scenes. The execution of Marie Antoinette. The
murder of Hamlet'sfather. You know _The Man inthe lron Mask? _They did that one. And alot more,
It lasted quite awhile, too, but Ames began to get restless,” Dystal held out his hands suddenly and
stared at them. "The next game was aform of Russian roulette. We drew straws. Whoever got the short
one had to commit suicide--in hisown way. It was understood that if hefailed, it would mean something
much worse--and Ames had devel oped some damned interesting techniques. Like the nerve clamps, for



ingance. Thomas|ost the game, anyway. They gave him twelve hoursto get it over with."

Prentice fet acold film of perspiration over hisflesh. Hetried to speak, but found that it was
impossible. The man, of course, was crazy. Completely insane. But--he had to hear the end of the Story.
"Goon." hesad.

Dydta ran histongue across hislower lip, poured another drink and continued, "Cummingsand
Chambers got scared then,” he said. "They argued that some stranger would move into the house and
then thered be dl sorts of trouble, We had amesting a Reiker's, and Chris came out with the idea of us
al chipping in and buying the place. But Ames didn't go for it. 'Let'snot be so darned exclusive,' he said.
'After al, the new poeple might be bored, too. Lord knows we could use some fresh blood in the
Group'. Cummingswas pessmigtic. He said, 'What if you're wrong? What if they don't want to join us?
Ameslaughed it off, ‘I hope," he said, ‘that you don't think we're the only ones. Why, every city hasits
neighborhood just like ours. Were redly not that unique.” And then he went on to say that if the new
people didn't work out, he would take care of the situation. He didn't say how."

Dystd looked out the window again.

"| can seethat he'samost ready to give you an invitation, Prentice. Once that happens, you're
finished. It'sjoin them or accept the only dternative.”

Suddenly the room was very quiet.

"Y ou don't believe me, do you?"

Prentice opened his mouth.

"No, of course you don't. It'samadman’'sravings. Well, I'm going to proveit to you, Prentice.”
He started for the door. "Come on. Follow me; but don't make any noise.”

Dystd walked out the back door, closed it, moved soundlessly across the soft, black grass.

"They're on amydtic kick right now," he whispered to Prentice. "Amesistrying to summon the
devil. Last week we daughtered a dog and read the Commandments backward; the week before, we
did some chants out of an old book that Ben found in the library; before that it was orgies-" He shook
hishead. "It isn't working out, though. God knowswhy. Y ou'd think the devil would be so delighted with
Amesthat hed sgn him up for theteam.”

Prentice followed his neighbor across the yards, walking carefully, and wondering why. He
thought of his nest little office on Harmon Street, old Mrs. Gleason, the clean, well-lighted restaurant
where he had his lunch and read newspaper headlines; and they seemed terribly far away.

Why, he asked himsdf, am | cregping around backyards with alunatic a midnight?

Why?

"Themoon isfull tonight, Prentice. That meansthey'll betrying again.”

Silently, without the dightest sound, Matthew Dysta moved acrossthe lawns, kegping dwaysto
the shadows. A minute later he raised his hand and stopped.

They were at the rear of the Ameses house.

It was dark inside.

"Comeon," Dystal whispered.

"Wait aminute." Somehow, the sight of hisown living room, till blazing with light, reassured
Prentice, "'l think I've had enough for thisevening.”

"Enough?' Dysta's face twisted grotesquely. He bunched the deeve of Prentice'sjacket in his
fist. "Ligten," he hissed, "listen, you idiot. I'm risking my lifeto help you. Don't you understand yet? If they
find out I'vetalked . . ." Hereleased the deeve. "Prentice, _please . Y ou have a chance now, achance
to clear out of thiswhole stinking mess; but you won't haveit long--Believe mel”

Prentice Sghed. "What do you want meto do?' hesaid.

"Nothing. Just comewith me, quietly. They'rein the basement,”

Breathing hard now, Dystal tiptoed around to the side of the house. He stopped at asmall,
earth-level window.

It was closed.

"Prentice. _Softly . Bend down and keep out of view."

Ininvisble, dow movements, Dysta reached out and pushed the window. It opened ahdf inch.



He pushed it again. It opened another half inch.

Prentice saw ydlow light stream out of the crack. Ingtantly histhroat felt very dry, very painful.

Therewasanoise. A low, murmurous sound, asusurrus, like distant humming.

"What'sthat?"

Dydtd put afinger to hislips and motioned: "Here."

Prentice knelt down at the window and looked into the light.

At firgt he could not believe what his eyes saw.

It was abasement, like other basementsin old houses, with alarge iron furnace and a cement
floor and heavy beams. This much he could recognize and understand. The rest, he could not.

In the center of the floor was a design; obvioudy drawn in colored chalks. It looked abit, to
Prentice, like a Star of David, although there were other designs around and within it. They were not
particularly artigtic, but they wereintricate. In the middle was alarge cup, Smilar to asalad bowl, vaguely
familiar, empty.

"There," whispered Dystd, withdrawing.

Slightly to the Ieft were drawn acircle and a pentagram, itsfive points touching the circumference
equaly.

Prentice blinked and turned his attention to the people.

Standing on ablock of wood, surrounded by men and women, was afigurein ablack robe and
a serpent-shaped crown.

It was Ames.

Hiswife, Charlotte, dressed in awhite gown, stood next to him. She held a brass lamp.

Also in robes and gowns were Ben and Rhoda Roth, Bud Reiker and hiswife, the Cummingses,
the Chamberses, the Johnsons--.

Prentice shook away his sudden dizziness and shaded hiseyes.

To theright, near the furnace, was atable with awhite sheet draped acrossit. And two feet
away, an odd, six-sded structure with black candles burning from a dozen apertures.

"Ligen," Dystd said.

Ames eyeswere closed, Softly, he was chanting:

All degradation, dl sheer infamy,

Thou shdt endure. Thy head beneath the mire,

And drug of worthlesswomen shal desire

Asin some hateful dream, at last tolie;

Woman must trample thee thou respire

Thet deadliest fume;

The vilest worms must crawl, theloathliest vampires
gloom...

"The Great Beast," chuckled Dystd.

"l," sald Ames, "am Ipsssmus,” and the others chanted, "Heislpsssmus.”

"I have read the books, dark Lord. _The Book of Sacred Magic of AbraMédinthe Mage |
haveread, and | rgect it!"

"Wergect it!" murmured the Roths.

"The power of Good shdl be served by the power of Darkness, dways."

Heraised hishands. "In Thy dtar isthe stele of Ankf-f-n-Khonsu; there, also, _The Book of the
Dead _and _The Book of the Law_, six candlesto each sde, my Lord, Bell, Burin, Lamen, Sword,
Cup, and the Cakes of Life..."

Prentice looked at the people he had seen only afew hours ago in hisliving room, and
shuddered. Hefelt very wesk.

"We, your servants,” said Ames, signing the words, "beseech your presence, Lord of Night and
of Life Eternd, Ruler of the Soulsof menindl Thy vast dominion.



Prentice sarted to rise, but Dystal grasped hisjacket. "No," he said. "Wait. Wait another minute.
Thisissomething you ought to see.”

"...welivetoserveyou, grant us. . ."

"He's begging the devil to appear,” whispered Dydal.

". .. tonight, and offer the greatest and most treasured gift. Accept our offering!™ "Accept it!"
cried the others.

"What the hdll isthis, anyway?' Prentice demanded, feverishly.

Then Ames stopped talking, and the rest were silent. Amesraised hisleft hand and lowered it.
Chris Cummings and Bud Reiker bowed and wa ked backwards into the shadows where Prentice could
not see them.

Charlotte Ames walked to the six-sided structure with the candles and picked up along, thin
object.

She returned and handed thisto her husband. It was aknife.

" Killnotshdtthou! " screamed Ed Chambers, and he stepped across the pentagram to the
sheet-shrouded table.

Prentice rubbed his eyes.

Bud Reiker and Chris Cummings returned to the center of light then. They were carrying a
bundle. It was wrapped in blankets.

The bundle thrashed and made peculiar muffled noises. The men lifted it onto the table and held
it.

Ames nodded and stepped down from the block of wood. He walked to the table and halted,
the long-bladed butcher knife glittering in the glow of the candles.

"To Thee, O Lord of the Underground, we made this offering! To Thee, therarest gift of al!”

"What isit?" Prentice asked. "What isthis gift?"

Dystd's voice was ready and eager. "A virgin," he said.

Then they removed the blanket.

Prentice fdlt hiseyes burgting from their sockets, felt hisheart charging thewalls of hischest.

"Ann," he said, in achoked whisper. "Ann!" The knifewent up.

Prentice scrambled to hisfeet and fought the dizziness. "Dystd," he cried.

"Dysta, for God's sake, what are they doing? Stop them. Y ou hear me? Stop them!™

"l can't,”" said Matthew Dysta, sadly. "It'stoo late. I'm afraid your wife said afew things she
shouldn't have, Prentice. Y ou see--weve been looking for ared onefor suchalongtime. . ."

Prenticetried to lunge, but the effort lost him his balance. He fdll to the ground. Hisarms and legs
were growing numb, and he remembered, suddenly, the bitter taste of the drink he'd had.

"It redlly couldn't have been avoided, though," Dystal said. "1 mean, the boy knew, and hed have
told you eventudly. And you'd have begun investigating, and--oh, you undergtand. | told Lucian we
should have bought the place, but he's so obstinate; thinks he knows everything! Now, of course, welll
haveto burn it, and that does seem aterrible waste." He shook his head from side to side. "But don't you
worry," hesaid. "Y ou'll be adeep by then and, | promise, you won't fed athing. Really.”

Prentice turned his eyes from the window and screamed silently for along time.



PERCHANCE TO DREAM
by Charles Beaumont

"Please 5t down,” the psychiatrist said, indicating a somewhat worn lesther couch.

Automaticaly, Hall sat down. Indtinctively, he leaned back. Dizziness flooded through him, his
eyelidsfdl like sashweights, the blackness came. He jumped up quickly and dapped hisright cheek, then
he dapped hisleft cheek, hard.

"I'm sorry, Doctor," he said.

The psychiatrist, who wastall and young and not in the least Viennese nodded. "Y ou prefer to
sand?' he asked, gently.

"Prefer?' Hall threw his head back and laughed. "That'sgood,” he said. *_Prefer! ™

"I'm afraid | don't quite understand.”

"Neither do |, Doctor.” He pinched the flesh of hisleft hand until it hurt. "No, no: that isn't true. |
do understand. That's the whole trouble. | do."

"Y ou--want to tell me abouit it?"

"Yes. No." It'ssilly, he thought. Y ou can't help me. No one can. I'm done! "Forget it," he said
and started for the door.

The psychiatrist said, "Wait aminute.” His voice was friendly, concerned; but not patronizing.
"Running away won't do you much good, will it?"

Hal hestated.

"Forgivethecliché. Actudly, running away is often the best answer. But | don't know yet that
yoursisthat sort of problem.”

"Did Dr. Jackson tell you about me?"

"No. Jm said he was sending you over, but he thought you'd do a better job on the details. | only
know that your nameis Philip Hall, you're thirty-one, and you haven't been able to deep for along time.”

"Yes. A longtime..." To beexact, seventy-two hours, Hall thought, glancing at the clock.
Seventy-two horrible hours. . .

The psychiatrist tapped out acigarette. "Aren't you--" he began.

"Tired? God yes. I'm the tiredest man on Earth! | could deep forever. But that's just it, you see: |
would. I'd never wake up."

"Please," the psychiatrist said.

Hall bit hislip. There wasn't, he supposed, much point to it. But, after dl, what _else wasthere
for him to do? Wherewould he go?"You mind if | pace?'

"Stand on your heed, if you like."

"Okay. I'll take one of your cigarettes." He drew the smoke into his lungs and walked over to the
window. Fourteen floors below, the toy people and the toy cars moved. He watched them and thought,
thisguy'sal right. Sharp. Intelligent. Nothing like what | expected. Who can say--_maybe _itll do some
good. "I'm not sure where to begin.”

"It doesn't matter. The beginning might be easier for you.”

Hall shook his head, violently. The beginning, he thought. Wasthere such athing?

"Just takeit easy."

After alengthy pause, Hall said: "1 first found out about the power of the human mind when | was
ten. Closeto that time, anyway. We had atapestry in the bedroom. It was agreat big thing, thesize of a
rug, with fringe on the edges. It showed a group of soldiers--Napoleonic soldiers--on horses. They were
at the brink of some kind of cliff, and the first horse was reared up. My mother told me something. She
told methat if | stared at the tapestry long enough, the horseswould start to move. They'd go right over
the cliff, she said. | tried it, but nothing happened. She said, 'Y ou've got to take time. Y ou've got to



_think_about it." So, every night, before | went to bed, 1'd sit up and stare at that damn tapestry. And,
findly, it happened. Over they went, dl the horses, al the men, over the edge of thedliff . .." Hal
stubbed out the cigarette and began to pace. "Scared hell out of me," he said. "When | looked again, they
were all back. It got to be agame with me. Later on, | tried it with picturesin magazines, and pretty soon
| was able to move locomotives and send baloons flying and make dogs open their mouths: everything,
anything | wanted."

He paused, ran ahand through his hair. "Not too unusud, you're thinking," he said. "Every kid
doesit. Like standing in aclosat and shining aflashlight through your finger, or sewing up the hedl of your
pam ... common Stuff?"

The psychiatrist shrugged.

"Therewas adifference” Hall said. "Oneday it got out of control. | waslooking at acoloring
book. One of the pictures showed a knight and adragon fighting. For fun | decided to make the knight
drop hislance. He did. The dragon started after him, breathing fire. In another second the dragon's mouth
was open and he was getting ready to eat the knight. | blinked and shook my head, like dways,
only--nothing happened. | mean, the picture didn't go back. Not even when | closed the book and
opened it again. But | didn't think too much about it, even then.”

Hewalked to the desk and took another cigarette. It dipped from his hands.

"Y ou've been on Dexedrine," the psychiatrist said, watching as Hall tried to pick up the cigarette.

"Yes."

"How many grainsaday?'

"Thirty, thirty-five, | don't know."

"Potent. Knocks out your co-ordination. | suppose Jm warned you?"

"Yes, hewarned me."

"Well, let's get dong. What happened then?"

"Nothing." Hall allowed the psychiatrist to light his cigarette. "For awhile, | forgot about the
‘game dmost completely. Then, when | turned thirteen, | got Sck. Rheumatic heart--"

The psychiatrist leaned forward and frowned. "And Jm let you have thirty-five--"

"Don' interrupt!" He decided not to mention that he had gotten the drug from hisaunt, that Dr.
Jackson knew nothing about it. "I had to stay in bed alot. No activity; might kill me. So | read books and
listened to theradio. One night | heard aghost story. 'Hermit's Cave' it was called. All about aman who
gets drowned and comes back to haunt hiswife. My parents were gone, at amovie. | wasaone. And |
kept thinking about that story, imagining the ghost. Maybe, | thought to mysdlf, he'sin that closet. | knew
he wasnt; | knew there wasn't any such thing asaghog, really. But there was alittle part of my mind that
kept saying, 'Look at the closet. Watch the door. He's in there, Philip, and hel's going to come out.’ |
picked up abook and tried to read, but | couldn't help glancing at the closet door. It was open a crack.
Everything dark behind it. Everything dark and quiet.”

"And the door moved."

"That'sright."

"Y ou understand that theré's nothing terribly unusud in anything you've said so far?”

"I know," Hall said. "1t wasmy imagination. It _was , and | redlized it even then. But--1 got just
as scared. Just as scared asif aghost actually _had  opened that door! And that's the whole point. The
mind, Doctor. It'severything. If you think _you have apain in your arm and thereé's no physica reason
for it, you don't hurt any less.. . . My mother died because she thought she had afatal disease. The
autopsy showed manutrition, nothing else. But she died just the same!”

"l won't dispute the point.”

"All right. | just don't want you to tell meit'sdl inmy mind. | _know_itis."

"Goon."

"They told meI'd never redlly get well, I'd have to take it easy therest of my life. Because of the
heart. No strenuous exercises, no stairs, no long walks. No shocks. Shock produces excessive adrendin,
they said. Bad, So that's the way it was. When | got out of schoal, | grabbed a soft desk job. Unexciting:
numbers, adding numbers, that's all. Thingswent okay for afew years. Then it started again. | read about



where some woman got into her car a night and happened to check for something in the back seat and
found aman hidden there. Waiting. It stuck with me; | started dream. ing about it. So every night, when |
got into my car, | automatically patted the rear seat and floorboards. It satisfied mefor awhile, until |
gtarted thinking, ‘What if | forget to check? Or, 'What if there's something back there that isn't human? |
had to drive across Laurel Canyon to get home, and you know how twisty that stretch is. Thirty-fifty-foot
drops, straight down. 1'd get thisfedling halfway across. There's someone .. . something.. . in the back of
the car!" Hidden, in darkness. Fat and shiny. I'll look in the rear-view mirror and I'll see his hands ready
tocirclemy throat . . . Again, Doctor: understand me. _I knew it was my imagination_. | had no doubt at
all that the back seat was empty--hell, | kept the car locked and | double-checked! But, | told mysdlf,
you keep thinking thisway, Hall, and you'll see those hands. It'll be areflection, or somebody's
headlights, or nothing at al--but you'll seethem! Finaly, onenight, | did seethem! The car lurched a
couple of times and went down the embankment.”

The psychiatrist said, "Wait aminute," rose, and switched the tape on asmal machine.

"l knew how powerful the mind was, then," Hall continued. "I know that ghosts and demons did
exig, they did, if you only thought about them long enough and hard enough. After dl, one of them amost
killed me!" He pressed the lighted end of the cigarette againgt hisflesh; the fog lifted instantly. "Dr.
Jackson told me afterwards that one more serious shock like that would finish me. And that'swhen |
darted having the dream.”

Therewas aslencein the room, compounded of distant automobile horns, the ticking of the
ship'swhed clock, the insectiva tapping of the receptionist's typewriter. Hal's own tortured breathing.

"They say dreams|ast only acouple of seconds," he said. "l don't know whether that's true or
not. It doesn't matter. They _seem_to last longer. Sometimes I've dreamed awhole lifetime; sometimes
generations have passed. Oncein awhile, time stops completdly; it's afrozen moment, lasting forever.
When | wasakid | saw the Flash Gordon serids; you remember? | loved them, and when the last
episode was over, | went home and started dreaming more. Each night, another episode. They were
vivid, too, and | remembered them when | woke up. | even wrote them down, to make sure | wouldn't
forget. Crazy?'

"No," said the psychiatris.

"l did, anyway. The same thing happened with the Oz books and the Burroughs books. I'd keep
them going. But after the age of fifteen, or so, | didn't dream much. Only oncein awhile. Then, aweek
ago--" Hall stopped talking. He asked the location of the bathroom and went there and splashed cold
water on hisface. Then he returned and stood by the window.

"A week ago?' the psychiatrist said, flipping the tape machine back on.

"I went to bed around eleven-thirty. | wasn't too tired, but | needed the rest, on account of my
heart. Right away the dream started. | waswalking along Venice Pier. It was close to midnight. The
place was crowded, people everywhere; you know the kind they used to get there. Sailors, dumpy
looking dames, kidsin leather jackets. The pitchmen were going through their routines. Y ou could hear
the roller coasters thundering along the tracks, the people insde the roller coasters, screaming; you could
hear the bells and the guns cracking and the crazy songsthey play on caliopes. And, far awvay, the
ocean, moving. Everything was bright and gaudy and chesp. | walked for awhile, stepping on gum and
candy apples, wondering why | wasthere." Hall's eyes closed. He opened them quickly and rubbed
them. "Hafway to the end, passing the penny arcade, | saw agirl. She was about twenty-two or -three.
White dress, very thin and tight, and afunny white hat. Her legs were bare, nicely muscled and tan. She
was alone. | stopped and watched her, and | remember thinking, "She _must_ have aboy friend. He
_must_ be here somewhere." But she didn't seem to be waiting for anyone, or looking. Unconscioudly, |
began to follow her. At adistance.

"Shewalked past a couple of concessions, then she stopped at one called The Whip' and
grolled in and went for aride. The air was hot. It caught her dress as she went around and sent it
whirling. It didn't bother her at all. Shejust held onto the bar and closed her eyes, and--1 don't know, a
kind of ecstasy seemed to come over her. She began to laugh. A high-pitched, musica sound. | stood by
the fence and watched her, wondering why such abeautiful girl should be laughing in achesp carniva



ride, in the middle of the night, all by herself. Then my hands froze on the fence, because suddenly | saw
that she was looking at me. Every time the car would whip around, sheé'd be looking. And there was
something that said, Don't go away, don't leave, don't move. . .

"The ride stopped and she got out and walked over to me. As naturally asif we'd known each
other for years, she put her arm in mine, and said, 'We've been expecting you, Mr. Hall.' Her voice was
deep and soft, and her face, close up, was even more beautiful than it had seemed. Full, rich lips, alittle
wet; dark, flashing eyes, awarm gleam to her flesh. | didn't answer. She laughed again and tugged at my
deeve. '‘Comeon, darling,’ she said. 'We haven't much time." And we walked, dmaost running, to The
Silver Flash--aroller coagter, the highest on the pier. | knew | shouldn't go on it because of my heart
condition, but she wouldn't listen. She said | had to, for her. So we bought our tickets and got into the
first seet of thecar . . ."

Hall held his breath for amoment, then let it out, dowly. As he relived the episode, he found that
it was easier to stay awake. Much easier.

"That," he said, "wasthe end of thefirst dream. | woke up swesting and trembling, and thought
about it mogt of the day, wondering where it had all come from. I'd only been to Venice Pier oncein my
life, with my mother. Y ears ago. But that night, just asit'd happened with the serids, the dream picked up
exactly whereit had left off. We were settling into the seet. Rough leather, cracked and pedling, | recall.
The grab bar iron, painted black, the paint rubbed away in the center.

"| tried to get out, thinking. Now'sthetimeto do it; do it now or you'll betoo late! But the girl
held me, and whispered to me. We'd be together, she said. Closetogether. If 1'd do this one thing for
her, sheld belong to me. 'Please! Please!’ Then the car Sarted. A little jerk; the kids beginning to yell and
scream; the _clack-clack_ of the chain pulling up; and up, dowly, too late now, too late for anything, up
the steep wooden hill . . ."

"A third of the way to the top, with her holding me, pressing herself against me, | woke up again.
Next night, we went up alittle farther. Foot by foot, dowly, up the hill. At the haf-way point, the girl
began kissng me. And laughing. 'Look down!' she told me. 'Look down, Philip!' And | did and saw little
people and little cars and everything tiny and unredl.

"Finaly we were within afew feet of the crest. The night was black and the wind wasfast and
cold now, and | was scared, so scared that | couldn't move. The girl laughed louder than ever, and a
strange expression came into her eyes. | remembered then how no one else had noticed her. How the
ticket-taker had taken the two stubs and |ooked around questioningly.

"Who areyou?' | screamed. And she said, 'Don't you know? And she stood up and pulled the
grab-bar out of my hands. | leaned forward to get it.

"Then we reached thetop. And | saw her face and | knew what she was going to do, instantly: |
knew. | tried to get back in the sest, but | felt her hands on me then and | heard her voice, laughing, high,
laughing and shrieking with delight, and--"

Hal smashed hisfist against the wall, stopped and waited for calm to return.

When it did, he said, "That's the whole thing, Doctor. Now you know why | don't careto go to
deep. When | do--and I'll haveto, eventualy; | redlize that!--the dream will go on. And my heart won't
takeit!"

The psychiatrist pressed a button on his desk.

"Whoever sheis," Hal went on, "shell push me. And I'll fall. Hundreds of feet. I'll see the cement
rushing up in ablur to meet meand I'll fed thefirst horrible pain of contact--"

Therewasaclick.

The office door opened.

A girl walkedin.

"Miss Thomas," the psychiatrist began, "I'd like you to--"

Philip Hall screamed. He stared &t the girl in the white nurse's uniform and took a step backward.
"Oh, Christ! No!"

"Mr. Hdl, thisismy receptionist, Miss Thomas."

"No," Hall cried. "It'sher. Itis. And | know who sheisnow, God save me! | know who sheis!”



Thegirl inthe white uniform took atentative step into the room.

Hall screamed again, threw hishands over hisface, turned and tried to run.

A voicecdled, "Stop him!"

Hall fet the sharp pain of the sill againgt hisknee, redized in one hideous moment what was
happening. Blindly he reached out, grasping. But it wastoo late. Asif drawn by agiant force, he tumbled
through the open window, out into the cold clean air.

"Hal!™

All theway down, dl the long and endless way down past the thirteen floors to the gray,
unyielding, hard concrete, his mind worked; and hiseyesnever closed . . .

"I'm afraid he'sdead," the psychiatrist said, removing hisfingersfrom Hall'swrist.

Thegirl in the white uniform made alittle gasping sound. "But," she said, "only aminute ago, |
saw him and hewas--"

"I know. It'sfunny; when he camein, | told him to sit down. He did. And in lessthan two
seconds he was adleep. Then he gave that yell you heard and . .

"Heart attack?"

"Yes" The psychiatrist rubbed his cheek thoughtfully. "Well," hesaid. "l guessthere areworse
waysto go. At least he died peacefully.”

Introduction to
THE CROOKED MAN
by Robert Bloch

It'sdifficult for meto write objectively about a colleague who was dso my friend. In order to do
so | would need the skill, the intelligence and the perceptive indgght of someone who ranks asamagjor
taent.

Someone like Charles Beaumon.

Fortunately, theré's no need for me to establish his creative credentids. The storiesin this
collection are proof of his professond prowess, dong with his outstanding achievementsin televison and
films

Let me confine mysdlf instead to our persond relaionship. | was never privileged to count myself
aclose companion of thisremarkable man, but during the latter years of hislife our paths crossed
congtantly, and for this| am truly grateful.

When | came out to Hollywood, latein 1 959, 1 was alowly apprentice as a scriptwriter, while
Chuck had aready begun his spectacular rise. 1'd met him casually on afew prior occasions and knew
him as a highly-acclaimed contributor to_Playboy . Now we found oursalves together on asociad basis
and | witnessed the soaring of his career. Soon he was enjoying well-earned eminence for hiswork on
_Twilight Zone_and hisfilmwriting future appeared assured. One of his screenplays, _The Intruder_,



seemed destined to become amagjor production with atop director, big-name stars and high-budget
promation.

Then, as so often hgppensin such circumstances, problems arose and high hopesfell. But
eventualy the film was made--on a shoe-string budget, a curtailed productionschedul e-the stuff of which
bad dreams are made. Bad dreams, and B pictures.

So when | wasinvited, along with Chuck's friends and the usua studio functionaries, to a
screening a Twentieth Century-Fox, | had qualms and misgivings about what to expect from the
evening's entertainment.

Tomy surpriseand delight, _The Intruder_ proved to be just that--a surprise and a delight. Shot
on location, in black-and-white, it isarguably Roger Corman's best directorid effort. The then
virtualy-unknown leading player, one William Shatner, contributed aremarkable performance. So did his
supporting cast--including none other than Charles Beaumont himself, in asmal part asahigh school
principa. Two other writer friends of his, George Clayton Johnson and Bill Nolan, had ahoot playing a
pair of redneck racists. But the film, apowerful drama of bigotry and rabble-rousing in a southern setting,
wastruly ahead of itstime; apparently the general public was not yet ready to respond to the socia issues
which the script so redisticaly raised.

Thefilm failed, but Chuck succeeded. He went on to other assignments on top productions, and
though these too were gpt to furnish frustrations, Beaumont's talent was recognized. Almost twenty years
later, when | found myself working with George Pal on hislast projects before his sudden degth, hetold
me how highly he esteemed Chuck'swork on _The Seven Facesof Dr. Lao_and _The Wonderful
World of the Brothers Grimm _. It was gill amatter of hismgjor regret that studio executives forced
changesin the shooting scripts which Pal had wanted to keep inviolate. And the portions of these films
which were not tampered with clearly demonstrate Beaumontian brilliance in comedy concepts.

Chuck'slife, however, had lost any claim to comic elements. As successincreased, thetoll on his
health escalated.

Attending the World Science Fiction Convention in Chicago, in 1962, 1 was surprised to
encounter Chuck--atired, driven man who, by his own account, wasin the process of fleeing Hollywood
for good. He was finishing an assgnment for Playboy, heading for New Y ork, and after that he meant to
hole up and get to work on what he hoped would be amajor novel.

All this| learned when we'd repaired to the bar. As he confided his plans over drinks| asked him
just where heintended to do his actua writing on the book.

"I'mgoing to Rome," he said.

His statement astonished me. Rome, in 1962, was amgjor motion picture production center, with
its Cinecitta; a hotbed of international stars and director-producers who moved from one hot bed to
another.

"Dontdoit,” | advised. "Can't you see you're moving out of the frying-pan into thefire? Y ou
won't get away from moviesif you go to Rome."

Chuck seemed startled; he hadn't conscioudly redlized the implications of his decison. Whether
or not | influenced him | don't know, but he didn't go to Rome. Instead he ended up by returning to
Hollywood, and the novel was never completed.

[lIness and death ended his brilliant career within afew short years, but hiswork lives on. Now,
after aperiod of comparative neglect, arightful resurrection has begun.

The story I've sdlected for thisvolume--"_The Crooked Man_"--isan example of hisgeniusina
genre he helped devate to high literary levels. While its basic concept isless sartling today, it was daring
and innovative at thetime of firgt publication. And it illustrates perfectly why the name of Charles
Beaumont will be recognized and honored by generations yet to come.



THE CROOKED MAN
by Charles Beaumont

"Professing themselvesto be wise, they became fools... who changed the truth of God into alie. . . for
even their women did change the naturd useinto that which isagaing nature:

and likewise dso the men, leaving the natural use of the women, burned in their lust one toward another;
men with men working that whichisunseemly . .

--St. Paul: Romans, |

He dipped into acorner booth away from the dancing men, where it was quietest, where the
odors of musk and frangipani hung less heavy ontheair. A dender lamp glowed softly in the booth. He
turned it down: down to where only the club's blue overheads filtered through the beaded curtain,
diffusing, blurring the image thrown back by the mirrored walls of hislight, thin-boned handsomeness.

"Yessr?' The barboy stepped through the beads and stood smiling. Clad in goldsequined trunks,
his greased muscles seemed to roll in independent motion, like fat snakes beneath his naked skin.

"Whiskey," Jesse said. He caught the insouciant grin, the broad white-tooth crescent that formed
on the young man's face. Jesse looked away, tried to control the flow of blood to his cheeks.

"Yesdr," thebarboy said, running histhick tanned fingers over his solar plexus, tapping the
fingers, making them hop in asinuous dance. He hesitated, till smiling, thistime questioningly, hopefully,
asmile drenched in admiration and desire. The Finger Dance, the accepted symbol, stopped: the pudgy
brown digits curled into angry fids. "Right away, gr."

Jesse watched him turn; before the beads had tinkled together he watched the handsome athlete
make hisway imperioudy through the crowds, shaking off the tentative hands of sngle men at the tables,
ignoring the many desire symbols directed toward him.

That shouldn't have happened. Now the fellow's fedlings were hurt. If hurt enough, he would start
thinking, wondering--and that would ruin everything. No. It must be put right.

Jesse thought of Mina, of the beautiful Mina--It was such arotten chance. It _had to go right!

"Y our whiskey, Sir," the young man said. Hisface looked like adog'sface, large, sad; hislips
were apouting bloat of line.

Jesse reached into his pocket for some change. He started to say something, something nice.

"It's been paid for," the barboy said. He scowled and laid a card on the table and | ft.

The card carried the name E.J. TWO HOBART, embossed, in lavender ink. Jesse heard the
curtainstinkle.

"Widl, hdllo. | hope you don't mind my barging in likethis, but--you didn't seem to be with
anyone. . ."

The man was small, chubby, bald; hisface had adirty growth of beard and he looked out of tiny
eyes encased in bulging contacts. He was bare to the waist. His white hairless chest dropped and turned
infolds at the somach. Softly, more subtly than the barboy had done, he put his porky stubs of fingers
into asuggedtive rhythm.

Jesse gmiled. "Thanksfor the drink," he said. "But | redly am expecting someone.”

"Oh?" the man said. " Someone--specia ?'

"Pretty special," Jesse said smoothly, now that the words had become automatic. "He's my
financée"



"l see.” The man frowned momentarily and then brightened. "Wadll, | thought to mysdlf, | said:
E.J.,, abeauty like that couldn't very well be unattached. But--well, it was certainly worth atry. Sorry."

"Perfectly dl right,”" Jesse said. The predatory little eyeswererolling, the fingers dancing in one
last-ditch attempt. "Good evening, Mr. Hobart."

Bluey veins showed under the whiteness of the man's nearly femae mammeae. Jessefdt dightly
amused thistime: it was the other kind, the intent ones, the humorless ones like--like the barboy--that
repulsed him, turned him ill, made him want to take a knife and carve ungpeskable uglinessinto hisown
smooth ascetic face.

The man turned and waddled away crabwise. The club was becoming more crowded. It was
getting later and headsfull of liquor shook away the inhibitions of the earlier hours. Jessetried not to
waich, but he had long ago given up trying to rid himself of hisfascination. So he watched the men
together. The pair over in thefar corner, pressed close together, dancing with their bodies, never moving
their feet, swaying in dow lissome movementsto the music, their tonguestwisting intheair, jerking, like
pink snakes, contracting to points and curling invitingly, barely making touch, then snapping back. The
Tongue Dance. . . The couple seated by the bar. One a Beast, the other a Hunter, the Beast old, his
cheeks caked hard and cracking with powder and liniments, the perfume rising from hisbody like steam;
the Hunter, young but unhandsome, the fury evident in his eyes, the hurt anger a having to make do with
aBeadst--from time to time he would look around, wetting hislipsin shame. . . And those two just
coming in, dressed in Mother's uniforms, tanned, mustached, proud of their station . . .

Jesse held the beads apart, Minamust come soon_. He wanted to run from this place, out into
theair, into the darkness and silence.

No. Hejust wanted Mina. To see her, touch her, listen to the music of her voice. . .

Two women camein, arm in arm, Beast and Hunter, drunk. They were stopped at the door.
Angrily, shrilly, told to leave. The manager swept by Jesse's booth, muttering about them, asking why
they should want to come dirtying up The Phaluswith their presence when they had their own section,
their own clubs--.

Jesse pulled his head back insde. Held gotten used to the light by now, so he closed his eyes
againgt hismultiplied image. The disorganized sounds of love got louder, the Sngsong syrup of voices:
deep, throaty, baritone, fa setto. It was crowded now. The Orgies would begin before long and the
coupleswould pair off for the cubicles. He hated the place. But close to Orgy-time you didn't get noticed
here-- and where e se was there to go? Outside, where every inch of pavement was patrolled
electronically, every word of conversation, every movement recorded, catalogued, filed?

Damn Knudson! Damn the little man! Thanksto him, to the Senator, Jesse was now acrimind.
Before, it wasn't so bad--not this bad, anyway. Y ou were laughed at and shunned and fired from your
job, sometimes kids lobbed stones at you, but at least you weren't hunted. Now--it wasacrime. A
sckness.

He remembered when Knudson had taken over. It had been one of thelittle man'sfirst telecasts;
infact, it wasthe platform that got him the mgjority vote:

"Viceison theupswing in our city. In the dark corners of every Unit perverson blossomslike an
evil flower. Our children are exposed to its stink, and they wonder--_our children wonder_--why nothing
isdoneto put a hdt to this disgrace. We have ignored it long enough! The time has comefor _action ,
not mere words. The perverts who infest our land must be fleshed out, iminated _completedly , asa
threat not only to public morals but to society at large. These sick people must be cured and made
normal. The disease that throws men and women, together in this dreadful abnormal relationship and
leads to acts of retrogression--retrogression that will, unlessit is stopped and stopped fast, push us
inevitably back to the status of animals--thisisto be consdered as any other disease. It must be
conqguered as heart trouble, cancer, polio, schizophrenia, paranoia, al other diseases have been
conquered . . ."



The Women's Senator had taken Knudson's lead and issued asmilar pronunciamento and then
the bill became law and the law was carried out.

Jesse spped at the whiskey, remembering the Hunts. How the frenzied mobs had gone through
the city a first, chanting, yelling, bearing placards with dogans WIPE OUT THE HETEROS! KILL
THE QUEERS! MAKE OUR CITY CLEAN AGAIN! And how they'd lost interest finally after the
passion had worn down and the novelty had ended. But they had killed many and they had sent many
moreto the hospitals. . .

He remembered the nights of running and hiding, choked dry breath glued to histhroat, heart
rattling loose. He had been lucky. He didn't ook like a hetero. They said you could tell onejust by
watching him walk--Jesse walked correctly. He fooled them. He was lucky.

And hewasacrimind. He, Jess Four Martin, no different from the ret, tubeborn and
machine-nursed, raised in the Character Schools like everyone else--wasterribly different from therest.

It had happened--his awful suspicions had crystallized--on hisfirst formal date. The man had
been a Rocketeer, the best high quality, even out of the Hunter class. Mother had arranged it carefully.
There was the dance. And then theride in the spaceded. The big man had put an arm about Jesse
and--Jess knew. He knew for certain and it made him very angry and very sad.

He remembered the days that came after the knowledge: bad days, daysfalen upon evil, black
desires, deep-cored frustrations. He had tried to find afriend at the Crooked Clubs that flourished then,
but it was no use. There was a sensationalism, abravurato these people, that he could not love. The
sight of men and women together, too, shocked the parts of him he could not change, and repulsed him.
Then the vice squads had come and closed up the clubs and the heteros were forced underground and he
never sought them out again or saw them. Hewas aone.

The beadstinkled.

"Jesse--" He looked up quickly, afraid. It was Mina. She wore aloose man's shirt, an old hat that
hid her golden hair: her face was shadowed by the turned-up collar. Through the shirt the rise and fal of
her breasts could be faintly detected. She smiled once, nervoudly.

Jesse looked out the curtain. Without speaking, he put his hands about her soft thin shoulders and
held her like thisfor along minute.

"Mina-" Shelooked away. He pulled her chin forward and ran afinger dong her lips. Then he
pressed her body to his, tightly, touching her neck, her back, kissing her forehead, her eyes, kissng her
mouth. They sat down.

They sought for words. The curtain parted.

"Beer," Jesse said, winking at the barboy, who tried to come closer, to seethe oneloved by this
thin handsome man.

"Yesgr."

The barboy looked a Minavery hard, but she had turned and he could see only the back. Jesse
held his breath. The barboy smiled contemptuoudy then, asmilethat said: Y ou're insane--I was hired for
my beauty. See my chest, look--a pectora vison. My arms, strong; my lips--come, were there ever such
sensuous ones? And you turn me down for this bag of bones.

Jesse winked again, shrugged suggestively and danced hisfingers. _ Tomorrow, my friend, I'm
stuck tonight. Can't help it. Tomorrow _.

The barboy grinned and |&ft. In afew moments he returned with the beer. "On the house," he
sad, for Minas benefit. She turned only when Jesse said, softly:

"It'sdl right. HE's gone now."

Jesse |ooked at her. Then he reached over and took off the hat. Blond hair rushed out and over
the rough shirt.

She grabbed for the hat. "We musin't, she said. "Please--what if somebody should comein?’

"No onewill comein. | told you that."

"But what if?| don't know--I don't likeit here. That man at the door--he almost recognized me."

"But hedidn't."



"Almost though. And then what?'

"Forget it. Ming, for God's sake. Let's not quarrel.”

She camed. "I'm sorry, Jesse. It's only that--this place makes me fedl--"

"--what?"

"Dirty." Shesadit defiantly.

"Y ou don't redly believe that, do you?"

"No. | don't know. | just want to be a one with you."

Jesse took out a cigarette and started to use the lighter. Then he cursed and threw the vulgarly
shaped object under the table and crushed the cigarette. Y ou know that'simpossible,” he said. Theidea
of separate Units for homes had disappeared, to be replaced by giant dormitories. There were no more
parks, no country lanes. There was no place to hide at all now, thanks to Senator Knudson, to the little
bald crest of thisnew sociologica wave. "Thisisal we have," Jesse said, throwing a sardonic look
around the booth, with its carved symbols and framed pictures of entertainment stars--all naked and
lesring.

They were silent for atime, hands interlocked on the table top. Then the girl beganto cry. "1--I
cantgoonlikethis™" shesad.

"I know. It's hard. But what else can we do?" Jesse tried to keep the hopelessness out of his
voice.

"Maybe," thegirl said, "we ought to go underground with the rest.”

"And hidethere, likerats?' Jesse said.

"Werehiding here," Minasad, "likerats."

"Besides, Parker is getting ready to crack down. | know, Mina--I work at Centraldome, after all.
In alittle while there won't be any underground.”

"I loveyou," thegirl said, leaning forward, parting her lipsfor akiss. "Jesse, | do." She closed her
eyes. "Oh, why won't they leave us alone? Why? Just because we're que--"

"Mina I'vetold you--don't ever usethat word. Itisn't true! _We're not the queers. Y ou've got
to believe that. Yearsago it was_normal__for men and women to love each other: they married and had
children together; that's the way it was. Don't you remember anything of what I'vetold you?'

The girl sobbed. "Of course | do. But, darling, that was along time ago."

"Not s0 long! Where | work--listen to me--they have books. Y ou know, | told you about
books? I've read them, Mina. | learned what the words meant from other books. It's only been since the
use of artificia insemination--not even five hundred years ago.”

"Yesdear," thegirl said. "I'm sure, dear.”

"Mina, stop that! We are not the unnatural ones, no matter what they say. | don't know exactly
how it happened--maybe, maybe as women gradually became equa to men in every way--or maybe
solely because of the way were born--1 don't know. But the point is, darling, the whole world waslike
us, once. Even now, look at the animals--"

"Jesse! Don't you daretak asif we're like those horrid dogs and cats and things!™

Jesse sighed. He had tried so often to tell her, show her. But he knew, actualy, what she thought.
That she felt she was exactly what the authorities told her she was—-God, maybe that's how they dl
thought, all the Crooked People, dl the "unnorma™ ones.

The girl's hands caressed his arms and the touch became suddenly repungnant to him. Unnaturd.
Teribly unnaturd.

Jesse shook his head. Forget it, he thought. Never mind. She's awoman and you love her and
there's nothing wrong nothing wrong nothing wrong in tht. . . or am | the insane person of old dayswho
was insane because he was so sure he wasn't insane because--.

"Diggugting!”

It was thefat little man, the smiling masher, E.J. Two Hobart. But he wasn't smiling now.

Jesse got up quickly and stepped in front of Mina. "What do you want? | thought | told you--"

The man pulled ametd disk from histrunks. "Vice squad, friend," he said. "Better St down.” The
disk was pointed at Jesse's belly.



The man'sarm went out the curtain and two other men camein, holding disks.

"I've been watching you quite awhile, migter,” the man said. "Quiteawhile."

"Look," Jessesaid, "I don't know what you're talking about. | work a Centraldome and I'm
seeing Miss Smith here on some business.™

"We know dl about that kind of business,”" the man said.

"All right--I'll tell you thetruth. | forced her to come here. |--"

"Migter--didn't you hear me? | said I've been watching you. All evening. Let'sgo.”

One man took Minas arm, roughly; the other two began to propel Jesse out through the club.
Heads turned. Tangled bodies moved embarrassedly.

"Itsdl right," thelittlefat man said, hiswhite skin glisening with perspiration. "It'sdl right, folks.
Go on back to whatever you were doing.”" He grinned and tightened his grasp on Jessesarm.

Minadidn't struggle. There was something in her eyes--it took Jesse along time to recognizeit.
Then he knew. He knew what she had cometo tell him tonight: that even if they hadn't been caught--she
would have submitted to the Cure voluntarily. No more worries then, no more guilt. No more meeting at
midnight dives, feding shame, feding dirt . ..

Minadidn't meet Jesse's look asthey took her out into the street.

"You'll be okay," the fat man was saying. He opened the wagon's doors. "They've got it down
pat now--couple days in the ward, one short session with the doctors; take out afew glands, make afew
injections, attach afew wiresto your head, turn on amachine: presto! Y ou'll be surprised.”

Thefat officer leaned close. His sausage fingers danced wildly near Jessés face.

"It'1l make anew man of you," he said. Then they closed the doors and locked them.

BLOOD BROTHER
by Charles Beaumont

"Now then," said the psychiatrist, looking up from his note pad, "when did you first discover that
you were dead?”'

"Not dead,” said the pae man in the dark suit. "Undead.”

"I'msorry."

"Just try to keep it straight. If | were dead, 1'd be in great shape. That's the trouble, though. |
cantdie”

"Why not?'

"BecauseI'm not dive"

"| see" The psychiatrist made arapid notation. "Now, Mr. Smith, I'd like you to start at the
beginning, and tell methe whole story."

The pale man shook hishead. "At twenty-five dollars an hour,” he said, "are you kidding? | can
barely afford to have my cape cleaned once amonth.”

"I've been meaning to ask you about that. Why do you wear it?"'

"Y ou ever hear of avampire without acape? It's part of the whole schmear, that'sdll. | don't



know why!"

"Cdm yoursdf."

"Cam mysdf! | wish | could. | tell you, Doctor, I'm going right straight out of my skull. Look at
thid" The man who called himsdf Smith put out his hands. They were atremblous blur of white. "And
look at thisl" He pulled down the flaps beneath his eyes, reveding an intricate red lacework of veins,
"Believeme," he sad, flinging himsalf upon the couch, "another few days of thisand I'll be ready for the
funny farm!"

The psychiatrist picked amahogany |etter opener off his desk and tapped hispam. "l would
gppreciateit,” hesad, "if you would make an effort to avoid those particular terms.”

"All right," said the pale man. "But you try living on blood for ayear, and see how polite you are.
| mean--"

"Thebeginning, Mr. Smith."

"Well, | met thisgirl, Dorcas, and she bit me."

"y e

"That'sall. It doesn't take much, you know."

The psychiatrist removed his glasses and rubbed hiseyes. "As| understand it,” he said, "you
think youreavampire.”

"No," sad Smith. "l _think_I'mahumanbeing, but| _am avampire. That'sthehdl of it. | can't
seemto adjust.”

"How do you mean?"

"Well, the hours for instance. | used to have very regular habits. Work from nineto five, home, a
little TV, maybe, into bed by ten, up at six-thirty. Now--" He shook his head violently from sideto side.
"Y ou know how it iswith vampires."

"Let'spretend | don't,” said the psychiatrist, soothingly. "Tell me. How isit?"

"Likel say, the hours. Everything's upside-down. That's why | made this appointment with you
S0 late. See, you're supposed to deep during the _day andwork at _night_."

"Why?'

"Boy, you've got me. | asked Dorcas, that's the girl bit me, and she said sheld try and find out,
but nobody seemsto be real sure about it."

"Dorcas," sad the psychiatrigt, pursing hislips. "That's an unusud name.”

"Dorcas Schultzisan unusud girl, I'l tdll you. A red nut. She'son that late-late TV show, you
know? The onethat runsal those crummy old horror movies?' Smith scrgped astain from his cloak with
hisfingernail. "Maybe you know her. She recommended you.”

"It'spossible. But let's get back to you. Y ou were speaking of the hours.”

Smith wrung hishands. "They're murdering me,”" he said. "Eight fly-by-night jobs I've
had--eight!--and lost every one!”

"Would you careto explain that?'

"Nothing to explain. | just can't stay awake, that'sall. | mean, every night--1 mean every
_day_--I tossand turn for hoursand then when | findly _do _doze off, boom, it's nightfall and I've got to
get out of the coffin."

"Thecoffin?'

"Y eah. That's another sweet wrinkle. The minute you go bat, you're supposed to give up beds
and take acasket. Which isnot only sick, but expensveas_hell_." Smith shook his head angrily. "First
you got to buy the damn thing. Do you know the cost of the average casket?!

"Well--" began the psychiatrist.

"Adgronomical! Completely out of proportion. I'm telling you, it'saracket! For anything even
halfway decent you're going to drop five bills, easy. But that's just theinitid outlay. Then therésthe
cartage and the cleaning bills"

"l don't--"

" Seventy-five to ahundred every month, month in, month out."

"I'm afraid [--"



"The gravedirt, man! Sacking out in acoffinisn't bad enough, no, youvegot to lineit with _soil
from the family plot_. | ask you, who's got afamily plot these days? Have you?'

"No, but--"

"Right. So what do you do? 'Y ou go out and buy one. Then you bring home a couple pounds of
dirt and spread it around in the coffin. Wake up at night and you're _covered withit." Smith clicked his
tongue exasperatedly. "If you could just wear pgjamas--but no, the rules say the full bit. Ever _hear_ of
anything so crazy? Y ou can't even take off your _shoes |, for cry eyel” He began to pace. "Then ther€'s
the bloodstains."

The psychiatrist lowered his pad, replaced his glasses, and regarded his patient with anot
incurious eye.

"1 must go through twenty white shirtsamonth,” continued Smith. "Even & two-fifty ashirt, that's
alot of dough. Y ou'e probably thinking, Why isn't he more careful? Well, listen, | try to be. But it isn't
like eating abowl of tomato soup, you know." A shudder, or something like a shudder, passed over the
pale man. "That's another thing. The diet. | mean, | dways used to like my steaksrare, but thisis
ridiculous! Blood for bregkfast, blood for lunch, blood for dinner. Uch--just the thought of it makes me
queasy to the somach!” Smith flung himsalf back onto the couch and closed his eyes. "It's the monotony
that getsyou,” he said, "dthough there's plenty e se to complain about. Y ou know what | mean?”

"Wdl," said the psychiatrig, clearing histhroat, "1--"

"Filthy stuff! And the routines | have to go through to get it! What if you had to rob somebody
every time you wanted a hamburger--1 mean, just supposing. That'sthe way it iswith me. | tried stocking
up on plasma, but that's death warmed over. A few nights of it and you've got to go after theredl thing, it
doesn't matter _how_ many promises you've made to yourself."

"Thered thing?"

"l don't liketo talk about it," said Smith, turning his head to thewall. "I'm actudly avery sensitive
person, know what | mean? Gentle. Kind. Never could stand violence, not even asakid. Now . . ."

He sobbed wrackingly, leaped to hisfeet, and resumed pacing. "Do you think | _enjoy _biting people?
Do you think | don't know how disgusting itis? But, | tell you, _| can't hdpit!_ Every few nights| get this
terribleurge. . "

"y e

"Youll hateme."

"No, Mr. Smith."

"Yesyou will. Everybody does. Everybody hatesavampire.” The pae man withdrew alarge silk
hankerchief from his pocket and daubed at sudden tears. "It isn't fair,” he choked. "After dl, we didn't
ask to become what we are, did we? Nobody ever thinks of that."

"You fed, then, that you are being persecuted?"

"Damnright,” said Smith. "And you know why?I'll tell you why. Becausel _am_being
persecuted. That'swhy. Have you ever heard anice thing said about a vampire? Ever in your wholelife?
No. Why? Because people hate us. But I'll tell you something even sillier. They _fear_us, tool" Thepae
man laughed awild, mirthlesslaugh. " _Us ," he said. "The most helpless creatures on the face of the
Earth! Why, it doesn't take _anything_ to knock us over. If we don't cut our throats trying to shave-- you
know the mirror bit: no reflection--we stand a chance to land flat on our back because the neighbor
downgtairsis cooking garlic. Or bring us alittle running water, see what happens. Weflip our lids. Or
dlver bullets._Daylight_, for crying out loud! If I'm not back in that stupid coffin by dawn, zow, I'm out
likealight. So I'm out late, and time sort of gets away from me, and | ook at my watch and I've got ten
minutes. What do | do? Any other vampirein hisright mind, he changesinto abat and flies. Not me. You
know why?"

The psychiatrist shook his head.

"Because | can't stand the ugly things. They makeme sick just tolook at, let done_be . And
then therés al the hasde of taking off your clothesand all. So | grab acab and just pray thereisn't any
traffic. Boy. Or takethese." He smiled for thefirst time, revedling two large pointed incisors. "What do
you imagine happens to us when our choppers start to go? I've had this one on the left filled it must be



haifa dozen times. The dentist saysif | was smart I'd have ‘em al yanked out and a nice denture put in.
Sure. Can't you just see metrying to rip out somebody's throat with apair of false teeth? Or take the
routine with the wooden stake. It used to be that was kind of a secret. Now with all these lousy movies,
thewhole_world_isin onthegag. | ask you, Doctor, how are you supposed to be able to deep when
you know that everybody in the block isjust itching to find you so they can drive a piece of wood into
your heart? Huh? Man, you talk about _sick ! Those peoplearein _redly bad shape!" He shuddered
again. "I'll tell you about the jazz with crosses, but frankly, even thinking about it makes me jumpy. You
know what? | have to walk three blocks out of my way to avoid the church | used to go to every
Sunday. But don't get theideait'sjust churches. No; it's_anything_. Crossyour fingersand I'll start
swesting. Lay afork over aknifeand I'll probably jump right out the window. So then what happens? |
gplatter mysdlf dl over the sdewalk, right? But do | die? Oh, hell, no. Doc, listen! Y ou've got to help me!
If you don't, I'm going to go off my gourd, | know it!"

The psychiatrist folded his note pad and smiled. "Mr. Smith," he said, "you may be surprised to
learn that yoursisardatively smple problem . . . with ardatively smple cure.”

"Redly?" asked the pde man.

"To besure" said the psychiatrist. "Just lie down on the couch there. That'sit. Close your eyes.
Relax. Good." The psychiatrist rose from his chair and walked to hisdesk. "Whileit istrue that this
syndromeis something of ararity,” hesaid, "l do not forsee any grest difficulty." He picked something off
the top of the desk and returned. "It is primarily amatter of adjustment and of right thinking. Are you
quite relaxed?"

Smith said that he was.

"Good," said the psychiatrist. "Now we begin the cure.” With which comment heraised hisarm
highintheair, held it there for amoment, then plunged it down, burying the mahogany |etter opener toits
hiltin Mr. Smith's heart.

Seconds later, he was diding atelephone number.

"IsDorcasthere?' he asked, idly scratching the two circular marks on hisneck. "Tdl her it'sher
fiancé"

Introduction to
A DEATH IN THE COUNTRY
by William F. Nolan

For eight years, from the mid 1950s into the early 1960s, Chuck Beaumont and | shared a
feverish passion for auto racing. | owned and raced British Austin-Healeys, he owned and raced German
Porsches. We co-edited two fat books of motor racing material, _Omnibus of Speed _and _When
Engines Roar_. We attended (and reported on) dozens of road races from Pebble Beach to Sebring to
Nassau in the Bahamas. We watched James Dean race his white Porsche Speedster at Palm Springs and
Steve Mc¢ Queen power to victory in hisslver Lotus at Santa Barbara. We flew to Europein 1960, to
glory in the Monaco Grand Prix--full-throttle Formula One machines blasting through the streets of



Monte Carlo! We knew al the top drivers, drank with them, rapped with them, anguished over their
losses, celebrated their victories. And we wrote numerous articles and stories about the sport we loved.
Among these: "A Degth In the Country.”

Although Chuck and | were dmost totally into sports car and Grand Prix racing, the "stockers'
aso fascinated us. "A Degth in the Country" reflectsthat fascination. It'sastudy of true grit, and had
Ernest Hemingway turned his attention to the racing stockers, thisisthe kind of tale hewould have
written.

Professional stock-car racing can be glamourous and financialy rewarding. But thereis a second,
darker sdeto the coin. On the smal dirt ovals, in numerous "tank towns" scattered across country, the
big stockerslose their shine. Here the crowds are impatient and bloodthirsty, the purses smal, the dudls
hard-fought and hitter. In the choking Sunday afternoon dust of the fender-to-fender conflict, fair play is
aseldom indulged luxury; victory does not dways belong to the swift, but more often to the savage. In
this brilliantly-etched character study, Beaumont tells us about Buck Larsen, a scarred track warrior of
the old school, who could not afford to lose.

When | read thisstory | remember long afternoons of blazing sun, the smells of oil and hot metd,
the snarling sound of unmuffled enginesat full battle cry. | remember the tension, the heart-in-the-throat
excitement as a downswept flag releases the pack, the sudden roar of the crowd . . . and | remember
Chuck Beaumont, the finest, dearest friend aman could ever have. My racing days are many years
behind me. I missthem. But, most of dl, I missole Chuck, God blesshim.

| miss him very much.

A DEATH IN THE COUNTRY
by Charles Beaumont

He had been driving for 11 hours and he was hungry and hot and tired, but he couldn't stop, he
couldn't pull over to the side of the road and stop under one of those giant pines and rest alittle while; no.
Because, hethought, if you do that, you'll fal adeep. And you'll deep dl night, you know that, Buck, and
you'll get into town late, maybe too late to race, and then what will you do?

So he kept on driving, holding asteady 70 down the long straights, and through the sweeping
turnsthat cut through the fat green mountains. He could climb to 80 and stay there and shorten the agony,
except that it had begun to rain; and it was the bad kind that islight, like mist, and putsadick film on the
road. At 80 he would have to work. Besides, you have got to take it easy now. He thought, you have got
apretty old mill under the hood, and she's cranky and just about ready to sour out, but she'd better not
sour out tomorrow. If she does, yourein ahell of ashape. Y ou know that al right. So let her loaf.

Buck Larsen rolled the window down another three inches and sucked the cool, sharp air into his
lungs. It was clean stuff, with awet pine smdl, and it killed the heast some and cleared his head, but he
hated it, because rain made it that way. And rain was no good. Sure, it was OK sometimes; it made
things grow, and dl that; and probably people were saying, by God, that's wonderful, that's great--rain!
But they would fed different if they had to race on it, by Chrigt. It would be another story then. All of a
sudden they would look up at the sky and see some dark clouds and their hearts would start pounding
then and they'd be scared, you can bet your sweet ass, they'd start praying to God to hold it off just a
littlewhile, just afew hours, please. But it would come, anyway. It would come. And that nice dirt track
would turn to mush and maybe you're lucky and you don't total your car out, and maybe thisis not one of
your lucky days and the money is gone and you don't have a goddamn thing except your car and you



make abid, only the rain has softened the track and somebody has dug a hole where there wasn't any
hole alap ago, and you hit it, and the wheel whips out of your hands and you try to hold it, but it'stoo
late, way too late, you're going over. Y ou know that. And nothing can stop you, ether, not dl thelousy
prayersin theworld, not al the promises; so you hit the cellar fast and hope that the roll bar will hold,
hope the doors won't fly open, hope the yoyosin back won't plow into you--only they will, they aways
do. And when it'sal over, and maybe you have a broken arm or a cracked melon, then you begin to
wonder what's next, because the car istotaed, and they'll insure ablind airplane pilot before they'll insure
you. And you can't blame them much, either. Y ou're not much of arisk.

He shook hishead hard, and tried to relax. It was another 60 milesto Grange. Sixty little miles.
Nothing. Y ou can do it stlanding up, you have before; plenty of times. (But you were younger then,
remember that. You're 48 now. Y ou're an old bastard, and you're tired and scared of therain. That's
right. You're scared.)

Thehdl!

Buck Larsen looked up at the date-colored sky and frowned; then he peered through the misted
windshield. A bend was approaching. He planted hisfoot on the accel erator and entered the curve at 97
miles per hour. The back end of the car began to dide gently to the left. He eased off the throttle,
straightened, and fed full power to the whedls. They stuck.

Yeah, hesad.

The speedometer needle dipped back to 70 and did not move. It wasfine, you're OK, he
thought, and you'll put those country fair farmersin your back pocket. Y ou'd better, anyway. Maybe not
for afirst, but a second; third at worst. Third money ought to be around three hundred. But, he thought,
what if therain spoilsthe gate? Never mind, it won't. These yokdsarewild for blood. A little rain won't
stop them.

A signread: GRANGE--41 MILES.

Buck snapped on his headlights. Traffic was beginning to clutter up the road, and he was glad of
it, inaway; you don't get so worried when there are people around you. He just wished they wouldn't
look at him that way, like they'd come to the funeral too early. Y ou sons of bitches, he thought. Y ou
don't know me, I'm astranger to you, but you al want to see me get killed tomorrow. That'swhat you
want, that'swhy you'll go to the race. Well, I'm sorry to disgppoint you. | redly am. That'swhy | ain't
popular: | stayed divetoo long. (And then he thought, no, that isn't why. The reason you're not popular is
because you don't go very good. Come on, Larsen, admit it. Faceit. Y ou're old and you're getting Sow.
Y ou're getting cautious. That'swhy you don't run in the big events no more, because in those you're a
tail-ender; maybe not dead last, but back in the back. Nobody sees you. Nobody paysyou. And you
work just as hard. So you make the jJumps out here, in the sticks, running with the loca boys, because
you used to be pretty good, you used to be, and you've got ahell of alot of experience behind you, and
you can count on finishing in the money. But you're losing it. The coordination's on the way out; you don't
think fast any more, you don't move fast; you don't drivefast.)

A big Lincoln, dipping with theruts, rolled by. The driver stared. I'm sorry, Buck told him. I'd
liketodiefor you, Buddy, but | just ain't up toiit; | been kind of sick, you know how it goes. But come
to the track anyway; | mean, you never can tell. Maybe I'll go on my head, maybe I'll fall out and the
gtinking car will roll over the top of me and they'll have to get me up with arake. It could happen.

Buck steadied the whed with his elbows and lit the sstump of hiscigar. It could happen, OK, he
thought. But not to me. Not to Buck Larsen. He clamped histeeth down hard on the cigar, and thought,
yeah, that'swhat Carl Beecham aways said: you got to believeitll never happen to you. Except, Carl
was wrong; he found that out--what was it?--four years ago at Bonelli, when he hit the wall and bounced
off and went over.

Hetightened histhick, square fingers on the taped whedl . He pulled down the shutters, fast.
Whenever heéd find himsdf thinking about Carl, or Sandy, or Chick Snyder, or Jm Lonnergan, or any of
the others, he would just pull a cord and giant shutters would come down in his mind and he would stop
thinking about them. They had dl been friends of his. Now they were dead, or retired and in businessfor
themsalves, and he didn't have anyone to go out and have abeer with, or maybe play cards or just fool



around; he was aone; and you don't want to make athing like that worse, do you?

So I'm aone. Lots of people are done. Lots of people don't even have jobs not even lousy ones
likethis.

Hetold himself that he wasin plenty good shape, and did not wonder--as he had once
wondered--why, since he hated it, he had ever become arace driver. It was no great mystery. Thered
been adirt track in the town where he grew up. He'd started hanging around the pits, because heliked to
watch the cars and listen to the noise. And he was young, but he was a pretty good mechanic anyway so
he hel ped the drivers work on their machines. Then, he couldn't recall who it was, somebody got sick
and asked himto drive. It was athrill, and he hadn't had many thrills before. So hetried it again.

And that wasit. Hed been driving ever since; it was the only thing he knew how to do, for
Chrigt's sake. (No, that wasn't true, either. He could make aliving as amechanic.)

_Sowhy don't 1?1 will. I'll take afew firsts and salt the dough away and start agarage and let
the other bastardsrisk their necks. The hell withit_.

Therain grew suddenly fierce, and he rolled up the window angrily. For dmost an hour he
thought of nothing but the car, mentaly checking each part and making sureit was right. God knew he
was handicapped enough asit was with atwo-year-old engine; it took his know-how to find those extra
horses, and still he was short. The other boyswould be in new jobs, most of them. More torque. More
top end. Hed haveto fight some.

Buck dowed to 45, then to 25, and pulled up in front of agas station. He went to the bathroom,
splashed cold water over hisface, wiped away some of the grime.

He went to arestaurant and spent one of hisremaining six dollars on supper.

Then hetook the Chevy to ahotd caled The Plantation and locked it up. Therain gleamed on its
wrinkled hide, wrinkled from the many battlesit had waged, and madeit ook alittle lessugly. But it was
ugly, anyhow. It had atough, wegthered appearance, an appearance of great and disreputable age; and
though it bore a certain resemblance to ordinary passenger cars, it was nothing of thekind. It wasa
stripped-down, tight-sprung, lowered, findy-tuned, balanced savage, awild beast with afighter's heart
and afighter'singtincts. On the highway, it was awolf among lambs; and it was only on the track that it
felt free and happy and at home.

The Chevy was like Buck Larsen himself, and Buck sensed this. The two of them had been
through alot together. They had come too close too many times. But they were alive, somehow, both of
them, now, and they were together, and maybe they were ugly and old and not as fast as the new jobs,
but they knew some things, by God, they knew some tricks the hot-dogs would never find out.

Buck glanced at thetires, nodded, and went into the hotel. Heleft acall for 5:30. the old man at
the desk said he wouldn't fail. Buck went to hisroom, which was smal and hot but only cost him three
dollars, and what can you expect for that?

Heligtened to therain and told it, Look, I'll find second or third tomorrow, you can't lop me,
I'm sorry. A man's got to eat.

He switched off thelight and fell into adark black deep.

When he awoke, he went to the window and saw that the rain had stopped; but it had stopped
within the hour, and so it didn't matter. He went out and found a place that was open and ate alight
breakfast of toast and coffee.

Then he drove the Chevy the 13 miles out of town to the Soltan track. It sat in the middle of a
field that would normally have been dusty but now was like ariver bank, the surface dimy with black
mud. Thetrack itself was like most others: afence of gray, rotting boards; a creaking round of hard,
spintery benches; aheavy wooden crash wall; and anarrow ova of wet dirt. A big roller was busily
tamping it down, but thiswould do no good. A few hot quaifying laps and the mud would loosen. One
short heat and it would be alake again.

Dawn had just broken, and the gray light washed over the sky. It was quiet, the roller making no
sound on the dirt, the man behind the roller silent and tired. It was cold, too, but Buck stripped off his



cloth jacket. He got histools out of the trunk and laid them on the ground. He removed the car's muffler's
first; then, methodically, jacked up the rear end, took off the hack |eft tire and examined it. He checked it
for pressure, fitted it back onto the wheel and did the same with the other tires. Then he checked the
whedls. Then the brakes.

Soon more cars arrived, and in awhile the pits were full. When Buck finished with the Chevy,
when he was sure as he could ever bethat it was right and ready to go, he wiped his big hands on an oily
rag and took alook at the competition.

It was going to be rougher than he'd thought. There were two brand new supercharged Fords, a
1957 fud-injection Chevrolet, three Dodge D-500s, and a hotlooking Plymouth Fury. The remaining
automobiles were more standard, severa of them crash jobs, dmost ja opies, the sides and top pounded
out cruddly.

Nineteen, indl.

And I've got to beat at least 17 of them, Buck thought. He walked over to a new Pontiac and
looked inside. It was ameek jaob, real meek. But you can't tell. He examined the name printed on the
sde of the car: Tommy Linden.

Nobody. Buck put the rag away, returned to the Chevy. Several hours had passed, and soon it
would be 12 o'clock, quaifying time. Hed better get somerest.

Helay down on a canvas tarpaulin and was about to close his eyes, when he saw ayoung man
walking up to the Pontiac. They apparently hadn't heard of the No Females Allowed rulein Soltan, for a
girl waswith him. She was young, too; maybe 2], 22. And not hard and mannish, like most of them, but
soft and light and clean. Some girls dways stay clean, Buck thought. No matter what they do, where they
are. If Anna-Lee had been more that way (or even alittle) maybe hed of stuck with her. But shewasa
dog. Why the hell do you marry adamn doppy broad like that in thefirst place? God. He looked at the
girl and thought of hisex-wife, then focused on the kid. Twenty-five. Handsome, brawny: he thinks he's
got alat, that one. Y ou can usualy tell. Look at hiseyes.

Buck haf-dozed until aloudspeaker announced time for quaifying; he sat up then and listened to
the order of the numbers. Twenty-two, first. Ninety-one, second. Seven, third.

Hewasninth.

People started running around in the pits; customers drifted up into the grandstands; the speaker
blared; then number 22, ayellow Ford, rolled up to theline.

It roared away at the drop of theflag.

Othersfollowed.

When he was called, Buck patted the Chevy, listened to it, and grunted. The track was getting
chewed up, but it was till possible to get around quickest time. He eased off the mark dowly astheflag
dropped, got up some steam on the backstretch and came thundering across the line with hisfoot
planted. He grazed the south wall dightly on his second try, but it was nothing, only ascratch.

He went to the pits and removed his hemet in time to hear the announcer's voice: "'Car number
sx, driven by Buck Larsen--26:15."

The crowd murmured approval. Buck decided it would be a decent gate and settled down again.
The Fury went through at something over 26:15.

Then it was the Pontiac's turn.

"Car number 14, driven by Tommy Linden, up.”

The gray car's pipes growled savagely asit rolled out. The track was bad, now. Redlly bad.
Buck felt better: he had second starting position sewed up. No one could drop ahell of alot off of 26:15
inthissoup.

The Pontiac accelerated so hard at take-off that the rear most dewed around. Easy, 14, Buck
thought. Easy. It'll impressthelittle girl but your assll be at the end of the pack.

Number 14 came through the last turn dmost sideways, straightened, and screamed acrossthe
line. It stuck high on the track, near thewall, at every curve. Buck saw the kid's face as he went by. It
was unsmiling. The eyeswere fixed straight ahead.

Then it was over, and the loudspesker roared: "Tommy Linden, number 14, turnsit in 26:13!"



Buck frowned. The other supercharged Ford would probably make it under 26. Sureit would,
with that torque.

Thekid crawled out of the Pontiac but before he could get his helmet off, the girl in the pink
dressjumped from the stack of tires and began to pull awkwardly at the strap. The kid grinned. "Come
on, leaveit go," he said, and pushed the girl gently aside. Already hisface was dirty, no longer quite so
young. He looked at histires and walked over to Buck. "Hey," he said, "I had somebody fooling with my
hat, | didn't get thetime. Y ou remember what | turned?'

"26:13," Buck said.

"Not too bad, huh?" the kid said, happily. Then, he spit out his gum. "What'd you turn?"

"26:15."

Thekid appraised Buck, looked at hisage and theworry in hisface. "That'sal right," he said,
"hell, nothing wrong with that. Y ou been around Soltan before?"

"Not for awhile," Buck sad.

"Well, like, sometimes | stedl alittle practice; you know?' He paused. "I'm Tommy Linden, live
over to Pinetop.”

Buck did not put out hishand. "Larsen,” he said.

The young man took another piece of gum from his pocket, unwrapped it, folded it, put it into his
mouth. "I'll tel you something," he said. " See, likel told you, | practice here oncein awhile. | got Andy
Gammon's garage backing me--they're in Pinetop?--see, and the thing is, I'm kind of after 36. You
know? The blown Ford?"

"Yesh"

"So, what | meanis, if you can pass me, what the hell, go on, know what | mean? But, uh--if you
can't, I'd appreciateit if you'd stay out of my way." The kid's eyeslooked hard and angry. "'l mean |
redly want methat Ford."

Buck lit hiscigar, carefully. "I'll dowhat | can," he said.

"Thanksalot," the kid said. Then he winked. "I got the chick dong, see. Shethinks'm pretty
good. | don't want to let her down; you know?' He dapped Buck's arm and walked back to hisown
car, walked lightly, on the balls of hisfeet. Hisjeansweretight and low on hiswaist and the bottoms
were stuffed into apair of dark boots. He doesn't have aworry, Buck thought. He may be alittle scared,
but he's not worried. It's better that way.

The sun began to throb and the heat soaked into Buck's clothes and he began to fed the old
impatience, the agony of waiting. Why the hdll did they always take so damn long? he wondered. No
reason for it.

He started to walk across the track, but the plate in hisleg was acting up--it did that whenever it
rained--and he sat down instead. His face was wet; dirt caked into the shiny scar tissue behind his ear,
and perspiration beaded the tips of the black hairsthat protruded from his nostrils. He looked over and
saw Tommy Linden and the girl in the pink dress. She was whispering something into the kid's ear; he
waslaughing.

Damn the heat! He wiped hisface, turned from Tommy Linden and the girl and rechecked his
tires. Then he checked them again. Then it wastimefor thefirst race, afive-lap trophy dash. It didn't
count for anything.

The race started; the two Fords shot ahead at once, Buck gunned the Chevy and took after
them. Number 14 spent too much time spinning its wheels and had to drop behind. But it stayed there,
weaving to the right, then to the lft, pushing hard. Buck knew he could hold his position--anyone could
in afive lapper--but he decided not to take any chances; it didn't mean agoddamn. So he swung wide
and let the Pontiac rush past on theingde. It fishtailed violently with the effort, but remained on the track.

Within a couple of minutesit was over, and Buck's Chevy wasthe only car that had been passed:
he'd had no trouble holding off the Mercs, and they kept daylight between themselves and the Fury.

But of course it meant nothing. The short heats were just to fill up timefor the crowd; nobody
took them serioudy.

A bunch of motorcycles went around for 10 laps, softening up the dirt even more; there were



two more dashes; and then it was time for the big one--for the 150 lap Main Event.

Once again Buck pulled into line; it wasto be an inverted start. Fast carsto the rear, dow carsin
front.

He dipped carefully into the shoulder harness, cinched the safety belt tight across hislap,
checked the doors, and put on hishelmet. It was hot, but he might aswell get used to it; held havethe
damn thing on for along time.

Number 14 skidded dightly beside him, itsengine howling. Tommy Linden fitted hishelmet on
and dtretched theatrically. His eyes met Buck's and held.

"Y ou know what?' Linden yelled. "I don't think them two Fordsis exactly stock, you know what
| mean?'

Buck smiled. The kid's OK, hethought. A pretty nicekid. "Wdll, are you?" he shouted.

"Hell, no!" Linden roared with amusement.

"Medther."

"What?"

The loudspeaker crackled. "Red Norriswill now introduce the drivers™

Up ahead, the track was like arained-on mountain trail; grest clots of mud and sticky pools of
black surfaced it al the way around; there wasn't aclear hard spot anywhere.

Buck glanced over a number 14 and saw Tommy Linden waving up at the grandstand. A
middle-aged man waved back. Buck turned away.

"Gonnalet me get him?" The kid was pointing at number 36.

"Don't ask mel Ak him!"

"Y eah, why don't | do that!"

After theintroductions, the officia starter walked up with agreen flag, furled. The driversal
buckled their hdlmets. The silence lasted amoment, then was torn by the successive explosons that
trembled out of the 19 racing stock cars.

Buck stopped smiling; he stopped thinking of Tommy Linden, of any other human being. He
thought only of the momentsto come. I'll follow 36 he decided, let it bregk trail; then I'll hang on. That's
al | haveto do. Just don't get too damn close to thewall. Y ou don't want to spend time pounding out a
door. Be smooth. Hang on to 36 and you're in hardward.

The carsroared like wounded lionsfor amost afull minute, and some sounded hedthy while
others coughed enough to show that they were not so hedlthy; then the man with the flag waved them off,
inabunch, for therolling start. Buck could see the Pontiac straining at the leash, inching forward, and he
kept level. They circulated dowly around, the starter judged them, he judged they weredl right, and gave
them theflag.

It was arace.

Buck immediately cut hiswhed for aquick nip insde the Pontiac, but the kid was quicker; held
anticipated the move and edged to the right to hold Buck off. At thefirst turn, number 14 threw itsrear
around vicioudy, and Buck knew he'd have to kissthe wall and bull through or drop back. He dropped
back. There was plenty of time.

Hefollowed the Pontiac closely, but he found that it was not so easy after all. The car cowboyed
through every turn, scaring off the tail-enders, and it was everything he could do to hang on. Ahead, the
Fords were threading their way through traffic with great ease, leaving awake of thick mud.

He relaxed some and alowed the long years of his experience to guide the car. Gradually the
Pontiac was picking off the stragglers; within 15 minutes it had passed the sixth place Mercury, and was
drawing up onfive.

Y ou better not try it, Buck said. Those boys aren't working too hard. They can go alot faster. |
hope you know that.

But the Pontiac didn't settle down, it didn't dacken its pace any, and Buck knew that he would
have to revise his strategy. He'd planned to wait for number 14 to realize that it couldn't hope for better
than athird; then he was going to bluff him. Y ou can bluff them when the fever's passed, when they're not
al out and driving hard.



But he could see that he wasn't going to be able to bluff the Pontiac.

He could only outdrive him, nerf him alittle, maybe, shake him up, cause him to bobble that one
time, and then stresk by.

Once the decision was made, Buck moved well back in the seat. They were about halfway
through now. Give it seven morelgps; then make the bid.

He swung past a beat-up Dodge on the north turn and was about to correct when the driver lost
it. The Dodge went into a frenzied spin, skimmed across the muddy track and bounded off thewall.
Buck yanked histape-covered whed violently to the left, then to the right, and managed to avoid the car.
Damn! Now number 14 was four up and going like the wind. Well. Buck put his bumper next to the
Mercinfront of him and stabbed the accel erator. The Merc wavered, moved; Buck went by. It worked
on the second car, too; and he wasin position to catch 14 asit was passing a Ford on the short straight.

He waited another three laps, until they were out of the traffic somewhat, and began to ride the
Pontiac'stail. They both hit adeep rut and both fishtailed, but no more than three inches of daylight
showed between them.

Buck tried to pass on thewest turn by swinging left and going in alittle deeper, but the Pontiac
saw him and went just as deep; both missed thewall by less than afoot.

Perspiration began to course down Buck's forehead, and when he tried nerfing 14, and found
that it wouldn't work, that 14 wasn't going to scare, the thought suddenly brushed his mind that perhaps
he would not finish third after al. But if he didn't then he wouldn't be able to pay for gasto the next town
or for ahotel, even, or anything.

His shoulders hunched forward, and Buck Larsen began to drive; not the way he had been
driving for the past two years, but as he used to, when he was young and worried about very little, when
he had friends and women.

Y ou want to impress your girlfriend, he said to the Pontiac.

| just want to go on eating.

He made five more passes during the following six laps, and twice he amost made it, but the
track was just alittle too short, alittle too narrow, and he was forced to drop behind each time.

When he was amost certain that the race was nearing itsfinish, he realized that other tactics
would have to be used. He clung to 14's bumper through traffic on the straight; then, asthey dived into
the south turn, he hung back for afraction of a second--long enough to put a bit of space between them.
Then he pulled down onto the insde and pushed the accelerator flat. The Chevy jumped forward; ina
moment it was nearly even with the Pontiac.

Buck consdered nothing whatever except keeping hiscar in control; he knew that the two of
them were at that pot, right there, where one would have to give, but he didn't consider any of this.

The two cars entered the turn together, and the crowd screamed and some of the people got to
their feet and some closed their eyes. Because neither car was | etting off.

Neither car was dowing.

Buck did not move hisfoot on the peda; he did not look at the driver to hisright; he plunged
deeper, and deeper, up to the point where he knew that he would lose control, even under the best of
conditions; the edge, the fina thin edge of destruction.

He stared straight ahead and fought the whed through the turn, whipping it back and forth,
correcting, correcting.

Then, it wasdl over.

He was through the turn; and he was through firs.

He didn't see much of the accident: only aglimpse, in hisrear view mirror, abrief flash of the
Pontiac swerving to missthewall, losing control, going up high on its nose and teetering there. . .

A flag stopped the race. The other cars had crashed into the Pontiac, and number 14 wason fire.
It wasn't redlly abad fire, but the automobile had landed on its right Side, and the left Side was bolted and
there were bars on the window, so they had to get it cooled off before they could pull the driver out.

He hadn't broken any bones. But something had happened to the fuel line and the hood had



snapped open and the windshield had collapsed and some gasoline had splashed onto Tommy Linden's
shirt. The fumes had caught and he'd burned long enough.

He was dead before they got him into the ambulance.

Buck Larsen looked at the girl in the pink dress and tried to think of something to say, but there
wasn't anything to say, there never was.

He collected his money for third place--it amounted to $350--and put the mufflers back on the
Chevy and drove away from the race track, out onto the long highway.

The wind was hot on hisface, and soon he wastired and hungry again; but he didn't stop,
because if he stopped he'd deep, and he didn't want to deep, not yet. He thought one time of number 14,
then he lowered the shutters and didn't think any more.

Hedrove at asteady 70 miles per hour and listened to the whine of the engine. She would be all
right for another couple of runs, he could tell, but then he would have to tear her down.

Maybe not, though.

Maybe not.

THE MUSIC OF THE YELLOW BRASS
by Charles Beaumont

Even now he could not believeit, so quickly had it happened, so unexpectedly, and after so
many years. How many? Juanito tried to remember. Three. No; four. Four years of degping in filthy
boxcars, on park benches, on the ground with only his dirt-stiffened cape for protection against the angry
winds, of gedling, and, when he could not, begging; of running in the path of Impresarios (*_Next
year!_")--and dl the long nights, dreaming. And now. _Now!_

"How do | look?" he asked.

"All right," said Enrique COrdoba, shrugging.

"Jugt dl right? Just that?"'

The older man said, "L ook, Juanito, look. Y ou're skinny. A scarecrow."

"S0?' Theboy smiled. "Inthe _trgedeluces it will be different. No belly for the horn. Huh?'

"Right."

"Areyou annoyed with me, Enrique?’

"No."

"Y ou act that way."

"Andyou act likeafool!"

"Because I'm happy? Because | show it?

They waked inslence.

"I know. You'reafraid I'll put on abad show; that'sit. Y ou've worked for me and got me afight
at the Plaza and you're thinking, Maybe he won't do well--"

"Shut up.”

For another two blocks they walked, not speaking. Then Juanito saw the big white sign, saw the



glassdoors of the hotel and, beyond, the rich wine-colored rug and the crystal chandeliers, and his heart
beet faster.

"Relax," whispered Enrique.

They went into the hotdl. At athick ivory door, the older man seemed to hesitate. Then, in solid
motions, he rapped his horny knuckles against the wood, once, twice.

"Enter!”

The door opened to avagt, luxurious room hung in bright tapestries and decorated with
_puntillas_and capes and swords of antique silver, and, over the bar, the head of abull.

Juanito tried to swalow, but could not. He looked once at the people, who were talking loudly
and moving, then directed his blurred gaze toward Enrique.

Avoicesad:" Hola "

Enrique did not smile. Instead, he nodded and touched hisbrow. "1 hope that we're not late, Don
Aifredo."

Juanito felt the approach of the giant Impresario. A heavy hand touched hisshoulder. " _Hola
Matador. Areyou afraid to look at us?'

"No, Sefior."

Don Aifredo, Alfredo Camara, who had stepped around him as though he were a cockroach
yesterday, was grinning widely. His face was shiny with sweat and there were sacks beneath hislarge
wet eyes. He leaned forward. "How isit, then? Are you in shape?' he asked. "All ready for tomorrow?”

"Yes, Sefior."”

The hand thumped Juanito's back. "Good!" Then Don Alfredo turned and cried, in ahigh,
squesking voice: "Attention! Attention!”

The people in the room stopped talking. Juanito recognized some of them: Francesco Perez, who
only last week cut both ears and the tail; Manolo Lombardini, theidol of the season; the great Garcia,
who never smiled and never |eft aring without asmear of blood across histhighs. . .

"Y ou've heard metak of my new discovery,” said Don Alfredo. "Well, here heis. Juan Galvez!"

There was applause; thefirst gpplause that Juanito had ever heard. A sweet, exciting sound!

"S0, at last you see him. But you do not truly see him, as | have, facing the horns. Then heis most
fearsome, most beautiful. Eh, Sefior COrdoba?"

Enrique nodded again.

"So close, my friendd Itisamarve. | know. Would | dlow him in the Plaza otherwise?"

Some of the men laughed. Othersdid not.

Don Alfredo pointed to agirl in ablack dress and sngpped hisfingers. She poured tequilainto
two glasses and gave the glasses to Enrique and Juanito.

"The other is his manager, aso his_mozo de espada : Enrique COrdoba. He cameto mea
month ago, to plead for hisboy. 'We arefilled up!" | told him; and, you know, ‘Come again next year--"'

Garcia chuckled and shook his head.

"But wait, thisfellow is persistent. Most persistent. ‘Don Alfredo,’ he says, 'l ask only that you
watch my boy work out. In the Plaza. Watch and you will seethat heisagar.' What they dl say, huh?
But, asit happened, Perez was going to be there--to work off ahangover, isn't that so, Francesquito?’

The great Matador made amotion with hishands. "No.” he said, "that isn't 0. You'realiar and a
bandit."

"Unkind!"

As Juanito listened to the exchange, standing there with the fat hand clamped upon him, hiseyes
wandered past Perez to the corner of the room.

A woman was there, ayoung woman, in abright red dress of velvet which showed off her
smooth skin and her high, large breasts.

Shewas staring.

"Likedl _torerosl " roared Don Alfredo. "An eyefor beauty. Hey!"

The woman waked toward them, dowly, her hips moving benegth the velvet dress.

"This" said the Impresario, "is Andrée. | think she has noticed you, Gavez!"



With agrunt, Enrique moved away.

"Widll, young fdlow, don't you want to make the lady's acquaintance?'

Thewoman smiled. Again, Juanito could not swallow. He touched her outsiretched hand.

The Impresario's high voice shrieked: "A shy _torero!  God ddliver me!™

The woman came closer. "'l am happy to meet you at last sefior Galvez," she said.

"Y es, but you will be happier tomorrow night! For then helll be the talk of Mexico!™

Juanito imitated her motionswith the glass. The tequilawaslikefirein histhroat. It made hiseyes
water.

"He weeps at the thought,” cried Garciasolemnly.

"It shows heissengtive," answered the Impresario. "Listen, everybody: I'm not through with the
introduction! Wherewas|?'

"Robbing a blind grandmother," said Perez. "Y ou were forced to kick her sensdless--"

"Quite! Now listen; we had accessto anovillo. Smdl, but dangerous. Right, Francesquito?!

"Always," sad Perez.

"When you were through, remember? | saw this Cordoba. How he got through the guards, |
could not guess. Anyway: 'Let my boy show you!" he said; 'Only watch him for afew minutes!’ |
demurred. 'Suicide!’ | told him. But, like | said, heis perdastent. To shut him off, | granted hiswish.”
Camaraturned to the woman. "Andrée, do you know what happened then?"

"No. Tel me”

"This boy, Juan Galvez, sprang into thering with the dirtiest _capote | have ever seen, and right
off--right off, with an experienced bull!--he made a_perfect Chicuelinal_"

"No."

"Y esl Then another, then a half-veronica--God, how excited he made me! Like a spectator. My
mouth was open.”

Thegirl next to Lombardini giggled.

"Silence. For _ten minutes _heworked this_novillo_; then--"

"Then?'

"Hewastossed. Of course.” Don Aifredo shrugged. "But it was not hisfault: the bull by thistime
knew man from cape. However, do you think he was fazed by it, this Galvez? Hewas _not_ fazed by it!
Up again and some of the finest passes| have witnessed since thetime of El Gdlo!™

Thewoman inthe velvet dressturned. "Ole," she said, softly.

"So, well, you can see, dl of you, why | did not _hesitate to put him on the same bill with Perez
and Lombardini." Thelarge man snorted. "And if you two charlots are not careful, thelittle boy will stedl
al theglory, too!"

Juanito's body tingled. Even to be in the same room with these men to whom he had seen before
only asgodsin gold thread, that was enough; but to hear these words.

"Great caution, Galvez," said Garcia, wagging hisfinger, "or theears| cut will beyours."

Everyonelaughed. Then the Impresario released hisgrip. "l tell you what," he said. "Y ou and
Andrée get acquainted. Enjoy yourselves."

"Yes, Sefior.”

"Good." Camara dapped Juanito's arm, hard, and wandered back to the crowd of people.
Surprisngly, Enrique was drinking. In long swalows. Drinking, then filling up, and drinking more.

"What shdl | cal you?" asked the woman whose name was Andrée.

"Whatever you like."

"Juanito?'

"If youwish."

A fast tune began to play on the phonograph; couples began to dance.

"Don Alfredo telsmeyou have syle."

" try. Y ou--follow the bulls?*

"Ohyes" shesad. "It'sapasson.”

They looked at one another, slently, for amoment; then Juanito said, "Excuse me, please,” and



walked to the other side of the room.

"Enrique, let'sgo home," he said.

"Wha?Why?'

"I'mtired.”

Enrique shook hishead. "1t would be an insult to Don Alfredo," he said. "Do you want to offend
the man who's giving you your big bresk?'

"No, of course not. But--"

"Then, rdax. It'searly: only nine. Drink alittle, talk to the woman."

"Y ou said women were bad for me."

"Only thebunis. Thisoneisal right. She'sgot class. Don't you like her?!

Juanito knew that shewas staring at him. "Yes" hesad. "Sheisvery beautiful "

"Thenwhat?"

"l don't know."

"Aah! Takeyour sad face away from here, then, so | can enjoy mysdf!"

Juanito stepped back. So long he had known this man, so well; but never had he seen thismood
upon Enrique. Perhaps, he thought, it is hisway of being excited. Certainly; yes!

"Careto dance?'

The woman, Andrée, was moving dightly in timeto the music. Y oung, Juanito decided. Not so
young as his own nineteen years, maybe. But not much over. The flesh wasfirm everywhere, and
everywhere smooth: incredibly smooth!

"If you don't," shesad. "I'll tell Don Alfredo and hell be angry. Now, take my arms.”

"I'm sorry, but I--"

"No, no! You're doing fine. Just twirl mealittle, thisway; now back, so. Wonderful!"

Themusic grew louder and faster and soon Juanito was remembering the steps that whore from
Tijuana had taught him. He was beginning to like the nearness of the woman, though it dtill frightened him,
and he particularly liked it when she clapped her hands and threw her head back and then touched her
hipsto his.

"Well donel" cried avoice, Don Alfredo's.

"Yed" said Andrée. "Heislight on my feet!"

Juanito got the joke and laughed. From the corner of his eye, he watched the other men, the
great Matadors, and saw that they were dancing, a so, with their women.

| am one of them, he thought, remembering the endless dream.

They accept me, | am one of them!

Andrée was perspiring now. Her rich black hair, like tiny dender strips of dark metal, hung about
her face; her eyeswere ponds in which the lights were swimming; and her lips, to Juanito, werethe
softest and fullest in dl the world, half-open aways, reveding the whitest and straightest of teeth, the
most quickly darting tongue that ever hid in the warm night of agirl'smouth . . .

"Moretequila, _torero? "

He started to say no, no more, but in a flash the woman was gone, and in aflash, back again.

"Tous" shesad.

Juanito drank. Then, as hislimbswerelosing dl their weight, the music dowed, and the woman
pressed her body close to hisand put her face next to his.

"Andrée" hesad.

She made a catlike sound in her throat.

"Andrée, who are you with?"

She pulled her head back lazily. "With you," she murmured.

"No. That isn't what | mean. Whose. . . woman are you?"

Only the deep sound again, from her throat.

"Garcids?'

"Don't worry," shesaid. "You didn't sed me."

"Perez's?'



"I'm here as Don Alfredo's guest. Heisaredive."

"Oh"

"'Oh'?'Y ou sound disappointed, Sefior Galvez. Tell me, doesthe fruit aways taste better when
itssolen?’

Juanito blushed hatly. "No," he said, "No, no."

"Then why areyou so afraid to take abite?"

Her flesh burned againgt his, then, and his mind began to swirl. He saw the bull's head, dead eyes
garing blindly down ... "Forgiveme," he said, and made for the corner where Enrique had been
drinking. As he walked he saw that most of the other guests had departed. Of the Matadors, only
Lombardini remained, adeep on thefloor.

A clock read ten minutes until midnight.

"Hey, torero! Areyou logt?"

Don Alfredo thrust out apudgy hand. He came close, smelling of liquor and colognes.

"I didn't know it was so late," said Juanito, looking away from the fat, glistening face. "Have you
seen Enrique?’

"Y our manager? The ugly one?"

"Enrique, my mozo."

"Heisgone," said Don Alfredo Camara, grinning. "Too much tequila”

Juanito felt atightening in hischest. On thisnight of dl nights, for Enrique to desert him! Togo
without aword! "When did he leave?’

"An hour ago. Two hours. Why?'

Once more, Juanito could not find the words.

"He was going to take you with him," said the large man, lighting afresh cigarette from the one he
had been smoking, "but | pointed out, how unfair! | told him we'd take care of you. And . . . have we?'

"Yes, Sefior."”

"So, then, everything isokay." Thefingers dug into Juanito'sarm. "Take it from one who knows,
you must be cam, relaxed, the night before the big fight. So important. Believe me.”

"Yes, Sefior."”

"The going home early isan old wive'stae, afantasy. It doesn't work. Y ou try to deep, but
instead you dream about the next afternoon. It growsrea in your mind. Sored. Y ou hear the crowd
screaming and you seethetoril gate opening . . . S0? No deep at all. Next day you're awreck. Logical,
Juan Galvez? Reasonable?’

Juanito nodded. It went againgt everything he'd ever heard, againgt Enrique's advice, but it
sounded right, somehow. Certainly it wastrue that he would dream

"| gpologize, Don Alfredo.”

"For what? Go, now, go back and have some fun. Get yoursdlf exhausted. Then deep soundly!”

Juanito watched as the Impresario turned and weaved hisway back to the couch and sprawled,
giggling, over thewoman in the black dress.

"Y our kegper ismissing?’

The words were mocking. He wheedled. Andrée was smiling a him, her body still moving to the
musiC.

"Enriqueisnot my keeper," he said, in asdow, evenvoice.

"No? Who then?"

Hetook a step toward her. "No one." He pulled her quickly to him and pressed with al his
strength. "No one," he repeated, angrily. "No one. Y ou understand?”’

Her eyeswere big. When shetried to dip from his grasp, Juanito pressed harder. "Yes," she
sad, finaly. Hishands moved up to her hair; dowly heforced her lipsto his, then, feding ariver of
strange new sensations sweeping over him, he released the woman.

She stared at him, adifferencein her eyes. Then she walked to the ivory closet door and
returned.

"Help me" shesad.



He held the dark fur jacket.

"Haveyou acar?'

"No," he said.

"l do." She put her arm through his. "Come on.”

Juanito cast aglance back at the room. Don Alfredo was peering behind agray curtain of smoke;
there was no expression on hisface, no expresson at al.

The door closed.

In another room, in another part of the city, another door closed.

"Pour usadrink," thewoman said, pointing to the nightstand next to the large yellow bed.

Juanito took acurved slver flask from the drawer, unscrewed the top and let it dangle by this
tiny stedl necklace. His heart was pumping fast, the way it used to when he would stedl into the big
ranches at night and work the bulls by starlight and shadow. He was afraid. And that was why he knew
he must not run, must not take a backward step.

Hetilted hishead and let the liquid fire sear down histhroat; then he carried the flask to the
woman.

Shedrank. He saw the muscles of her neck moving.

Together, in minutes, they emptied the silver flask.

Then the woman took off her coat, flinging it into acorner. Inthedim light of thesingle
shell-shaded lamp, her red dress burned into Juanito's eyes.

He moved toward her. Quickly, she stepped aside, twisting her body and laughing.

He shook his head. Again he reached for her, again she was not there.

Juanito lunged, missed, dammed againg thewall.

" Toro! __Toro! "

Then hefdt thevelvet in hishands. Soft aslight, hot asawound! So hot!

"Wait, Sefior Gavez!"

Hetook his hands away, fingers spread, and watched as Andrée removed first the dender black
ribbon from her throat, then the dress, the shoes, the silk stockings. . .

"Now, my torero," she whispered, coming toward him, "let us see some of this style Don Alfredo
talks about!"

In hismind there was not the blackness of true deep, but, instead, bright afternoon sun, the
colors of the crowd, the sand againgt his dippers, wind, and the toril gate, opening, and fromiit
thundering--Andrée.. . .

"No!"

Hefdt thefirm, familiar grip around hisarms.

"Not yet, Enrique. I'm tired. I've got to deep some more!”

"Likehel!" Enriquesvoicewasloud. "Up!"

Juanito legped when the water struck hisface. The sudden movement made him aware of the
achein hishead, in hismuscles, of the empty throb in his ssomach.

"What afilthy messyou arel"

He opened hiseyes, carefully, and closed them. Hetried to remember. "What timeisit?’

"Lae"

"1--Enrique, Enrique, get me aglass of water."

"Getit yoursdf!™

Painfully, he moved to the sink and drank until he could drink no more. Then he turned and said,
"I'm sorry.”

The older men grunted. He walked to the window and stood there for atime. Findly, after many
minutes, hesad, "Forget it."

"Y ou're not angry?'



"No," said Enrique COrdoba. Hisface took on anew expression: an expression of kindness,
gentleness. "These things, they happen,” he said. "Y ou're young. | guessthat once won't hurt you. How
doyoufed?

"Fing" Juanito lied.

His manager lighted acigar and puffed on it. "Y ou never had one with classbefore" he said.
"How did you likeit?"

Juanito smiled. The achein his somach was great, but hisrdlief to know that Enrique was not
angry was grester. "Y ou shouldn't have left me, poppa,”" he said.

Enrique'sface darkened. "Don't cal methat,” he said.

"Jugt ajoke."

"Thisisnot thetimefor jokes, supid. Thisisatimefor thought.”

"I've never been much good at it. Y ou're my brains-"

"No! | am not your brains! | am not your poppal | am only Enrique, only that, understand?”

"Surel" Juanito said, holding back hisanger and his confusion. "Sure, dl right.” Hetried to whistle
amiriachi tune, then stopped because it sounded bad. ™Y ou--want to take atrip down to the pens?’ he
asked. "I'd liketo seemy _novillo_."

"No, bad luck on thefirst one. I've seen him, he's nothing specid. Just abig ox with horns.™

"Big, you say?’

Enrique shrugged. "Nothing," he repeated. "Y oull have no trouble.”

"| dill can't believeit," Juanito said, rubbing water into hishair. "'Y esterday we were Sarving.
That guy in Villade Nombre de Dios--you remember?--Diaz; he wouldn't even let me touch his precious
seed bull. And now, today--"

Enrique dapped his hands together. "No time for mooning,” he said. " There are newspapermen
coming. Well haveto rake out this corrd."

Two hourslater the men came. One, athin fellow with amustache kept smiling; but that, Juanito
understood, was because he did not expect much of a_novillero . _Novilleros_admost awaysfell on
their facesthefirg time out.

But not 1, he thought.

And thought thisuntil an hour and ahaf before the time of the event, with the people dready
filling the stands, seeting themsalves, discussing prospects. Then Enrique laid out the expensive suit of
lights

Sowly, asthough modding an exotic statue, he dressed Juanito. Starting first with the
_taequilla_, the pants, skin-tight; and then, the tassels on the knees; the shirt, the jacket, the vest, and the
dim red four-in-hand tie.

"So, diestro," he said, moving back.

Juanito looked at hisimagein themirror. It wasthefirst _trgedeluces hehad ever worn, and
he felt great excitement and pride. "_Diestro_," he murmured, rolling the word over and over in hismind.
"Enrique, if fedsright, Enrique. Such abrave outfit. Who could be afraid and dressed like this?!

The manager picked up hiscigar and rdlighted it. "Nicefit," wasdl he said.

"Maybe," said Juanito, grinning, "we should leave me home and send the suit to fight, huh?'

Enrique did not laugh; he picked up the mona, the pigtail, and clipped it to Juanito's head.

"Comeon," hesad.

They went out to the waiting car and rode in silence through the crowded streetsto the Plaza.

When the car stopped, Enrique said: "How do you fed?| mean, _redly? "

"Hne fine"

"Lial"

Juanito shook hishead. "No," he said. "It'strue. How else could | fedl on the greatest day of my
life? The day we dreamed about and talked about, Enrique, dl those yearsl Remember? Think of them:’

The manager started out of the automobile. He was perspiring heavily, and hisfingerstrembled.
The sounds of the crowd could be heard, then suddenly, the music. He fell back against the seat and
closed hiseyes.



"ChriginHispan!" hesad.

"What isit?" Juanito asked. "You Sck?'

"Yes," said Enrique COrdoba. "Yes! Sick!" He covered hisface with hishands. "Juan,” he said,
inamuffled voice, "listen to me. Listen to me. I'm afool and more stupid than the most stupid ox and I'm
putting aknifeinto my own throat to tell you this-" He removed his hands from hisface. Hiseyeswere
berry-black and cold, now; moving. "I am not akiller!" he said.

"| don't understand what you're saying."

"Then _listen , | tell you! If you were not so dumb, so stupid, you'd have guessed it yoursdlf!
Thisded--it'sfake, dl of it. Fake, Juanito! Engineered. Y ou comprehend?’

"No."

"Why do you think Don Alfredo took you on?'

"Because he saw me fight, because he liked my stylel”

"Your stylel My mother. Y ou have none, Juanito; noneat dl! Thiswill hurt, very deep, but we're
through, anyway, dl through, so I'm going to giveit to you straight.” The older man paused, then went on,
his words rushing together: "Y ou're no good. Y ou never were. | have seen _espontaneos _ahundred
times better. But | stuck with you because you knew how to stedl, anyway, and | did not like to be aone.
It'struethat for awhile | thought | could teach you alittle--but | couldn't; no one could. Y ou were
hopdless. Guts, nothing dse" Another pause. "One night, when we were starving, herein the city, | went
to the Cafe delos Ninos. To seeif | could borrow some money. | ran into aboy named Pepete, who
worked for Don Alfredo. He told me something. Maybe it would interest me--"

"Goon, Enrique.”

"I will! The boy told me that business was getting bad at the Plaza. No torero, he said, had been
killed for along time. Too long. The people were losing enthusiasm. They were getting bored.”

Juanito'sfingers rubbed hard againgt the gold lame of his suiit.

"I got drunk," continued Enrique, "and this Pepete, he took me to the hotel of the Impresario.
One thousand pesosthat fat dug offered me, Juanito. One thousand! To a man who had not eatenina
week!"

"What did he offer you the one thousand pesosfor, Enrique?”

"Useyour head! It'ssmple. For the sum | would guarantee an unskilled _torero . Camara
watched you in that pitiful spectacle with Perez'sbull afew days|ater, to make sure. And the deal was
settled. You see?!

Juanito sat very Hill for severa minutes, listening to the music and the people. Unableto bdieveit
yet, hesaid: "You did not think | could sland uptoa_novillo_?'

" Novillo! " Enrique wiped hisforehead with ahandkerchief. "Listen, the bull they have got for
you knows L atin. He has fought before, on the ranch; many times. He'stwice as smart as any torero
could ever be."

"And--thegirl, Andrée, last night?'

"Of course! To be absolutely certain. Thegirl, the drinks!”

"Everything."

"Everything." Enrique lowered hisvoice. "Let'sgo," hesad. | have athird of the money, it will
take us afew miles, then we can hidefor amonthor 0. . ."

Juanito checked the hot rush of tears. Thoughts were leaping in his brain. He turned to the
window, and saw the gaudy poster that had been pasted to the wall of the Plaza.

GRANDIOSA CORRIDA! GRANDIOSA CORRIDA!
3 MAGNIFICAS RESES 3!
FRANCESCO PEREZ -- MONOLO LOMBARDINI -- JUAN GALVEZ

"No," Juanito said, turning back.
The older man stopped wiping hisface. "Areyou crazy?' he said.
"Maybel am."



"Juanito, believe me, please: | have been in the businessfor twenty years. Y ou don't have a
chance. It'sdl againgt you. Three minutesyou'l last, not a second more.”

_GrandiosaCorrida_. .. Juan Galvez_. .. Juanito opened thedoor. _Galvez_...

"Dont beafoal! I'mtdling you the truth!™

"I know. | don't doubt you."

"Then what are you doing? Come on, now, while we havetime!"

"Time? For what? For starving again, for stealing and running away? Time for that, Enrique?”

"It's better than having your guts dashed out by afilthy animal.”

"Isit?" Juanito looked at the man who was hisfriend. "Let'sgo,” he said. "It's getting late. Don
Alfredo must be worried about hisinvestment:'

Enrique Cérdoba hesitated. "Y ou think you'll be lucky," he said. "Sure. Y ou think you'll go into
the ring and fight like Manolete, huh! Cut both ears and the tail, and spit in Don Alfredo's eye. Juanito, |
betrayed you. | admit it. But you must believe what | say now. Only in stories does it happen the way
you think. The truth isthat you are a dead man the moment you walk away from the burladero. One
pass, two, maybe even three--you will have confidence. So, alittle closer thistime. Perhaps a Chicueling;
why not? But the anima ignors the cape. Suddenly you see that he's coming toward you. Y ou want to
run, but no, that would be cowardly. Better to suck it in and pray. But God does not hear you, Juanito.
And now it'stoo late. Too late! The horn goesin like arazor, deep, and starts up, through your belly--"

"Y ou have the tools?" Juanito asked.

Enrique COrdoba stared; then he sighed. 1 have them.” he said.

"Get them ready.”

Invisbly, the older man straightened. Something wasin his eyes, something entirely new. "Yes"
hesadinaquiet voice.

Juanito walked into the Plaza. Children screamed at him. He listened to the screams. He
collected them. The screams, the soft smell of old wood and the sharp smell of the cattle, crowds above,
the men who looked at him with sadness, love, respect; these things he forced inside him, forcing past
and future out, for now, the golden now.

Within the Chapdl, he touched the white lace, knelt and made the sign of the cross, asdl toreros
did.

Then, when it wastime, he joined the _puertade cuadrillas , standing on the left of Francesco
Perez, who sduted him; and, to the music of the yellow brass, marched out into thering.

The momentsfilled him. Standing quite till in the afternoon sun, he watched Perez dispatch his
bull; then, Lombardini, who was awarded one ear.

"Thereisan_dternativa ," whispered Enrique Cérdoba. "Y ou can pull out now." But Juanito did
not hear the words.

Waiting, he searched the faces along the shady side of the _barrera ; and found her. " Vapor
ti_, Andrée" he said. "'l dedicate the degth to you."

And then he heard the swell of sound, the trumpets; and he turned his head. Thetoril gate began
to open, dowly.

Sowly, from the center of darkness, came a shape.

Juanito Galvez smiled. Stepping out onto the warm and wel coming sand, he wondered what he
had ever done to deserve such good fortune.



NIGHT RIDE
by Charles Beaumont

He was a scrawny white kid with junkie eyes and no place for his hands, but he had the look.
The way he ankled past the tables, al aone by himsdlf; the way he yanked the stool out, then, and sat
there doing nothing: you could tell. He wasn't going to the music, The music had to cometo him. And he
could walt.

Max sad, "High?"

| shook my head. Y ou get that way off afresh needle, but then you're on the nod: everything's
upbest. "Goofers, maybe," | said, but | didn't think so.

"Put anickd in him, Deck," Max said, softly. "Turn himon."

| didn't haveto. The kid's hands crawled up and settled on the keys. They started to walk, dow
and easy, taking their time. No intro. No chords. Jugt, al of asudden, music. It wasthere dl the while,
Poppa-san, how come you didn't notice?

| couldn't hear ahdll of alot through al the lip-riffsin that trap, but alittle was plenty. It wasred
sound, sure enough, and no accident. The Deacon had been dead right. Blues, first off: the tune put down
and then brushed and alot of improvising on every note; then findly, dl of them pulled into the mel ody
again, and dl fitting. It was gut-stuff, but the boy had brains and he wasn't ashamed of them.

Max didn't say anything. He kept his eyes closed and his ears open, and | knew he was hooked.
| only hoped it wouldn't be the same old noise again. We'd gone through half adozen box menin ayesr.

Not like this one, though.

The kid swung into some chestnuts, like"St. James Infirmary™ and "Bill Bailey," but what hedid
to them wasvicious. St. James came out a place full of spiders and snakes and screaming broads, and
Bailey was adirty bastard who |ft hiswoman when she needed him mogt. He played "Stardust” like a
Boy Scout helping acripple across the street. And you want to know something about " Sweet Georgia
Brown?' Just another seedy hustler too tired to turn atrick, that'sall.

Of course, nobody knew what he was doing. To the customers, those smears and dides and
minor notes were only mistakes; or maybe the ears didn't even notice.

"What's hisname?' Max said.

"David Green."

"Ask him to come over when he'sthrough.”

| diced my way past the crowd, tapped the kid's shoulder, told him who | was. Hiseyesgot a
littlelifein them. Not much.

"Max Dailey'shere" | said. "He wants some words."

Eight notes and you wouldn't touch "Laura’ with aten-foot pole. "Okay," the kid said.

| went back. He dropped the knife for awhile and played "Who," straight, or pretty straight. The
way I'd heard it the night before, anyway, when it was too hot to deep and I'd gone out for that walk.
Funny thing about abox: amillion guys can hammer it, they can play fast and hit dl the notes and
trangpose from here to Wednesday. But out of that million, you'll find maybe one who getsit across. And
like as not he can't play fast and won't budge out of C. Davy Green wasn't what you'd cdl a virtuoso,
exactly. Hedidn't hit dl the notes. Only theright ones.

After awhile he came over and sat down.

Max grabbed his paw. "Mr. Green," he said, "you are amess of fingers."

Thekid nodded; it could have been "Thanks."

"You don't do awholelot, but it's mostly good. The Deacon likesit." He took off his sunglasses
and folded them red dow. "I'm atight man with acompliment, Mr. Green," he said. ""Rebop with the
mouth, that passes the time of day, but I'm herefor other reasons.”



A chick in agreen sarong popped out of the smoke. She had alittle here and alittle there.

"Bushmill'sand soda," Max said, "and if you don't carry it, Bushmill'sand nothing. Mr. Green?”

"Same, whatever itis" hesad.

My cue: | got up and killed therest of my Martini. Max aways liked to business solo. "Gotta
make aphone call, boss" | said. "Meet you outside.”

"Good enough.”

| told the kid maybe we'd see him around and he said, sure, maybe, and | took afade.

Outside it was hot and wet, the way it getsin NO. | wandered up one side of Bourbon, down
the other, lamping the broads. Tried ajoint, but the booze was watered and the dancer didn't know. A
pint-sized you-al with anervoustic and rosy cheeks. She came on like apencil sharpener. | blew the
place.

Jazz might have been born in New Orleans, but it |eft home along time ago.

Max waswaiting in front of the Gotcha Club: he wasn't smiling, he wasn't frowning. Wewalked
some blocks. Then, in that whispery-soft voice of his, he said: "Deck, | think maybe we have usabox."

| felt proud, oh yes; that'show | felt. "Cuckoo."

"Got to be handled right, though. The kid has troubles. Grest troubles.”

He grinned. It was the kind of agrin ahangman might flash at a caught killer, but | didn't know
that. | didn't even know thered been acrime. All | thought was, the Band of Angels has got ten new
fingers

We broke at the pad, but thetrain didn't leavetill eight the next p.m., so | had a party by mysdlf.
It didn't help. | dreamed dl night about that little girl, and | kept hitting her with the car and backing up
and hitting her and watching her bleed.

Funny part was, once it wasn't mein the car, it was Max, and the little girl was David Green.. . .

The kid hooked up with usin Memphis. No suitcase, same clothes, same eyes. Wewere doing a
five-nighter at the Peacock Room, going pretty good but nothing to frame on thewall. Davey eared a set
and tapped Max's bass. "So I'm here," he said. "Want meto St it?"

Max said no. "Y ou listen. After the bit, then welll talk."

Kid shrugged. Either he didn't give adamn or he was elsawhere. "Hello, Mr. Jones," he said.

"Hello, Mr. Green," | said. Brilliant stuff. He dumped into achair, stuck hishead on hisarmsand
that wasit.

Nobody was hot, so we played some standard dance tunes and faked ajam session and sort of
piddied around until two. Then we packed up and headed for the hotel.

"Thisisthe Band of Angdls," Max said, but he didn't say it before we were a attention, dl
present and accounted for. "Deacon Jones you aready know. He is atrumpet, dso a cornet and
sometimes, when we'rein Cdifornia, aflute. I'm bass; you know that, too. Thetall, ugly fellow over there
isBud Parker, guitar. Rollo Vigon and Parndli Moss, sax and vave trombone. Hughie Wilson, clarinet.
Sig Shulman, our drummer, the quiet, thoughtful guy to my right. All together, the very best inthe
world--when they want to be. Gentlemen, our new piano: David Green."

Thekid looked scared. He passed alimp hand around, asif he wished hewasin Peoria. He
amost jumped when Max put the usua to him. Who wouldn't?

"We're ajazz band, Green. Do you know what jazz is?*

Davey threw me aglance and ran hishand over hishair. "You tell me."

"l can't. No one can. It was astupid question.” Max was pleased: if thekid had tried an answer,
that would've been bad. "But I'll tell you one of thethingsit is. It'svocabulary. A way of saying
something. Y ou can have asmall vocabulary or alarge one. We have alarge one, because we have alot
on our minds. If you want to make it with the Angels, you've got to remember that."

Sig began to tap out some rhythm on atable, impatiently.

"Another thing. Y ou've got to forget about categories. Some bands play Storyville, some play



Lighthouse; head music and gut music--always one or the other. Well, we don't work that way. Jazz is
jazz. Sometimeswell spend aweek kanoodling on the traditional, flip over and take up where Chico
Hamilton leaves off. Whichever sayswhat we haveto say best. It'sall in how wefed at thetime. You

dig?'

Davey said he dug. Whenever Max got the fever like this and started the sermon, you didn't plan
to argue. Because he meant it; and he knew what he was talking about. Maybe it was the twentieth time
most of us heard the routine, but it made sense. Practically everybody thinks of jazz in steps. from thisto
that. And there aren't any steps. Which ismore "advanced”--Stravinsky or Mozart?

Davey didn't know how important it was for him to say the right thing, but he managed fine. For a
few minutes hedd laid histroubles down. "I never thought of it just that way," he said. "It'squite atheory."

"Takeitin, Green. Think hard about it. What you've been doing is high up, but oneway. | believe
you can be dl ways. | believeit because | havefaith inyou.”

He stuck his hand on Davey's shoulder, dmost the same way he/d done with each of usover the
years, and | could seethat it hit the kid just as hard.

“I'll try, Mr. Dailey," hesad.

"Makeit Max. Doesn't take aslong, and it'sfriendlier.”

Thenitwasall over. Max closed the Bible and broke out some Catto's scotch, which isadrink
he does not generdly like to share; then he got the kid into acorner, by themsalves.

| should havefelt great, and in away | did, but something was spailing it. | went over to the
window for some fresh: the sdewa ks had been hosed down and they put up anice clean smell, next best
to summer rain.

"Nicekid." | looked over; it was Parnelli Moss. He il had the shakes, but not so bad as
sometimes. Hard to see how aman could hit the bottle the way Parndlli did and till finger ahorn. Hard
to see how he could stay dive.

Hewaswound. And | wasn't in any mood for it. "Y eah.”

"Nicefinekid." He hdd theice-water near hisforehead. Cold turkey, on and off. "Max hummin'
up anew crutch.”

| ignored it: maybeit'd go away.

It didn't. "Good?" Parndlli said.

"Good."

"Poor Mr. Green. Deek, you listen--helll stay good, but he won't stay nice. Hey, look out with
that hoe, there, Max!"

"Parnélli,” | said, just ascoal asl could, "you'reafar horn but that'sal | can say for you."

"That'swhat | mean' he said, and grinned. | suddenly wanted to pitch him out of the window. Or
jump, mysdlf. | couldn't tell why.

Herolled the glass across hisforehead. "Give usthisday,” he said, sngsong, "our Dailey
bread--"

"Shut up.” | kept it in whispers, so no one else would hear. Moss was loaded; he had to be.
"Parnelli, listen, you want ahook in Max. That's okay, that's fine by me. Stick it in and wiggleit. But keep
it away from me--I don't want to hear about it."

"What's the matter, Deek--afraid?"

"No. See, theway | look at it, Max picked you up when your own mother wouldn't have doneit,
even with rubber gloves. Y ou were O, Parndlli. Zero. Now you're eating. Y ou ought to be on your
goddamn kneesto him!*"

"Father," Parndli said, with ared amazed look, "l am.1 _am!_"

"He'sbeen anurseto you,” | said, wondering why | was so sore and why | wanted to hurt the
guy this much. "Nobody e sewould have bothered.”

"For afact, Deek."

"They'd havelet you kick off in Bdlevue."

"For afact."

| wanted to Sug him then, but | couldn't. | knew he hated Max Dailey. For thelife of me, |



couldn't figure out why. It waslike hating your best friend.

"You likethekid, Deek? Green, | mean?'

"Yeah," | sad. It wastrue. | felt--maybe that was it--responsible.

"Tel himto cut out, then. For the love of Chrig, tell him that.”

"Goto hel!" | swung acrossto the other room: it was like busting out of a snake house. Davey
Green wasthere, dl to himsdlf, stting. Only he was different. Those hard, bitter-type lines were gone.
Now hejust looked--sad.

"How you mekin' it?'

Thekid looked up. "The hard way," he said. "'I've been talking to Mr. Dailey. Hes-quiteaguy.”

| pulled up achair. My back was swesting. Cold swest. "How you mean?'

"l don't know, exactly. | never met anyone like him before. Theway he has of, well, of knowing
what'swrong and how it'swrong, and pulling it out of you--"

"Y ou got troubles, kid?" The swesat was getting colder.

He smiled. He was damned young, maybe only twenty-five; handsome, in aKrupakind of way.
It wasn't junk. It wasn't booze. "Tell the Deacon.”

"No troubles,”" he said. "Just adead wife."

| sat there, getting scared and sick and wondering why. "How far back?"

"A year," hesad, like he dill didn't believeit. "Funny thing, too. | never used to be ableto talk
about it. But Mr. Dailey seemed to understand. | told him everything. How Sal and | met, when we got
married and went to live in the development, and--" He shoved hisface againgt thewall quick.

"If you talk about it, kid, you get rid of it," | said.

"That'swhat Mr. Dailey told me."

"Yeah." | know. It was exactly what Mr. Dailey had told me, Six years ago, after the accident.

Except, | was till dreaming about that little girl, asif it had happened yesterday ...

"Youthink I'll fitin, Deek?" the kid asked.

| looked at him and remembered what Parndlli had said; and | remembered Max, hisvoice, tow,
awayslow; and it got too much.

"Cinch," | said, and blew back to my room on the second floor.

| don't bug easy, never did, but | had acrawly kind of athing insde me and it wouldn't move.
They have aword for it: premonition.

"..._tel himto cut out, Deek. For thelove of Chrig, tell himthat . . ."

Next night the kid showed up ontimein one of Rollo's extra suits. He looked very hip but aso
very skunked, and you could see that he hadn't had much sack time.

Max gave him alittle introduction to the crowd and he sat down at the box.

Things were pretty tense. A one. A two.

Wedid "Night Ride," our trademark and the kid did everything he was supposed to. Very fine
backing, but nothing spectacular, which was good. Then we broke and he got the nod from Max and
dtarted in on some sad little dancing on "Jada." It isn't easy to make that tune sad. He did it.

And the crowd loved it.

Heminored "Lady Be Good," and then threw awholelot of sparksoven"The A Train;" and the
Peacock Room began to jam. | mean, we were always able to get them to listen, and al that
foot-somping routine, but thiswasfindly it.

Davey Green wasn't good. He was great. He Brubecked the hell out of " Sentimental
Lady"--keeping to Max's arrangement enough so we could tag along, but putting in five minutes
more--and it was red reflective, indeed. Then, with everything cool and brainy, he turned right around
and therewas Jdlly Rall, up from the dead, doing "Wolverine' theway it hadn't been done.

And al the hearing aids were turned to "loud" when he rode out a solo marked Personal.
Almighty sad stuff; bluesy; you knew--1 knew--what he was thinking about. Him and hiswifeinbed ona
hot morning, with the sun screaming in, them haf-awake, and the air bright and everything new. Red ice.



Warm blues.

Max listened with his eyestight shut. He was saying: Don't touch athing, boys, don't makea
move. Y ou might break it. Leavethekid done.

Davey stopped, suddenly. Ten beat pause. And we thought it was over, but it wasn't. He was
remembering something else now, and | knew that that first wasjust the beginning.

He sarted amelody, no lifeinit, no feding: Just the notes: "If Y ou Werethe Only Girl inthe
World"--Then he smeared hisfist down the keys and began to improvise. It waswicked. It was brilliant.
And the cats dll swallowed their ties.

But | got hismessage. It cameinto melike private needles.

Theresagirl in abox,
Deacon Jones, Deacon Jones,
And that girl inabox
Isnothin' but bones. . .

Which girl you talking about? | wondered. But there wasn't any timeto figureit out, because he
was al done. The Peacock Room was exploding and Davey Green was Sitting there, Sitting there,
looking at hishands.

"A one. A two," softly from Max.

Weall took off on"St. Louis Blues" every one of usthrowing in something of hisown, and |
blew my horn and it was break time.

Max put on his blinkers and went over to thekid. | could barely hear him: "Very clean, Mr.
Green." Thekid was gill withit, though: he didn't seem to be listening. Max whispered afew thingsand
came on down off the stand. He was ten feet tall.

"Wevegot it, Deek," hesaid. Therewasalight in back of hisforehead. "It's ours now."

| knocked the spit out of my trumpet and tried agrin. It wasafaddge.

Max put ahand on my shoulder. "Deek," he said, "that was a sanitary solo you blew, but I'm
worried. Y ou've been thinking about the accident. Right?

"No."

"l don't blame you alot. But were _complete now, you dig, and we're going high. So forget
about the goddamn thing--or talk it over with me after the show. I'm available.” He smiled. ™Y ou know
that, don't you, Deek?"

I'd been praying to God he wouldn't say it. Now it was said. "Sure, Max," | told him. "Thanks."

"Nothing," he said, and went over to Bud Parker. Bud was hooked and Max kept him supplied.
It dways seemed okay because otherwise held be out stedling, or maybe killing, for the stuff.

Now | wasn't so sure. Parndlli leaned over and blew a sour note out of hisvave bone. "Nice
kid," hesad. "I think Max'll want to keep him."

So right. With ten hot fingers, we started doing businessin agrest big way. | don't know why.
Why did Woody Herman die for weeks in a Chicago pad and then move two blocks away and hit likea
mother bomb? It just happens.

We got out of the Corn Belt fast, got booked into the Haig in L.A. and out-pulled everything
since Mulligan. Quartets and trioswere dl the bit then, and that made us aricky-tick Big Band, but
nobody cared. In amonth the word got around and they were coming down from Frisco to give alisten.

| didn't have much to do with either Max or Davey: they were buddy-buddy now. Max amost
never let him out of sght--not that he neglected us. Every couple of p.m's heéd show, just like dways,
ready with the jaw. He was available. "Got to take care of my boys..." But Davey wasthe star of the
show, and hedidn't circulate much. It was enough just to see him, anyway. His piano was getting better,
but he was getting worse. Every night he told the story about him and Sally, how happy they were, how
much he loved her, and how she got whatever she got and died. Every mood they might have had, he
pulled it out of the box. And always ended up in Weep City. Used to be he'd get mad ashell at the son
of abitch that took her breath out of her body and put her under ground; now he was mostly just sad,



londly, brought down.

And the Band of Angdls couldn't do anything wrong. Before, we were abunch of smart
musicians, we could give you Dixidland or we could give you Modern; hot or cold; and nothing you could
cdl agtyle. With Davey'sfingers, we had astyle. We were just as smart, could play al the different jazz,
but we were blues men. We played mostly for the dame at the end of the bar, al done, with too much
paint or too much fat. Or for thelittle guy who won't dance so they think he hates women, only he's crazy
about women, but he's scared of what will happen when he's up that close. We played for little chicks
with thick glasses, thick chickswith little asses, and that drunk loser who kissed it dl good-bye.
Bluesmen.

A padad sad it: "The Max Dailey band playsto that piece of everybody that got hurt and won't
hed up.”

Bluesmen.

The Haig would have kept us six months more, forever maybe, but we had to spread the Gospdl .
Max's Gospd. What was wrong with Birdland?

Not athing. Max had been sniffing around The Applefor years, but who were we then?

Day we hit, hetiptoed in church-style. Spoke even lower, to Davey.

"Kid, thislayout isdl for the Bird."

Common knowledge.

"Big troubles that spade had, yes, indeed,” he said. "Big taent.”

We crept out; later on we came back and ripped that church apart at the seams. Davey was
going like never before, but you couldn't get at him: he was lower than asnake's kidney. Once &fter a
show | asked him did he want to go out and have a beer with the Deacon, and he alowed that was all
right, but Max came along and | wasn't about to break through.

And that'stheway it went. _Downbeat _tagged us as "the most individua group in action today"
and we cut aflock of abums--_Blue Mondays ; Moanin' Low_; Deep Shores --and it was gravy
and champagne for breskfast.

Then, | can't remember what night it was, Max came up to my place and he didn't look gleeful.
Firgt time 1'd seen him done since Rollo got picked up for molesting. He made it real casudl.

"Deek, you seen Davey around?’

Something jumped up my throat. "Not for quiteawhile” | said.

Hedid ashrug.

"Youworried?' | asked.

"Why should | be worried? He's of age.”

He powdered; then, the next night, it went and blew itself to pieces. I'd finished my bit with the
horn--Saturday p.m.--when Parnelli tapped me and said, "L ook out there." | saw people. "L ook out
thereagain,” he said.

| saw achick. She was eyebdling Davey.

"Max'sgoingto _love that," Parnelli said. "He'sjust going to eat thet al up, oh yes.”

When it was over, the kid ankled down and gave the doll afull set of teeth. She gave them back.
And they went over to adark corner and sat down.

"Oo-weee. Mr. Green has got himself asomething. | do declare. And won't you kindly lamp Big
M?'

Max waslooking & them, dl right. Y ou couldn't tell exactly what he was thinking, because none
of it showed in hisface. He turned the knobs on his bass, dow, and looked. That'sall.

After awhile Davey and the girl got up and headed for the stand.

"Max, I'd like you to meet Miss Schmidt. Lorraine.”

Hughie Wilson's eyesfell out, Bud Parker said Y eah" and even Rollo picked up-- and Rollo
doesn't go the girl route. Because this chick was hollerin': little-girl style, pink dress and apple cheeksand
abuild that said, I'm dl here, don't fret about that, just take my word for it.

"'She's been coming to hear usevery night,” Davey said.

"I know," Max said. "I've seen you around, Miss Schmidt.”



She smiled some pure sunshine. "Y ou have afine band, Mr. Dailey."

"That'sright."

"| particularly loved 'Deep Shores tonight. It was-"

"Great, Miss Schmidt. One of Davey's originas. | guess you knew that."

Sheturnedto thekid. "No, | didn't. Davey--Mr. Green didn't tell me."

Our little box-man grinned: first I'd seen him do it for redl. Y ou wouldn't have recognized him.

And that'sdl shewrote. It was plain and smple: Davey was going upstairs with this baby and she
was liking it; and let no cat put these two asunder.

She showed up on the dot every p.m., aways solo. Listen out the sets and afterward, she and
the kid would cut out. He looked plenty beat of amorning, but the change was there for all to see. No
question: David Green was beginning to pick up some of the marbles he had lost.

And Max never said aword about it, either. Pretended he didn't gave a hoot one way or the
other; nice as hdl to both of them. But Parndlli wouldn't wipe that look off hisface.

"Playing out theline," held say. "Max isasmart fella, Deek. Anybody else, hed put it on the
table. Say: "We're taking a European tour' or something like that. Not our bossman. Smart piece of
goods.

It got thicker between Davey and hisdall, and pretty soon, if you listened hard, you could hear
bells. Y ou could hear more. | didn't know why, you couldn't finger the difference: but it was there, okay.
Wewere playing music. Likealot of guysplay music. But wed lost something.

But Max wasn't upset--and he was atuning fork on two legs--so | figured it must be me. The
dreams again, maybe. They were coming al the time, no matter how much | talked about them . .

It wasn't me, though. We were beginning to sound lousy and it kept up that way, night after night,
and | wasafraid | knew why, finaly.

Three days after Davey had announced his engagement to Lorraine, the dam cracked. Like:

Wed dl gathered on the stand and Max had one-twoed for "Tiger Rag" and we started to play.
And_suddenly it wasdl fine again. The sound wasthere, only alot richer than it had ever been.
Davey's piano was throttled up and spitting out sadness again, throwing that iron frame around dl of us.
Keeping usleve.

Parnelli tapped me and | went cold. | looked at Davey--he was gone; out of it-- and | looked
into the audience, and the chick was gone too. | mean she wasn't there. And Max was picking those
strings, eyes squinched, happy asapig in September.

We swung into "Deep Shores' and | think--I'm not sure, but | think--that'swhen it al got clear to
me. After Sx years.

| played it out, though. Then | started for Davey, but Max stopped me.

"Better leave the kid done,” he whispered. "He's had arough one.”

"What do you mean?"

"The chick wasn.g., Deek."

"l don't believeit.”

"Shewasn.g. | knew it right along, but | didn't want to say anything. But--listen, I've been
around. She would have counted the kid out.”

"What'd you do?' | asked.

"I provedit," he said. Hisvoice was dripping with sympathy. "Chicks are dl the same, Deek.
Hard lesson to learn.” He shrugged his shoulders. "So leave the kid done. Hell tell you dl about it--with
his hands. Y ou've just been bothered with those dreams of yours. Why don't you drop by tonight and--"

"What'd you do, Max?'

"l laid her, Deek. And it was easy.”

| jerked my shoulder away and started up the stairs, but the box was empty. Davey was gone.

"Where doesthedoll hang out?' | said.

Max gave with the hands. "Forget it, will you? It'sal over now. Thekid was_grateful _to me!™

"At 45 Gardens Road," avoice said. "Apartment Five." It was Parnelli.

"Y ou want some, too, Deek?' Max asked. He laughed: it was the nastiest sound I'd ever heard.



"Coo," Parndli said. "The cold touch of the master.”

| studied the man I'd loved for Six years. He said, " She doesn't deny it," and | thought, thisisthe
ax between the eyesfor Davey. Hell never get up now. Never.

| grabbed Max'sarm. He smiled. "I know how you likethekid," he said, "and believe me, | do,
too. But it's better he found out now than later, isn't it? Don't you see--1 had to do it, for his sake."

Some of the crowd wasinching up to get ahear. | didn't care. "Dailey,” | said, "listen good. | got
anideainme. If it turnsout right, if it turns out thet ideais right, I'm going to come back here and kill you.
Dig?'

Hewasbig, but I had wings. | shoved him out of the way, hard, ran outside and grabbed a taxi.

| sat in the back, praying to God she was home, wishing | had ahorn to blow-- _something!

| skipped the éevator, took the stairs by threes.

| knocked on Apartment Five. No answer. | felt the ice on my hide and pounded again.

The chick opened up. Her eyeswerered. "Hello, Deacon.”

| kicked the door shut and stood there, trying to find the right words. Everything seemed urgent.
Everything wasright now. "1 want thetruth,” | said. "I'm talking about the truth. If you lie, I'll know it." |
took abreath. "Did you deep with Max Dailey?'

She nodded yes. | grabbed her, swung her around. " The truth, goddammit!" My voice surprised
me: it wasaman talking. | dug my fingers hard into her skin. "Think about Davey. Put himin your mind.
Then tdl methat you and Max dept together, tell me that you took off al your clothesand let Max Dailey
lay you! Tel methat!"

Shetried to get away; then she started to cry. "'l didn't,” shesaid, and | let go. "'l didn't. . ."

"Youlovethekid?'

"y es"

"Want to marry him?"

"Y es. But you don't understand. Mr. Dailey--"

"I'll undergtand in ahurry. Thereisn't any time now."

| let the tears bubble up good and hot.

"Comeon."

She hesitated a beat, but there wasn't any fooling around and she knew it. She got a coat on and
we got back into the taxi.

Neither of us said aword the whole trip to Birdland.

By now it was closing time; the joint was empty, dark. Some dow blues were rolling out from the
gand.

First guy | saw was Parndlli. He was blowing histrombone. The rest of the boys-- dl but
two--were there, jamming.

Parndlli quit and came over. He was shaking good now.

"Wheré's Davey?' | asked.

Helooked at me, then at Lorraine.

"Whereishe?'

"You'retoo late," Parndli said. "It lookslike the Big M pushed amite too far, Just amite.”

Lorraine started to tremble, | could fed her arm; and somebody was dicing into my guts. The
blueswere il ralling "Deep Shores™ Thekid'stune.

Parndli shook hishead. "I went out after him the minute you left," he said. "But | wastoo late,
too."

"Where's Davey?' Lorraine sad, like she was about to scream.

"In hisroom. Or maybe they've got him out by now--" Parndlli stared at me with those eyes. "He
didn't have agun so he used arazor. Good clean job. Finejob. Doubt if I'll be ableto do any better
mysdf..."

Lorraine didn't say aword. Shetook it in, then she turned around ow and walked out. Her
hedls hit the dance floor like daggers.

"Youfigured it out now?" Parndli said.



| nodded. | was hollow for asecond, but it was dl getting filled up with hate now. "Whereishe?!

"Inhisroom, | guess."

"Y ou want to come aong?'

"I might just do that," he said. He blew a sour note and the session stopped. Bud Parker came
down, so did Hughie and Rollo and Sig.

"They know?" | asked.

"Uh-huh. But, Deek, knowin' isn't enough sometimes. Weve been waiting for you.”

"Let'sgothen.”

We went upstairs. Max's door was open. He was sitting in achair, his collar loose, abottlein his
hand.

"Et tu, Deck?"

| grabbed ahandful of shirt. "Davey'sdead,” | said.

Hesaid, "I've been told." Helifted the bottle and | dapped the left Side of hisface, praying to
God he'd want to fight. He didntt.

"Youdidit," | sad.

"Yes."

| wanted to put my hands around his neck and squeeze until his eyesran down hisface, | wanted
to give him back the pain. But dl of asudden | couldn't. "Why?"' | said.

Max tilted the bottle and let alot of the stuff run down histhroat. Then, very dowly, and in that
soft voice, he said: "I wanted to make music. | wanted to make the best music that ever was."

"That'swhy you lied to Davey about the girl?"

"That'swhy," Max said.

Parndlli took away the bottle and killed it. He was shaking, scared. " See, Deck, you thought you
wereinaband,” he said. "But you weren't. Y ou werein atraveling morgue.”

"Tdl memore, Parnelli. Tl me how in the name of the sweet Lord this has anything to do with
Davey and Lorraine"

"It had everything to do with it. Dailey went over to the chick's place and gave her one of his
high-voltage snow jobs. Got her to go dong with the lie and stay away from Green.”

| tried to grab somelight; it wouldn't come. My head was pounding. "_Why? "

"Simple. Sheld be taking the kid's talent and tossing it in the crud-heap. HEd be telling thingsto
_her_, not to the box. And she didn't want to rob the world of a Great Genius, did she?"

Parndlli sucked afew more drops out of the bottle and tossed it in acorner.

"Here's the thing, Deck--our boss has quite a unique little approach to Jazz. He believes you've
got to be brought down before you can play. The worse off you are, and the longer you stay that way,
the better the musicis Right, Max?'

Max had hisfacein hishands. He didn't answer.

"Look around you. Y ou: ten years ago--it was ten, wasn't it, Deek--you got drunk one night
and got inacar and hit alittle girl. Killed her. Rollo, over there--he's queer and doesn't likeit. Hughie,
what's your cross?"

Hughie stayed quiet.

"Oh, yeah: cancer. Hughie's gonna die one of these days soon. Bud Parker and Sig, poor babies:
hooked. Main stream. And me--a bottle hound. Max picked me out of Bellevue. Shdl | go on?"

"Goon," | sad, | wanted to get it al Straight.

"But for some reason Max couldn't find areal brought-down piano man. They pretended to be
miserable, but hell, it turned out they only had a stomach ache or something. Then--he found David
Green. Or you did, Deck. So we were complete, at last. Eight miserable bastards. See?' Parndlli patted
Max's head, and hiccupped. "But you don't get bugged because you didn't catch on. OI' Dailey's smart.
Y ou might have pulled out of your wing-ding years ago, only ke kept the knife in. Every now and then
hed giveit atwist--like winding us up, so wed cry about it out loud, for the public.”

Hughie Wilson said. "Bull. It'sdl bull. | can play just as good happy as--"

Max brought his hands down on the chair, and that was the last time he ever looked powerful



and strong. "No," he said. He was trembling and red. "L ook back, Deacon Jones. Who were the great
piancs? | mean the great ones. I'll tell you. Jelly Roll--who they said belonged in awhorehouse. Lingle--a
hermit. Tatum--a blind man. Who blew the horns that got under your skin and into your bones and
wouldn't let you be? I'll tell you that, too. A rum-dum boozie named Biederbecke and alonely old man
named Johnson. And Buddy Bolden--he went mad in the middle of aparade. Look back, I'm telling you,
find the great ones. Show them to me. And I'll show you the loneliest, most miserable, beat and
gone-to-hell bastards who ever lived. But they're remembered, Deacon Jones. They're remembered.”

Max glared at uswith those steady eyes of his.

"Davey Green wasanicekid," hesaid. "But theworld isfull of nicekids. | made him agresat
piano--and that's something the world isn't full of. He made music that reached in and touched you. He
made music that only God could hear. And it took the trouble out of the hearts of everybody who heard
him and everybody who will hear him--"

His hands were fists now. The sweat was pouring off him.

"There never was agreat band,” he said, "until this one. Never abunch of musicianswho could
play anything under the goddamn sun and play it right and true. And there won't be another one. You
were all great and | kept you great.”

He got to hisfeet ungteadily. "Okay, it'sal ripped now. It'sover. I've screwed up every lifein
this room and made you prisoners and cheated and lied to you--okay. Who hits me first?"

Nobody moved.

"Comeon," hesaid, only not in the soft voice. "Come on, you chicken-hearted sons of a bitches!
Let'sgo! | just murdered afine clean kid, didn't 1?7 What about you, Parnelli? Y ou've been on to mefor a
long time. Why don't you dtart things off?"

Parndli met hiseyesfor awhile; then he turned and picked up his horn and went to the door.

Sig Shulman followed him. One by one the others|eft, nobody looking back. And they were
gone, and Max Dailey and | were done.

"Y ou told me something early tonight,” he said. "Y ou told me you were going to come back and
kill me. What's holding you up?' He went over to the bureau, opened a drawer, took out an old .38. He
handed it to me. "Go on," he said. "Kill me."

"l just did," | said, and laid the gun down on the table where he could get at it. Max |ooked at
me. "Blow out of here, Deck," he said, whispering. "Befree." | went outside and it was pretty cool. |
started walking. But there wasn't any placeto go.

Introduction to
THE INTRUDER
by Roger Corman

| first met Chuck Beaumont when | read hisnovel, _TheIntruder_, and decided to make a
picture of it. Hisnove concerned the integration of aschool in asmall southern town, and was criticaly



hailed as a penetrating socid study. | contacted Chuck and we discussed it, agreeing as to what we were
trying to do. Chuck wanted to see his book brought to the screen exactly as he had written it: "No toning
down of the events.., no glossing over the basic attitudes of southern bigots, no whitewashing of the
antipathetic Negro who calls himsdlf 'nigger' A dea was signed and Chuck wrote the screenplay.

| had never believed in any picture asmuch as| believed in thisone. We shot it on location and
Chuck came dong to help as production assistant and to play the part of the high school principd; heldd
never acted before but was quite good.

The picture was done on avery low budget. | had enough money to shoot the film in three weeks
on location in Missouri, in 1961, when the situation in the south was considerably different than what it is
now, and theracia Stuation was till very explosve. We chose atown on what is caled the "boot-hed ™
of Missouri, a place which dips down between Arkansas and Kentucky, atown that had a southern
look. For the bit parts, | would get locd citizens with southern accents but, being in Missouri, the film
crew would still be protected by the laws of a midwestern state. The schoolsin our chosen town had
been integrated for six years--but it was token integration. In other schoolsin the areatherewas no
integration at al and not likely to be any aslong asit could be avoided.

Arrangements were quickly made with the superintendent of onelocal school for the rental of
facilities, with no mention made of the subject matter of thefilm. It didn't work out. Some of the people
were very friendly, but there was agreat dedl of opposition; during the climax of the film, when people
dtarted to catch on what the movie was really about, we began to have problems.

We were to shoot the climax for two daysin front of a high school in East Prairie, Missouri. After
thefirst day, the sheriff called us and said we weren't going to be alowed back. | told himwe had a
contract with the East Prairie school district. He said he didn't care anything about it, that we were
communists and we were trying to promote equality between whites and blacks, and that was not going
to be dlowed in East Prairie; and if anybody came back, they would be immediately arrested. We then
gtarted shooting matching shotsin apublic park in Charleston, Missouri, but after asingle morning, the
chief of policetold usto get out. We were in the middle of shooting one sequence and | said to my
brother, Gene, who was working as co-producer, "Talk to him whilel finish this sequence.” | was
shooting asfast as| could and Gene was saying, "Now officer, we don't really understand. Isthere
anything we can do? Can't we go to the mayor?' The officer was saying, "No. Get the hell out of here.”
Gene: "Wéll, there must be someway--" "Get outta here, or I'm running you dl in!" And Gene was just
talking. Making up conversation. He later told Chuck and me he didn't know what he was saying. He
was just talking until 1 got the last shot--not of the sequence, but of the pattern | had to finish.

Toward the end, we were getting threatening phone calls and letters; and so | had to hold aKlu
Klux Klan parade until thelast night of shooting. Then we left. We didn't even return to the hotd. We had
it arranged to leave after shooting, because the threats were very heavy, and we drove in the middle of
thenight upto . Louis.

Criticdly, thefilm was extremey successful; but it was not successful financialy.

Chuck went on to write more scriptsfor me. Hewas intelligent and creative and very sensitive,
and, at the sametime, highly enthusiagtic. He did not get blase after anumber of yearsin Hollywood, asit
iseasy for awriter to do. Had he lived, he probably would have become a very respected and
established screenwriter, who would have written an occasiona novel or short story.

It's hard to say.

THEINTRUDER
(Chapter 10)
by Charles Beaumont



When the bell in the steeple rang to mark the half hour that had passed since six P.M., Caxton
wore the sametired face that it dwayswore in the summer. The hegt of the afternoon throbbed on. Cars
moved up and down George Street like painted turtles, and the people moved dowly, too: al afraid of
the motion that would send the perspiration coursing, the heart flying.

Adam Cramer sat in the far booth at Joan's Cafe, fedling grateful for the heet, trying to eat the
soggy ham sandwich he had ordered. He knew the effect of heat on the emotions of people: Summer had
amagicto it, amagic way of frying the nerve ends, bailing the blood, drying the brain. Perhgpsit made
no senselogically but it was true, nonetheess. Crimes of violence occurred with far grester frequency in
hot climatesthan in cold. Y ou would find more murders, more robberies, more kidnapings, more unrest
inthe summer than a any other time.

It was the season of mischief, the season of dow movements and sudden explosions, the season
of violence.

Adam looked out at the street, then at the thermometer that hung behind the cash register. He
could seetheline of red reaching aimost to the top.

How would The Man on Horseback have fared, he wondered, if it had been twenty below zero?

How would Gerad L.K. go over in Alaska?

He pulled his swesat-stained shirt away from hisbody and smiled. Even the weather was hel ping
him!

Heforced the last of the sandwich down, did a quarter beneath the plate, and paid for hismed;
then he went outside.

It was afurnace.

A dark, quiet furnace.

He started for the courthouse, regretting only that Max Blake could not be there. Seeing hisold
teacher in the crowd, those dark eyes snapping with angry pleasure, that cynical mouth twitching at the
edges--damn!

Wi, I'll write you about it, he thought. That'll be amost as good.

The picture of the man who had set his mind free blurred and vanished and Adam walked faster.

The Reverend Lorenzo Niesen was thefirst to arrive. Hisfelt hat was sodden, the inner band
caked with filth; his suspenders hung loosaly over histwo-dollar striped shirt; histrouserswere
shapel ess-yet he was proud of his appearance, and it was avicious, thrusting pride. Were someoneto
hand him a check for five thousand dollars, he would not ater any part of hisattire. It was
country-honest, as he himsalf was. Whoever despised dirt despised likewise the common people. God's
favorites.

Was there soap in Bethlehem?

Did the Apostles have nall filesand lotions?

He sat down on the grass, glared at the bright lights of the Reo motion picture theatre acrossthe
dreet, and began to fan himsalf with hishat. Little strands of sllver hair lifted and fdll, lifted and fell, ashe
fanned.

At ax thirty-five, Bart Carey and Phillip Dongen appeared. They nodded at L orenzo and sat
down near him.

" Wadl, itshot_."

Othersdrifted into the area, some Singly, some in groups.

" Hot! "

By sx forty, over one hundred and fifty residents of Caxton were standing on the cement walk or
gtting on the grass, waiting.



" _Yousee'emthismorning? "

Fifty more showed up in the next ten minutes.

" Chrid, yes "

At seven abell was struck and anumber of cars screeched, halted, discharging teenage children.
They crowded at the steps of the courthouse.

It was quiet.

Ten minutes passed. Then, ayoung man in adark suit walked across the empty street. He
nodded at the people, made hisway through the aide that parted for him, and climbed to the top step.
He stood there with his back to the courthouse door.

"That'shim?' Phil Dongen whispered.

Bart Carey sad, "Yeah."

Lorenzo Niesen was sllent. He studied the young man, trying to decide whether or not he
approved. Awful green, he thought. Too good of a clothes on him. Like as not a Northerner.

| don't know.

The crowd's voice rose to amurmuring, then fell again asthe young man in the dark suit lifted his
handsintheair.

"Folks" he said, in asoft, most gentle voice, "my nameis Adam Cramer. Some of you know
me by now and you know what I'm herefor. To those | haven't had a chanceto talk with yet, let me say
this: I'm from Washington D.C., the Capital, and I'm in Caxton to hel p the people fight the trouble that's
comeup.”

He smiled suddenly and took off his coat. "1 wish one thing, though,” he said. "I wish school
garted in January. | mean, itis_hot_. Aren't you hot?'

Hestant, cautious laughter followed.

"Well," Adam Cramer said, dropping hissmile, "it's going to get hotter, for awhole lot of people.
I'll promise you that. This herelittle town isgoing to burn, what | mean; it's going to burn the conscience
of the country, now, and put out alight that everyone and everybody will see and fed. Thistown, I'm
talking about. Caxton!" He paused. "People, something happened today. Y ou've dl heard about it now.
Some of you saw it with your own eyes. What happened was. Twelve Negroes went to the Caxton high
school and sat with the white children there. Nobody stopped them, nobody turned them out. And,
friends, listen; that makes today the most important day in the history of the South. Why? Because it
marksthe _red_beginning of integration. That'sright. It's been tried other places, but you know what
they're saying? They're saying, Wdll, if it worksin Caxton, it'll work all over, _because Caxtonisa
typica Southern town . If the people don't want integration, they'll do something about it! If they don't
do something about it, that means they want it! Two plustwo equasfour!

"Except there's one thing wrong. They're saying you al don't give adarn whether the whites mix
with the blacks because you haven't redly got down to fighting; but | ask you, how can somebody fight
what he doesn't see? They've kept the facts away from you; they've cheated and deceived every one of
you, and filled your heads with filthy lies. It has dl been a calculated campaign to keep you in the dark, so
that when you finaly do wake up, Why, we're sorry, it'sjust too late!

"All right; I'm associated with the Society of Nationa American Petriots, which isan organization
dedicated to giving the people the truth about desegregation. Weve been studying this Situation here ever
since January, when Judge Silver made his decision, and I'm going to give that Stuation to you. Of
course, many present now are fully aware of it. Many have done what they consider their best to prevent
it from happening. But there are quite afew who smply do not know the facts; who don't know either
what led up to that black little parade into the school today, or what rea significanceit hasfor everyone
inthe country.

"| ask you to bear with me, folks, but | give _you_fair warning now. When you do know the
truth, you're going to be faced with adecison. Y ou don't think you've got one now, but you do, al right,
and you'l seeit. And it'll get inside your blood and make it boil and you won't be able to run away from
it! Because I'm going to show you that the way this country is going to go depends entirely and wholly
and completely on_you! "



Tom McDanid put away his note-pad and walked over to hisfriend, the lawyer James Wolfe.
Wolfe, he noticed, was staring, strained and curious and expectant, like al the others. And, for some
reason, thisannoyed him. " Sound familiar?' he sad.

Wolfe started. "Oh--Tom. Y es, he seemsto be a pretty smart kid."

"But aphony,” Tom said.

"Oh?"

"Absolutdly. The accent'sfake; | talked with him earlier. Hethinksit's going to work!™

"What?"

"Theplan-folksroutine"

"And you don't?" Wolfe nodded toward the crowd. "I can't say | entirely agree.”

"Do you think it'strouble, Jm?"

"No," Wolfe said, glancing away from Tom. "Thetimefor troublesover.”

"Everything," Adam Cramer was saying, ""has got to have a beginning. And the beginning to what
you saw today was amost seventeen years ago. In 1940, a Negro woman named Charlotte Green, and
her husband, let it be known that they didn't care much for the equd facilitiesthat were being offered to
their children. No sooner were the words out of their mouths but the NAACP swooped down. You dl
know about this organization, | imagine. The so-called Nationa Association for the Advancement of
Colored People is now and has dways been nothing but a Communist front, headed by a Jew who hates
Americaand doesn't make any bones abot it, either. They've dways operated on the ‘'martyr' system,
whichis: They pick out trouble spots or creste them where they never existed, and start putting out
publicity. Like take the Emmet Till case. A nigger triesto rape awhite woman and tells her husband helll
keep on trying and nobody is going to stop him. The husband can't go to the police with just athresat, so
he makes sure, like any of uswould, that no nigger is going to rape hiswife. Now those are the facts. But
what happens? The NAACP movesin and saysthat the white man isamurderer! Y eah, for protecting
hisown wife! And you know the bitter tears was shed over that poor, mistreated little colored boy, poor
Emmet Till whose only crime was being dark! Any of you read about it?" Adam Cramer shook his head
inmock congternation. " The coon was made into a martyr, what they cal, and thingswere rolling along
real good, until somebody with some brains showed how Emmet Till's Hero Daddy--you remember how
they said that's what he was, and he died in line of duty overseas?--was _hanged and given a
dishonorable discharge for, seeif you can guessit: rape! Uh-huh! Of course, the jury wasn't hoodwinked
and declared those men who taught the nigger boy alesson (and it wasn't ever even proved they'd done
anything more!) innocent. But the old N-double-A-C-P aimost had it knocked.

"Anyway, that's how those guyswork. For al | know, they hired this Green woman (sheliveson
Simon's Hill) to stir things up in thefirst place. They put the pressure on between 1940 and 1949,
pretending that al they wanted, you see, wasredlly equal separate facilities. Farragut County said al right
and hel ped the Negroes send their kids to an accredited school, Lincoln High, in Farragut. | visited this
schooal, friends, and thereisn't athing wrong with it. It'sawhole sight cleaner and neater that any place
these nigger kids ever saw before, like as not; and that's for sure! But the Commie group tipped its hand
right then and showed, for al to see, that it was after something different. Does September 1950 mean
anything to you people? Well, it was the second big step toward today. In September 1950 a bunch of
Negro boystried to enrall in Caxton High! Remember?"

There was amurmuring from the crowd.

"Why?' Adam Cramer asked, modulating hisvoicetoits origind softness. "Do you think it was
something they thought up by themsalves? Would any Southern Negro have that much gall? No, sir. No.
The NAACP engineered the whol e operation, knowing in advance what would happen! The students
were turned away; the county board of education refused to let them in--putting it on the line--and the
usua arrangements were made for the Negroesto attend Lincoln. Then, three full months|ater, five of



these kids-_with the full backing of the NAACP_--filed suit againgt the Farragut County School Board.
And that'swhen the ball redly got rolling. The Plaintiffs, these Negroes, claimed that the out-of-county
arrangements didn't meet the county's obligation to furnish equa facilities. The Didtrict Court said they
were crazy and ruled accordingly. All during 1952 and 1954 the case, which had been appeded, was
held in abeyance, pending the United States Supreme Court's action in five school segregation cases
under consideration at the sametime.

"Wdll, the Commies didn't waste a second. They had most of the world, but Americawas a
pocket of resistance to them. They couldn't attack from outside, so, they were attacking from inside.
They knew only too well, friends, that the quickest way to cripple acountry isto mongrelizeit. So they
poured dl the millions of dollarsthe Jews could get for them into this one thing: desegregation.

"In August of 1955, the NAACP demanded afina judgment. Judge Silver, whoisaJew and is
known to have | eftist leanings--"

"Who says s0?" avoicecried.

"The record says s0," Adam Cramer said tightly. "L ook it up. Abraham Silver belongs, for one
thing, to the Quill and Pen Society, which recelvesits fundsindirectly from Moscow."

Tom McDanid grinned. He said to Wolfe, "Hell hang himsdf!"

"Youthink 0?7

"Oh, hell, im--people love the judge around here. HE's apublic idol, and you know it.
Everybody knowsit wasn't hisfault about the ruling!”

"I'm not so sure.”

"Well, anyway; the Quill and Pen--that'sredlly Stretching it.”

"I'm not so sure of that, ether,” James Wolfe said, in arather grim voice. "Don't forget, Tom:
"Y ou can fool some of the peopledl of thetime. . ."

... S0 what did the Judge do? He instructed the county school board to proceed with reasonable
expedition to comply with the rule to desegregate. In spite of the complete disapproval of the PTA, in
spite of the protests of the Farragut County Society for Congtitutional Government, in spite of petitions
presented by Verne Shipman, one of Caxton'sleading citizens, and Thomas McDanid, the editor of the
Caxton _Messenger_--Judge Abe Silver went right ahead and _ordered _ integration for Caxton High
School, at adate no later than fall, 1956.

"Mayor Harry Satterly could have stopped it, but he didn't have the guts to, because he knew the
powersthat were and are behind Silver. He knew how much his skin wasworth.

"The Governor could have stopped itina_second , but | don't haveto tell you about him; |
hope | don't, anyway.

"And the principa of the high school, Harley Paton--he could have brought the whole messto a
screaming halt. But he'stoo lily-livered to do theright thing.”

"That'sadirty liel" A young man in a T-shirt and blue jeanswalked up to the lower step and
glared a Adam Cramer. "The principa done everything he could!”

"Did he? Did he close down the school and refuse to open it until the rights of the town were
restored?’

"No, he didn't do that. But--"

"Did he bring the students together and tell them to Stay awvay?"

"Hell, he _couldn't_dothat."

"No," Adam Cramer said, smiling condescendingly. "No; he couldn't do that. It would take
courage. It would mean risking hisfinejob and that fat pay-check!"

The young man bunched hisfigs, reddened, and when someone shouted, "Git on away, let im
speak hispiece, kid!" walked back into the crowd.

"Just amoment,” Adam Cramer said. "1 know that Harley Paton hasalot of friends. And if |



were herefor any other purpose than to bring the truth, 1'd be smart enough to leave him aone. Wouldn't
I?Now | don't say that the principa of Caxton High is necessarily adishonest man. | merdly say, and the
facts bring this out, that he is aweak man. And wesknessis no more to be tolerated than dishonesty--not
when we have our children's future at stake, leastwise! | warned you that the truth would be bitter. It
alwaysis. But | ain't going to quit just because I've touched a sore point. No, sir. Therésawholelot of
sore points that are going to be touched before I'm through!™

"Kegp taking," Lorenzo Niesen cdlled. "Were ligening.”

"All right. Now, you may think that the problem is smply whether or not we're going to allow
twelve Negroesto go to our schoal; but that's only asmall, smdl part of it. I'm in aposition to know
because I've been with an organization that's studied the_wholething_. Y ou don't seethe forest for the
trees, my friends; believe me. Thered problem, whether you like it or not, iswhether you're going to sit
back and let desegregation spread throughout _the entire South_. . ."

Verne Shipman stood on the sidewalk, hidden behind the rusted lawn cannon, and listened to
Adam Cramer. He listened to the same speech he'd heard earlier, the same gatistics, and he observed
that the people who comprised the crowd were listening a so. Intently. Which, of course, they ought to
do, for the words made sense.

However, there was yet no mention of money. No word about the joining of this organization and
the parting with hard-earned funds.

| will listen, he thought, but that will be the test.

"...andit'sanindisputable fact,” Adam Cramer spoke on, "that there could be no other result.
The Negroeswill literdly, and | do mean _literdly_, control the South. The vote will bethers. Y oull
have black mayors and black policemen (likethey do in New Y ork and Chicago already) and like as
not, ablack governor; and black doctorsto ddliver your babies--if they find the time, that is-and that's
theway itll be. Did you even stop to think about that when you let those twelve enter your white school ?
Didyou?'

The miniscule festive note that had marked the beginning of the meeting was now ingtantly
dissolved. Bart Carey and Phil Dongen wore deep frowns, and Rev. Lorenzo Niesen was shaking his
head up and down, up and down, signifying rage.

"Some of usdid!" Carey said, in ahusky, thickly accented voice.

"I know," Adam Cramer granted. "The Farragut County Federation for Constitutional
Government was astep in the right direction. But it didn't accomplish much because the liars have done
their jobswell. They've made you think your hands aretied. Y ou couldn't afford fancy lawyers, so you
faled. But, Mr. Carey, I'm not talking specifically to you or to those like yoursalf who have worked to
fight thisthing. I'm talking to the people who are till confused, in the dark, who haven't fully reglized or
understood or grasped the meaning of this here ruling. To those, Mr. Carey, who have been soft and
who have trusted the government to do right by them. It'sanaturd thing, you understand. We dl love our
country, and it's natural to believe that the people who run it are ahundred per cent square. But our great
senator from Wisconsin showed us, | think, how wrong that view happensto be. He proved beyond a
shadow of adoubt that there are skunks and rats and vermin in the government! Didn't he?”

"That'sright!" shouted L orenzo Niesen. "That's right. God bless the senator!”

"Yes," Adam Cramer said. "Amen to that, Sr. We know now that there are men with finetitles
and with great power, wonderful power, who are doing their level best to sell our country out to the
Communists. And it'sthese men, folks, and nobody € se, who're cramming integration down your throats.
Thereisn't any question in the world about that.”

Sowly Adam Cramer'svoice wasrising in pitch. Perspiration was running down hisface, staining
hiscollar, but he did not make any effort to wipeit away.

"Hereés something,” he said. "I'll bet you al don't know. In interpreting the school decisions of



May 17, 1954 and May 31, 1955, by the United States Supreme Court, Judge John J. Parker of the
Fourth Circuit Court of the United States, speaking in the case--" he removed a note from his breast
pocket--"of Briggs_versus_Elliot, sad:

... itis. important that we point out exactly what the Supreme Court _has _decided and what it
_hasnot_ decided in this case. It has not decided that the Federal Courts are to take over and regulate
the public schools of the states. It has not decided that the states_must_ mix persons of different racesin
the schools_or must_ require them to attend schools _or must deprive them of theright of choosing the
schoolsthey attend . What it has decided, and all it has decided, isthat a_state may not deny to any
person _on account of race _theright to attend any school _that it maintains . This, under the decision of
the Supreme Court, the state may not do directly or indirectly; _but if the schoolswhich it maintainsare
opento children of dl races, no violation of the Congtitution isinvolved even though the children of
different races voluntarily attend different schools, asthey attend different churches . Nothing in the
Condtitution or in the decision of the Supreme Court takes away from the _people freedom to choose the
schoolsthey attend. The Congtitution, in other words, does not require integration_. . .

"You get that, people?’The Constitution does not require integration! ' That's an accurate
record of alega statement. A judge with asense of justice and fairness said it. But I'm just a-wondering
if Abraham Silver mentioned those little teeny thingsto you. Did he?

"Weve got to follow the big law, the ruling and dl that; except, I'll say it again, loud and clear,
and you listen, every one of you listen: The Condtitution don't require integration!”

Adam Cramer stopped talking. His voice had risen sharply on the last five words; now angry
dlencefilled the air above the courthouse lawn.

He continued, dmost in awhisper: "Now I'll tdl you what thiswhole long thing isabout. It isn't
about integration at al--in spite of what that would mean, and I've showed you, | hope, what it would
mean. It isn't about the Negroes or having anything againgt them, either. | don't, any more than you
people do. No: thereal issue at stake here, friends, istheissue of States rights. That's what it comesto.
According to the Congtitution, each state in the union is supposed to have loca control of itsdf, isn't that
s0? That's supposed to be the _point_ of ademocratic government. Look at Article One, Section Eight,
Paragraph Five, of the U.S. Constitution. Read over your government books in the library. States rights
is the whole meaning behind America--loca control of purchasing power, loca control of state and
county politics, local control of schools. Okay! Now, you let the Federa Government step in and Start to
give orders--like they're doing now--and you may think it's just a step toward socialism, but that ain't so.
It's a step toward Communism! The Soviet Union--Russial--works just that way. A couple of the big
boys decide that so much tax isto be levied in every town, or they decide the Siberians are going to
share the school s with the whites--or whatever--and nobody can open their mouth. Why? Becausein
Communist Russia, no one single county has any rights of itsown. It can't veto any judgments or stop any
orders. It can't do anything but Sit there and takeit.

"Y ou may think I'm getting off the point, or being alittle far-fetched, but you're wrong! Friends,
the eyes of theworld are on Caxton. I've been in Washington, D.C., and | know that to betrue. You all
are the country'stest tube, the guineapig! That'swhy | say you've got the future, not only of Caxton, but
of _America_inyour handd"

Lucy Egan nudged Ellasecretively and smiled. "Boy," shesaid, "heisredly sometaker. | mean,
he honedtly is™

Ellahad been listening with a peculiar mixture of pride and uneasiness, and the truth was, shedid
not know whether to be pleased or displeased. Tom had not seen her yet, for which she was, oddly,
grateful (there being no reason to be grateful); he and Mr. Wolfe and some of the others, afew, did not
appear to be very happy with the speech Adam Cramer was making, though most of the people were.
Y ou could see that.

"Sort of, if you squint, like Marlon Brando," Lucy Egan said, squinting. "Like, mean. A little."

It made no particular senseto Ella, the speech. Thisdry type of thing that her father and Cramp



were always talking about, that was aways in the newspapers these days, mostly bored her, and she
would have gone back home (where, she supposed, she ought to be, anyway) except that the speaker
was Adam Cramer. And she knew, sensed, that she would be seeing him again soon.

"He'sredly getting them worked up,” Lucy Egan said. "There hasn't been anything like thisin
Caxtonin | don't know how long. Don't you think helooks like Brando?"

"Kind of," Ellasaid.

"Did hekissyou good night?' Lucy Egan asked suddenly.

Ellahesitated, noting the anxiousnessin her friend'seyes. Then shesad: "Sure.”

"Boy, | don't guessthere was anything esg, like."

"Oh, Lucy, comeon."

"There_was? "

"No, no."

"A lot of what you say makes sense," James Wolfe said, stepping forward during adramatic
pause. "And certainly we dl agree with you that thisruling wasillconsidered. But it isaruling, and can't
be abrogated. | assure you we've tried everything.”

"Who areyou, Sr?' Adam Cramer asked.

"My nameisWolfe, James Wolfe. I'm alawyer. | poke persondly, you may beinterested to
know, with Judge Silver, and I'd like to correct you on at least one point. Y ou're giving the impression
that adigtrict judge has authority to overrule afederd ruling. That's entirely wrong." James Wolfe turned
toward the crowd. "The judge had absolutely no choice in the matter. Asametter off the record, he
doesn't think any more of the decision than we do."

"Abraham Silver isaclever man, Mr. Wolfe. Y ou'd have to have studied the Stuation and dl of
its ramifications to understand that, as we do, We--"

"Just amoment. Just amoment. Asit happens, Mr. Cramer, | and agroup of other quaified men
_have studied the situation. It'sal very clear-cut. The Judge Parker quote that you take such stock inis
ridiculous as gpplied to conditionsin Caxton. Unless you propose to subrogate legal action with illega
action, | can't seethat you've presented anything in the form of apostive idea.”

Adam Cramer smiled tolerantly.

"Asit happens, Mr. Wolfe," hesaid, "1 do haveideas. And they're absolutely legd. They take
courage and daring, now, I'll tel you dl right off the bat. But they're legitimate.”

"All right, then, let's have them.”

"Fird, | want to get onething clear." Adam Cramer spoke distinctly, addressing himsdlf to the
entire assemblage. "Do you people want nigrasin your school? Answer yes or no!"

Therewas aroar from the crowd. "No!"

"No," Adam Cramer said, and smiled. "Fine. Now, are you willing to fight thisthing down to the
last ditch and keep fighting until it's conquered?’

Another roar, likeagiant wave: "Yedl"

"Yes. Fing" Adam Cramer raised his hands, and the people were quiet. "Wdl, I'm willing to
work with you. Maybe you want to know why. After dl, I'm not a Southerner. | wasn't born in Caxton.
But | am an American, friends, and | love my country--and | am ready to give up my life, if that be
necessary, to seethat my country stays free, white and American!”

Phillip Dongen, who has seldom been moved to such emotiona heights, led off the gpplause. It
wasafrantic drumroll.

"Friends, listen to me for aminute.” The young man's voice was Soft again. It rose and fell, the
words were soothing, or sharp as gunfire. "Please. Mr. Wolfe, over there, has mentioned something
about keeping the attack legd . Asfar as1'm concerned, somethingislegd or illegal depending on
whether it'sright or wrong. If nine old crowsin black robestell methat breathing isagaingt the law, I'm
not going to fed likeacrimina every timel take abreath. Theway | seeit, the people makethelaws,
hear? _The peoplel "



The car, bearing an out-of-county license plate, swung dowly onto George Street from the
highway. It was a 1939 Ford, caked with dust and rusty, loud with groans of dry metal. It had comea
long way. Thefive people within were limp with the heet, sllent and incurious. Only asmall part of their
minds, likeicebergs, were above the consciousleve of thought.

Ginger Beauchamp did not move the gear lever from high asthey commenced the hill, nor was he
concerned with the misfires and rattles that followed. His foot was numb on the accelerator pedal. He
could think only of getting through the seventy milesthat remained, of faling, exhausted, onto the cot.
There was no damn sense to vigiting his mother. She didn't gppreciateit. If she was so anxiousto see
him, why didn't she ever try to be alittle nice? he thought. Well, she'sold.

| say | ain't going to make thisdrive no more, but | am. And Harriet will want to come along and
bring Willie and Shirley and Pete.

Now, damn. If | could go just myself, then maybe it wouldn't be so damn bad. But | can't. She
just don't want to see me, she wants to see the kids, And--.

Ginger Beauchamp saw the people gathered on the lawn in front of the courthouse and Sowed
down.

"What isit?' Harriet said. She opened her eyes, but did not move.

"Nothin'. Go back to deep, get you plenty of deep.”

Heglared a hiswife and swore that next week he would make her learn to drive. That would
take some of the strain off. Then he could deep alittle, too.

"What isit, Ginger?'

"Nothin', | said.”

The car moved dowly, sill coughing and gasping with its heavy load. The overhead traffic light
turned red. Ginger pumped the brakes three times and put the gear lever in neutrd.

Sure alot of people.

He started to close his eyes, briefly, when out of the engine noise and murmur of the crowd, he
heard asharp, high voice.

"Hey-a, look!"

Then another voice, o high-pitched: " Git ‘em, now. Come on!”

Ginger looked around and saw a group of young boys sprinting across the street toward his car.
They werewhite boys.

What the hdll, now, he thought.

"Ginger, it'sgreen, Ginger."

He hesitated only a moment; then, when he saw the running people and heard what they were
ydling, he put hisfoot down, hard, on the accelerator.

But he had forgotten to take the car out of gear. The engine roared, ineffectively.

"Y ou niggers, hey. Wait a second, don't you run off, don't do that!"

Suddenly, the street in front of him was blocked with people. They surrounded the car ina
cautious circle, only the young ones coming close.

"What'sthe trouble?" Ginger asked.

"No trouble," aboy inaT-shirt and levisanswered. "Y ou looking for trouble?’

"No, | ain't looking for no trouble,” Ginger said. The exhaustion had left him. Harriet was staring,
getting ready to cry. The children were adeep. "Wejust goin' on to Holligter.”

"Oh, you jes a-goin’ on to Hollister? How do we know that?"

One of the boys put his hands on the window frame and began rocking the car.

"Don't do that now," Ginger said. He was athin man; his bones poked into hisdark black skin
like te.ntpoles. But the musclesin hisarmswere hard; years of lifting heavy boxes had made them that
way.

"Sweet Jesus," Harriet Beauchamp said. She had begun to tremble.

"Hush," Ginger said.



Another boy legped on the opposite running board, and the rocking got worse.

"Cut it out, now, come on, you kids," Ginger said. "l don't want to spoil nobody's fun, but we got
to get home."

"Who saysyou got to?"

Thecircle of people moved in, watching. Some of the men peeled away and approached the car.
Their throats were knotted. Their hands were clenched into fists.

A smdll white man with a crushed felt hat said, "Nobody gave you no permission to drive through
Caxton, niggers. They'sahighway to Holligter."

"Well, sure," Ginger said. "l know that. But--"

"But nothin'. How come you in our street, gettin' it al messed up?'

The two boys were rocking the car violently now. Pete Beauchamp, aged seven, woke up and
beganto cry.

Ginger looked at the small man in the crushed hat. "What's the matter with you folks?' he said.
"Weain't done nothin'. We ain't doneathing.”

"You got our street al dirty,” the smal man said.

Ginger felt hisheart beating faster. Harriet was staring with wide eyes, shuddering.

"Awright,” Ginger said. "We sorry. Wewon't come thisway no more.

"That'swhat you say," another man said. "1 figureyou lying."

"l don't tell nobody lies, mister,” Ginger said. He wastrying very hard to hold the anger that was
clawing up from his ssomach. Dimly he heard avoicecdling, " Stop it. Stop dl this, leavethem done! "
but it seemed distant and unredl. "Y ou dl just please get out the way, now, and well be gone.™

"You _tdlin'_us?' aboy shouted. "Hey, the coon'stellin’ uswhét to do."

Two more young whites leaped onto the running boards. The Ford rocked violently, back and
forth.

"State your business here," the small man said.

"I did,” Ginger sad. "'l told you, wetrying to get home."

"That'sacrock of plain shit!"

Ginger Beauchamp fdt it dl explode insde him. He clashed the gear lever into first and said,
"You dl drunk or crazy, one. I'm driving through here. If you don't want to get yourself run over, move
out the way!"

The boy inlevisand T-shirt reached in suddenly and pulled the keys out of the ignition. Ginger
grabbed him, but afist shot into his neck. He gagged.

Y oung men with knives began to stab the tires of the Ford, then.

Othersthrew pebblesinto the window. The sharp, hard little stones struck Ginger's face and
Harriet's, and the children in the back seat were dl awake now, shrilling.

"You crazy!" Ginger shouted. "Gimme back my keydl™

"Comeand get it, black man!"

"Sure, come on out and get it!"

A stone glanced off Ginger'sforehead. He felt asmall trickle of warm blood. Now the circle had
engulfed the car, and the people were dl shouting and yelling, and the Ford was lifted off itswhedls.

"Maybe you learn now, maybe you learn we don't want you herel”

"Look at him, chicken!"

"Y ah, chicken!"

Ginger forced the door open. The grinning boys jumped back, stared, waiting.

"Honey, don't, please don't!"

Ginger stood there, and aquiet came over the people. They stared at him, and he saw something
intheir facesthat he had never seen before. He was thirty-eight years old, and held lived in the South all
hislife, and hismother had told him stories, but he had never seen anything like this or dreamed that it
could happen.

It occurred, suddenly, to Ginger that he was going to die.

And standing there in the middle of the crowd of white people, he wondered why.



Theword came out. "Why?*

The smal man hawked and spat on the ground. ™Y ou ought t’know, nigger,” he said.

Therewasno air. Only the heat and the smdll of swest and heavy bresth,

The sllence lasted another ingtant. Then the young men laughed, and ambled loosely over to the
car. One of them supported himself on two others, lifted hisfeet and kicked the rear window. Glass
exploded inward.

Ginger Beauchamp sprang, blind with fury. He pushed the two boys away and confronted the
onewho had kicked the glass. He was a gangling youth of no more than sixteen. His face was covered
with blackheads and his hair hung matted over hisforehead like strips of seaweed. He saw Ginger'srage
and grinned widdly.

"Dontyou doit,” Harriet cried. "Ginger, don't!"

The thin Negro knew what it would mean to strike awhite man; but he aso knew what it would
mean if he did not fight to protect hisfamily. All of this passed through hismind in aflash. Asquickly, he
decided.

He was about to smash hisfist into the boy's face, when avoice cried, "Awright, now, breek it
up! Break it up!" and the people began to move.

"Nigger here come a-lookin' for trouble, Sheriff!"

"Which?'

"Thisone™

"Awright, Freddy, you go on home now. Well take care of it."

"Heliketo run over mel"

"Go on home."

The circle of people gradually broke off, moved away, some standing and watching from the
corner, others disgppearing into the night.

Ginger Beauchamp stood next to his automobile, hishands ill bunched solidly into fists, the
cordstight inhisneck andin hisarms.

A largemaninagray suit said, "Y ou better get dong.”

Ginger could see only the red faces and the angry eyes, and hear the words that had fallen on
'him like whiplashes.

"I think he's hurt, Sheriff."

"Naw, heaint hurt. Areyou, fdla?

Ginger couldn't answer. Someone was talking to him, the kids were crying, Harriet was looking
at him--but he couldn't answer.

Thelarge man in the gray suit nodded to a uniformed policeman. "Tony," he said, "get ‘em out of
here quick. Send one car along.”

"Yes gar.”

"Don't waste any time."

The policeman walked over to Ginger Beauchamp and said, "Let'sgo.”

Ginger nodded.

Suddenly he was very tired again.

"Tom, | know how you fed," the sheriff said, "but we don't want to go flying off the handle.”

"Why not?' Tom McDanid's heart was gtill hammering inside his chest, and the fury & what he
had seen filled him. " Those people might have been killed if | hadn't dragged you out when | did."

"What people?’

"The Negroesin the car!”

Sheriff Parkhouse gave Tom asidelong glance. He began to fill his pipe with tobacco, dowly,
rocking in the cane-bottomed chair. "1 been living herefor thirty years™" he said, "and in al that time, |
an't never seen anigger get hurt. Have you?"

Tom found himsdlf actively didiking the large man. He particularly didiked the easy, dow



movements, the unruffled cam. A little tobacco, up and down, gently, with the silver toal, alittle more
tobacco . . . "That hasn't got anything to do with it." he said.

"Maybe not, maybe not. But answer the question, Tom. Have you ever seen anigger get hurt in
Caxton?'

"Yes" Tomsad. "Tonight."

The sheriff sighed. Hislesthery, country flesh had begun to sag from the high cheekbones, and
there was something incongruous about the crewcut that kept his white hair short and flat on his head.
Here, Tom thought, in thisjail, he'sking. People fear him. People actually fear thisignorant man.

Parkhouse sucked fire into the scarred bowl of the pipe, released a cloud of thick, aromatic
amoke. "Wdl," hesaid, amiling, "what you got in your mind for meto do?'

"Takeaction,"” Tom said. "Keep the peace. That'swhat you're getting paid for."

Parkhouse stopped smiling.

"That'sright,” Tom said angrily. "Y ou're mighty quick to pick adrunk off the street, Rudy, some
poor fellathat doesn't care any what happensto him. But when it comesto redl trouble, you just can't
bring yoursdlf to move off that seet.”

The chair came forward with acrack. Parkhouse stared for amoment, and his eyes were hard
andsmadl. "That," he said dowly, "ain't very polite.”

"Polite!" Tom waked to the window and turned. "L et me get thisstraight. A family was attacked
in thistown tonight. Y ou know who did the attacking and so do I. Property was destroyed and people
wereinjured. There was blood. And you don't intend to do athing about it. Not a single goddamn thing.
Isthat correct?’

"Y eah, that's correct! Now listen, it'sreal easy for you to sit back and say Take action.' Y eah.
But you don't even know what you're talking about. What _kind _ of action?' The sheriff began to jab the
ar with his pipestem. "There was at least fifty people around that car. Y ou want to arrest al of them?”

Tom opened his mouth to answer.

"Okay, let'ssay wedo that. | arrest al of them fifty people. Charge ‘em with disorderly conduct.
Then what? Thisjail herewas built in 1888, Tom. The doors are stedl, but the walls are partly adobe: a
thirteen-year-old could bust out in twenty minutesif he put hismind to it. Okay, fifty people. And they're
hoppin' mad, too, don't think they ain't. I'd be. Now we got nine 18 by 18 cells and two runarounds,
modlly filled asitis. Y ou begin to get the drift?"

The sheriff brought his pipeto lifeagain. "'l liketo seeared civic-minded citizen, Tom, | do.
Somebody al the time thinking about the community. Shows red fine spirit. | just wish that you and your
paper had of seento it that we got us adecent jail before you come in here bellering for meto arrest half
thetown..."

Tom ran ahand through his hair. The sheriff'sword stung, for it wastrue. He hadn't ever taken
much interest in the condition of thejail. The man had a point, anyway.

"But let metdl you something ese" Parkhouse went on dryly. The way helooked, ditting there,
made it suddenly easy to understand why certain people feared him. "Even if we had acalaboosethe size
of San Quentin, | still wouldn't go out and start hauling everybody in. Tom, you don't seem to see. Half of
those people were kids. School kids. Throwing them injail would belike giving them a Christmas
present.”

"What do you mean?"'

"l mean, every kid wantsto get put in acdll for anight or so. It'salark. Hell, they'd have so
much fun they'd probably tear this old place down to the ground!”

"Maybe so, but--"

"And here's something elsethat | guessyou ain't thought about. Who, exactly, do we arrest? The
oneswho was actually touching the car? The ones in the street, whether they did anything or not? Or, just
to be on the safe side, should we arrest everybody who attended the meeting?' Parkhouse chuckled.
"That'd include you and your daughter. She wasthere, | heard.”

"Who told you that?"

"Jmmy, or somebody. What's the difference? I'm just trying to show you why | can't 'take



action." And I wouldn't waste my time thisway, either, if | didn't know you was aman with some sense.”

Somewherein thejail, somewhere upstairs, avoice wasraised in song. It was not a particularly
mournful or moving sound.

"But onething gill remains. A crime was committed and nobody's been punished. They got away
withiit, clean. So what's to stop them from doing the same thing tomorrow night?*

The sheriff took a bottle of pop from the refrigerator behind the desk and removed the cap.

"The peoplein thistown are good," he said. "I ought to know that better than anyone dse, ain't
that so? They're good. But it's hot, and somebody just got them riled, that'sal. Now it's out of their
system. We--"

"That'sright,” Tom snapped. "Somebody got them riled. Y ou might even say, somebody talked
them into doing what they did."

Parkhouse nodded.

"Y ou know what that's called, Rudy?'

"l don't get you."

"That'scdled 'inciting toriot.' It'sacrime. If you don't believe me, look it up.”

"I know what'sacrime and what isn't," the sheriff said. "I don't have to look nothing up.”

"Then why don't you throw Adam Cramer into jail ?*

"Who?'

"Oh, for Christ's sskel" Tom dammed his palm down on the desk. "The kid who gave the
gpeech! The kid who started the whole thing in the first place, who got the people dl inflamed. Adam
Cramer!"

"Oh." The sheriff emptied haf of the bottle of Dr. Pepper down histhroat and leaned back in his
char. "Wel," hesad, "l can't very well do that, either, Tom."

"Y ou can't very well do that, either--_why not? "

"Just take it easy, now, and I'll explain--just like | explained the other things. | can't arrest
Cramer because he wasn't even around when the niggers drove up. To get him for sedition and inciting to
riot, we'd have to catch him right there at the front of the mob, leading 'em on. Asit was, hewasin Joan's
Cafe, having acup of coffee with VVerne Shipman, when it happened.”

"With Verne?' The anger in Tom gave way suddenly to confusion, and fear.

"That'sright," the sheriff said. "And you know, Tom, you can't put amanin jail for speaking his
mind. If you don't believe me, look it up." He smiled. "Maybe you and me don't go dong with that, now,
but it'sin the Congtitution. If a man wantsto, he can get out on a street corner and call the President of
the United States a son of a bitch--and nobody can stop him. He can say Americaisno good and we
ought to al be Communists-hdl, he can say _anything_--and nobody's dlowed to touch him. It'swhat's
called Freedom of Speech. Besides, theway | heard it, thisfelladidn't say one solitary thing that
everybody intown ain't been saying right dong. What have you got againgt him, anyway?"

"Adam Cramer isarabble-rouser,” Tom said, in ahopelessvoice.

"Wéll, hell, maybe we need alittle rabble-rousing here!" The sheriff laughed goodnaturedly. "But
it could bel didn't get my facts straight. Y ou were there. Did hetell those folksto stop the niggersin the
ca?'

"No."

"Did hetell them to do anything except maybe join this organization of his?'

"I--no. No, that's dl hetold them.”

"Wll, see, that ain't hardly grounds for arrest. Just good old Freedom of Speech in action,
Tom!"

"Yes" Tom sad.

"That's Democracy.”

"y es"

The sheriff dgpped Tom's shoulder affably. "Don't get mewrong,” he said. "I hateto see
anybody get hurt in my town. | don't care whether he's white or black. But | persondly think this
particular nigramust of been one of those wise ones that are moving into the county from the North; |



think he must of started shooting off his mouth: otherwise nothing like thiswould of happened, and you
know it. They're good people here, but they won't put up with asmart-assnigra. | can't blame them for
that. Canyou, Tom?"

"No, | can't blame them for that,” Tom said and started out the door.

"Get somedeep,” the sheriff cdled. "And don't worry. They got it all out of their system tonight!”

Got _what_ out of their syslem? Tom thought.

The night air was moist and hot and windless, and the dark streets were empty now. Tom
McDanid waked to hiscar, got in and lit acigarette.

The people I'velived with most of my life would have murdered that Negro, he thought, if |
hadn't called Parkhouse. That's certain.

What isit that the people have to get out of their systems? What isit that stays so closeto the
surface that afew wordsfrom a'Y ankee stranger can send it flooding out?

Tonight, he thought, was the beginning.

A war iscoming to my town; and | don't even know whose side I'm on.

Introduction to
MOURNING SONG
by Jerry Sohl

Those of uswho knew Charles Beaumont well called him Chuck, when talking to him directly or
referring to him with others, but looking back, the name doesn't fit. It doesn't fit because it makes him an
ordinary guy, and Chuck was anything but ordinary.

It's hard to remember him as anything but the finished product, the hypnotic weaver of dreams,
fright, awe, hungers and dreads, the man possessed of talentswe dl wished we had, in thetdlling, in the
plotting, inthe air of distinction and completeness that he brought to every piece hewrote. It isdifficult to
think that Charles Beaumont actually worked hard for many yearsto achieve hisstyle, hiseffect, his
discipline, yet we all know it wasn't easy and that he struggled to become the master story-teller he was.

That he fought against terrible odds can be seen in dmost dl hisworks, for he understood how it
was for the dreamers, those who hunger after things or ideas or experiences or people because he had
been there. He was able to bring to each tale aprismatic view of the world, afacet we are privileged to
see and which we might never have seen if he hadn't written it.

"Mourning Song" is one of those stories that Beaumont was so good at, atae of smple people
samply told, about those who believe and one who does not. The blind singer of the "Mourning Song," is
Solomon, and to have him sing the mourning song for you means you're going to die. Solomon was
whispered about and feared like the plague, but he was respected. That is, until Lonnie Y ounger doesn't
believe it when the song is sung for him and he triesto fight the inevitable, and we see how Beaumont has
gently ledus where he has, to show us how Lonnie's disbelief only helps make Solomon's song come true
inagartling, ironic twist that is Beaumont's hallmark.



MOURNING SONG
by Charles Beaumont

He had araven on his shoulder and two empty holeswhere his eyes used to be, if he ever had
eyes, and he carried aguitar. | saw him first when the snow was waking over the hills, turning them to
whitevelvet. | felt good, | felt young, and, in the dead of winter, the spring wind wasin my blood. It was
along time ago.

| remember | was out back helping my daddy chop up firewood. He had theax up inthe air,
about to bring it down on the piece of soft bark | was holding on the block, when he stopped, with the ax
intheair, and looked off in the direction of Hunter's Hill. | let go of the bark and looked off that way,
too. And that'swhen | saw Solomon for thefirst time. But it wasn't the way he looked that scared me, he
wastoo far away to see anything except that it was somebody walking in the snow. It was the way my
daddy looked. My daddy was agood big man, asbhig asany | ever met or saw, and | hadn't ever seen
him look afraid, but he looked afraid now. He put the ax down and stood there, not moving or saying
anything, only standing there breething out little puffs of cold and looking afraid.

Then, after awhile, the man walking in the snow walked up to the road by our house, and | saw
him close. Maybe | wouldn't have been scared if it hadn't been for the way my daddy was acting, but
probably | would have been. | waslittle then and | hadn't ever in my whole life seen anybody without
eyesin hishead.

My daddy waited until he saw that the blind man wasn't coming to our house, then he grabbed
me off the ground and hugged me so hard it hurt my chest. | asked him what the matter was, but he didn't
answer. He started off down the road after the blind man. | went ong with him, waiting for him to tell
meto get on home, but he didn't. We walked for over two miles, and every time we came to somebody's
house, the people who lived there would stand out in the yard or insde at the window, watching, the way
my daddy did, and when we passed, they'd come out and join the parade.

Pretty soon there was us and Jake Overton and his wife and Peter Briley and old man Jaspers
and the whole Randdl family, and more | can't remember, trailing down along the road together,
following the blind man.

| thought sure, somebody said.

Sodid |, my daddy said.

Who you supposeit's going to be? Mr. Briley said.

My daddy shook his head. Nobody knows, he said. Except him.

We waked another mile and ahalf, cutting across the Pritchetts field where the snow was up to
my knees, and nobody said anything more. | knew the only placestherewasin thisdirection, but it didn't
mean anything to me because nobody had ever told me anything about Solomon. | know | wondered as
we walked how you could see where you were going if you didn't have eyes, and | couldn't see how you
could, but that old man knew just exactly where hewas going. Y ou knew that by looking at him and
watching how he went around stumps and logs on the ground.

Once| thought he was going to walk into the plow the Pritchetts left out to rust when they got
their new one, but he didn't. He walked right around it, and | kept wondering how athing like that could
be. | closed my eyesand tried it but | couldn't keep them closed more than a couple of seconds. When |
opened them, | saw that my daddy and dl the rest of the people had stopped walking. All except the old
blind man.



We were out by the Schreiber place. It looked warm and nice inside with dl the lamps burning
and gray smoke climbing straight up out of the chimney. Probably the Schrelbers were having their
breakfast.

Which one, | wonder, my daddy said to Mr. Randall.

Theold one, Mr. Randall said.

Hesgoing on eighty.

My daddy nodded his head and watched as the old blind man walked through the snow to the
big pinetreethat sat in the Schreibers yard and lifted the guitar strap over hishead.

Going on eighty, Mr. Randdl said again.

Yes.

Itsthe old man, al right.

Everybody quieted down then. Everybody stood till in the snow, waiting, what for | didn't
know. | wanted to pee. More than anything in the world | wanted to pee, right there in the snow, and
watch it melt and seaminthe air. But | couldn't any morethan | could at church. In away, thiswaslike
church.

Up ahead the old blind man leaned his face next to the guitar and touched the strings. | don't
know how he thought he was going to play anything in this cold. It was cold enough to make your ears
hurt. But he kept touching the strings, and the sound they made was just like the sound any guitar makes
when you'retrying to get it tuned, except maybe louder. | tried to look at hisface, but | couldn't because
of those holes where his eyes should have been. They made me sick. | wondered if they went dl the way
up into hishead. And if they didn't where did they stop?

He began to play the Mourning Song then. | didn't know that was the name of it, or what it
meant, or anything, but | knew | didn't likeit. It made methink of sad things, like when | went hunting by
myself onetime and thisdoe | shot fell down and got up again and started running around in circlesand
findly died right in front of me, looking at me. Or when | caught abunch of catfish at the dew without
bait. | carried them home and everything wasfine until | saw that two of them were dill dive. So | did
what my daddy said was acrazy thing. | put those catfish in apail of water and carried them back to the
dew and dumped them in. | thought I'd see them swim away happy, but they didn't. They sank just like
rocks.

That song made me think of things like that, and that waswhy | didn't like it then, even before |
knew anything about it.

The old blind man started singing. Y ou wouldn't expect anything but a croak to come out of that
toothless old mouth, but if you could take away what he was singing, and the way he looked, you would
have to admit he could redlly sng. He had ahigh, sweet voice, amost like awoman's, and you could
understand every word.

_Longvaley, dark valey . . . hear thewind cry! . . . in darkness were born and in darknesswe
die. .. dl alone, done, to the end of our days. . . to the end of our days, dl aone_. ..

Mr. Schrieber came outside in his shirtdeeves. He looked even more afraid than my daddy had
looked. Hisface was white and you could see, even from where | stood, that he was shaking. Hiswife
came out after aminute and started crying, then hisfather, old man Schreiber, and hisboy Carl who was
my age.

The old blind man went on singing for along time, then he stopped and put the guitar back over
his head and walked away. The Schreibers went back into their house. My daddy and | went back to
our own house, nat following the blind man thistime but taking thelong way.

Wedidn't talk about it till late that night. Then my daddy came into my room and sat down on my
bed. He told me that the blind man's name was Solomon, at least that was what people called him
because he was so old. Nobody knew how helost his eyes or how he got around without them, but
there werelots of things that Solomon could do that nobody understood.

Likewhat?| asked.

He scratched his cheek and waited awhile before answering. He can smell deeth, he said, findly.
He can smel it coming ahundred miles off. | don't know how. But he can.



| said | didn't believeit. My daddy just shrugged his shoulders and told me | was young. When |
got older I'd see how Solomon was never wrong. Whenever Solomon walked up to you, he said, and
undung that guitar and started to Sng Mourning Song, you might aswell tell them to dig deep.

That was why he had looked so scared that morning. He thought Solomon was coming to our
house.

But didn't nothing happen to the Schreibers, | said.

Y ou wait, my daddy said. HEll keep on going there and then one day hell quit.

| did wait, dmost aweek, but nothing happened, and | began to wonder if my daddy wasn't
getting alittle feeble, talking about people smelling death and dl. Then on the eighth day, Mr. Randall
cameover.

The old man? my daddy asked.

Mr. Randall shook his head. Alex, he said, meaning Mr. Schreiber. Took sick last night.

My daddy turned to me and said, Y ou believeit now?

And | said, No, | don't. | said | believed that an old blind man walked up to the Schreibers
house and sang asong and | believed that Mr. Alex Schreiber died alittle over aweek later but | didn't
believe any man could know it was going to happen. Only God could know such athing, | said.

Maybe Solomon is God, said my daddy.

That dirty old man without any eyesin hishead?

Maybe. Y ou know what God looks like?

No, but | know He ain't blind, | know He don't walk around with abird on His shoulder, | know
He don't sng songs.

How do you know that?

| just do.

Well and good, but take heed--if you see him coming, if you just happen to see him coming
down from Hunter's Hill some morning, and he passes near you, don't you let him hear you talking like
thet.

What'll he do?

| don't know. If he can do what he can do, what can't he do?

He can't scare me, that's what--and he can't make me believein him! You're crazy! | said to my
daddy, and he hit me, but | went on saying it a the top of my voice until | fell asleep.

| saw Solomon again about six months later, or maybe ayear, | don't remember.

Looking the same, walking the same, and haf the valey after him. | didn't go dong.

My daddy did, but | didn't. They al went to the Briley house that time. And Mrs.

Briley died four days afterward. But | said | didn't believeit.

When Mr. Randall himself came running over one night saying held had acall from Solomon and
him and my daddy got drunk on wine, and Mr. Randall died the next day, even then | didn't believeit.

How much proof you got to have, boy? my daddy said.

| couldn't makeit clear then what it was that was tormenting me. | couldn't ask theright
guestions, because they weren't redlly questions, then, just fedings. Like, thisain't theworld here, this
place. Peopledie dl over the world, millions of people, every day, every minute. Y ou mean you think
that old bastard is carting off al over theworld? Y ou think he goesto Chinain that outfit and playsthe
guitar? And what about the bird? Birds don't live long. What's he got, adozen of ‘'em? And, | wanted to
know, why does he do what he does? What the hell's the point of telling somebody they're going to dieiif
they can't do something about it?

| couldn't believe in Solomon because | couldn't understand him. | did say that, and my daddy
sad, If you could understand him, he wouldn't be Solomon.

What's that mean?

Means he's mysterious.

So'sfire, | sad. But | wouldn't believeinit if it couldn't put out heat or burn anything.

Y ou're young.

| was, too. Eleven.



By thetime | was grown, | had the questions, and | had the answers. But | couldn't tell my
daddy. On my eighteenth birthday, we were whooping it up, drinking liquor and singing, when somebody
looked out the window. Everything stopped then. My daddy didn't even bother to go look.

Could befor anybody here, somebody said.

No. | fed it. It'sfor me.

Y ou don't know.

| know. Lonnie's aman now, it'stime for me to move on.

| went to the window. Some of the people we hadn't invited were behind Solomon, gazing at our
house. He had the guitar undung, and he was srummingit.

The peoplefinished up their drinking quietly and looked at my daddy and went back out. But
they didn't go home, not until Solomon did.

| was drunk, and this made me drunker. | remember | laughed, but my daddy, hedidntandina
little while he went on up to bed. | never saw him look so tired, so worn out, never, and | saw him work
in thefield eighteen hours aday for months.

Nothing happened the first week. Nor the second. But he didn't get out of bed that whole time,
and hedidn't talk. He just waited.

Thethird week, it came. He started coughing. Next day he called for my mother, dead those
eighteen years. Doe Garson came and looked him over. Pneumonia, he said.

That morning my daddy was till and cold.

| hated Solomon then, for thefirgt time, and | hated the peoplein thevaley. But | couldn't do
anything about it. We didn't have any money, and nobody would ever want to buy the place. So | settled
in, done, and worked and tried to forget about the old blind man. He cameto me at night, in my deep,
and I'd wake up, mad, sometimes, but | knew adream couldn't hurt you, unlessyou let it. And | didn't
plantolet it.

Etillasaid | wasright, and | think that'swhen | first saw her. 1'd seen her every Sunday at church,
with her ma, when my daddy and | went there together, but shewas only alittle thing then. | didn't even
know who she waswhen | started buying grain from her at the store, and when she told me her name, |
just couldn't believeit. | don't think there's been many prettier girlsin the world. Her hair wasn't golden, it
was kind of brown, her figure wasn't kinny like the pictures, but full and lush and she had freckles, but |
knew, in ahurry, that she was the woman | wanted. | hadn't ever felt the way she made me fed. Excited
and nervous and hot.

It'slove, Bundy Matthews said. He was my best friend. You'rein love.

How do you know?

| just do.

But what if sheain't in love with me?

Youreafool.

How can | find out?

Y ou can't, not if you don't do anything except stand there and buy grain off of her.

It was the hardest thing I've ever done, asking her to walk with me, but | did it, and she said yes,
and that'swhen | found out that Bundy wasright. All the nervousness went away, but the excitement and
heet, they stayed. | felt wonderful. Every time | touched her it made my whole life up to then nothing but
getting ready, just twenty-four years of getting reedy to touch Etilla.

Nothing she wouldn't talk about, that girl. Even Solomon, who never was talked about, ever, by
anybody else, except when hewastraveling.

Wonder where helives, I'd say.

Oh, probably in some cave somewhere, she'd say.

Wonder _how_helives.

| don't know what you mean.

| mean, where does he find anything to edt.

| never thought about it.

Stray dogs, probably.



And wed laugh and then talk about something else. Then, after we'd courted six months, | asked
Etillato be my bride, and she said yes.

We st the date for thefirst of June, and | mean to tell you, | worked from dawn to dusk, every
day, just to keep from thinking about it. | wanted so much to hold her in my arms and wake up to find
her there beside mein the bed that it hurt, dl over. It wasn't like any other hurt. It didn't go away, or
ease. It just stayed insde me, growing, till | honestly thought 1'd break open.

| was thinking about that one day, out in thefield, when | heard the music. | et go of the plow
and turned around, and there he was, maybe a hundred yards away. | hadn't laid eyeson himin six
years, but he didn't look any different. Neither did the holeswhere his eyes used to be, or the raven. Or
the people behind him.

_Longvalley, dark valley . . . hear thewind cry! . . . in darknesswere born and in darkness we
die. .. dl alone, done, to the end of our days. . . to the end of our days, dl aone_. ..

| felt the old hate come up then, because seeing him made me see my daddy again, and the look
on my daddy's face when he held the ax inthe air that first time and when he died.

But the hate didn't last long, because there wasn't any part of me that was afraid, and that made
me fed good. | waited for him to finish and when he did, | clapped applause for him, laughed, and turned
back to my plowing. | didn't even bother to see when they al |eft.

Next night | went over to Etillas, theway | did every Thursday night. Her mother opened the
door, and looked at me and said, Y ou can't comein, Lonnie.

Why not?

Why not?Y ou know why not.

No, | don'. Isit about me and Etilla?

Y ou might say. I'm sorry, boy.

What'd | do?

No answer.

| didn't do anything. | haven't done what you think. We said we'd wait.

Shejust looked at me.

Y ou hear me? | promised we'd wait, and that's what were going to do. Now let mein.

| could see Etillastanding back in the room, looking a me. She was crying. But her mother
wouldn't open the door any farther.

Tdl me

He called on you, boy. Don't you know that?

Whao?

Solomon.

Sowhat?1 don't beievein dl that stuff, and neither does Etilla. It'salot of lies. HESjust acrazy
old blind man. Ian't that right, Etillal

| got mad then, when she didn't answer, and | pushed the door open and went in. Etillastarted to
run. | grabbed her. It'slies, | said. We agreed on that!

| didn't think he'd call on you, Lonnie, she said.

Her mother came up. He never fails, she said. He's never been wrong in forty years.

| know, and | know why, too! | told her. Because everybody _believes in him. They never ask
questions, they never think, they just believe, and _that's why he never failsl Well, | want you to know |
don't believe and neither does Etillaand that's why thisis onetime he'sgoing to fail!

| could have been talking to cordwood.

Etilla, tell your mother I'mright! Tell her we're going to be married, just like we planned, and we
aren't going to let an old man with aguitar spoil our life.

| won't et her marry you, the old woman said. Not now. | like you, Lonnie Y ounger, yourea
good, strong, hard-working boy, and you'd have made my girl afine husband, but you're going to die
soon and | don't want Etillato be awidow. Do you?

No, you know | don't, but | keep trying to tell you, I'm _not_ going to die. I'm hedthy, and if you
don't believeit, you go ask Doe Carson.



It wouldn't matter. Y our daddy was hedlthy, remember, and so was Ed Kimball and Mrs.
Jackson and little Petey Griffin, and it didn't matter. Solomon knows. He smdllsit.

Theway Etillalooked at me, | could have been dead areedy.

| went home then and tried to get drunk, but it didn't work. Nothing worked. | kept thinking
about that old man and how he took the one thing | had left, the one good, beautiful thing in my whole
life, and tore it away fromme.

He came every day, like always, followed by the people, and | kept trying to see Etilla. But | felt
like aghost. Her mother wouldn't even come to the door.

I'm alivel I'd scream at them. Look at me. I'm dive.

But the door stayed barred.

Finaly, one day, her mother yelled at me, Lonnie! Y ou come here getting my Etilla upset one
moretime and I'll shoot you and then see how dive you'l be!

| drank aquart of winethat night, Sitting by the window. The moon was bright. Y ou could see
likeit was day, dmost. For hoursthe field was empty, then they came, Solomon at their head.

Hisvoice might not have been different, but it seemed that way, | don't know how. Softer,
maybe, or higher. | sat there and listened and looked at them dl, but when he sang those words, _All
aone , | threw the bottle down and ran outside.

| ran right up to him, closer then anyone ever had got, | guess, close enough to touch him.

God damnyou, | said.

Hewent on singing.

Stopit!

He acted like | wasn't there.

Y ou may be blind, you crazy old son of abitch, but you're not deaf! I'm telling you--and all the
rest of you--to get off my property, now! Y ou hear me?

Hedidn't move. | don't know what happened insde me, then, except that al the hate and mad
and sorrow 1'd been feeling came back and bubbled over. | reached out first and grabbed that bird on his
shoulder. | held it in my hands and squeezed it and kept on squeezing it till it stopped screaming. Then |
threw it away.

The people started murmuring then, like they'd seen adam burst, or an earthquake, but they
didn't move.

Get out of herel | yelled. Go sing to somebody else, somebody who bdievesin you. | don't.
Hear me?| dont!

| pulled his hands away from the strings. He put them back. | pulled them away again.

Y ou got them all fooled, | said. But | know you can't smell degath, or anything else, because you
stink so bad yoursdlf! | turned to the people. Come and take asniff! | told them. Take a sniff of an old
man who hasn't been near a cake of sogpin al hislife--seewhat it isyou been afraid of!

They didn't move.

Hesonly aman! | yelled. Only aman!

| saw they didn't believe me, so | knew | had to show them, and | think it came to me that maybe
thiswould be theway to get Etillaback. | should have thought of it before! If | could prove he wasn't
anything but aman, they'd dl have to see they were wrong, and that would save them because then they
wouldn't just lie down and die, like dogs, whenever they looked out and saw Solomon and heard that
damn song. Because they wouldn't _see  Solomon. Held be gone.

| had my hands around histhroat. | felt like wet leather. | pressed ashard as| could, and kept on
pressing, with my thumbs digging into his gullet, deeper and deeper, and then | let him drop. He didn't
move.

Look at him, | yelled holding up my hands. He's dead! Solomon isdead! God isdead! The man
isdead! | killed him!

The people backed away.

Look at him! Touch him! Y ou want to smell desth, too? Go ahead, doit!

| laughed till | cried, then | ran dl the way to Etilla's house. Her mother shot at me, just the way



she said shewould, but | knew sheld miss. It was an old gun, she was an old woman. | kicked the door
open. | grabbed them both and practically dragged them back to my place. They had to seeit with their
own eyes. They had to see the old man sprawled out dead on the ground.

Hewas right where 1 dropped him.

Look at him, | said, and it was close to dawn now so they could see him even better. Hisface
was blue and histongue was sticking out of hismouth like afat black snake.

| took loose the guitar while they were looking and stomped it to pieces.

They looked up at me, then, and started running.

| didn't bother to go after them, becauseit didn't matter any more.

It didn't matter, either, when Sheriff Crowder came to see methe next day.

Y ou did murder, Lonnie, he said. Thirty people saw you.

| didn't argue.

Hetook meto thejail and told mel wasin bad trouble, but | shouldn't worry too much,
consdering thefacts. He never thought Solomon was anything but alunatic, and he didn't think the judge
would be too hard on me. Of courseit could turn out either way and he wasn't promising anything, but
probably it would go dl right.

| _didn't_worry, either. Not until last night. | waslying on my cot, deeping, when | had adream.
It had to be, because | heard Solomon. His voice was clear and high, and sadder than it had ever been.
And | saw him, too, when | went to the window and looked out. It was him and no question, standing
across the street under abig old em treg, Singing.

_Longvaley, dark valey . . . hear thewind cry! . . . in darknesswe're born and in darknesswe
die. .. dl done, alone, to the end of our days. . . to theend of our days, al adone_.. ..

It scared me, dl right, that dream, but | don't think it will scare me much longer. | mean | redly
don't.

Tomorrow'sthetrid. And whenit'sover, I'm going to teke me along trip. | am.

Introduction to
Unpublished Stories

[CharlesBeaumontSel ectedStories-pic5.jpg]

Thefollowing storieswere left unpublished at the time of Beaumont's death.
Three--"Appointment With Eddie,” "The Man With the Crooked Nosg" and "The Carnivd"--were to
have been included in afourth Beaumont collection, _ A Touch of the Creature . The book, to have been
released in 1964, was dropped after lengthly negotiations with Bantam Booksfell through in late-i 963.

"The Crime of Willie Washington" is an early work, and, according to one of Beaumont's | etters,
onefor which he had a"great fondness.” It reflects ayoung writer's obvious talents.



"To Hdl with Claude’ wasto have been the last in astring of " Claude” stories ("The Last Word,"
"I, Claude," "The Guests of Chance" "The Rest of Science Fiction’) which Beaumont had writtenin
collaboration with Chad Oliver. "The series," explains Oliver--which gppearedin_F& SF
magazine--was the result of "amutua didikefor al of the clichesthat had crept into science fiction. We
decided to just take dl of them we could possibly cram into one story and just get rid of them.
_Forever_. And, of course, we used an Adam and Eve frame, which was about astrite as you could

possibly get. . ."

Introduction to
TOHELL WITH CLAUDE
by Chad Oliver

January 10, 1987
Dear Chuck:

A lot of years, as Claude might say. Y ou'll remember. We roughed out this story in 1955, rolling
around on the floor and howling like maniacs. Y ou wrote your part and sent it to mein April, 1956. 1
wrote therest and finished it up last night. Who knows, maybe we have set some kind of record for
procragtination. In any event, what with one thing and another, it came out about half Beaumont and half
Oliver, asusual. Well leaveit to the Claude scholars to figure out who wrote what.

There are probably afew things| forgot to tell you the last time we talked. Y ou know how it is.
Did I mention how much | treasured your friendship? Did | mention how much | admired your magic with
words? Did | tell you how proud of you | was? | suppose we were dways too busy having fun to speak
what wasin our hearts.

Writing thiswas pure joy for me. It brought you back for afew days. Chuck, | can hear you
laughing, and that isasit should be. That's how | remember you.

If there is a sadness--afly in the old ointment, so to speak--it is because there can never be
another Claude story in thisworld. That's al shewrote Claude, dear Claude, whatever he was, belonged
to both of us. Where else could Tony Boucher, who bought the first Claude stories, appear asa
character inthefina epic? (Y es, and Mick McComas too, offstage but present in spirit.)

| am alittle older now. Bgeand | think of you often. | have looked a short distance down that
last road you travelled. Not far, and a different bug, but | understand what you faced. Cheers, Chuck.

Hey, I'm not in any hurry. I'll hold the fort here for another decade or two. But when | see you
again, what think you? Wouldn' it be great to do it all again, one last time?

Old friend, Claude awaits. He won't let go of us.

With love,
Chad



TOHELL WITH CLAUDE
by Charles Beaumont and Chad Oliver

There was a breeze, sun-warmed and gentle; the smell of magnolia blossoms, and, from the work
fields, happy voicesraised in song. To another, the day might have spelled Peace. But to Claude Adams,
thrice father of the Earth's population, old now and tired, tired, but still possessed of a mind sharper than
any razor, there wasllittle to cheer about. He fingered the bulky object in hislap for afleeting moment
and then sent it hurtling across the room.

"Books!" he snorted.

"Now, Dad," hiswife said.

"Bookd" herepested. "Confound it, Woola, itisnot fair. It islacking in judtice. | get acivilization
ticking, tuneit finally to perfection, and what happens? The seeds of decay are planted. The rumblings of
revolution. By dl the Gods, woman, am Ito have no rest?"

Woolawheded hersdlf to her hushand's side and ran desi ccated, though cooal, fingersthrough his
sone-white hair. "1 know, | know," she wheezed in what she fondly imagined to be a soothing manner.

"Y ou've worked so hard. But isn't it possible that you're getting your dander up over nothing?'

"Be damned to dander!" Claude had hisblood up. "Nothing? Do you call those nothing?' He
gestured toward the stack of ill-bound volumesin the corner and trembled like awind-whipped sapling.

Woolacould not reply.

"Heresthething," Claude said, aware that he had startled the old lady. "Weve got a pretty neat
little lifeway working now. Nothing fancy, mind you, but it clicksright along, one-two, one-two, and. .

Ah, but what was the use? The former Sarboomian princess had adoll's face and, he had to
admit, amind to match: how could he expect her to grasp the true complexities of the problem? Poor,
frightened little bird, there was no way for her to understand that it was books of the imagination, not
armies, not diseases, but books--these innocent-looking, silent volumes--that destroyed worlds .

"Go to your room," he commanded. "I must think. Wait!" He grasped her arm. "What are you
hiding?'

Woolas eyeswidened in terror. "Hiding?' she quavered. "Why, n-nothing. Claude, | implore
you. Y ou're hurting your Woola."

"No secrets, woman. Giveit tome.”

Woolawent limp. Listlessly she reached into her literdly voluminous bodice.

Claude redled back as though struck by a crowbar. "What's this, what's this?' he cried.

"It'scdled,” hiswifesad, softly, " Alicein Wonderland _."

"Under my own roof! My own wife. . ."

"Oh, Claude, I'm so sorry. But | didn't seewhere it would do any harm. Just alittle light reading
before | went to bed--"

Claude tossed the book onto the pile. "Depart,” he said, crisply.

Then, when the crash of crineline and tattoo of sobs had diminished down the hall, he moved to
the bell-cord and gave it atiff yank.

Everything, he mused digpiritedly, had been going so well. He should have known. It was ever



thus when the serpent dithered into Eden.

Recdling the errors of advanced technologicd civilizations, Claude had built this new world dong
ample, dmost spartan lines. Medieva-Virginian, he had dubbed it, allowing the whimsical part of his
nature some small leeway. It combined the severe serious-mindedness of the Thirteenth Century with the
graceful _joiedvivre_of the pre-bellum Southern states. It worked so perfectly. Everyone had daves
and yet were daves themsalves. an aristocratic bourgeoisie, so to speak. And Claude, from whose
remarkable loins dl these teeming millions had come, was done the government, the ministry, and The
King; heruled, benignly, mercifully, but grictly, from Redolent Pines, the grandest plantation of them all
and Seat of World Government; and he was revered.

It was a happy, prosperous world. No television, no motion pictures, in fact, no entertainment of
any sort whatever: the people had plenty to do with their hands, and you didn't find them s ouching about
imagining things or dreaming. If they wereinclined to be atrifle duggish, well, Claude reasoned, that was
asmall priceto pay for harmony.

And now it was ending. He thought he had destroyed the menace, fantasy, for good in the Forest
of Darkness on far Sarboom; but he had not. The growth il flourished, and, if not checked, would
cause another revolution, sure as shooting.

"Y ourang, Colond?'

Claude turned to face Ezra, hisfaithful retainer. Ezraseemed even paer than usud. In fact,
Claude thought, the man looked like aghost, much as Claude detested the expression.

"Ezra," hesaid, "the way | have doped it out, one man is responsible for these treasonable
machinations. Knock him out and you have wiped out the trouble. Well?'

"Y ou are probably right, Colond."

Claude permitted himsdlf asmile. He had awesgkness for yes-men. "Dammit, | know I'm right,”
he advised, with some acerbity. "Oh, heésclever, I'll give him that. But | did not just fal off the turnip
truck mysdf. | have, if | may say so, been around the barn afew times. | shall flush him out no matter
what the cogt!" Heflipped hisblack string tie. Y ou know, of course, that the greatest concentration of
fantasy books has been in Plainvillein one of the states of the effete east. Y ou are perhaps aware that the
town has secretly changed its name to Arkham. Y ou doubtless are cognizant of the fact that at
Miskatonic University thereis averitable hotbed of fantasy activity."

"All newsto me, Colond. | didn't know."

"Well, Ezra, | makeit my businessto know. That iswhy | am Claude and you are Ezra. Between
you and me and the old gatepost, I'd say our man islurking in Plainville. But heisashrewd firebrand or |
missmy guess. If hethinkswere after him, hell belt. So we must be foxy, en? Ezra, summon the Roya
Atom-Arranger: | believe the time has comefor action!”

Theretainer, ever faithful, bowed silently and shuffled away.

Claude's ancient brow furrowed as his plan took form. Devilish clever it was, but dangerous.

Very dangerous.

Stll, he thought, thumbing down a goblet of damp shag and lighting his aged briar with awooden
stick match, thiswill not be thefirgt tight squeak 1've seen; and--one might aswell confessit--thereisa
certain samenessto plantation life. Of all men, he knew that perfection had itsflaws.

He stepped from his wheelchair and clapped hishands. Action! That was the ticket.

Ezra shambled back, not too fast. " ou called, Colonel ?*

"Yes" Claude snapped. "I will need a bit of equipment. Specifically, | want amirror, asprig of
garlic, awooden stake--no, make it two--a crossroads, seven silver bullets, and a stream of running
water. Get onit, man!"

Ezrapaled dmost to transparency.

"And Ezra?"

"Yes, My Lord?"

"Tdl the Royd Atom-Arranger to make it snappy!"



The hansom jounced and squealed and Strained, uttering its weary song of the road. Claude held
to the seat. From time to time he would turn his gaze to the passing countryside, and moan, gently: it was
along way to travel.

When at last he saw the sign marked PLAINVILLE, and the shadowed little twisting road, he
put his discomfort aside and rapped sharply with hiscane. "Turn off here, driver!"

The hansom shrilled to a halt, throwing up plumes of oddly-shaped dust. The driver pulled open
the door, his seamed face astudy infear. "Sorry | be," he said, "but that thereisaroad I'll not be
traveling, Lord and Magter."

"But," observed Claude, "thereis no other way to Plainville.”

" Hainville_" Thedriver laughed mirthlessy, spat, shook his head, grimaced, blenched, and
trembled. "L ook here," he said, glancing nervoudy over his shoulder. "I'm not what you would cdl, now,
acoward. But, say, there's no power on this Earth of yours that'd get me to go into that ancient,
time-snubbed Abode of Evil!"

"Y ou seem to have strong feelings on the subject.”

"Indeed, Lord and Magter." The driver climbed back up to the cab. He was shaking horribly.
Somewhere, an owl laughed. "1 beg you to reconsider. Why not give Harvard atry? Theré'sanice,
friendly, respectable schoal.”

Claude was about to answer, when the horse--which had been frantically pawing the ground and
whinnying--rose, suddenly, eyesred asflame, flailed the fetid air with its hoofs, and galloped
perempteridly away, the hansom clattering behind.

In moments, Claude was aone.

" Superdtitious peasants,” he muttered. Confound it, he had lost his equipment. He adjusted his
beanie a ajaunty angle and set forth down the road. Precisaly as planned, the touch of the beanie
triggered atransformation that bordered on the awesome. To the untrained eye, Claude had become a
typicd college freshman, smooth of cheek and innocent of guile, alad in histeens. The Roya
Atom-Arranger had done hisjob well.

Y et, Claude knew, for dl the plan's cunning, it was well not to count one's chickens before they
were hatched. He was pleased with the turn of phrase.

He proceeded cautioudy, noting that the sun had tucked itsdf behind adreary clump of clouds,
and that the treeswere increasingly gnarled: naked reptilian shapes againgt the sulphurous sky. "Like
fingers" Claude observed, admiring hissamile,

He pressed on. Theair turned into thick fog and the signposts now read: ARKHAM. Did the
foolsthink that because they were asmall village, off the beaten track asit were, they could escape
notice?

A sound caused him to stop, abruptly. He listened: it came from the shrouded moor to his
immediate left, the Snister Sde. It was a sing-song sort of chant:

" laiashub niggurath_..."

Claude blinked. "Cthulhu," he sneezed. The fog was S0 heavy that he could hardly see the road.
Hewaked carefully in the direction of the chanting.

The scene before him became momentarily clear.

In an unspeakable grave there were five nameless beings. All were reading the Bible backwards.
Across the damp sward lay five couples engaged in abominations. There was a hideous stoneidal,
barnacled with age, infinitdy evil, and aman dressed entirely in black. The man was doing something vile
to a sheep.

Claude surmised ingtantly that he was on theright trail.

But now was not the time for decisive action. Patience!

"I beg your pardon,” he said, when the man had finished the act he had begun, "but | seemto
have lost my way. Would you be so kind asto direct me to Arkham?”

" laia " theman said, advancing in what might be construed as an unfriendly manner.

"How'sthat?'

" Diaad aghaidh's ad aodaun. Agus bas dunach ort! Ungl, ungl. Rrlhchchch_. . ."



"Speak up, can't you? Don't mumble. My nameis, ah, Smada, and I'm on my way to the
Univeraty."

" la ia Smerk ygdrd| yanter! "

"Oh, let it pass, let it pass." Claude snapped hisfingers with disdain, turned from the black-robed
figure, and found the road again. "Pesky Foreigners,” he stated to nobody in particular.

At last thetrail became cobbled, and, topping arise, Claude saw it.

The town was sunken in fog, of course, but one could discern gray chimneys, rotting towers,
flickering gas lamps, scurrying figures, and time-lost streets.

Painville? Claude shook his head, suffused with sadness. No, indeed.

Arkham. Why, hecould _smdll_ thelegends.

He stopped a hooded citizen whose face was deathly white, and inquired, in what he trusted was
acdlow fashion, "Where, pray tdl, might | find Miskatonic U.?"

The creature pointed with a shaking finger to awavering gray stone manson, eaten by moss and
consumed by years. It stank of decay. "Go haf amile down Providence Road, turn off a Lonely Yew
Lane, go past Hangman's Corner, take thirteen steps and take a left at Sorcerer's Nook. Y ou can't miss
it

"Clear ascrydd,” Claude said. "It isgood to hear plain English again, and | offer my thanks.”

The pde citizen pulled hishood across hisface.

Claude shifted his satchel of school books, sighed with both excitement and resignation, and
made hisway down the cobble-stoned hill.

The game, he knew, was now afoot.

The Dean of Admissionswas having trouble with hisice cream. The bats hanging in the rafters
kept dropping ghastly podsinto it. He stroked his lantern jaw and wiped hiswig with a soiled cloth.

"Ah, Smada," heintoned. "No need for transcripts here. We rather pride ousalves on acertain
informdlity."

Claude could hardly approve of that, but he held histongue. Haste, as he had often observed,
made waste.

The Dean picked up aquill pen, dipped it in some dark fluid, and scratched hisinitiadson an
officid-looking parchment sheet: HPL.. "Take this document to my assistant, whom you will find inthe
next chamber. He will be overjoyed to show you about. We receive few fresh students these cheerless
days. Besides, itishisjob."

Claude bowed. It would not do to push thisinformality craze too far. He made his exit.

It was then, in the ominous silence, that he first heard the Noise. It was a tap-taptapping, distant
and vague. As of someone rapping? No, it was more of aclicking sound...

The man in the next room proved to be a bit of an enigma. Hewas asbig asan ox,
barrd-chested and wire-haired, and he had the massive leathery hands of awrestler. However, hisvoice
was astoundingly pleasant and cultured, enhanced by adight ligp. "Y ou are the Dean's assistant?" Claude
asked.

The man nodded. "To be more exact," he said, conspiratoridly, "1'm agood deal more than that.
The old boy loves his craft, but he wouldn't be where heistoday, in fact, without yourstruly.”

"You areDr.--"

"Nameess," the man said, scanning the parchment. "A new student?' He grinned toothily. "Why,
we haven't had onefor over ayear! Perhaps you would like to examine a course schedule?’

"I would,” Claude said. One must play therole. "But first | would be grateful to learn about that
Noisel hear. It seemsto be coming from below."

The giant man frowned. "Y ou mean a sort of tap-tap-tapping?”’

"Yes, that'sit.”

"I hear nothing." Dr. Nameless picked Claude up by the shirt and held him abare inch from his,
Namelesss, face. "Thereisno Noise" he said, not without meaning.



"But," Claude swalowed. "But--wel, cometo think of it, youreright.”

Dr. Nameless put Claude down. "Now, just you take agander at the course schedule. Then |
think we ought to visit the stadium.” He winked. "I know about you lads. All isnot dry scholarly book
work here at Miskatonic U., you may be sure. We have our share of hearty outdoor activities.”

"Hearty, eh?' Claude responded with feigned enthusiasm.

He studied the course schedule. It was not without a certain fascination. It listed al of the courses
offered at Miskatonic, and named al the department chairmen.

His keen eye was caught by thetitle of abiology class, Serological Genetics. It was taught by a
count, no less. Hewas a so intrigued by the copy concerning the Student Health Center. It read: "Dr.
Jekyll, MWF. Mr. Hyde, TT."

And then there was Professor Monk Lewis, of the Department of Anthropology. A chap named
Hodgson, Associate Professor of Marine Fungi. A mathematics class restricted to very young girls,
taught by a Professor Carroll. A coursein monstrous el ectrodes, of all things, offered by an assstant
professor with the curious name of Dr. Frank N. Stein.

Claude's attention strayed. He had but scant interest in academics. "Onward to the stadium!™ he
cried with youthful vigor.

"Yes, indeed," said Dr. Nameless agreeably. "Boyswill be boys, and al that. | believe that Cleve
will join us about now. Can't get enough of it."

"Cleve?'

"Y ou will sharearoomwith Cleve. Lots of fun. Been with us severa semesters, you know."

Sure enough, Cleve appeared on cue. Cleve was completely cloaked in arather garish robe
adorned with purple tassels. A sophomore, at least.

"Pleasedtamesetcha,” Cleveintoned.

"Likewise, I'm sure" Claude said.

Cleve? Thediminutive of Cleveland, no doubt. Well, no matter.

They strolled to alarge, though rickety, grandstand at the far end of the weedchoked campus. It
was jammed with students, most of them bearing waxen expressions.

Claude could no longer hear the tap-tap-tapping. Somehow, he was glad.

"Niceturnout," he ventured, dapping at alow-flying bat with hisbeanie. "I confessthat | like
school spirit.”

"We havethem,” Cleve said.

Claude edged dong adat and sat down next to a sallow youth who was munching candy skulls.

On the greensward there were four spindle-shanked men, all well advanced inyears. They held
olive branches. Otherwise, the gridiron was deserted.

"Areweearly," Claude asked of hisincreasingly taciturn guides, "or are we late?"

"Neither,” said Dr. Nameess. He was dowly crushing acloth effigy with histhumbs. "The game
isabout to begin."

"Yay," said Cleve. "Hoo, boy."

Therewas asurging wail from the assembled multitude.

"Themascotd" Dr. Nameles screamed.

From amanger at one end of the field an immense number of kids appeared. They wereled by a
materna looking nanny.

"Don't tdl me" Claude sghed. "The Goat with a Thousand Y oung.”

" Ygdrdl! I, ia,ia_" cried Dr. Nameess, losing control. "Now look!"

Claudelooked. A cloud of digphanous girls drifted out and took their stations. They gyrated.

"Virgins" Dr. Nameess hissed. "We require them for our matriculation ceremonies.”

"Cheerleaders," Cleve explained.

"Watch!" yelled the giant Dr. Nameless. He shook Claude until his, Claude's, teeth rattled.
Redly, the man was positively beside himsdlf.

Claude watched. The four old men clutched one another, fanning the air with their olive branches.
Then, through an arch at one end of the stadium, four more figures charged onto the field.



They were dressed dl in black. They had hoods. They aso had battle-axesin their hands.

A red firetruck roared across the arena, bells clanging.

"What'sthat?' Claude whispered.

Dr. Nameess put asausage finger to hislips. "It'ssymbalic,” he said. The figuresin black
overwhelmed the old men, trampling the olive branches. The goats blested.

Thevirginsripped off their gowns and grabbed megaphones. "Now!" dhrilled Dr. Nameless. He
was hysterica with school pride. "Give 'em the ax," the megaphonesimplored.

The crowd took up the chant. "Give 'em the ax, the ax, the ax! Give 'em the ax, the ax, the ax!"

Claude closed his eyes. He had never been what you might call the queasy type, but-- The
figuresin black had given the old men the ax.

"l do believe," Claude said to hisescorts, "that | would like to be shown to my room.”

While the candle flames fluttered and the dank wind banged againgt the shutters, Claude
abandoned his pose of innocence. He assumed Command.

"Cleve," he snapped, "there will be no deegp thisnight. Do you hear the tap-taptapping? Do you
hear the Noise?'

Clevetwirled the tassels on the robe. "What Noise, Smada? Many are the freshman who have
imagined what you cal atap-tap-tapping. From the basement vaults, sothetaeistold. . ."

Claude had no time to waste. He boxed Cleve one on the ear. "Now do you hear it?"

"I hear it, | hear it!" Cleve admitted. "But | like it where we are, in our cozy room. Observethe
elegant chamber pots--"

"Thunder mugs be damned!" Claude barked. "Fire the tapers, unleash the hounds!"

"We haveno pigs," Cleve quavered. "We have no dogs.”

"Not tapirs, tapers” Torches! Don't they teach you anything in this place?

"l know much," Cleveinggted. "Y ou will see”

"Come, then! To the catacombs!"

Down the winding, moss-covered steps they went. Their shadows danced behind them, mournful
arabesques. . .

That inferna tap-tap-tapping. It beat atattoo in Claude's brain. He would get to the bottom of
this. And when he did--.

They passed the bent-backed man who tended the furnaces. His name was | ettered on his
coverdls. Bram Stoker.

With torches guttering, they swept by abeautiful scientist and his mad daughter. Some barbarous
experiment wasin progress.

They burst through a massive creaking door, older than time, and there it was.

Seated a a heavy desk enclosed in a scarlet pentagram was a bearded man. He was
tap-tap-tapping on atoy typer. The echoesin the cavernous vault magnified the Noise.

"Kapita!" the bearded man chorted. "K apita!"

"Y our name?' Claude demanded imperioudy.

"l belong to the family of Marx," the man said with some asperity. "Not one of those pitiful louts
whose given names terminate with avowd, but--"

"Karl," stated Claude knowingly.

"The same," Karl Marx admitted proudly. "Whoever _you may be, | implore you not to touch
that edifice." He gestured toward a precarioudy tilted structure that was bent over his desk. The thing
seemed to be congtructed of triangular dices of Itaian cuisine. On top of it rested abalding head that
fairly reeked of formadehyde. "If it should collapse and come into contact with the pentagram, there will
be Hdll to pay."

"What isit?" Claude asked despite himsdlf.

"It isthefamous Lenin Tower of Pizza" Karl Marx explained. "A monument to my works."

"Baderdash,” Claude commented.



"Theword of an exploiter,” Marx snorted. "The propertied classes are smug in their layers of
lard. What do the downtrodden peasants know? | am the only oneto divine the formulathat will save
them from their misery. By unleasing the plague of fantasy in the pitiless hals of the money changers, |
have driven awedge--"

"I did not come here," Claude said shortly, "to savor the rehashed fragments of adreary lecture.”

It was not smply that sociology bored him. The instant that Marx had opened his beard-stuffed
mouth, Claude had redlized that this was not the quarry he sought. To reach the true source of trouble, he
must dig deeper.

Much deeper.

With Claude, to think wasto act.

Grabbing Cleve's shrouded arm, he ddlivered astout kick to the Lenin Tower with hisright
Sheaker.

Asthe Tower fel, Marx screamed and clutched histoy typer to his bosom. The bowels of the
Earth rumbled. Tongues of flame spat up from below. There was adistinct odor of brimstone, not
unpleasant . . .

Holding tightly to Cleve, Claude legped into the pentagram. While chaos sparked around him, he
had a sensation of faling.

"Down, please," Claude murmured.

Claude found himsalf shoving a congderable boulder up animmensehill.

Momentarily curious, and ignoring the fearful means of Cleve, Claude turned companionably to a
fellow worker. "Tedious business," he observed. "How far to the top?"

The wretch could barely get enough room to speek. It was very crowded on the mountain. The
heated rock was dippery with swest.

"Thereisno top," the doomed soul lamented. "There is no bottom."

Claude was not without pity but he had never admired a quitter. He summoned afork-tailed
fiend. "There has been adight miscaculation,” heinformed him.

"That'swhat they dl say,” thefiend said mildly.

"My companion and |," Claude went on, undaunted, "wish to be taken to Mr. Big."

The fiend shrugged. "Why not? We have an eternity before us. Go, come, say. It isdl the same
tome"

"Get some starch in your ridgepole,” Claude chided him. "It isnot, | assureyou, dl the sameto
me. If you are atrue fiend--afiend in need, so to speak--you will transport usto Mr. Big."

"Nobody hurries here, lad,” the fiend said. "Time, we have. However, who am Ito add to your
torment? In thefina analyds, it can be neither better nor worse.”

Sensing agrowing impatience on Claude's part, the fiend escorted them to Mr. Big at something
atad faster than asnail's pace. The fiend then withdrew. He could wait. He could wait along, long time.

Claudefaced Mr. Big at last. Findly, an adversary worthy of hisskills! "1 am Claude Adams," he
announced, "and thisismy friend. Not fiend. Friend." The Devil had no horns. He was ashort,
fashionably-dressed man with thick glasses. Hewas quite busy. "Cal me Tony," hesaid in afriendly,
somewhat husky voice. "Bewith you inamoment. Time! Thereisnever enough time, even here.”

Tony was awash in debris. He was surrounded by books, magazines, expense vouchers, comics,
manuscripts, and operarecords. He was writing areview. Claude peeked at the book'stitle:  The
Corpses Ddlight_, by S. Orbital Ridges. Tony didn't likeit. Feding that he had been too harshin his
criticism, he concluded: "Excdlent Sdelights on croquet playing in Wales."

"There," he sighed. "Not dways easy to be fair, you know? Taste is such a persona matter.
Now, what can | do for you?'

"We have cometo make adeal,” Claude stated.

"Flatly incredible!” Tony groaned. His voice seemed to emerge from the depths of hischest. "'l
had hoped for something more origind. McComas and I--"



"Who isMcComas?' Claude interjected.

Tony waved his manicured hand. "1 dways begin sentences that way. Pay it no mind. Y our
proposition?’

Claude did not hesitate. He who hesitated, as he had often, observed, waslost. Do not mistake
me for the callow youth | appear to be," hewarned. "1 am aman of no little experience.

"McComas and | understand that. Get on with it. | know you of old, Claude Adams.”

Claude felt apardonable pride. His reputation, then, had preceded him. " The essence of agood
bargain," hesaid, "isthat both Sdes profit fromit."

"| agreewith that. It is, indeed a platitude.”

Claude was stung. "l will keep it smple. Y ou aretoo clever for tricky clauses. | will state my
casein plainterms, man to Devil. Y ou will then have no choice.”

"McComasand |," Tony said shiftily, "have many choices.”

Claude saized the horns, asit were. "Try thisone on for Size. Y ou are overworked and you are
overcrowded. The commiesare coming. They will try to organize everything, make you write reviews for
the State--"

"McComaswon't stand for it!"

"Perhaps, perhaps. But why face the problem at al? If you permit my companion and Ito leave, |
will diminate the difficulty! | am no douch a population control, as you know, and | can manipulate
culture patterns. It will belike old times. No fuss, no bother, you in your kerchief and mein my cap--"

Tony'sface flushed. "By gad, gir, you interest me! When McComas and | dedl, we ded!”

Claude smiled dyly. "Thereis-uh--away out of here?'

"Thereisaway," Tony assured him. "A bargain, asyou say, isabargain. But it will not be easy.”

"It never is," Claude observed. He managed to contain his eation. He knew what was coming. "'l
am, | assureyou, al ears”

"Ohmy," said Tony in that distinctive deep voice of his. The Devil told Claude what he had to
do. "Thereisoneteensy condition," he concluded.

"Whichis?'

"Y ou must not look behind you on the journey. Remember that! Do not look back.”

"l will not forget,” Claude promised.

With his robed and hooded companion in tow, Claude took hisleave.

The sde-wheder splashed through the miasmic murk of the River Styx. Theriver, of course, was
full of sones.

A bewhiskered sailor leaned over the bow-rail, casting along knotted line. "Ma-a-a-rk
Twal-i-i-in!" he bellowed.

At exactly the proper moment, neither too early nor too late, Claude rolled the dice of destiny.

He looked back.

There was a shudder of slence, askip in the heartbesat of eternity. Then came ablinding flash.
Thunder boomed. It waslike all the thunder there ever was, or ever could be, al wrapped upin the
firefliesof an lllinois summer'stwilight.

It rained strawberries.

Claude found the results quite gratifying. He stepped ashore on an Earth of desolation. He was
up to hisarmpitsin corpses and rotting strawberries.

"Unhappy world," he mused. "The paradox of the Solor System. For rebirth, we require
abortion. Tolivein glory, it is necessary to become one with the worm.”

"But what will we _do? " quavered Cleve.

Claude gave no answer. He had been through this before. However, he was forced to concede
that he was facing certain difficulties. He fingered his beanie. The Royad Atom-Arranger had done his
work well. Lost and by thewind grieved .

Claude Adams was once more awhite-maned old codger. Old, old and suffused with weariness.



He noticed that his companion seemed dismayed.

"Wemust begin again,”" heintoned findly. He had never been oneto shirk his duty, no matter
what the odds.

His companion brightened. "It may be," the shrouded figure whispered, "that perhaps| can be of
some assstance.”

Thetasseled robefell to the shattered Earth. The hood was coyly dipped from golden curls.

Claude stared at her with surging fatigue. "1 should have known," he sighed. "Cleve! Y ou are not
Cleve, as advertised, but rather you stand before me as--"

"Eve," shefinished. She quivered expectantly.

"Not yet, child," Claude temporized. "Mercy, not yet. Thishad been atrying day, if day it was."

"When?' Eve pressed.

Claude squared hisworn shoulders. He took refuge in hisancient briar, firing up the shag
tobacco with the wooden stick match he always carried. There was great comfort in familiar things.

"Soon," he puffed. "In al the eons, | have never failed the Earth.”

With infinite tenderness, hetook her arm.

Together, they soared as though on gossamer wings, touching the grandeur of the silvered Maoon,
while billions and billions of cosmic stars smiled on the miracle of Crestion.

APPOINTMENT WITH EDDIE
by Charles Beaumont

It was one of those barsthat strike you blind when you walk in out of the sunlight, but | didn't
need eyes, | could see him, the way deaf people can hear trumpets. It was Shecky, dl right. But it dso
wasn't Shecky.

Hewasalone.

I'd known him for eight years, worked with him, traveled with him, lived with him; I'd put him to
bed at night and waked him up in the morning; but never, in dl that time, never once had | seen him by
himsalf--not even in abathtub. Hewas plural. A multitude of one. And now, the day after his greatest
triumph, hewas done, here, in acrummy little bar on Third Avenue.

Therewas nothing to say, 0 | saidit. "How are you, Sheck?'

Helooked up and | could tell he was three-quarters gone. That meant he'd put away a dozen
Martinis, maybe more. But he wasn't drunk. "Sit down," he said, softly, and that's when | stopped
worrying and started getting scared. I'd never heard Shecky talk softly before. Hed aways had avoice
likethe busy signa. Now he was practically whispering.

"Thanksfor coming." Another firgt: "Thanks' from Shecky King, to me. | tried to swallow but
suddenly my throat was dry, so | waved to the waiter and ordered a double scotch. Of course, my first
thought was, he's going to dump me. I'd been expecting it for years. Even though I'd done agood job for
him, | wasn't the biggest agent in the business, and to Shecky the biggest dways meant the best. But this
wasnt his style. I'd seen him dump people before and the way he did it, he made it seem like afavor.



Alwayswith Shecky the knife was a present, and he never ddivered it personally. So | went to the
second thought, but that didn't make any better sense. He was never sick aday in hislife. He didn't have
time. A broad? No good. Thetrouble didn't exist that hislawyers, or I, couldn't spring him out of in ten
minutes.

| decided to wait. It took most of the drink.

"George," hesad, findly, "1 want you to lay some candor on me." Y ou know the way hetalked.
"l want you to lay it on hard and fast. No thinking. Dig?"

"Dig," | said, getting dryer in thethroat.

He picked up one of the five full Martini glassesin front of him and finished it in one gulp.
"George," hesad, "am | asuccess?"

The highest-paid, most acclaimed performer in show business, the man who had smashed
records a every club he's played for five years, who had sold over two million copies of every album
he'd ever cut, who had won three Emmys and at least a hundred other awards, who had, in the opinion
of the people _and_ the critics, reached the top in adozen fields--this man, age thirty-six, was asking me
if hewas asuccess.

"Yes" | sad.

Hekilled another Martini. "Candorsville?!

"Theplace." | thought | was beginning to get it. Some critic somewhere had shot him down. But
would hefal in here? No. Not it. Still, it wasworth atry.

"Who saysyou arent?'

"Nobody. Yet."

"Thenwhat?'

Hewas quiet for afull minute, | could hardly recognize him stting there, an ordinary person, an
ordinary scared human being.

Then he said, "George, | want you to do something for me.”

"Anything," | said. That'swhat | was being paid for: anything.

"l want you to make an appointment for me."

"Whereat?'

"Eddies"

"Who's Eddie?"

He started swesting. "A barber," he said.

"What'swrong with Mario?'

"Nothing'swrong with Mario."

It wasn't any of my business. Mario Cabianca had been Shecky's persond hair stylist for ten
years, he was the best in the business, but | supposed held nicked The King or forgotten to laugh at a
joke. It wasn't important. It certainly couldn't have anything to do with the problem, whatever it was. |
relaxed alittle.

"When for?" | asked.

"Now," hesaid. "Right away."

"Well, you could useashave."

"Eddie doesn't shave people. He cuts hair. That'sal.”

"Y ou don't need a haircut.”

"George," hesad, so soft | could barely hear him, "I never needed anything in dl my lifelikel
need thishaircut.”

"Okay. What's his number?'

"He hasn't got one. You'l havetogoin.”

Now he was beginning to shake. I've seen alot of people tremble, but thiswasthefirg timel'd
Seen anybody shake.

"Sheck, are you germed up?’

"No." The Martini doshed dl over his cashmere coat. By thetimeit got to his mouth only the
olivewasléft. "I'm fine. Just do thisfor me, George. Please. Do it now."



"Okay, takeit easy. What's his address?"

"I can't remember.”" An ugly sound boiled out of histhroat, | guessit wasalaugh. "Endsburg! |
can't remember. But | can take you there." He started to get up. His belly hit the edge of the table. The
ashtrays and glassestipped over. He looked at the mess, then at his hands, which were gtill shaking, and
hesad, "Comeon."

"Sheck." | put ahand on his shoulder, which nobody does. ™Y ou want to tell me about it?"

"Y ou wouldn't understand,” he said.

Ontheway out, | dropped atwenty in front of the bartender. "Nice to have you, Mr. King," he
said, and it was like somebody had turned the volume up on the world. "Me and my old lady, y'’know,
we wouldn't miss your show for anything.” "Yeah," aguy on thelast ool said. "God blessya, buddy!"

We walked out into the sun. Shecky looked dead. His face was white and glistening with swest.
His eyeswere red. And the shaking was getting worse.

"Thisway," he said, and we started down Third.

"Y ou want meto grab acab?’

"No. Itisnt far."

Wewalked past the pawn shops and the laundries and sl oons and the gyms and | found myself
breathing through my mouth, out of habit. It had taken me along timeto forget these smells. They weren't
just poor smells. They were kiss-it-all-goodbye, | never-had-a-chance smells. Failure smells. What the
hell was| doing here, anyway? What was Shecky doing here? Shecky, who carried his Hong Kong silk
sheets with him wherever he went because that was the only thing he could stand next to his skin, who
kept acarnation in hislapel, who shook hands with his gloves on? | looked down at hishands. They
were bare.

We walked another block. At thelight | heard asound like roller skates behind me. A bum
without legs stopped at the curb. The sign across the street changed to WALK. | nudged Shecky; it was
the kind of thing he appreciated. He didn't even notice. The cripple wiggled hisboard over the curb and,
using the two wooden bricksin his hands, rolled past us. | wondered how he was going to make it back
up to the sdewalk, but Shecky didn't. He was thinking of other things.

After two more blocks, deep into the armpit of New Y ork, he dowed down. The shaking was a
lot worse. Now his hands were figts.

"There" hesad.

Up ahead, five or six doors, was a barber shop. It looked like every other barber shop in this
section. The pole outside was cardboard, and most of the paint was gone. The window was dirty. The
sgn--EDDIE THE BARBER--was faded.

"I'll wait," Shecky said.

"Y ou want ahaircut now, isthat right?'

"That'sright,” hesaid.

"I should give him your name?’

He nodded.

" Sheck, we've known each other along time. Can't you tell me--"

He amost squeezed a hunk out of my arm. "Go, George," he said. "Go."

| went. Just before | got to the place, | looked back. Shecky was standing aonein front of a
tattoo parlor, more alone than ever, more adone than anyone ever. His eyeswere closed. And he was
shaking all over. | tried to think of him the way he was ten hours ago, surrounded by people, living it up,
celebrating the big award; but | couldn't. Thiswas somebody else.

| turned around and walked into the barber shop. It was one of those non-union dedls, with abig
card reading HAIRCUTS--$ 1.00 on the wall, over the cash register. It was small and dirty. The floor
was covered with hair. In the back, next to a curtain, there was a cane chair and atable with an old radio
onit. Theradio wasturned to aball game, but you couldn't hear it because of the atic. Thefar wall was
papered with calendars. Mogt of them had naked broads on them, but afew had hunting and fishing
scenes. They were dl coated with grease and dirt.

Therewasn't anything else, except one old-fashioned barber chair and, behind it, asnk and a



cracked glass cabinet.

A guy wasin the chair, getting ahaircut. He had a puffy face and anose full of broken blood
vesses. Y ou could smell the cheap wine across the room.

Behind the bum was maybe the oldest guy 1'd ever seen outside a hospitd. He stood up straight,
but his skin looked like a blanket somebody had dropped over a hat-rack. It had that yellow look old
skin gets. It made you think of coffins.

Neither of them noticed me, so | stood there awhile, watching. The barber wasn't doing anything
gpecid. Hewas cutting hair, the old way, with alot of scissorsclicking intheair. | knew a bootblack once
who did the same thing. He said he was making the rag talk. But he gave it up, he said, because nobody
was listening any more. The bum in the chair wasn't listening, either, he was sound adeep, so there had to
be alot more. But you couldn't seeit.

| walked over to the old man. "Are you Eddie?

Helooked up and | saw that his eyes were clear and sharp. "That'sright,” he said.

"I'd like to make an appointment.”

Hisvoice waslike dry leaves blowing down the street. " For yourself?"

"No. A friend."

| felt nervous and embarrassed and it came to me, then, that maybe thiswholething wasagag. A
practical joke. Except that it didn't have any point.

"Whet ishisname?’

"Shecky King."

The old man went back to clipping the bum's hair. "Y ou'll haveto wait until I'm finished,” he said.
"Just have a sedt.”

| went over and sat down. | listened to the static and the clicking scissorsand | tried to figure
things out. No good. Shecky could buy this smdly little place with what he gave away intipson asingle
night. He had the best barber in the business on salary. Y et there he was, down the street, standing in the
hot sun, waiting for me to make an gppointment with this feeble old man.

The clicking stopped. The bum looked & himsdlf in the mirror, nodded and handed a crumpled
dollar hill to the barber. The barber took it over to the cash register and rang it up.

"Thank you," hesaid.

The bum belched. "Next month, sametime," he said.

"Yes gar.”

The bum walked out.

"Now then," the old man said, flickering those eyes & me. "The name again?'

He had to be putting me on. There wasn't anybody who didn't know Shecky King. He waslike
Coca-Cola, or sex. | even saw an autographed picture of himin an igloo, once.

"Shecky King," | said, dowly. There wasn't any reaction. The old man walked back to the cash
register, punched the NO SALE button and took a dog-eared notebook out of the drawer.

"Hed liketo comeright away,” | told him.

The old man stared at the book along time, holding it closeto hisface. Then he shut it and put it
back in the drawer and closed the drawer.

"I'm sorry,” hesaid.

"What do you mean?"'

"| don't have an opening.”

| looked around the empty shop. "Yeah, | can see, businessisbooming.”

Heamiled.

"Serioudy," | sad.

Hewent on amiling.

"Look, | haven't got the dightest ideawhy Mr. King wantsto have his hair cut here. But he does.
So let's stop horsing around. HE's willing to pay for it."

| reached into my left pocket and pulled out therall. | found atwenty. "Maybe you ought to take
another look at your appointment book," | said.



The old man didn't make amove. He just sood there, smiling. For some reason-- the lack of
deep, probably, the running around, the worry--1 felt a chill go down my back, the kind that makes
goosepimples.

"Okay," | sad. "How much?"

"Onedollar," he said. "After the haircut.”

That made me sore. | didn't actualy grab his shirt, but it would have gone with my voice. "Look,"
| said, "thisisimportant. | shouldn't tell you this, but Shecky's outside right now, down the street, waiting.
He'sal ready. Y ou're not doing anything. Couldn't you--"

"I'm sorry,” the old man said, and theway he said it, in that dry, creaky voice, | could dmost
beievehim.

"Whell, what about later this afternoon?'

He shook his heed.

“Tomorrow?"

"No."

"Then _when , for Chrissake?"

"I'mafrad| cantsay."

"What the hell do you mean, you can't say? Look in the book!"

"| dready have."

Now | was mad enough to belt the old wreck. "Y ou're trying to tell me you're booked so solid
you can't work in onelousy haircut?'

"I'm not trying to tell you anything."

He was feeble-minded, he had to be. | decided to lay off the yelling and humor him. "L ook,
Eddie. . . you're abusinessman, right? Y ou run this shop for money. Right?"

"Right," hesad, il amiling.

"Okay. You say you haven't got an opening. | believe you. Why should you lie? No reason. It
just means you're agood barber. Y ou've got loyaty to your customers. Good. Fine. Y ou know what that
iS? That'sintegrity. And thereisn't anything | admire more than integrity. Y ou don't see much of itin my
business. I'm an agent. But here€sthe thing, Eddie--I can cdl you Eddie, can't 17"

"That'smy name."

"Herésthe thing. | wouldn't have you compromise your integrity for anything in the world. But
therésaway out. What time do you close?"

"FAvep.m."

"Onthedat, right? Swell. Now listen, Eddie. If you could stay just half an hour after closing time,
until five-thirty, no later, | could bring Shecky in and he could get his haircut and everybody would be
happy. What do you say?'

"l never work overtime,” hesaid.

"I don't blame you. Why should _you, a successful busnessman?Very smart, Eddie. Redlly. |
agree with that rule ahundred per cent. Never work overtime. But, hear me out, now--there'san
exception that proves every rule. Am | right? If you'll stretch apoint here, thisonetime, it'll prove the
rule, see, and also put some numbers on your savings account. Eddie, if you'll do thisthing, I will
personally seeto it that you receive one hundred dollars.”

"I'msorry," hesaid.

"For ahdf-hour'swork?' A cockroach ran acrossthe wall. Eddie watched it. "Two hundred,” |
sad. It was Hill fifty bucks shy of what Shecky was paying Mario every week, whether he worked or
not, but | figured what the hell.

"No."

"Five hundred!" | could seeit wasn't any good, but | had to try. A soldier keeps on pulling the
trigger even when he knows he's out of bullets, if he's mad enough, or scared enough.

"l don't work overtime," the old man said,

A last pull of thetrigger. "One thousand dollars. Cash."

No answer.



| stared at him for afew seconds, then | turned around and walked out of the shop. Shecky was
standing where I'd left him, and he waslooking a me, so | put on the know-nothing face. As| walked
toward him | thought, he's got to dump me. Any agent who can't get Shecky King an appointment with a
crummy Third Avenue barber deservesto be dumped.

"WdI?' hesad.

"Theguy'sanut.”

"Y ou mean he won't take me."

"I mean hesanut. A kook. Not asoul in the place and, get this-he says he can't find an
opening!"

Y ou ever seeaman melt? 1 never had. Now | was seeing it. Shecky King was melting in front of
me, right there on the sdewalk in front of the tattoo parlor.

"Y ou okay?"

He couldn't answer. The tears were choking him.

"Sheck?Y ou okay?'

| saw acab and waved it over. Shecky was trying to catch his breath, trying not to cry, but
nothing worked for him. He stood there weaving and bawling and melting. Then he started beating his
fistsagaing the brick wall.

"God damniit!" he screamed, throwing his head back. "God damn it! God damnit!”

Then, suddenly, he pulled away from me, eyeswide, hands bleeding, and broke into arun
toward the barber shop.

"Hey," the cabbie said, "ain't that Shecky King?'

"l don't know," | said, and ran after him.

| tried to stop him, but you don't op a crazy man, not when you're hdf hissize and amost twice
his age. He threw the door open and charged inside.

"Eddie!" His voice sounded strangled, like ahand was around histhroat, cutting off theair. Or a
rope. "Eddie, what have | got to do?'

The old man didn't even look up. He was reading a newspaper.

"Tell mel" Shecky pounded the empty barber chair with hisbloody fists.

"Please be careful of theleather,” the old man said.

"I'masuccess!" Shecky yeled. "I quaify! Tdl him, Georgel Tell him about lagt night!”

"What do you care what this crummy--"

" Tdlhim!_"

| walked over and pulled the newspaper out of the old man's hands. "Last night Shecky King
was voted the most popular show business persondlity of dl time," | said.

"Tdl himwho voted'"

"The newspaper and magazine critics” | said.

"And who ese?'

"Thirty million people throughout the world."

"Y ou hear that? Everybody. Eddie, don't you hear what he's saying? Everybody! I'm Number
Ona"

Shecky climbed onto the chair and sat down.

"Haircut," he said. "Easy onthe sdes. Just alight trim. Y ou know." He sat there breathing hard
for acouple of seconds, then he twisted around and screamed at the old man. "Eddie! For God's sake,
cut my har!"

"I'm sorry," the old man said. "I don't have an opening at the moment.”

Y ou know what happened to Shecky King. Y ou read about it. | knew, and | read about it, too,
six months before the papers came out. In hiseyes. | could see the headline there. But | thought | could
keep it from coming true.

| took him home in acab and put him to bed. He didn't talk. He didn't even cry. Hejust laid



there, between the Hong Kong silk sheets, staring up at the ceiling, and for some crazy reason that made
methink of the legless guy and the sign that said WALK. | was pretty tired.

The doctors ordered him to ahospita, but they couldn't find anything wrong, not physicaly
anyway, so they called inthe shrinks. A breakdown, the shrinks said. Nervous exhaustion. Emotional
depletion. It happens.

It happens, al right, but | wasn't sold. Shecky was like aracing car, he operated best at high
revs. That's the way some people are engineered. A nice long rest isanice long death to them, because it
gives them a chance to think, and for aperformer that's the end. He seeswhat a stupid waste hislife had
been, working 24 hours aday so that people can laugh a him, or cry a him, running al the time--for
what? Money. Praise. But he's got the money (if he didn't he wouldn't be able to afford the rest) and he's
had the praise, and he hasn't redlly enjoyed what he's been doing for years—-isit intellectua? does it
contribute to the world? doesit help anybody?--s0 he figures, why go on running? Why bother? Who
cares? And he stops running. He givesit al up. And they let him out of the hospita, because now he's
cured.

A lot of reasonswhy | didn't want thisto happen to Shecky. He wasn't my friend--who can be
friends with amultitude?--but he was an artist, and that meant he brought alot of happinessto alot of
people. Of course he brought some unhappiness, too, maybe more than mogt, but that's the business.
Tdent never was enough. It isif you're apainter, or abook writer, maybe, but even there chutzpah
counts. Shecky had it. Like the old story, he could have murdered both his parents and then thrown
himsalf on the mercy of the court on the grounds that he was an orphan. And he could have gotten away
withit.

Thefact is, thetruth is, he didn't have anything _except __chutzpah . Hisroutines were written
by other people. His singing was dubbed. His abums were turned out by the best conductors around.
Hismoviesand TV playswere put together like jigsaw puzzles out of amillion blown takes. Hisbooks
were ghosted.

But | say, anybody who can make out the way Shecky King made out, on the basis of nothing
but persondity and drive, that personisan arti<.

Also, | was making close to a hundred grand ayear off him.

What's the difference? | wanted him to pull out of it. The shrinks weren't worried. They said the
barber was only "amanifestation of the problem”. Not acause. An effect. It meant that Shecky felt guilty
about his success and was trying to re-establish contact with the common people.

| didn't ask them to explain why, if that was true, the barber refused to cut Shecky's hair. It
would only have confused them.

Anyway, | knew they were wrong. Shecky wasin the hospital because of that old son of abitch
on Third Avenue and not because of anything else.

All the next day | tried to piece it together, to make sense out of it, but | couldn't. So | started
asking around. | didn't really expect an answer, and | didn't get one, until the next night. | wasworking on
adouble scotch on the rocks, thinking about the money we would be making if Shecky was at the Winter
Garden right now, when aguy camein. You'd know him--askinny Itdian singer, very big. He walked
over and put ahand on my neck. "I heard about Sheck," he said. "Tough break.” Then, not because he
gave adamn about Shecky but because I'd done him afew favors when he needed them, he asked meto
join hisparty, and | did. Another double scotch on the rocks and | asked if held ever heard of Eddie the
barber. It waslike asking him if he'd ever heard of girls.

"Tel meabout it,” | said.

He did. Eddie had been around, he said, forever. He was afair barber, no better and no worse
than any other, and he smelled bad, and he was creepy; but he was The End. | shouldn't fedl bad about
not knowing this, because | was one of the Out people. There were In people and Out people and the In
people didn't talk about Eddie. They didn't talk about alot of things.

"Why ishe The End?' | asked.

Because he only takes certain people, my friend said. Because he's selective. Because he's
exdusve



"l wasin his shop. He had alousy wino bumin the chair!”

With that lousy wino bum, | wastold, three-fourths of the big namesin show busnesswould
trade places. Money didn't matter to Eddie, he would never accept more than adollar. Clothes didn't
matter, or reputation, or influence.

"Thenwhat _does _matter?’

He didn't know. Nobody knew. Eddie never said what his standards were, in fact, he never said
he had any standards. Either he had an opening or he didn't, that was all you got.

| finished off the scotch. Then | turned to my friend. "Has he ever cut your hair?'

"Don't ak," hesaid.

| had atough time swalowing it until | talked to a haf-dozen other Names. Never mind who they
were. They verified the story. A haircut from Eddie meant Success. Until you sat in that chair, no matter
what el se had happened to you, you were nothing. Y our life was nothing. Y our future was nothing.

"And you go for thisjazz?' | asked dl of them the same question. They all laughed and said,
"Hédl, no! It'sthose other nutd™ But their eyes said something different.

It was fantastic. Everybody who was anybody in the business knew about Eddie, and everybody
was surprised that | did. Asthough, I'd mentioned the name of the crazy uncle they kept locked in the
basement, or something. A lot of them got sore, afew even broke down and cried. One of them said that
if I doubted Eddie's pull | should think about the Names who had knocked themsalves off at the top of
their success, no reason ever given, except the standard one. | should think about those Namesreal hard.
And | did, remembering that headlinein Shecky's eyes.

It fit together, findly, when | got to aguy who used to know Shecky in the old days, when he
was a20th mail boy named Sheldon Hochstrasser. He wanted to be In more than he wanted anything
else, but he didn't know where In was. So he stuck close to the actors and the directors and he heard
them talking about Eddie. One of them had just got an appointment and he saw that now he could die
happy because he knew he had made it. Shecky wasimpressed. It gave him something to work towards,
something to hang onto. From that point on, his greatest ambition was to get an gppointment with Eddie.

Hewas smart about it, though. At least he thought he was. Y ou don't get agood table at
Chasen's, or Romanoff's, he said to himsalf, and to his buddy, unless you're somebody. For Eddie, he
went on, you've got to be more. Y ou've got to bea_success . So the thing to do was to succeed.

He gave himsdf fifteen years.

Fifteen years|ater, to the day I'll bet, | met him at that bar on Third Avenue. Either he'd been
thinking about Eddie dl that time or he hadn't thought about him at &l. | don't know which.

| turned the tap up, then, because he wasn't getting any better. | found out the oneswho had
made it and talked to them, but they weren't any help. They didn't know why they were In or even how
long they'd stay. That was the lousy part of it: you could get cancelled. And putting in aword for Shecky
wouldn't do any good, they said, because Eddie made his own decisions.

| still had ahard time getting it down. 1'd been around for fifty-four yearsand | hadn't met
anything likethis, or even clost to it. A Status Symbol makes alittle senseif it'sthe Nobel Prize or aRolls
Royce, but a_barber! _ Insanity, even for show business people.

| started out with money and didn't makeit, but that didn't mean he didn't have aprice. | figured
everybody could be bought. Maybe not with dollars, but with something.

| thought of the clendars on the wall. They're supposed to be for the customers, but |
wondered, are they? Y ou never knew about these old guys.

| found the wildest broad in New Y ork and told her how she could earn two grand in one
evening. Shesad yes.

Eddie said no.

| told him if held play dong, 1'd turn over acheck for one million dollarsto hisfavorite charity.

No.

| threstened him.

Hesmiled.

| begged him.



He said hewas sorry.

| asked him why. Just tel mewhy, | said.

"l don't have an opening,” he said.

Two weeks and two dozen trieslater, | went back to the hospital. The Most Popular Show
Business Persondity of All Timewasdtill lying inthe bed, dill staring at the calling.

"Hell give you an gppointment,” | said.

He shook his head.

"I'mtelling you, Sheck. | just talked with him. Helll give you an appointment.”

Helooked a me. "When?"

"As soon as hefinds an opening.”

"Hewon' find an opening.”

"Don't be stupid, Sheck. Y ou're just nervous. The guy's busy al thetime. | wasthere. HEs got
people lined up halfway down the Street."”

"Eddies never busy," he said.

Chrigt, | had totry, didn't 1?"| was there, Sheck!"

"Then you know," he said. "Eddie'skind of customer, you don't get many. Just afew. Just afew,
George." He turned his head away. "I'm not one of them.”

"Wadl, maybe not now, Sheck, but some day. Y ou can tak to him ... ask him what he wants you
to do. | mean, he's got to have areason!”

"He'sgot areason, George."

"Whdt isit?"

"Don't you know?'

"No! Y ou've stepped on afew heads, sure, but who hasn't? Y ou don't get to the top by helping
old ladies across the street. Y ou've got to fight your way up there, everybody does, and when you fight,
people get hurt.”

"Yeah," hesaid, "you know," and for asecond | thought | did. | sat therelooking at him for a
long time, then | went out and got drunker than hell.

They cdled methe next morning. | wasin bad shape but | had my suit on so it only took fifteen
minutes to get to the hospital.

It wasacircusaready. | pushed through the cops and the reporters and went into the room.

Hewas4till lying on the bed, ill staring up at the ceiling, looking no different from theway I'd
left him. Except of the two deep dashesin hiswrigts, the broken glass and the blood. There was alot of
that. It covered the Hong Kong silk sheets and the rug and even parts of the wall.

"What made him do it?' somebody said.

"Overwork," | said.

The papers played it that way. Only afew guys knew the dirt, and they were paid for, so Shecky
wasturned into amartyr. | forget what to. His public, | think. I have most of the clippings. "In his efforts
to bring joy to the people of the world, The King went beyond the limits of his endurance; he had gone
beyond ordinary human limitslong before. . ."

""He had no ambition other than to continue entertaining hisfans. . ."

"Following the old show business motto, ‘Always leave 'em laughing’, Shecky King departed this
world at the height of his popularity. No other performer has ever matched hissuccess. . ." "Heisa
legend now, the man who had everything and gave everything . .

| don't think about it much any more.

| just lie awake nights and thank God that I'm bald.



THE CRIME OF WILLIE WASHINGTON
by Charles Beaumont

The second after Willie Washington put his knife in George Manassan's ssomach, he knew held
done abad thing. But dl the demonsin Hades put together couldn't have made Willie run or lose his
head, so he stood around very quiet, waiting to see what would happen. He figured deep inside his head
that he'd done an evil deed, athough he wasn't exactly sorry. George had told tales about Cleotaand as
far as Willie knew, there wasn't aman aive who'd stand for another man telling tales about hiswife. He
wasn't sorry and he wasn't glad and there was a sharp thing egting at hisinsides, sharper than the knife
that had cut George.

Willie waited for a considerable time, but George only groaned and wheezed. And since the
blood didn't stop oozing out over the rug, Williefinaly decided that he must do something. He put on his
hat and walked quickly down the street until he came to an apartment like his own.

He knocked hard on the door, severa times.

The old woman who opened the door was very withered and dried up with the years, but when
she heard the news she moved faster than she had for quite awhile. She flew about the rooms, gathering
all the clean rags she could find and muttering under her breath and Willie had to trot to keep up with her
when she hobbled out the door and back up the street.

When they got to the room, however, there was no sign of George Manassan except for the
blood l€ft on the rug and floor.

The old woman looked around and when she was convinced that George had left, the fear in her
face disappeared.

"Y ou cut him deep, boy?" she asked.

"No'm, Aunt Lucy, | didn't. | don't think he got hurt too bad," Willie answered.

Then Willie went to the sink and wet alarge cloth. He bore down and managed to get the blood
off thefloor, but it wouldn't come out of the rug.

"Y ou send that to the cleaners, boy. Y ou never get that out alone.”

The old woman sat down and breathed heavily. Her face and arms were shiny with perspiration.

Cleotagot off work at the bakery a e even-thirty and when she got home Willie told her
everything that had happened. She said she was sorry and that she thought Willie had doneright.

Aunt Lucy later learned that Doctor Smith was the one who fixed up George. She was more
relieved than shelet on, to hear that the wound had been aminor one; and she sermoned to Willieand to
Cleota for months afterwards when she was positive that George had | eft town.

Now thiswasthe only bad thing Willie ever did in hisentirelife, up to the time the policemen
cameto put himinjail for something else, so he didn't forget it right away. He didn't missaday on hisjob
and he didn't spoil hisrecord by doing poor work, but most of the fellows on the line noticed that Willie
Washington was not quite himself again until amost ahdf year had passed. It was then that he forgot
about cutting George Manassan and that Cleota once more took up smiling at men in the bakery.

It was agreat surpriseto Willie when they shook him out of bed and carried him off to jail.

The night was sticky and hot but the pillow hadn't turned damp yet. It was soft and cool and he
sank into it gratefully. Cleotawas already adeep, slent, asaways, likeacat. Willie had never dept with



anyone else so he had theimpression that only men snored. It struck him as avery masculine thing.

Hefinished his prayersto the Lord and fell into a pleasant languor that soon turned into deep.

The sound of voices outsidein the hall was not disturbing because there were frequently voicesin
the hdl. Willie had gotten used to lovers goodnights and deepless women's babble as a soldier gets used
to deeping amid gunfire. He didn't even hear the door tried and opened.

What did awaken Willie finaly was arough hand on his shoulder, pressing hard and shaking. He
heard the voi ce hafway through consciousness.

"Come on, you're not kidding anybody. Get the hell out of that bed.”

And when he came to completely he saw three men in hisroom, two of them with flashlightsand
thethird with agunin his hand. He did not understand.

The men were dl white. They were very energetic looking men, with sharp chinsand unblinking
eyes. There was no hesitation.

The onewith the gun pulled Willieto hisfeet.

"Okay, let'sgo, fella."

Cleota awakened with anasd little cry. She clutched the sheetsto her breasts and said nothing.

"Go where?' Williés mind was not clear.

The man with the gun looked over his shoulder and laughed.

Willie looked angry. He didn't understand, but he knew he didn't like these men. He hated to be
caled anigger in Cleota's presence.

The man with the gun grabbed \Villies undershirt and twisted it in his hand. He turned his heed
towards the door and took out a police credential.

Willie garted to move, but the gun was pushed into his scomach. The two other men edged
closer.

So Willieturned his eyesto Cleota and got dressed quickly. The men kept their flashlights on
even though Cleota had switched on the lamp.

In ashort time Willie was shoved into the waiting police car and taken to the city jail. Hewas
then put into amoderately crowded cell.

No onetold him exactly what he was supposed to have done, but through constant questioning
he learned that he was being held for the rape and murder of awhite girl. He didn't know why they had
thought of him, but he did not know what the charges meant. He thought and thought and could provide
no good proof of where he actually had been at the time of the crime.

He had been home, reading, but of course no one would believe that.

Cleota came to see him whenever she could and so did Aunt Lucy. They both made him fed
good, though it was actudly Aunt Lucy who gave him hope.

During the long days before the trial she would say to him, "Willie, it's bad trouble but they won't
hurt you. \Ve both know you ain't done nothin' wrong, an' when you don't do nothin” wrong the law can't
hurt you. Y ou gonnabe dl right, boy. Y ou gonnaget out of thisal right.”

And Williewould smile until one day he stopped being afraid. He was offered alawyer but he
said he didn't want one. He ate well and looked forward to the day of thetrial, because he felt sure that
would be the day they would let him go.

All thistime he made prayersto the Lord that he'd get hisjob back and that he would be forgiven
for hating the people around him and the people who came to ask him deep questions he couldn't figure
out. Then he stopped worrying about his job and didn't hate.

And whenever he would get confused, Aunt Lucy would come by and say "Now rest easy, boy.
Everything gonnabedl right. Y ou ainnocent boy and the law ain't gonna hurt you," and held smileand
fed good again.

When the day of thetrid cameat last, Willie sat in the courtroom without afear or adoubt. He
thought of the stories held be able to tell the gang on the Line when he went back to work, so he didn't
hear much of the proceedings.

They asked him where he was on the night of the crime and he told the truth. "I was a home,
readin’ amagazine, your Honor," he said. They asked him other questions and the tall man in the gray suit



talked so fast and so loud Willie couldn't hear him clearly. Only the words 'society’ and 'justice’ sounded
S0 that he could hear.

And after atime, the peoplein the brown stal filed back to their seats. Williefolded his hands
and craned his head to hear what would be said.

". .. doyou find the defendant: guilty or not guilty?"

Williewasn't nervous. He kept grinning, wondering whether or not to look back at Cleota.

"We find the defendant guilty, your Honor."

The words were spoken dowly and clearly, but with some emotion. The thin man with the
furrowed face who spoke the words looked directly at the judge and then sat down.

Willie wanted to scream but then something pierced his somach and held hisinsdestight. He
couldn't move or say aword. Confusion swam in his head, in great hot waves. He rose with difficulty
when commanded.

". . . sentence you, Willie George Washington, to the supreme pendty prescribed bylaw..."

These words were a haze out of which only one cameclearly. Dead .

". .. to be hanged by the neck until you aredead . . ."

Willie struggled and pulled out the thing in his heart. He screamed.

"No, your Honor, you don' understand! | didn't kill nobody! | didn't do nothin’ wrong! I'm
innocent, your Honor!"

And two men had to hold Williesarms and pull him back to hiscell.

No one paid much attention to the old Negro woman who cried "No, Lord!" or the young one
who smiled strangely.

It wasn't easy for Willie, but he had plenty of timeto think and so after awhile he started to smile
again. Aunt Lucy was able to see him upon occas on during the months and Cleotacame by a
respectable number of times. They both said that everything would be dl right.

And since Willie had been conceived of the strongest hope there is--awoman's hope--it took
only the merest spark to ignite his courage. He told himsdlf that he had not for amoment lost hisfaithin
the ultimate rightness of things, not even in the courtroom that day he wastold solemnly he must die, for a
crime he did not commit.

And s0 the days passed and Willie grew stronger instead of wesker, dl the while certain that the
Lord would not permit him to be wrongfully punished.

So it wasthat on the morning designated asthe time of execution Willie spoke lightly with the
somber looking man in the black frock coat who wore such along face.

"Reverend,” Williesaid, "I knowsyour intentionsis good, but they ain't reelly much sensein your
being here

And the Reverend shook his head and opened his book.

"No gr, Reverend, they ain't nothin' gonna happen to me. It say so right here in the Good
Book--here, let me show you the place where it say--"

And Willie took the book and thumbed quickly through the pages.

"Y'see, Reverend, the Lord say it: "Asye sow, so shall yeregp'. It put different in your book, but
it mean the same thing.”

Theman in the frock coat Sghed.

"But my son, you have been proven guilty of the sn of murder.”

Williegrinned.

"Yes, g, but they got that wrong. It wasn't me what did that to that little girl. Y ou gotsto be
honest bad 'fore you can do athing like that! And Aunt Lucy can tell you-- | ain't honest bad, Reverend.
| studied hard dl 1 could, when | was akid, and | been workin' for the railroad since | was thirteen.
Never missed aday--up to this, | mean. Never missed a Sunday at Church, neither. An' | got me agood
woman too. No gr, | jus never did thisthing, Reverend, and you knowsthe Lord ain't gonnacast me
down for somethin’ I never did.”



The man in the frock coat looked perplexed as he studied Williesface. The prayers he said were
not the ones he had previoudy considered nor could Willie hear them.

Not too long afterward other men came and walked with Willie down along hal and into asmall
yard. The sun was shining but the yard was dark with shadows. The cement was clean and smelled of
soap and water.

The men led Willie up some steps and onto asmall door out into the planks. Directly above
dangled arope, the end of which had been formed into anoose. The rope was sturdy and strong; the
fiberswere close and smooth.

They asked Willieif he had anything to say and he told them yes, he did.

"You folksisredly wagtin' your time," Williesaid. "I told you, | never did nothin' wrong and the
Lord ain't gonnalet you hurt me."

Then aman walked up and fitted a black cloth bag over Willie's head. After that he pulled down
the rope and put the noose about Willie's neck. The noose was tightened somewhat.

No one could see, but Williewas till smiling. He couldn't think clearly about anything except
what Aunt Lucy had told him. Her wordsroared in his ears and he knew that they couldn't be wrong.

Williewaited. He didn't know what he waited for, but he waited. A long time he stood, with the
handcuffs heavy on hiswrigts, but nothing happened.

All was dlent and then, as suddenly asif it had always been, loud with the hum of voices. Words
Willie couldn't hear, words that pierced the air, words that werefilled with fear and awe.

After along while the bag was taken off and Williewas led back to hiscell, Later he learned
what had happened, why everyone had looked so strange. The lever that controlled the trapdoor had
been pulled but the trapdoor had remained fixed. It did not fal away, allowing the body that stood upon
ittosnk into theyielding air. It did not suddenly become the mouth of death, which wasits function. The
trapdoor smply had not worked. And this was strange because it had been tested according to routine a
few minutes before the actua time of execution, and stranger Hill that it operated with the greatest
efficiency afew moments after Willie was taken from the platform.

Willie thanked the Lord and thought that would set him free, but he waswrong. Someone told
him that they would try to hang him again, and Willie shrugged and said that it was very foolish.

It was Aunt Lucy who told him the laws of the state, which required aman con demned to degath
to be subjected to three attempts at execution before he be freed. The old woman whose face |ooked
older and more withered than ever Willie had known it to be, still spoke confidently and Willie believed
her. The Lord would not desert him now.

When he asked about Cleota he received answers he somehow didn't like, although they meant
nothing in themsaves. He put it aside and continued to write her |etters. The answers were cheerful and
evasve and so Willie was not disturbed.

He spent histime praying, in between executions.

And when it cametime for them to try to hang Willie again, the same somber man in the frock
coat dropped into the cell to mumble; the same walk and the sametiny yard. The same dark shadows,
but a different rope and a more thoroughly oiled trapdoor mechanism.

Willie got up to the scaffold unhesitatingly. He was stood to one side as the trapdoor was tested
for good measure. He watched it drop swiftly and saw the blackness below, without relaxing his smile.
Then the hood was fastened securely.

A man started to say "Any last words," but he stopped. The man nodded to the executioner.

And when the lever was pulled dl the way back, agreat murmur went through the crowd. The
trapdoor had not moved.

Sometime later, Willie read in the newspaper about how he was fooling death but, of course, he
knew that was wrong. They didn't understand. They didn't understand that the Lord protects his own and
that an innocent man can't die for something he didn't do.

Time passed dowly after this. And when he redlized that he had been a prisoner for over ayear,
Willie became bored and restless. His prayers became routine and he wished mightily that they would
hurry up with whatever they were going to do, so he could get back to hisjob and wife. Aunt Lucy told



him he looked tired these days and he agreed with her.

Cleotawrote more frequently and visted more frequently now that they had tried to hang Willie
twice dready. It scared her, but only thisfar. Shefound it remarkably easy to lieto Willie now, so the
sacrifice was not agreat one. She had fdlen in love with anumber of people since her husband was first
put injail. A man named Frank Jones wanted her to go to Detroit with him. She was consderingit.

Time crept, the boredom of the minutesfilling Willie with agrowing urgeto leave the prison and
haveit al donewith. The game had lost its amusement; it was like waiting interminable hourson a
Streetcorner for someone you know will show up, eventudly.

So hefindly stopped praying and thanking the Lord and began to pacerestlesdy in hiscell. Even
the newspaper reports had lost their interest. Everything had lost itsinterest, except getting out. Willie
thought and the more he thought the more he wanted to have thisfoolishness over.

Sometimes he thought about his job; relived pleasant hours when work was not so hard. HEd
had the job for seventeen years, and athough he'd never risen in rank, neither had he ever been docked
or rolled.

And he thought about stories of poor Negroes constantly out of work and how nobody would
hireyou if you were black. He didn't believe it. He was black and he had ajob. He was black and he
had awife. What else, he wondered, could there bein life?

Time dragged, stood till, waited, inched, stopped.

Then the day arrived, the day Willie so longed for: hislast execution.

The atendant ddlicacies were hurried thistime and somewhat embarrassed. The man in the frock
coat had refused to come and so another man like him came instead. Willie listened politely to the Last
Prayers, but he was fegling too good to redly hear them. Aunt Lucy had seen him the afternoon before
and he hadn't noticed the fear in her eyes. He had only heard the kind, happy words that came from the
friendly face. He knew them by heart now, every word and every nuance.

"Y ou gonna be home little while, boy. They gonnalet you go and you gonna be home. The Lord
has taken care of hisyoung lamb."

Theyard wasfilled with many people thistime. It was a specia occasion; rules were relaxed.
Many had notebooks open and pencilsin their hands. Some looked afraid--those faces he recognized,
they looked afraid. Others|looked interested or expectant.

There was adight breeze, so the rope swung gently backward and forward from the scaffold. Its
shadow on the wall was many times enlarged and grotesque.

When Willie camein, everyone stopped whispering. There was absolute quiet, the quiet that is
born of abeating heart. Willie grinned widdly and tried to wave his hands so they could see.

He knew the way by now. He knew how many stepsit was from the door to the platform of the
scaffold. He knew the moment the hood would be lowered. Willie smiled at the blackness asthe
trapdoor was dropped five times. He smiled at the executioner, but the executioner didn't smile back.

Then thelong wait. Through the coarse black cloth over hishead, Willie heard the frightened
gasps and the sharp little cries. He heard someone say:

"My God, it didn't work! It didn't work!"

He was carefully led from the platform back to his cell. He remembered to thank the Lord and
then he went back to deep.

The following week Willie was told exactly when he would be released, and until that time he
found many interesting things to read in the newspapers.

Aunt Lucy and the men from the newspapers were waiting for Willie the day he walked out of
prison afree man. Many pictures were taken of him and many questions asked and Willie was polite to
everyone. But when he would ask Aunt Lucy where Cleotawas, Aunt Lucy would turn her head and
someone el se would say something. After atime, Willie got worried and told the people he would talk
with them tomorrow.

When he got home, Willielearned that hiswife had left him. He didn't grasp it at first. Cleota had



run off with aman named Frank Jones. She had left him.

Aunt Lucy remarked that she never did care much for Cleota and had told Willie so the day he
married her. She reminded him of George Manassan and asked him why he had never blamed Cleota.
But whenever Aunt Lucy would say anything bad about Cleota, Willie would tell her to be quiet. He
wanted to think.

Alonein hisroom, he lay on the bed and wept. He understood why he had felt strange about
those | etters and why he had put the fedling aside. Cleotawould never deep with him again; she would
never come back.

Hefought the tears until his eyes hurt and then he dept.

The next morning he rose early, put on the clothes that had hung in the closet for dmost ayear
and ahalf and took abusto hiswork terminal.

The sight of the huge ornate building restored Willie's spirits. He forgot about Cleota. Thiswas
the other of the two important thingsin hislife; he proposed to marry himsalf completely to hisjob now.

The foreman shook hishead a Willie.

"Sorry, fella, but the Linesfull up now. Uniontightening up . . . letting off help . . . sorry.”

Theforeman had to talk along timeto convince Willie that he had no job. The big man, with his
black arm-deeves and green head-shield, was puzzled that anyone could have the nerveto ask for ajob
after an absense of ayear and ahaf. That amurderer could expect to have hisjob back.

Williewaked out of the building dowly, trying to put things together in his head. He asked the
Lord what had happened, but the answer was indistinct. He boarded the bus and got off before it
started. He walked the three milesto Aunt Lucy's apartment.

The old woman was crying.

"Boy, | don't know ‘zactly what could he'p you now. Y ou got no job and you got no wife. But
you got to live, 'cause that's what the Lord say you got to."

And Willieknew shewasright. Hehad to live.

He went home and put on his suit. It was wrinkled where it had draped across awire hanger, but
it fill had class. Willie had never worn it much, but he waysfet good init. He put on hisflamingo tie
and polished his shoes with an old shirt. He sat down to decide what to do.

He waked down Government Street and entered an S.P. ticket office. He asked for ajob and
was quickly refused.

He went to every ticket office, steamship, railroad and freight line in the city. He didn't pauseto
egt. At nightfal, when he returned home, there were smiling newspapermen waiting for him. He admitted
them and talked politely.

"...yougottolive boy..."

The next day he went to garages, filling stations and miscellaneous stores. He went through the
factories and warehouses, to the Civil Service building and to the employment agencies. He was not even
asked tofill out forms.

"...thereisntathingforyou..."

'No useto fret, Willie Washington, you had it good most of your life. The Lord took good care
of you. You just got to scrounge alittle now. - .', was what Willie said to himsdf.

Hewent to large office buildings, printing shops, frame makers, construction companies, the city
hall, grocery stores.

Some grimaced a him, most recognized him from the picturesin the paper. But no one gave
Willieajob.

He went to Aunt Lucy and she just told him to keep looking.

He put an ad in the paper, he answered al the ads. He went to janitors and street cleaners, to
airports and railroad stations.

Hewaked until hisfeet hurt and turned numb to pain. And when he looked at his money he
started to become alittle frightened. But he didn't stop walking and he didn't stop talking.

And then one day, when the newspapermen had had enough of Willi€'s story and he was | eft
entirely one, Willie sat in hisroom awhole day, thinking. He asked the L ord numerous questions and



waited for the answersthat did not come. He looked in his pockets and saw that his money was nearly
gone.

He remembered the looks of hate on people's faces when they saw him, how they whispered
when he left. He had done nothing, and had proven it, but he began to see that there was no one who
believed him. No one but Aunt Lucy.

Everyone thought that he had actually killed thet little girl. Didn't they redlize that he would have
been hanged, that his neck would have been broken and that he would have died, if he'd been guilty?

Ordidthey care...?

For thefirgt timein hislife, Willie Washington redly hated. He hated the people who hated him;
he hated everything around him. He had forgiven them and their wrong, but they would not forgive him
hisinnocence! Hate surged and churned in his heart. It did not have time to mature. It was now and it
was full-grown.

Aunt Lucy was afraid. She sensed in her old heart what had happened, so she got out of bed and
went over to Williesroom.

She said, "Boy, you got to get that ook out of your eyes. It ain't good.”

And Williesaid, "But they won't give mework an' I'm runnin' out of money,"

They sat.

Then the old woman looked very deep insde Willies heart and sheleft infear. It had dried upin
her but she recognized the budding shoot. She remembered it and how it had conquered her. But she had
been awoman, and Willie aman, and that iswhy she was afraid.

Williedidn't say very much to anyone the next day. He'd ask for ajob and he'd be refused and
he'd walk out, looking so grim and confused people would Stare.

The black flower began to press histhroat and his breast, so that he shook when he asked the
question, defeatedly, under his bregth.

"Lord, it an't right what you're doing to me. | been good and look a me! | got no money, no job,
nowife. .. Andit wouldn't none of it ahappened if you hadn't put meinthat jail. Why'd you let it
happen, O Lord!"

Willie had amind full of confuson, amind full of angry hornets.

When he heard the white woman say " There's the murdering nigger they couldn't hang,” hot
vomitous acid rose in histhroat and eyes and he went back home.

He spoke directly to the Lord.

"It @n't been right, you know it ain't been right! My money'sall gone, Lord, an' | can't get any
more! What am | gonnado? Tell me, Lord, ‘cause Willie Washington, hesdippin'.”

Hewaited, hunched and silent, for an answer that did not come.

Hewaited for deep, but that didn't come either.

Hethought of the little murdered girl, who lay in therain with acrud cross carved in her somach.

"What about the man what did that, Lord? Isyou punishing _him?_Why do you gotsto punish
me--what did | do? Lord, tell me, tell me, WHY! If | knew that thenit'd beall right, but | don't know! |
don't know why!"

Willieraised hisvoice and cdled into Heaven.

"Why, Lord God?'

Then hetore at his shirt and rolled on the dirty bed, sobbing and moaning. The night went and the
day came, but Willie did not deep. He was hungry and tired.

Hewalked out the door, feding dirty.

People stared a him, whispered a him and around him.

"Aunt Lucy! What am | gonnado?1 got no money! Y ou got money?'

"No, boy, you know that. | got twenty-seven cents. Here, take that. And let mefix you alittle
food. Boy, you look poorly!"

Williefell inachair and put the cered to his mouth.

"Aunt Lucy, what do the Lord say to you?"'

"He been kindaquiet lately, boy."



"The Lord ain't with me, Aunt Lucy. He againgt me!"

"Hush now! Don't you let me hear you talk like that. That's you daddy's blood talkin'! The Lord
worksin wonderful ways, boy, don't you know that?"

"Hewouldn't get meajob.”

"He kept 'em from hangin’ you, didn't He?'

Willie put his head on the old woman's bresst.

"Now don't that mean somethin', Willie boy?"

Williecried.

"No, it dont! It don't mean nothin!"

Willie graightened and went out of the room quickly. The old woman cdled for him to come
back, then she fell on her kneesand cried to the Lord.

Willie dmost ran to hisroom. He looked through two dresser drawers and got his smal pocket
knife. Helooked at it for only afew moments, remembering how he had cut a human being and why he
hed cut ahuman being.

The black flower covered him. Hewasfull: his ssomach and his heart and his soul werefull.

He put it in his pocket and went into the Street.

"Lord, remember. You left, me. You did it. Wasn't meleft you!™

Williewaked dl theway to therailroad tracks without knowing why. He sat inasmall clearing
until it got dark, thinking. About the faces and the mouths and breathing hot that the Lord had left him.

Then he walked on down the tracks, hating. He walked for miles, walked till hislegsrefused to
move. Hetook out the knife, opened it and looked at the blade.

Hewalked back into town and hid behind awarehouse. He held the knife tightly and perspiration
coursed down the handle.

Willie waited and he was afraid he knew what he waited for, thistime. The whole world started
to pound in his ears and his body shook.

And then the tears came. They fell from hiseyes asif they would never stop, and heturned his
back to the street, weeping onto the wooden dats of the warehouse. The knife dropped to the ground
and asit struck, Willie knelt with both knees on the cement.

"Lord, Lord God, I'm sorry. I'm sorry. I'm sorry! I'll not leave you again, not ever again!”

Williewaked back to Aunt Lucy's. And when the old woman saw hisface, she smiled broadly.
The vise around her neck relaxed and she felt young again.

"Well, boy, you get the hate cut out of you!"

"Yesm."

"You ain't no different from any of us, boy. It jus cometo you late, that'sal. Y ou never saw
what you was, boy, that was your trouble.”

Willielooked up and smiled.

Aunt Lucy hurried to fix coffee.

"Y ou know, Willie boy, we mus be the Lord's favorites, 'cause we got the biggest cross of al to
carry. You know what I'm talkin' about, boy?"

"Do you supposethe Lordl forgive me, Aunt Lucy?'

"I kindathink He will. HEs amighty understandin’ person.”

Then Willie began to laugh and the old woman laughed with him.

They laughed for along time.
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THE MAN WITH THE CROOKED NOSE
by Charles Beaumont

Hewasvery smal. And, hewasinvishble. Or dmogt: there and not there, existing and not
existing--like ashadow just before the lights come on, or aface you see in the window of a speeding
train, or birds at midnight. He lived in the corner of your eye. Turn around, quick! and stare and--he's
gone, he's somewhere else.

After awhile| stopped trying to find him. It made things easier. In a nine: "Good morning, Mr.
Gershenson!” (aquick slent grin from thelittle man); out a six: "Good night!" (the same) and repesat. A
few requests. Bring that set of Dickens up front, please; don't forget to dust the A secton, will
you?--Nothing more.

And it seemed to work dl right. Actudly, it didn't. Because he was there and we worked
together, eight hoursaday, and it isn't very pleasant, ever, to give ordersto aman who istwice your age
and then watch him jump and run like amonkey set onfire. Yet so quietly.

He was dways running. Even when he swept up, as though hislife depended on it--Switch!
Switch! with the broom down the aides, getting the dirt off the floor, Switch! billowing it over al the
books, and then off, fast, to another chore. | never saw aman work with such speed. Or so hard. Or do
such apoor job--poor Martin, and he had the world's easiest. Anidiot could have doneit better.

The others got abig kick out of him. They called him 'Pop'--although he wasn't very old: maybe
fifty, maybe sixty, no older--and they pulled fancy gags, thought out daysin advance, planned in secret
conclave. Once Berman called from New Books downstairs and asked for Martin and double-talked
until he had thelittle man sheking. They laughed a him al day long.

It wasn't easy not to laugh, | suppose. He was pretty funny; right from the first, from the day
Steinberg hired him. In alot of ways: the quick-padding Mandarin'swalk he had, feet barely touching the
floor; the outsized mixed-up clothes he wore; and al those boxes and phias and bottles of medicine! It
seemed that every time you looked, he was popping a pill into his mouth or swigging cough syrup. Which
isfunny to watch, although | didn't feel much like laughing, somehow. He was always so intense abot it.
Asif hethought, if | don't take dl thismedicine, I'll die, dmost certainly. I'll catch ahorrible disease and
die

And that made you wonder--well? Why should he want to stay dive to the point of fighting desth
every five minutes? An old man with most of hisyears behind him, and what ishe now? A stockboy ina
bookstore, without a hope of anything better.

But he didn't frown any oftener than he smiled. He just worked. Gently and quickly and poorly
and quietly--aways quietly: | never heard him speak aword, then. It gave rise to the rumor that hewasa
mute, but | don't think anyone actualy believed that.

Maybe it was his eyesthat kept me wondering. It probably was, at first, because there wasn't
anything e se. They were so bright beneath those black-clumped John L. Lewis brows, so bright and full.
While he fumbled abouit like the wrong machine for the wrong job, | watched his eyes, and sometimes
they seemed about to fly loose from their sockets and sometimes they rested there like milk.glass
marbles, looking, beyond the shelves and beyond the walls.

Of course, after afew weeks the newnesswore off. We dl got used to Martin's quick little
movements and his silence. Business picked up over the holidays, so there wasn't much timefor finding
him. Gradualy, piecesfloated in. Not many, not enough to make a picture--but some.

For one thing--and we should certainly have guessed it--Martin had been in Americaonly afew
months. The reason he never talked was that he hadn't learned English; he could understand it, but not
speak it. And the fact that he was aforeigner explained, for dmost everybody, the other peculiarities.



The 'Pop' labd stuck. Asthe days passed, he melted into afixture, like the rest of us, asif held
aways been with the store, ever sinceit wasbuilt. | covered his mistakes and didn't push and he smiled
good morning and good night and that was that. We had afunny little foreigner working in Used Books.
Hewas quiet. He took medicine. He put in his hours. That's al we knew, that's all we needed to know.

But | was the one who worked with him. | wasthe one who saw hiseyes. And 'that’ couldn't be
exactly that, with me,

| went back on the hook when | first heard hismusic. It was near closing time and we were
aone. He was pulling books from the F section, | was pricing some Americana | could see his short little
monkey's body scrambling up and down the ladder, and in the dusty murk between aides, the whiteness
of hisskin was like white wax. Especialy then, climbing, he reminded me of anewsred 1'd once seen of
some man who had lived in acavefor ayear, without any of the civilized comforts, and who had then
been brought before the cameras, shaved and bathed, hair combed but not yet cut, cheeks
scrubbed--nervous and unnaturd, alittle terrified and colorlessasadug.

It was very quiet and gtill that afternoon.

Then, suddenly, Martin began to hum. It surprised me, | don't know why exactly, but it was asif
he had just ripped off his shirt and turned around and showed me hiswings; or an extrapair of ams. |
was careful not to look up: | knew there wasn't anybody €l se upstairs.

The mdody swam through the heat and dust. But it wasn't ordinary humming, not at dl. Each
note was hit accurately and the piece was continued from its beginning to its end. When the notes got too
high, or too low, he smply switched octaves. And it sent a shiver through me, because what he hummed
was Beethoven's _Pat hetique Sonata . Right straight through, transposed beautifully.

After apauseit began again, thistime the fugue from Bloch's_Concerto Grosso_. And then
some Bach | couldn't recognize.

Thislittle man, who couldn't even put abook on a shelf right, who ran around like a half-killed
chicken, like ascared mouse, singing to himself now, his eyeslost completely--they couldn't _actualy
bel ong to the sad bundle of wet sticks and white skin!--thislittle man, snging and humming, so
powerfully, so lovingly, that you forgot about him and you heard the music as it was written, the pianos,
the violins, theflutes; and you heard every note, every note.

| never let him know that | heard, of course. | just listened, and whenever there were no
customers, hewould start. Today, _In the Hall of the Mountain King_; tomorrow, _Adoramus Te
Chrigte ; thenext day, Liebestod . Giant music and small music, Beethoven and Chopin, Moussorgsky
and Jannequin and Mozart and Mendel ssohn.

Findly, | couldnt takeit any longer. | wormed alunch out of Steinberg, the boss, and | pumped
him, discreetly. It was disgppointing, inaway ... 1'd hoped for more. In another way, it was not so
disgppointing.

Steinberg told me about how Martin Gershenson had once been the leading music critic for a
newspaper in Germany.

About how he had once been married and how, one day, he and hisfamily had been carried
from their home and put into different concentration camps; and how Martin had escaped and learned,
much later, that hiswife and histwo children had been executed.

How he had wandered the cities of the earth, afterwards. . .

From music critic to sockboy. | began trying to find him again, and once tried whistling,
something by Rachmaninoff. | got haf-way through. He didn't pause for amoment. But he stopped
anging.

Dust carefully, Martin! Go unload that shipment of Rand McNalley's, please, Martin! Don't
forget to turn out the lights!

A amile, ajump, arunning.

And alittle reproachful look in those eyes, asking mewhy, why did | have to take his music avay
fromhim?

Gently and quietly--maybe once or twice amurmured, " Schndl? Oh, jajal" Gently and quietly,
asquaint and funny as Gepetto, afunny character out of the comic pages, dways rushing, taking the



jokes of others, and smiling only at the children who came up with their mothers.

When he learned alittle English, wetried him on afew customers. But he got red and frightened
and nervous, and the cash register terrified him--he wouldn't touch it--so we had to take him off the job.
Hedidn't complain.

And | kept wondering, why? With eyeslike those, why was he so beaten and so frightened, so
willing to fit any mold like hot leed?

"Dont_worry_," they used to say to me. "Forget it--he's happy. Leave him done."

So | did.

Until I heard hismusic again. Something by Bloch, dow and full of sadness. He twisted each note
and squeezed it and wrung out its sadness.

Outside, the rain washed over our thin roof like gravel. | wasligtening to the rain and to Martin's
music, and thinking, when | heard the heavy footsteps on the sairs. At the same ingtant, Martin
Gershenson quieted, and there was only the sound of those footsteps, ow and heavy.

The man wasn't unfamiliar to me: held been in acouple of times before, | remembered dimly.
Now he wore athick checkered overcoat, soggy with rain, and awet gray hat.

"Yes, gr," | said to him. "Can we hep you?'

"Perhaps,”" he said. There seemed to be adight accent; that, or his English wastoo perfect. "I am
looking for anice set--1 mean in good condition--of Eliot. George Eliot. Do you have that?!

Hewas alarge person, thick-handed and rough-fleshed. Chinless, the neck fat drooled over his
collar and swung loosely. Hislips were dry and white and seemed joined by membrane when closed. But
| think it was his nose that made me didike him. Crooked, set a an angle on hisface asif not quite tight
on apivot, the bridge broken and mashed againgt the white fat of upper cheeks. His eyeswere merely
eyes, soft aseggs. Perhgps atrifle small.

"Il :2¢" | said. Then | cdlled, "Martin! Would you please seeif we have amint set of Eliot?' By
thistimethelittle man could understand English quite well.

"Ja-" Hisfeet padded quickly over the floor, stopped, turned, were still.

Theman was smiling. "Persondly,” hesaid, "l think the old lady isvery funny, but thereisafriend
of minethat fancies her. A woman friend, of course. Y ou know?"

Martin came running. Halfway across the room, he stopped. He appeared to stare, for a
moment.

"We do not have thisin stock," he said to me.

"No Eliot a dl?' | asked.

"No," he said, paused another second, staring, and then went rushing back down the aideinto
the back.

The big man was chuckling. "Wdl," he said, "perhaps no Eliot at al isthe better present to my
friend!" He thumbed through one of our specia hand-tooled copies of Tristram Shandy.

"I'm sorry, Sr," | said. "We're usualy not so low in stock. But if you'd care to leave your name
and address, well let you know when it--"

"It'sdl right," the man said, not lifting his eyes from the book. "I will comein again sometime."

"If theré's anything else we can do for you -

"Sangorsky," he said. "Good leather." Hisfat hands rubbed the red morocco binding.

"Yes. Asyou can see, we have the book marked at a considerable reduction--"

"Y ou don't havethis Eliot that | want, do you?'

"No sir. But, | tell you what. We can order it and it would only take afew days. Why don't you
let us have your name and address and well contact you?"

He walked about examining the books. Then helit acigareite.

"Pencil,” hesad.

| gave him apencil and he wrote down his name--John S. Parker--and his address.

"Yes, gr, well let you know the minute--"

"All right. You let me know." He pulled down alarge Skiravolume, glanced &t it, put it back. He
rubbed hisnose. "It iswet out,” he said.



"It sureis. Not bookstore westher."

"Y ou let me know, young man."

He turned and went down the stairs.

It was soon very quiet again, except for therain.

Martin was padding about in the back. Slowly; not fagt, like ways before.

| thought about the look on hisface when he had caught sight of the new customer, about the
man's strangeness, his accent; | thought about concentration camps.

Then, suddenly, | knew. | knew beyond al doubt.

Martin had found what he was looking for.

Later, a home, | built the story in my mind. | dressed it up, gaveit plot and structure.

| even wrote the newspaper headline:

MAN BRUTALLY SLAIN IN APARTMENT!

And the picture, not agood one, but clear enough to make out the fat face and the crooked
nose.

| composed the story with asick feding, the feding you get when you hear of the death of
someone you know--not necessarily afriend--just anyone you've ever seen or spoken with.

A man identified as John S. Parker was found dead in his apartment at 734 No. Sweetzer early
yesterday evening by hislandlady. Parker wasthe victim of abrutd attack by an unknown assailant.
According to the police report, he was hacked fifty-three times with an axe about the face, neck and
chest. There were evidences of other atrocities: cigarette burns about the legs and armpits, deep bruises
in the abdominal region. No motivefor the crimeknown. . .

Later reports—-it was Sunday: | had plenty of time to construct the drama-- revealed further
information. The murdered man's name was not John Parker. It was Carl Haber. And hewasin America
illegdly. Hiding. Because he had once been Colonel Carl Haber, and he had once run the show at one of
the smdller concentration campsin Germany--one of the missing cogsin that well-oiled machine, the
Third Reich. Missing until now.

The papers had thefull story for their evening editions.

Haber, nee Parker, had dipped into the country by the kind offices of afriend in Venezuda. He
had some money. He loved books. He had taken an apartment, asmdl bachd or's, and lived the quiet life
of aretired businessman, awidower, perhaps.

And this man with the crooked nose and the fat neck had waited, for the world to forget about
the millions of human beings he had helped consign to the lime kilns and the brick ovens and the shower
rooms with hot-and-cold running carbon monoxide.

But somebody hadn't forgotten.

One of the city's sensational sheets got ahold of a picture of Haber's body. Y ou couldn't ook at
it for long.

It wasimpossibleto believe that one man could have had the strength or the fury or the hatred to
do what was done to Haber.

The blood-smeared thing in the photograph--I saw it as clearly asif | had been holding it in my
hand--wasn't human. It was apile of carrion, like adog after atruck hasrun over it, or like meet that's
been picked over by hawks.

And the unknown assailant . . . Who could tell?

| thought of nothing al day but this one thing, of Martin, little ineffectual Martin, with his
musician's hands bloody, the vengeance out of him.

Next day | scrutinized the papers. They told of adisaster at sea. They spoke of senators and
dogs and starlets. But they did not speak of John S. Parker.

Weéll, | thought, not even aware of my disappointment, well, perhaps he's biding histime. Perhaps
tomorrow.

Things were the same at work. | recall that | considered that ironic--that things should be the



same. Martin was there as usud, not smiling, not frowning, hurrying up and down the aides of bookswith
his broom, hurrying just asfast as his short legswould carry him--Switch! Switch!--and the dust clouds
after him, plumed and rolling. Martin, with his clown's suit and his bushy brows and his bright ferret's eyes
caught in their pasty prisons. . -

Outside, it wasraining, the samerain that had fallen when 'John S. Parker' came to buy his set of
Eliot. It was agravel-spray on the roof, a steady monotonous dripping, drumming.

"Good morning, Martin," | said.

Stop; turn; silent smile; then, quick, back to the sweeping.

Somehow, | don't think | was surprised to hear him sing--although | ought to have been
surprised. He did, softly, from the back of the store. Melodiesin aminor key, sad, haunting, and so full
of these things that when the customers came in they stopped and |ooked up from their books and
listened, strangely moved.

All day he sang, as he might breathe. The second movement for the_Eroica , the Allegretto from
the Seventh symphony, Block and Dvorak and Tchaikovsky and Mahler, over and over, while he
worked.

And | wanted to go to him and shake hishand grimly and tell him that | knew and understood,
understood completely, and therefore did not blame him. | wanted to let him know that he could trust me.
| would betray his secret to no one, and John S. Parker's unknown assailant would remain unknown,
forever.

But, of course, | didn't say these things. | merely waited, watching the little man, listening to him,
sudying hisfaceto seeif it would give any hint of what lay benegth. | thought of him with the axein his
hands, swinging the axe, repaying the beefy German in full,

And the day wore on.

Next morning | got the first paper off the stand. 1'd spent a deepless night, tossing, arguing that it
was better thisway; that | must not call the police and spoil things.

But there was nothing in the paper. Or in any other paper.

And the day was the same.

| decided then that Parker's body had not been discovered yet. That was the answer. It waslying
crumpled where Martin had | eft it three days ago! So | suffered through the hours and drove straight to
the address Parker had given me.

It wasasmall stucco apartment, neet, old, respectable.

| knocked on the door, trembling.

John Parker opened the door. "Y es?" he said, hisvoice heavily accented. "Y es?

"We have alead on those Eliot's," | said. "'l happened to be passing by and thought you might
liketo know."

"Thank you, young man. That was nice. Thank you."

| looked a him as one would at a corpse suddenly brought to life, his wounds made well, historn
fleshwhole.

Then | went home and tried to laugh.

But laughing isalondly thing when you've no oneto share thejoke. So | went back outside and
drank whiskey until | couldn't think about the little man.

Next day Martin didn't show up for work. He called up and said he was sick.

He never came back.

But John Parker did. The big man with the crooked nose still comes up to browse through the
books, every now and then. | chat with him: he even calls me Len now. But | don't like him. Not abit.

Because he makes me think of Martin. Because he makes me wonder if I'd been so wrong, after
al, if my imagination had run quite sowild.

Perhaps Martin did find what he had been looking for. And perhaps, once finding it, he had
decided it was not worth having, or that he lacked the strength to keep it. And perhaps John S. Parker is
something more than John S, Parker.

And perhaps not.



I'm afraid I'll never know. But I'm also afraid thet I'll never forget the little man with the bright
eyes and the hurrying feet and the sad face.
| hope he's till taking his medicine, wherever heis.

THE CARNIVAL
by Charles Beaumont

The cool October rain and the wind blowing the rain. The green and yelow fidds melting into
grey hills, into grey sky and black clouds. And everywhere, the smdll of autumn drinking the coolness, the
evening cool ness gathering in leaves and wheet dfafa, running down fat brown bark, whispering through
richgrasstotiny living things.

The coal rain, glistening on earth and on smooth cement.

" Comeon, Lars, I'll beat you! "

" Likefunyouwill! "

Two boys with fresh wet faces and cold wet hands.

"Last onethereisasssy!"”

Wild shouts through the stiliness and a scrambling onto bicycles. A furious pedding through sharp
pinpoints of rain, one boy pulling ahead of the other, straining up the shining cement, laughing and caling.

"Just try and catch me now, just try!"

"I'll catchyou dl right, you wait!"

"Lagt onethereisasssy, last onethereisasissy!”

Faster now, flying past the crest of the hill, faster down the hill and into the blinding rain. Faster,
small feet turning, whedls spinning, along the smooth level. Flying, past outdoor signs and deeping cows,
faster, past strawberry fields and haystacks, little excited blurs of barns and houses and siloes.

"Okay, I'm going to besat you, I'm going to beat you!"

A thinvoicelogt inthewind.

"I'll get to the trestle ‘way before you, just watch!”

Lars Nielson pushed the pedals angrily and strained hisyoung body forward, gripping the
handlebars and singing for more speed. He fdt the rain whipping through hishair and into hisearsand he
screamed happily.

He closed hiseyes and listened to his voice, to the dashing wind and to the whedls of hisbicycle
turning in the wetness. Whizzing basebdlsin his head, sivooping chicken hawks and storm currentsracing
over beds of light leaves,

Hedid not hear the smdll voice crying to him, far in the distance.

"Who'sthe sssy, who'll bethe sissy?' Lars Nielson sang to the whirling world beside him and his
legs pushed harder and harder.

Hiseyes were closed, so he did not see the face of the frightened man. Hisearswerefull, so he
did not hear the screams and the brakes and all the other terrible sounds. The sudden, strange unfamiliar



sounds that were soft and quiet asthose in hismind were loud.
He pushed hisyoung legsin the black darkness, harder, faster, faster . . -

The room was mostly blue. In the placeswhere it had not chipped and cracked, the linoleum
floor was a deep quiet blue. The walls, specialy handpattered, were soft greenish blue. And the rows of
dishes on high display shelves, the paint on the cane rockers, the tablecloth, Mother's dress, Father's
tie-dl blue.

Even the smoke from Father's pipe, cregping and dithering up into the thick air likelong blue
ghosts of long blue snakes.

Larssat quietly, watching the blue.

"Henrik." Mrs. Nielson stopped her rocking.

"Yes yes?'

"It isby now nine o'clock.”

Mr. Nielson took alarge gold watch from his vest pocket.

"Itis, you areright. Lars, itisnineo'clock.”

Lars nodded his heed.

"S0." Mr. Nielson rose from his chair and stretched hisarms. "It istime. Say goodnight to your
mama”

"Goodnight, Mama."

"Goodnight.”

Mr. Nielson took the wooden bar in his big hands and pushed the chair gently past the doorway
and down the hall. With hisfoot he pushed the door open and when they were insde the bedroom, he
pulled the string which turned on the dectric light.

Hewalked to the front of the chair.

"Lars, youfed dl right now? Nothing hurts?'

"No, Papa. Nothing hurts.”

Mr. Nielson put his handsinto his pockets and sat on the sideboard of the bed.

"Mamaisworried.”

"Mamashouldnt."”

"She did not like for you to be mean to the dog."

"l wasn't mean."

"Y ou did not play with it. | watched, you did not talk to the dog. Boys should like dogs and
Mamaisworried. Already shetook it away."

Larssa Slently.

"I'm sorry, Papa.”

"It isn't right, my son, that you should do nothing. For your sake | say this."

"Papa, I'mtired.”

"Three years, you do nothing. See, look in the mirror, see a how paeyou are getting. Sick pale,
no color.”

Lars|ooked awvay from the mirror.

"| tell you over and over, you must read or study or play games.”

"Play games, Papa. . . 7"

Mr. Nielson began to pace about the room.

"Sure, certainly. Games. Y ou can, you can make them up. Play them in your head. Y ou don't
have to run around and wave your armsto play games!™

Lars looked down, where the carpet lay thin and unmoving.

"But you do nothing. All day | work, and _hard | work, lifting many pounds, and I come home
tired. All day | use my arms and feet and back and | do not want to any more, when | come home, so |
don't. | Stinthechair andread. | _read , Lars, and | smoke my pipeand | talk to Mama. | sit ill, like



you, but I do something!"

With Mr. Nidlson's agitated movement, the room started to pick at the Fedling. Lars
concentrated on white,

"And it don't take my armsand legsto do it. They aretired, they are every way likeyours. | am
you at night, Lars. And | am old, but | don't St with nothing. | am aways playing games, _inmy head . |
don't move, but | don't worry Mamawho loves me. | don't move, but | don't say nothing to my Mama
and Papa, ever, just Sit saring!™

"I'm sorry, Papa”

"Yes, for _yoursdf you are sorry! You are sixteen years old and should be thinking about how
to live, how to get along when Papais no more hereto take care of you and there is no money."

"Yes, Papa.”

"Then begin to think, Lars. When | come home at night, let me see you talking to Mama, planning
thingswith your brain. The big men are big because of their brains, my son, not their arms and legs.
Nothing iswrong with your brain, you didn't hurt it. Y ou have timeto learn, to learn anything!™

"I will beginto think, Papa."

Mr. Nielson rubbed his hands together. They made arough grating sound.

"All right. Tomorrow you tell Mamayou are sorry and want to play with the dog. Shewill get it
back for you, and you should smile and thank her and talk to the dog."

"I--1 can go to bed now?"

"Yes"

Mr. Nielson leaned forward and did one arm behind Lars back, another beneath hislegs.

"Wearenot like others,” he said dowly. "When | am gone, there will be nothing, no money.
Don't you see why you got to--are you ready?"

Mr. Nidson lifted Lars from the wheelchair and laid him on the bed. He sucked on his pipe as he
removed shirt, trousers, stocking, shoes and underwear; grunted dightly as he pulled afaded tan
nightgown over heavy lengths of steel and rubber.

Then he smiled, broadly.

"Y ou should say big prayerstonight, my son. Y ou have worried Mama but even so, tomorrow is
asurprise”

Larstried to lift his head. Father stood near the bed, but in the corner, so the big smiling face was
hidden.

"Tomorrow, Papa?’

" tell you nothing now. But you are ayoung man now, nearly, and you have promised me that
you will beginto think. Isn't that what you promised, Lars?'

"y es"

"So. And | believe you. No longer coming home to see you sitting with no thoughts. | believe you
and so, tomorrow you get your reward. Tomorrow you will see happiness and it will clear your head;
then you will beaman!™

Lars stopped trying to move his head. He closed his eyes so that he would not have to stare at
the dectric light bulb.

"Hah, but | don't tell you. Say _big_ prayers, my son. It isgoing to be good for you from now
on."

"1 will say my prayerstonight, Papa."

"Goodnight, now. You deep.”

"Tdl Mama-that I'm sorry."

Mr. Nielson pulled the greasy string and the room became black but for the coasin his pipe.

Larswaited for the door to close and Father's footsteps to stop. Then he moved hislips, rapidly,
quietly, fashioning the prayers he had invented. To atill, unmoving God, that he could stay forever inthe
motionless room, to fight the Fedling. That he could think of colors and nothing and keep the Feding--the
feet across meadows, the arms trembling with heavy pitchforksfull of hay, dl the parts of life--in asmall
corner in afar sdeof hismind.



Larsprayed, as Father had suggested. His head did not move when deep came & last.

"You did not tell him, Henrik?' Mrs. Niglson rocked back and forth in the blue cane chair,
breaking green beansinto small pieces and throwing the pieces into an enamed wash-basin.

"No."

"He never was to one--there never wasonein Mt. Sinai since | can remember.”

"Once when | worked for the fruit company it came here but we were very busy and | could not

go.

"Henrik, do you think, will it _redly be good for him?"

"Good? Mama, you do not know. When | went to that one in Snohomish | did not have ajob to
work or money. | just went to look and | didn't spend anything. But there was all the people, everybody
inthe town, and al laughing. Everybody, laughing. And so much to see!” Mr. Nielson began to chuckle.
" Shows and machines and good livestock like you never saw. And funny, crazy peoplein atent. Oh
Mama, when | went home | was happy too. | didn't worry. Right after, | got ajob and met you!"

Mr. Nielson dapped his knees.

"How many? Twenty years ago, but see, see how | remember! Larswill be no more likethis
when he sees dl the laughing. Hewill come homelikel did. But | didn't tell him. He don't know."

A cat scratched at the screen and Mrs. Nielson rose to open the door. She sniffed the air.

"Raining"

Mr. Nielson took up his newspaper.

"Henrik, he can't go on the rides.”

"S0? | went onno rides.”

"What can he do?’

"Do? He can see dl the people laughing. And he can see the shows and play with the dice--"

"No!"

"Mama, heis Sixteen, dmost aman. He will paly with the dice, hewill say, and | will throw them.
And hewill seethefrogsjump. And | will take him to the tent with the funny people. The brain, Mama,
the_brain!_That iswhat enjoysthe carniva, not asamsand legs. That iswhat will make Lars understand.”

"Y es, Henrik. We must cheer him up. Maybe after, we can bring him the dog and he will play
withit."

"Sure, cartainly, hewill. Hewill be happy, not alonein this house, feding sorry for himsaif.”

"Yes”

"It will start himto think. Hewill think about how to make for himsdf aliving, like anybody ese.
And hewill read books then, you'll see, and find out what he wantsto do. With hisbrain!”

Mrs. Nielson paused before speaking.

"Henrik."

v

"What _can_hedo, like you say, with his brain, without arms and legs?'

"Hehasarmsand legd"

"Aswell not, aswell no back, no body."

"Hildal He _must_ do something, something. Look at that blind woman who can't hear, like we
read in the magazine--she did something. Can't you see, Mama, can you not understand? | would take
careof Lars, evenif itiswrong. But you know the railroad will give only enough for you when | die, and
| am not young. We married late, Mama, very late. If Lars does nothing, how will helive?Isit an
ingtitution for our boy, ahomefor cripples where he seesonly cripplesal day long, no sunshine, no
happiness? For Lars? No! At the carnival tomorrow he will see and begin to think. Maybe to write, or
teach or--something!"

"But he has not been from the house, since--"

"More reason, more!"

Mrs. Nielson broke beansloudly. Kindling crackled in the big cast-iron stove.



"This blind woman you say about, Henrik. She has feet to walk."

"Larshaseyesto see”

"Thiswoman has handsto use."

"Larshas earsto hear, abrain to think, atongueto talk!"

The cat scratched sharp sounds from the linoleum.

Mrs. Nielson rocked back and forth.

"Thiswoman has money and friends. She never saw or heard, she cannot remember.”

Mr. Nielson went to the sink and drew water from the faucet, into aglass. He drank the water
quickly.

"So, then Lars has aheavier Cross and a greater reward.”

"Yes, Henrik."

"You will see, Mama, you will see. After the carniva, hewill know what he wantsto do. He will
begin to think.

Mrs. Nielson rose and dusted the bean fragments from her 1ap, into the washbasin. She picked
up the cat and went outside onto the porch. Then she returned and snapped the lock on the door.

"Maybe you areright, Henrik. Maybe anyway he will like little dogs and talk to me. | hope 0, |
hope s0."

Mr. Nielson wiped his hands on the sides of the chair and listened to therain.

Larsfet hisbody pushed by strong invisble hands, felt himself toppling over like awoolen teddy
bear onto Father's shoulder. He bit hislip and closed his eyes.

Mr. Nielson laughed, applying the brake.

"There now, the turn too sharp, eh Lars? | will be more careful .

The car began to move again, more dowly, jerking, rattling. Larslooked out the windshield at the
fidlds and empty green meadows.

"Papa, isit far?'

"Hah, you are anxious! No, itisnot far. Maybe five miles, right over the bridge.”

"Will we haveto say long?’

Mr. Nielson frowned.

"I told Mama we would be back before dark. Don't you want to go, after what | told you, after
what you sad?'

Two children playing in ayard went by dowly.

"Don't you want to go, Lars?'

"Yes, Papa. | want to."

"Good. Y ou don't know, you never saw anything like acarnivd, never.”

Larsclosed his mouth and thought of colors. The children touched his mind and he thought of the
blue dishesin hishome. He opened his eyes, saw the pale road and thought of black nothing. Wind came
through the open windows, tossing his brown hair and clawing gently at hisface and he thought of the
liquid greenin acat'seyes.

Mr. Nielson hummed notes from an old song, increasing pressure on the accelerator cautioudy.
Soon the road became awhite highway and other cars went whistling by. Signboards appeared, houses,
roadside cafes, gasoline stations and little wooden stands full of ripe fruit.

And then, people. People walking and leaning and playing ball and some merdly stting.
Everything, whirling by now intiny glimpses.

Larstried to force his eyes shut, but could not. He looked. He looked at everything and pressed
histongue againgt histeeth s0 the Feding would stay small in hismind. But the meadows were yards
now, and they were no longer quiet. They moved like everything in them moved.

And the peoplein the automaobiles, laughing and honking and resting their elbows out the
windows.

When he saw the girl on the bicycle, Lars managed to pull his eydids down.



"Oh, such abeautiful day, Lars Everyoneisgoing to the carniva. Seethem!”

"Yes, Papa.”

The car turned acorner.

"Different than al aonein acold room, eh my son? But, see--there, thereit isl Oh, it'shig, like
when | went. Look, Lars, thisyou have never seen!™

Larslooked when his eyes had stopped burning.

Firg, there were cars. Thousands and millions of cars parked in lots and on the sides of the
highway and wherever there was room, in yards, gasoline stations, the airfield. And then there were the
people. So many people, more than there could be in theworld! Like antson ahill, scrambling, walking,
moving. Everywhere, cars and people.

And beyond, the tents.

"Oh, Mama should have come, she should have come. Such asight!™

The old car moved like agiant lobster, poking in holes that were too smal for it, pulling out from
the holes, seeking others. Findly, benesth abig treein ayard, stopping.

Mr. Nielson smiled, opened the back door and pulled the whedlchair from the half-seat. He lifted
Larsand put him in the chair and stood for amoment breathing the air and tasting the sounds.

"Just like before, only even better! Y ou will enjoy yoursdf!"

Larstried to fed every rock beneath the whedls and every blade of grass. Heturned his eyes
down asfar as he could, to see the earth, but he saw hisbody. The sounds grew louder and as he glided
on the smoothness he began to see beyond the crawling, moving people. It al grew louder and Father's
voicefaster so Lars cut off the feeling and returned to the bottom of the ocean.

The hard-rubber whed s turned softly on nothingness .

_Heyheyheyhey how about you, Mr.? Try your luck, test your skill, only ten centsfor three balls
... Now I'll count to five, ladies and gentlemen, and if one of you pickstheright shell, you win aKewpie
Dall.. - All right, Sir, your weight is one-fifty-three, am | right?- . - Right thisway, folks, see thewonders
of the Deep, the dangerous shark and Lulu the Octopus. . - The Whirlagig, guaranteed to scare the yell
out of you.. . Fun, Thrillsand Excitement, only twenty five cents on the Flying Saucer. . . Fresh cotton
candy . . . Spooktown, Spooktown, ghosts and dragons and lots of fun, ten cents for adults, anickel for
thekiddies. . . How about you, Mr.?_. . -

Larskept hiseyes till, but the Feeling wasthere. It was smdll at first and he could think yet of
colors and bedsthat did not move. But it was growing, in the shape of baseballs and bicyclesand
gigantic legps, it was growing.

Mr. Nielson took his eyesfrom the iron machine and turned the crank until it clicked. The sign
read Secrets of the Harem and Mr. Nielson sighed.

He put the huge ball of pink vapor to Lars mouth and Lars put his tongue about the gritty sweet.

"Ah ah ah, you are happy, | can see, dready! What shall we do now? Thefish, wewill look at
thefish!”

Peculiar grey crestures svimming in dirty water in abig glass tank.

"Now you wait herefor Pgpa."

Father suffed into asmal box and the box faling fast down athin track, then up and later down
again. Screams and laughter and movement. Movement.

"Weatch, you see. I'll break the balloon!™

Pop! And aplaster doll covered with slver dust and blue paint.

_Inddefor thethrill of the century, ladies and gentlemen, see Parmo the Strong Man lift ten times
hisownweight_. - .

A man with alarge somach and moving muscles, pulling abar with ablack ball at either end,
hoisting the bar, holding it above his head. Laughs and cheers.

_Yahyahyahyah! See her now, folks, the most gorgeous, the most beautiful, the most (ahemt)
shapdly little lass this sde of Broadway. Egyptian Nellie, she's got curves on her yahyahyahyah . ..



"Lars, you wait--no, you don't. It wouldn't beright."

The candy and the peanuts and the little dirty faces. The rides and the planes and the exhibits and
the penny arcades. The stale, excited odors and the screaming voices. And the movement, the jerking,
Zooming, swooping, leaning, pushing, running movement.

_Lastonethereisasssy, last onethereisasissy ...

"Good, good, good. Mama should be here! But now we must eat!"

An open arena, with fluffbals of red and yellow and green hanging from the ceiling. On thefloor,
popcorn and peanut shells and wadded dirt.

"It'sdl right, Lars, it'sgood meat. Maybe not like Mamamakes, huh? So. Open your mouth."”

The peopl€s eyes, saring, pitying, amillion eyes, and hums of voicesin the colored restaurant.
Then akind of quiet, like sharp prongsin the Fedling. In thelittle Feding, coming awake.

"Now, s0? Y ou arefinished. No, the milk, the milk to make you strong.”

Off out of the arena, back into the movemen.

And out into the very heart of the shining motion.

Lars stopped fighting. He let his eyes see and hismind fill.

Last onethereisasissy and Father seated in asmdl car, bumping the car into others and
howling. First oneto the trestle and the dow circling ferriswhed with the squealing dots.

_Just try and catch me, justtry ...

"Come now, Lars, werest."

The horror in the washroom and out again, feeding the Fedling, sending it dong the spird. The
music bellowing and even in the little car in the blackness of the Fun House--movement there. Sudden
lights on painted mongters, cotton bats squeaking along invisble wires.

And then--

_Herewego, folks, the experience of alifetime. Y ah yah hear! See'em dl--the Frog Man,
Queeniethe Fat Girl (three hundred pounds of feminine lovelinessl), Marco the Hame-Eater, yah, yah, dl
ingde, dl ingde .. -

"Come, Lars, after thiswewill go. Butif itislikelast time--you never saw anything likeit. Funny
looking crazy people. It's good, good.”

_And asagpecid attraction, ladies and gents, we have Jackie the Basket-case. No arms, no
legs, but he writes and plays cards and shaves, right before your very eyes. Science gave him up aslost,
but you'll see him now. Jackie, the Basket-Case. And the headless girl, who defies doctors throughout
the universe! Nursesin attendance! Heah heah heah! Only ten cents, the tenth part of adollar_.

Square canvas flags with strange pictures on them. A man with asword in his mouth, awoman
with an orange beard, aferocious black man with feethers. And in front, high on the platform, aman with
adgtriped shirt and a cane, hitting a pan.

"So, wegoin."

Larssaid nothing. He listened to dl the sounds and how they seemed like the swift rush of cold
wind and rain across hisface. His heart beat and his blood pounded againgt histemples.

_I'll beat you, Lars ...

Larsfet hischair being pushed forward. Out of the sunlight and quickly into the dimly lighted
interior, he could see nothing &t first. Only what he had been seeing for hours.

There was the sudden quiet, for one thing. Nothing to see yet, but like dropping from a close, hot
hay-loft to freshly watered earth. Damp and cooal, like perhaps agrave.

The Fedling stopped growing for amoment as Lars focused his eyes. He wondered where al the
people had gone, what had happened, if he were back in the sllent unmoving room. The cold stillness and
then the soft muttering of voices, strange and out of place.

"Here, Lars, don't you see?"

Mr. Nielson ran his hand though Lars hair and touched his shoulder. The chair moved over
ploughed ground.

"Papa, what--"
Mr. Nielson giggled no louder than the other peoplein the tent.



"Hahal Look, boy, look at the woman!™

Lars saw the object that Father had called awoman. The product of mutant glands, ahuge sitting
thing with mountains of flesh. Flowering from the neck down the arms and looping over the ebows,
dividing like a baby's skin at the hands; the thighs, cascading flesh and fat over the legs down to the feet.
And over dl this, ametdlic costume with purple sequins attached and short black hair, cut like aboy's.

"Have you ever seen anything so big, Lard™

Larslooked from hiswhedchair into the eyes of thefat lady and then quickly away from them.

Over the ground. Stopping.

The sign reading The Frog Man, and four people staring.

"Look! Ohhh!"

Shriveled limbs with life sticking to them. Shriveled, dried-up, twisted legs, bent grotesquely. And
the young man with the pimples on hisface crouching on theselegs, leering. Every few moments, thelegs
moving and the smal body hopping upwards.

Larstried to shake his head. The Feding started from where it had left off, but it traveled
elsawhere now. It traveled from his mind to his eyes and from his eyes outward.

"Come, it will belate. We must see everything. Oh, ook, have you ever seen such acrazy thing!"

Larsleaned his head forward painfully and looked.

Theface of avery old man, but smooth aong the creases and over the wrinkles. Wrinkled hands,
thin hair. An old man standing three feet from the ground. But not merely smdl. Everything dwarfed. The
false beard and the gnome's cap and the stretched-gauze wings.

The Feding went into the eyes of the midget.

"There, over there! Therewas no such last time!”

Over the ground dowly, past the man with the pictures on his skin, the black creeping thing, the
boy with the breasts, dowly past these, dowly so the Fedling could be fed and gathered.

And now, the Fedling reaching across the tent to the other side, reaching into the woman with
Sseventeen toes, the boy with the ugly face, the dligator girl, the human chicken, reaching and bringing
back, nursing, feeding, identifying. Identifying.

Then ceasing.

"Lars, look. Never wasthere such athing.”

Mr. Nielson's voice was low and full of deep wonder as he craned his head over the people's
shoulders.

Larstried one last time to see the blue of the linoleum, the grey of hisroom, dl the quiet things his
mind had made so carefully. But his eyes moved.

It was large, made of wicker, padded and made to look like an egg basket on the outside. There
wasin front of it asquare card with writing, which gave dates and facts, but the card was dirty and
difficult to read. Thething in the basket lay ill.

A knitted garment covered the midsection and lower part. Above, the pae flesh stretched over
irregular bumps and lines, past the smooth armsockets on up to the finely combed black hair, newly
barbered.

The face was handsome and young, clean-shaven and delicate.

When it lifted Mr. Nielson and the other staring people gasped.

In the mouth was a pencil and with this pencil, the thing in the basket began to write upon a
specia pad of paper. The lead was soft so that those nearby could make out the words, which were "My
nameisJack Rennie. | am very happy".

Lars saw hisfather's hands about hisside, lifting and pushing.

"Look, seewhat it does!”

Lars body trembled, suspended above the basket, held in air. Everything trembled and shook, as
teeth held amoving pencil and the pencil made words. The limbless man thought, it--he--_thought_. . .

The automobile came straight at Lars, and he saw it now. Saw it speeding over the trestle for



him, bellowing itswarning. The brakes screeched in hishead and he saw the car swerve and careeniin
thewet road. And then floating down the trestle, below it, onto sharp hard things.

Larslooked from hiswhedlchair at the armless, legless man in the cheap basket and in one
explosion, the thoughts sprang from the Fedling and scattered through his brain, moving, dancing,
swinging arms, jumping on legs, moving, moving with al the ecstasy of adead child brought suddenly to
life

"It shaves, sees, talks, it writes!"

Larsrode hisbicyclein the sunlight down through the fields near the river and never stopped, for
he was never tired. He rode past laughing people and waved hisarms at children blurring in the distance.
He pushed his young legs on the pedas and flew past al the things of the country and then of the world,
al the things best seen from the eyes of ayoung boy on abicycle.

Thething in the wicker basket ceased to exist. The grinning gasping people ceased to exist and
Father was someone Sitting in achair, smoking his pipe.

Lars had reached the crest of Strawberry Hill and helifted hisfest, drifting and floating
downward, |etting the wind and rain and sunlight whirl past.

Mr. Nielson gently pulled Lars back in the wheelchair and rolled silently from the darkened tent
into the afternoon.

The people were sparse. They straggled by hoarse vendors and till rides, yawning and shuffling.

Mr. Nielson forgot about the tent and began to talk.

"Well, we go home now. All day at the carnival, what, my son? Ah, Lars, | tel you, Mama
should not have stayed home. Now you fedl good, you will be afine man and think, en Lars?"

Mr. Nielson picked leaves from overhanging branches as he walked, feeling good and pleased.

When he got into the car, he looked at his son's eyes.

"Lars, thereis nothing wrong? Y ou don't look like you fed so good.”

Larswas going too fast to hear Father, the wind was shrieking too wildly. The green hillsturning
golden, the leaves from orange to white, and dl the boys and girlsriding behind him, chasing, trying to
cachhim.

Heturned, laughing. " Who'sthe Sssy now, who's the Sissy now! "

Mr. Nielson scowled.

" _Youll never catch me, you'll never catch me! "

"What, what isthat you say?"

Larssang into thewind asthe children's voices grew faint. He waved hisarms and pedaled with
hislegs and saw the beautiful hill stretching benesth him.

" Youjust watch, you just watch! "

The beautiful hill doping gracefully downward and without an end.



