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For they eat the bread of w ckedness,
And they drink the w ne of violence.
PROVERBS 4: 16-17

I know not all that may be coming, but be it what
it will, I'Il go to it laughing.
STUBB i n Moby Dick

PROLOGUE
First of all, it was October, a rare nonth for boys. Not that all nonths aren't rare. But there be
bad nbd good, as the pirates say. Take Septenber, a bad nonth: schoool begins. Consider August, a
good nonth: school hasn't begun yet. July, well, July's really fine: there's no chance in the
world for school. June, no doubting it, June's best of all, for the school doors spring w de and
Septenber's a billion years away.

But you take Cctober, now School's been on a nonth and you're riding easier in the reins,
j oggi ng along. You got time to think of the garbage you'll dunp on old man Prickett's porch, or

the hairy-ape costune you'll wear to the YMCA the last night of the month. And if it's around
Cctober twentieth and everything smoky-snelling and the sky orange and ash grey at twilight, it
seens Hallowe'en will never come in a fall of broonsticks and a soft flap of bedsheets around
corners.

But one strange wild dark |ong year, Hallowe' en cane early.

One year Hallowe' en cane on Cctober 24, three hours after mdnight.

At that time, Janes N ghtshade of 97 Gak Street was thirteen years, eleven nonths, twenty-
three days old. Next door, WIliamHalloway was thirteen years, el even nonths and twenty-four days
old. Both touched toward fourteen; it alnost trenbled in their hands.

And that was the Cctober week when they grew up overnight, and were never so young any nore.

|
Arrivals
1

The seller of lightning-rods arrived just ahead of the storm He canme along the street of G een
Town, Illinois, in the late cloudy Cctober day, sneaking glances over his shoul der. Somewhere not
so far back, vast |ightnings stonped the earth. Somewhere, a stormlike a great beast with
terrible teeth could not be denied.

So the sal esman jangl ed and cl anged his huge |leather kit in which oversized puzzl es of
i ronnongery |ay unseen but which his tongue conjured fromdoor to door until he cane at last to a
| awn whi ch was cut all wong.

No, not the grass. The salesman lifted his gaze. But two boys, far up the gentle slope, lying
on the grass. O a like size and general shape, the boys sat carving tw g whistles, talking of
olden or future times, content with having left their fingerprints on every novabl e object in
Green Town during sumer past and their footprints on every open path between here and the | ake
and there and the river since school began.

' Howdy, boys!' called the nman all dressed in stormcol oured clothes. 'Fol ks hone?

The boys shook their heads.

' Got any noney, yourselves?

The boys shook their heads.

"Well - ' The sal esman wal ked about three feet, stopped and hunched his shoul ders. Suddenly he
seenmed aware of house windows or the cold sky staring at his neck. He turned slowy, sniffing the
air. Wnd rattled the enpty trees. Sunlight, breaking through a snmall rift in the clouds, ninted a
| ast few oak | eaves all gold. But the sun vani shed, the coins were spent, the air blew grey; the
sal esman shook hinmsel f fromthe spell.

The sal esnan edged slowy up the | awn.

"Boy, ' he said. 'What's your nane?

And the first boy, with hair as blond-white as mlk thistle, shut up one eye, tilted his head,
and | ooked at the salesman with a single eye as open, bright and clear as a drop of sumrer rain

"WIl," he said. '"WIIliam Hall onay."'

The storm gentl eman turned. 'And you?'
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The second boy did not nove, but lay stomach down on the autumm grass, debating as if he
m ght make up a nane. Hs hair was wild, thick, and the gl ossy col our of waxed chestnuts. H s
eyes, fixed to sone distant point within hinself, were mnt rock-crystal green. At last he put a
bl ade of dry grass in his casual nouth.

"Ji m N ght shade,' he said.

The storm sal esnman nodded as if he had known it all al ong.

"Ni ghtshade. That's quite a nane.'

"And only fitting,' said WIIl Halloway. 'l was born one mnute before m dni ght, Cctober
thirtieth, Jimwas born one mnute after mdnight, which makes it Cctober thirty-first.

"Hal | owe' en,' said Jim

By their voices, the boys had told the tale all their lives, proud of their nothers, living
house next to house, running for the hospital together, bringing sons into the world seconds
apart; one light, one dark. There was a history of nutual celebration behind them Each year WII
lit the candles on a single cake at one minute to mdnight. Jim at one mnute after, with the
| ast day of the nmonth begun, blew them out.

So much WII said, excitedly. So nmuch Jimagreed to, silently. So much the sal esman, running
before the storm but poised here uncertainly, heard | ooking fromface to face.

"Hal | oway. N ghtshade. No npbney, you say?

The man, grieved by his own conscientiousness, runmaged in his |eather bag and seized forth an
iron contraption.

' Take this, free! Why? One of those houses will be struck by lightning! Wthout this rod,
bang! Fire and ash, roast pork and cinders! G ab!

The sal esnan rel eased the rod. Jimdid not nove. But WIIl caught the iron and gasped.

"Boy, it's heavy! And funny-|ooking. Never seen a lightning-rod like this. Look, Jim'

And Jim at last, stretched like a cat, and turned his head. H s green eyes got big and then
Very narr ow.

The netal thing was hamered and shaped hal f-crescent, half-cross. Around the rimof the main
rod little curlicues and doohi ngi es had been sol dered on, later. The entire surface of the rod was
finely scratched and etched with strange | anguages, nanmes that could tie the tongue or break the
jaw, nunerals that added to i nconprehensible suns, pictographs of insect-animals all bristle,
chaff, and cl aw.

"That's Egyptian.' Jimpointed his nose at a bug soldered to the iron. 'Scarab beetle.'

"So it is, boy!'

Jimsquinted. 'And those there - Phoenician hen tracks,’

'Right!’

"Why?' asked Jim

"Way?' said the man. 'Way the Egyptian, Arabic, Abyssinian, Choctaw? Well, what tongue does
the wind tal k? What nationality is a storn? What country do rains come fron? What colour is
i ghtning? Where does thunder go when it dies? Boys, you got to be ready in every dialect with
every shape and formto hex the St Elnb's fires, the balls of blue Iight that prowl the earth like
sizzling cats. | got the only lightning-rods in the world that hear, feel, know, and sass back any
storm no matter what tongue, voice, or sign. No foreign thunder so loud this rod can't soft-talk
it!'

But WIIl was staring beyond the man now.

"Which,' he said. 'Wich house will it strike?

"Whi ch? Hold on. Wait.' The sal esnan searched deep in their faces. 'Sonme fol ks draw |i ghtning,
suck it like cats suck babies' breath. Sonme folks' polarities are negative, sonme positive. Sone
glow in the dark. Sone snuff out. You now, the two. . .l - '

"What rmakes you so sure lightning will strike anywhere around here?' said Jimsuddenly, his
eyes bright.

The sal esman al nost flinched. 'Wiy, | got a nose, an eye, an ear. Both those houses, their
ti mbers! Listen!’

They |listened. Maybe their houses | eaned under the cool afternoon w nd. Maybe not.

' Li ghtning needs channels, like rivers, to run in. One of those attics is a dry river bottom
itching to let lightning pour through! Tonight!'

"Toni ght?' Jim sat up happily.

"No ordinary storm' said the salesman. ' Tom Fury tells you. Fury, ain't that a fine nane for
one who sells lightning-rods? Did | take the nane? No! Did the nane fire ne to nmy occupations?

Yes! Grown up, | saw cloudy fires junping the world, maki ng men hop and hide. Thought: 1'll chart
hurricanes, map storns, then run ahead shaking my iron cudgels, nmy mracul ous defenders, in ny
fists! 1've shielded and nade snug-safe one hundred thousand, count 'em God-fearing homes. So
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when | tell you, boys, you're in dire need, listen! dinb that roof, nail this rod high, ground it
in the good earth before nightfall!’

" But which house, which!' asked WII.

The sal esnman reared off, blew his nose in a great kerchief, then wal ked slowy across the | awn
as if approaching a huge tinme-bonb that ticked silently there.

He touched WII's front porch newels, ran his hand over a post, a floorboard, then shut his
eyes and | eaned agai nst the house to let its bones speak to him

Then, hesitant, he made his cautious way to Jim s house next door

Jimstood up to watch.

The sal esman put his hand out to touch, to stroke, to quiver his fingertips on the old paint.

"This,' he said at last, 'is the one.'

Ji m | ooked proud.

Wt hout | ooking back, the salesman said, 'Jim Ni ghtshade, this your place?

"Mne,' said Jim

"l shoul d've known,' said the man.

' Hey, what about nme?' said WII.

The sal esman snuffed again at WIl's house. 'No, no. Ch, a few sparks'|l junp on your
rai nspouts. But the real show s next
door here, at the N ghtshades'! Well!

The sal esman hurried back across the lawn to seize his huge | eather bag.

"I"'mon ny way. Storms coming. Don't wait, Jimboy. Otherwise - banm You'll be found, your
ni ckel s, dinmes and Indi an-heads fused by el ectroplating. Abe Lincolns nmelted into M ss Col unbi as,
eagl es plucked raw on the backs of quarters, all run to quicksilver in your jeans. Mre! Any boy
hit by lightning, lift his |lid and there on his eyeball, pretty as the Lord's prayer on a pin,
find the | ast scene the boy ever saw A box-Brownie photo, by God, of that fire clinbing down the
sky to bl ow You like a penny whistle, suck your soul back up along the bright stair! Gt, boy!
Hamer it high or you' re dead conme dawn!'

And jangling his case full of iron rods, the sal esnan wheel ed about and charged down the wal k
blinking wildly at the sky, the roof, the trees, at last closing his eyes, noving, sniffing,
muttering. 'Yes, bad, here it conmes, feel it, way off now, but running fast. '

And the man in the stormdark clothes was gone, his cloud-coloured hat pulled down over his
eyes, and the trees rustled and the sky seened very old suddenly and Jimand WIIl stood testing
the wind to see if they could snell electricity, the Iightning-rod fallen between them

'Jim' said WII. "Don't stand there. Your house, he said. You going to nail up the rod or
ain't you?

"No," smiled Jim 'Wy spoil the fun?

"Fun! You crazy? |'ll get the | adder! You the hamrer, sone nails and wire!'

But Jimdid not nove. WIIl broke and ran. He cane back with the | adder.

"Jim Think of your mom You want her burnt?

W1l clinbed the side of the house, alone, and | ooked down.

Slowy, Jimnoved to the | adder bel ow and started up

Thunder sounded far off in the cloud-shadowed hills.

The air snelled fresh and raw on top of Jim N ghtshade's roof.

Even Jimadnmtted that.

2

There's nothing in the living world |ike books on water-cures, deaths-of-a-thousand-slices, or
pouring white-hot |lava off castle walls on drolls and nount ebanks.

So said JimNi ghtshade, that's all he read. If it wasn't howto burgle the First National, it
was, how to build catapults, or shape black bunbershoots into |urking bat costunes for Cabbage
Ni ght.

Jimbreathed it out all fine.

And WIIl, he breathed it in.

Wth the lightning-rod nailed to Jims roof, WIIl proud, and Ji mashamed of what he consi dered
mutual cowardice, it was late in the day. Supper over, it was tine for their weekly jog to the
library.

Li ke all boys, they never wal ked anywhere, but naned a goal and lit for it, scissors and
el bows. Nobody won. Nobody wanted to win. It was in their friendship they just wanted to run
forever, shadow and shadow. Their hands sl apped |ibrary-door handl es together, their chests broke
track tapes together, their tennis shoes beat parallel pony tracks over |awns, trinmed bushes,

file:/lIF|/rah/Ray%20Bradbury/Bradbury%20Something%20Wicked%20This%20Way%20Comes.txt (4 of 96) [1/19/03 9:48:45 PM]



file:/I/F|/rah/Ray%20Bradbury/Bradbury%20Somethi ng%20Wicked%20T hi s%20Way %20Comes.txt

squirrelled trees, no one losing, both winning, thus saving their friendship for other tines of
| oss.

So it was on this night that blew warm then cool, as they let the wind take them downtown at
eight o' clock. They felt the wings on their fingers and el bows flying, then, suddenly plunged in
new sweeps of air, the clear autumm river flung them headl ong where they nust go.

Up step, three, six, nine, twelve! Slap! Their palms hit the Iibrary door

Jimand WIIl grinned at each other. It was all so good, these blow ng quiet October nights and
the library waiting inside noww th its green-shaded | anps and papyrus dust.

Jimlistened. 'Wat's that?'

"What, the wi nd?

' Li ke nusi c. " Jimsquinted at the horizon

"Don't hear no nusic.

Ji m shook his head. 'Gone. Or it wasn't even there. Cone on!

They opened the door and stepped in.

They st opped.

The library deeps lay waiting for them

Qut in the world, not nuch happened. But here in the special night, a land bricked with paper
and | eat her, anything night happen, always did. Listen! and you heard ten thousand peopl e
scream ng so high only dogs feathered their ears. Anillion folk ran toting cannons, sharpening
guill otines; Chinese, four abreast, marched on forever. Invisible, silent, yes, but Jimand WII
had the gift of ears and noses as well as the gift of tongues. This was a factory of spices from
far countries. Here alien deserts slunbered. Up front was the desk where the nice old | ady, Mss
Watriss, purple-stanmped your books, but down off away were Ti bet and Antarctica, the Congo. There
went Mss WIls, the other librarian, through Quter Mngolia, calmy toting fragnents of Peiping
and Yokohama and the Cel ebes. Way down the third book corridor, an ol dish man whi spered his broom
along in the dark, mounding the fallen

W11l stared.

It was always a surprise - that old nan, his work, his nane.

That's Charles WIIliam Hal |l oway, thought WIIl, not grand-father, not far-wandering, ancient
uncl e, as sone might think, but. . .nmy father

So, | ooking back down the corridor, was Dad shocked to see he owned a son who visited this
separate 20, 000-fat hons-deep worl d? Dad al ways seemed stunned when WIl rose up before him as if
they had net a lifetime ago and one had grown old while the other stayed young, and this fact
stood bet ween.

Far off, the old man sml ed.

They approached each other, carefully.

"I's that you, WII? Gown an inch since this norning.' Charles Halloway shifted his gaze.
"Jin? Eyes darker, cheeks paler; you bumyourself at both ends, Jin®

"Heck.' said Jim

"No such place as Heck. But hell's right here under 'A for Alighieri.

"Allegory's beyond ne,' said Jim

"How stupid of ne,' Dad |aughed. 'I mean Dante. Look at this. Pictures by Mster Doré, show ng
all the aspects. Hell never |ooked better. Here's souls sunk to their gills in slime. There's
soneone upside down, w ong side out.

' Boy howdy!' Jimeyed the pages two different ways and thunmbed on. ' Got any di nosaur
pi ctures?

Dad shook his head. 'That's over in the next aisle.' He strolled themaround and reached out.
"Here we are: Pterodactyl, Kite of Destruction! or what about Druns of Doom The Saga of the
Thunder Lizards! Pep you up, JinP'

"I''m pepped!"

Dad wi nked at WII. WII w nked back. They stood now, a boy with corn-coloured hair and a man
wi th nmoon-white hair, a boy with a summer-apple, a man with a wi nter-apple face. Dad, Dad, thought
WIl, why, why, he looks. . .like ne in a smashed mirror

And suddenly WI Il renenbered nights rising at two in the norning to go to the bathroom and
spying across town to see that one single light in the high Iibrary wi ndow and know Dad had
lingered on late murrmuring and readi ng al one under these green jungle lanmps. It made WII sad and
funny to see that light, to know the old man - he stopped to change the word - his father, was
here in all this shadow.

"WIl,' said the old nan who was al so a janitor who happened to be his father, 'what about
you?'

"Huh?' WI1I shook hinself.
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"You need a white-hat or a bl ack-hat book?'
'"Hats?' said WII.

"Well, Jim- ' they peranbul ated, Dad running his fingers along the book spines - 'he wears
the black ten-gallon hats and reads books to fit. Mddle name's Mriarty, right, Jin? Any day now
he'll nove up from Fu Manchu to Machi avelli here - mediumsize dark fedora. Or over along to Dr
Faustus - extra large black Stetson. That | eaves the white-hat boys to you, WII. Here's Gandhi
Next door is St Thonas. And on the next level, well. . .Buddha.

"You don't nmind," said WIIl, '"I'll settle for The Mysterious Island."'

"What,' asked Jim scowing, 'is all this talk about white and bl ack hats?

"Way - ' Dad handed Jules Verne to WII - '"it's just, a long tinme ago, | had to decide

mysel f, which colour I'd wear.'

"So,"' said Jim 'which did you pick?

Dad | ooked surprised. Then he | aughed uneasily.

'Since you need to ask, Jim you make ne wonder. WII, tell Moml'll be hone soon. Get out of
here, both of you. Mss Watriss!' he called softly to the librarian at the desk. 'D nosaurs and
mysteri ous islands, com ng up!'

The door sl amed.

Qutsi de, a weather of stars ran clear in an ocean sky.

"Heck.' Jimsniffed north, Jimsniffed south. 'Were's the storn? That darn sal esman proni sed.
I just got to watch that lightning fizz down ny drainpipes!’

WIIl let the wind ruffle and refit his clothes, his skin, his hair. Then he said, faintly,
"It'1l be here. By norning.'

"Who says?

' The huckl eberries all down nmy arnms. They say.

'Great!’

The wind fl ew Ji maway.
A simlar kite, WIl swooped to follow

3

Wat chi ng the boys vani sh away, Charles Hal | oway suppressed a sudden urge to run with them nmake

t he pack. He knew what the wind was doing to themwhere it was taking them to all the secret

pl aces that were never so secret again in life. Somewhere in him a shadow turned nournfully over
You had to run with a night like this, so the sadness could not hurt.

Look! he thought. WII runs because running is its own excuse. Jimruns because sonething' s up
ahead of him

Yet, strangely, they do run together

What's the answer, he wondered, wal king through the library, putting out the lights, putting
out the lights, putting out the lights, is it all in the whorls on our thunbs and fingers? Wy are
sonme people all grasshopper fiddlings, scrapings, all antennae shivering, one big ganglion
eternally knotting, slip-knotting, square-knotting thenselves? They stoke a furnace all their
lives, sweat their lips, shine their eyes and start it all in the crib. Caesar's |ean and hungry
friends. They eat the dark, who only stand and breat he.

That's Jim all branble-hair and itchweed.

And WII? Wiy he's the |ast peach, high on the summer tree. Sone boys wal k by and you cry,
seeing them They feel good, they | ook good, they are good. Ch, they're not above peeing off a
bridge, or stealing an occasional dinme-store pencil sharpener; it's not that. It's just, you know,
seeing them pass, that's howthey' |l be all their life; they'll get hit, hurt, cut, bruised, and
al ways wonder why, why does it happen? how can it happen to thenf?

But Jim now, he knows it happens, he watches for it happening, he sees it start, he sees it
finish, he licks the wound he expected, and never asks why; he knows. He al ways knew. Soneone knew
before him a long tine ago, someone who had wol ves for pets and lions for night conversants.
Hel I, Jimdoesn't know with his mnd. But his body knows. And while WIIl's putting a bandage on
his latest scratch, Jims ducking, waving, bouncing away fromthe knockout bl ow which nust
i nevi tably cone.

So there they go, Jimrunning slower to stay with WIl, WIIl running faster to stay with Jim
Ji m breaking two wi ndows in a haunted house because WIl's along, WII| breaking one instead of
none, because Jinls watching. God how we get our fingers in each other's clay. That's friendship,
each playing the potter to see what shapes we can make of the other

Jim WIIl, he thought, strangers. Go on. |'Il catch up, sone day.

The library door gasped open, slammed.
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Five mnutes later, he turned into the corner saloon for his nightly one-and-only drink, in
time to hear a man say:

". . .l read when al cohol was invented, the Italians thought it was the big thing they' d been
| ooking for for centuries. The Elixir of Life! Did you know that?

"No.' The bartender's back was turned.

"Sure.' the man went on. 'Distilled wine. Ninth, tenth century. Looked |like water. But it

burnt. | nmean, it not only burnt the mouth and stomach, but you could set it on fire. So they
t hought they'd mixed water and fire. Fire-water, the Elixir Vitae, by God. Maybe they weren't so
far wong thinking it was the Cure-all, the thing that worked mracles. Have a drink!?

"I don't need it,' said Halloway. 'But soneone inside ne does.'

"Who?'

The boy | once was, thought Halloway, who runs like the | eaves down the sidewal k autum
ni ghts.

But he couldn't say that.

So he drank, eyes shut, listening to hear if that thing inside turned over again, rustling in
the deep bons that were stacked for burning but never burned.

4

WIIl stopped. WIIl |ooked at the Friday night town.

It seemed when the first stroke of nine banged fromthe big courthouse clock all the lights
were on and business hunming in the shops. But by the tine the |last stroke of nine shook
everyone's fillings in his teeth, the barbers had yanked off the sheets, powdered the customners,
trotted themforth; the druggist's fount had stopped fizzing |like a nest of snakes, the insect
neons everywhere had ceased buzzing, and the vast glittering acreage of the dine store with its
ten billion nmetal, glass and paper oddnents waiting to be fished over, suddenly bl acked out.
Shades slithered, doors boonmed, keys rattled their bones in |ocks, people fled with hordes of torn
newspaper m ce nibbling their heels.

Bang! they were gone!

"Boy!' yelled WII. "Folks run |ike they thought the stormwas here!’

"It is!" shouted Jim 'Us!'

They stonp-pound-thundered over iron grates, steel trap-doors, past a dozen unlit shops, a
dozen half-lit, a dozen dying dark. The city was dead as they rounded the United C gar Store
corner to see a wooden Cherokee glide in darkness, by hinself.

" Hey! "

M Tetley, the proprietor, peered over the Indian's shoul der

' Scare you, boys?

" Nawl '

But WIIl shivered, feeling cold tidal waves of strange rain noving down the prairie as on a
deserted shore. Wen the lightning nailed the town, he wanted to be | ayered under
si xteen bl ankets and a pill ow.

"M Tetley? said WIIl, quietly.

For now there were two wooden I ndians upright in ripe tobacco darkness. M Tetley, anmdst his
jest, had frozen, nouth open, |istening.

"M Tetley?

He heard sonething far away on the wind, but couldn't say what it was.

The boys backed of f.

He did not see them He did not nove. He only |istened.

They left him They ran.

In the fourth enpty block fromthe library, the boys cane upon a third wooden I ndian

M Crosetti, in front of his barber shop, his door key in his trenbling fingers, did not see
t hem st op.

What had st opped then?

A teardrop

It nmoved shining dowmm M Crosetti's |eft cheek. He breathed heavily.
"Crosetti, you fool! Sonething happens, nothing happens, you cry |like a baby!'’
M Crosetti took a trenbling breath, snuffing. 'Don't you snell it?

Jimand WIIl sniffed.

"Licorice!

'Heck, no. Cotton candy!’

"l haven't snelled that in years,' said M Crosetti.
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Jimsnorted. 'It's around.’

'Yes, but who notices? When? Now, ny nose tells ne, breathe! And |I'mcrying. Wiy? Because |
remenber how a long time ago, boys ate that stuff. Wiy haven't | stopped to think and snell the
last thirty years?

"You're busy, M Crosetti,' WIIl said. 'You haven't got tine.

M Crosetti w ped his eyes. 'Wiere does that snell cone fron? There's no place in town sells
cotton candy. Only circuses.'

"Hey,' said WIIl. 'That's right!

"Well, Crosetti is done crying.' The barber blew his nose and turned to lock his shop door. As
he did this, WII watched the barber's pole whirl its red serpentine up out of nothing, |eading
his gaze around, rising to vanish into nore nothing. On countless noons WIl| had stood here trying
to unravel that ribbon, watch it come, go, end w thout ending.

M Crosetti put his hand to the light switch under the spinning pole.

"Don't,' said WIIl. Then, nmurnuring, 'Don't turn it off." M Crosetti |ooked at the pole, as
if freshly aware of its miracul ous properties. He nodded, gently, his eyes soft. 'Were does it
come from where does it go, eh? Wio knows? Not you, not him not ne. Ch, the nysteries, by God.
So. W'll leave it on!'

It's good to know, thought WIIl, it'll be running until dawn, w nding up from nothing, w nding
away to nothing, while we sleep.

' Good- ni ght !’

' Good- ni ght .’

And they left himbehind in a wind that very faintly snelled of |icorice and cotton candy.
5

Charles Hall oway put his hand to the sal oon's doubl e swing doors, hesitant, as if the grey hairs
on the back of his hand, |ike antennae, had felt something beyond slide by in the October night.
Perhaps great fires burned somewhere and their furnace blasts warned himnot to step forth. O
anot her |1 ce Age had | ooned across the land, its freezing bulk night already have laid waste a
billion people in the hour. Perhaps Tine itself fixed was draining off down an i mense glass, with
powder ed darkness failing after to bury all

O maybe it was only that man in a dark suit, seen through the sal oon wi ndow, across the
street. Great paper rolls under one arm a brush and bucket in his free hand, the man was
whistling a tune, very far away.

It was a tune from another season, one that never ceased meki ng Charles Hall oway sad when he
heard it. The song was incongruous for Cctober, but inmensely noving, overwhel mng, no natter what
day or what nonth it was sung

I heard the bells on Christmas Day
Their old, famliar carols play,
And wild and sweet

Their words repeat great

O peace on earth, good will to nen

Charl es Hall oway shivered. Suddenly there was the old sense of terrified elation, of wanting to

| augh and cry together when he saw the innocents of the earth wandering the snow streets the day
before Christmas anong all the tired men and wonen whose faces were dirty with guilt, unwashed of
sin, and smashed like small windows by life that hit without warning, ran, hid, came back and hit
agai n.

Then peal ed the bells nore | oud and deep
"God is not dead, nor doth He sleep

The Wong shall fail,

The Right prevail,

Wth peace on earth, good will to nen!

The whistling died.

Charl es Hal l oway stepped out. Far up ahead, the man who had whistled the tune was noti oni ng
his arnms by a tel egraph pole, silently working. Now he vani shed into the open door of a shop

Charl es Hal | oway, not know ng why, crossed the street to watch the man pasting up one of the
posters inside the un-rented and enpty store.

Now t he man stepped out the door with his brush, his paste bucket, his rolled papers. H's
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eyes, a fierce and lustful shine, fixed on Charles Halloway. Smiling, he gestured an open hand.

Hal | oway st ar ed.

The pal m of that hand was covered with fine black silken hair. It |ooked Iike -

The hand cl enched, tight. It waved. The man swept around the corner. Charles Hall ownay,
stunned, flushed with sudden sumer heat, swayed, then turned to gaze into the enpty shop

Two sawhorses stood parallel to each other under a single spotlight.

Pl aced over these two sawhorses |like a funeral of snow and crystal was a block of ice six feet
long. It shone dimy with its own effulgence, and its colour was |light green-blue. It was a great
cool gemresting there in the dark

Ohalittle white placard at one side near the window the follow ng calligraphic nmessage could
be read by | anplight:

Cooger & Dark's Pandenoni um Shadow Show -
Fantoccini, Marionette Crcus, and Your
Pl ai n Meadow Carnival. Arriving

| medi ately! Here on Display, one of

our many attractions:

THE MOST BEAUTI FUL WOVAN | N THE WORLD

Hal | oway' s eyes | eaped to the poster on the inside of the w ndow

And back to the cold I ong bl ock of ice.

It was such a block of ice as he renmenbered fromtravelling magician's shows when he was a
boy, when the local ice conpany contributed a chunk of winter in which, for twelve hours on end,
frost naidens |ay enbedded, on display while people watched and conedi es toppl ed down the raw
white screen and coming attractions canme and went and at |ast the pale ladies slid forth al
rimed, chipped free by perspiring sorcerers to be led off smling into the dark behind the
curtains.

THE MOST BEAUTI FUL WOVAN | N THE WORLD

And yet this vast chunk of wintry glass held nothing but frozen river water.

No. Not quite enpty.

Hal | oway felt his heart pound one special tine.

Wthin the huge winter gemwas there not a special vacuun? a vol uptuous holl ow, a prol onged
enptiness which undulated fromtip to toe of the ice? and wasn't this vacuum this enptiness
waiting to be filled with sumrer flesh, was it not shaped sonewhat |like a. . .wonan?

Yes.

The ice. And the lovely hollows, the horizontal flow of enptiness within the ice. The |ovely
not hi ngness. The exquisite flow of an invisible mernaid daring the ice to capture it.

The ice was col d.

The enptiness within the ice was warm

He wanted to go away from here.

But Charles Hall oway stood in the strange night for a long tine looking in at the enpty shop
and the two sawhorses and the cold waiting arctic coffin set there like a vast Star of India in
t he dark.

6

Ji m Ni ght shade stopped at the comer of Hickory and Main, breathing easily, his eyes fixed tenderly
on the | eafy darkness of H ckory Street.

"W, 2

"No!'" WIIl stopped, surprised at his own viol ence.

"It is just there. The fifth house. Just one minute, WII," Jimpleaded, softly.
"Mnute. . .?" WII glanced down the street.

Whi ch was the street of the Theatre.

Until this sumrer it had been an ordinary street where they stol e peaches, pluns and apricots,
each in its day. But late in August, while they were nonkey-clinbing for the sourest apples, the
"thing'" happened which changed the houses, the taste of the fruit, and the very air within the
gossi ping trees.

"WII! it's waiting. Maybe sonething' s happening!' hissed Jim

Maybe sonething is. WII swallowed hard, and felt Jim s hand pinch his arm
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For it was no longer the street of the apples or pluns or apricots, it was the one house wth
a wi ndow at the side and this wi ndow, Jimsaid, was a stage, with a curtain - the shade, that is -
up. And in that room on that strange stage, were the actors, who spoke mysteries, nouthed wild
t hi ngs, |aughed, sighed, nmurnmured so nuch; so nuch of it was whispers WII did not understand.
"Just one last time, WII.'
"You know it won't be last!’
Jims face was flushed, his cheeks blazing, his eyes green-glass fire. He thought of that
ni ght, them picking the apples, Jimsuddenly crying softly, 'Ch, there!’

And WII, hanging to the linbs of the tree, tight-pressed, terribly excited, staring in at the
Theatre, that peculiar stage where people, all unknow ng, flourished shirts above their heads, |et
fall clothes to the rug, stood raw and ani nal -crazy, naked, |ike shivering horses, hands out to

touch each ot her.

"What're they doing | thought WII. Wiy are they |aughing? Wat's wong with them what's
wr ong! ?

He wi shed the |ight would go out.

But he hung tight to the suddenly slippery tree and watched the bright wi ndow Theatre, heard
the | aughing and numb at last let go, slid, fell, lay dazed, then stood in dark gazing up at Jim
who still clung to his high Iinmb. Jims face, hearth-flushed, cheeks fire-fuzzed, |ips parted,
stared in. 'Jim Jimconme down!' But Jimdid not hear. 'Jim' And when Jimlooked down at |ast he
saw WIIl as a stranger below with sonme silly request to give off living and cone down to earth. So
WIl ran off, alone, thinking too nuch, know ng what to think.

"WIIl, please. '

W1l |ooked at Jimnow, with the library books in his hands.

"W been to the library. Ain't that enough?'

Ji m shook his head. 'Carry these for ne.'

He handed WIIl his books and trotted softly off under the hissing whispering trees. Tlree
houses down he call ed back: 'WIIl? Know what you are? A darn old dimiit Episcopal Baptist!'

Then Ji m was gone.

W1l seized the books tight to his chest. They were wet fromthe hands.

Don't | ook back! he thought.

I won't! | won't!
And | ooking only toward home, he wal ked that way.
Qui ckly.
7
Hal fway horme, WII felt a shadow breathing hard behind him
' Theatre dosed?' said WII, not |ooking back.
Jimwal ked in silence beside himfor a long while and then said, 'Nobody hone.'
"Swel !

Jimspat. 'Dam Baptist preacher, you!'

And around the corner a tunbleweed slithered, a great cotton ball of pale paper which bounced,
then clung shivering to Jinms |egs.

W1l grabbed the paper, laughing, pulled it off, let it fly! He stopped | aughing.

The boys, watching the pale throwaway rattle and flit through the trees, were suddenly cold.

"Wait a nminute. " said Jim slowy.

Al'l of a sudden they were yelling, running, leaping. "Don't tear it! Careful!

The paper fluttered like a snare drumin their hands.

' COM NG OCTOBER TWVENTY- FOURTH! '

Their |ips nmoved, shadowi ng the words set in rococo type.

' Cooger and Dark's. . .'

"Carnival!’
' Cctober twenty-fourth! That's tonorrow'
"It can't be," said WIIl. "All carnivals stop after Labour Day - '

"Who cares? A thousand and one wonders! See! MEPH STOPHELES, THE LAVA DRI NKERI MR ELECTRI CO
THE MONSTER MONTGOLFI ER?'

'Balloon,' said WIIl. "A Mntgolfier is a balloon.'

MADEMO SELLE TAROT!' read Jim ' THE DANGLI NG MAN. THE DEMON GUI LLOTI NE! THE | LLUSTRATED MAN!
Hey!"

"That's just an old guy Wth tattoos.'

"No." Jimbreathed warmon the paper. "He's illustrated. Special. See! Covered with nonsters!
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A nenagerie!' Jims eyes junped. 'SEE! THE SKELETON! Ain't that fine, WII? Not Thin Man, no, but
SKELETON! SEE! THE DUST WTCH What's a Dust Wtch, WII?'

"No." Jimsquinted off, seeing things. 'A Gypsy that was born in the Dust, raised in the Dust,
and sonme day winds up back in the Dust. Here's nore: EGYPTI AN M RROR MAZE! SEE YOURSELF TEN
THOUSAND TI MES! SAI NT ANTHONY' S TEMPLE OF TEMPTATI ON!'

THE MOST BEAUTIFUL - ' read WII.

" - WwOWVAN I N THE WORLD, ' finished JIM

They | ooked at each other.

"Can a carnival have the Mdst Beautiful Wman on Earth in its side-show, WII|?

"You ever seen carnival |adies, Jin®?

"Grizzly bears. But how cone this handbill clains -

' Ch, shut up!'

"You mad at ne, WII?

"No, it's just - get it!

The wind had tomthe paper fromtheir hands.

The handbill blew over the trees and away in an idi ot caper, gone.

"It s not true, anyway,' WII| gasped. Carnivals don't cone this late in the year. Silly darn-
soundi ng thing. Who'd go to it?

"Me.' Jimstood quiet in the dark.

Me, thought WII, seeing the guillotine flash, the Egyptian mrrors unfold accordi ons of
Iight, and the sul phur-skinned devil-man sipping |ava, |ike gunpowder tea.

' That rusi c. " Jimnmurnured. 'Calliope. Must be coming tonight!"’

"Carnivals come at sunrise.’

"Yeah, but what about the licorice and cotton candy we snelled, close?

And WII thought of the snmells and the sounds flowing on the river of wind frombeyond the
dar keni ng houses, M Tetley listening by his wooden Indian friend, M Crosetti with the single
tear shining down his cheek, and the barber's pole sliding its red tongue up and around forever
out of nowhere and away to eternity.

WIIl's teeth chattered.

'Let's go hone.'

"W are hone!' cried Jim surprised.

For, not knowing it, they had reached their separate houses and now noved up separate wal ks.

On his porch, Jimleaned over and called softly.

"WIl. You' re not nad?

' Heck, no.'

"W won't go by that street, that house, the Theatre, again for a nmonth. A year! | swear.'
"Sure, Jim sure.'

They stood with their hands on the doorknobs of their houses, and WII| |ooked up at Jims room

where the lightning-rod glittered against the cold stars.
The stormwas com ng. The stormwasn't com ng
No natter which, he was glad Jimhad that grand contraption up there.
"Night!’
"N ght.'
Their separate doors sl anmed.

8

W1l opened the door and shut it again. Quietly, this tine.

"That's better,' said his nother's voice.

Franed through the hall door WIIl saw the only theatre he cared for now, the fanmiliar stage
where sat his father (hone already! he and Ji mnust have run the I ong way round!) holding a book
but reading the enpty spaces. In a chair by the fire nother knitted and hunmed |i ke a tea-kettle

He wanted to be near and not near them he saw them close, he saw them far. Suddenly they were
awfully small in too large a roomin too big a town and nuch too huge a world. In this unl ocked
pl ace they seened at the nercy of anything that mght break in fromthe night.

Including nme, WII thought. Including ne.

Suddenly he loved themnore for their smallness than he ever had when they seened tall

H s nmothers fingers twitched, her mouth counted, the happi est wonan he had ever seen. He
renenbered a greenhouse on a wi nter day, pushing aside thick jungle |eaves to find a creany pink
hot house rose poised alone in the wilderness. That was nother, snelling like fresh m |k, happy, to
herself, in this room
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Happy? But how and why? Here, a few feet off, was the janitor, the library man, the stranger
his uni form gone, but his face still the face of a man happier at night alone in the deep narble
vaul ts, whispering his broomin the draughty corridors.

W1l watched, wondering why this woman was so happy and this nan so sad.

H's father stared deep in the fire, one hand rel axed. Half-cupped in that hand lay a crunpled

paper ball

W I 1 blinked.

He remenbered the wind blowing the pale handbill skittering in the trees. Now the sanme col our
paper lay crushed, its rococo type hidden, in his father's fingers.

' Hey!"

W1l stepped into the parlour

| nredi ately Mom opened a snile that was like lighting a second fire.

Dad stricken, |ooked dismayed, as if caught in a crimnal act.

WIl wanted to say, 'Hey, what'd you think of the handbill. . .?

But Dad was crammmg t he handbill deep in the chair uphol stery.

And nother was leafing the library books.

"Ch, these are fine, WIIly!'

So WIIl just stood with Cooger and Dark on his tongue and sai d:

'Boy, the wind really flew us honme. Streets full of paper blow ng.'

Dad did not flinch at this.

" Anyt hi ng new, Dad?

Dad's hand still lay tucked in the side of the chair. He lifted a grey, slightly worried, very
tired gaze to his son:

'Stone lion blew off the Iibrary steps. Prowing the town now | ooking for Christians. Wn't
find any. Got the only one no in captivity here, and she's a good cook.'

' Bosh,' said Mom

Wal ki ng upstairs, WIIl heard what he half expected to hear

A soft flum ng sigh as sonmething fresh was tossed on the fire. In his mnd, he saw Dad
standing at the hearth | ooking down as the paper crinkled to ash

. . .COOGER . . . DARK. . . CARNIVAL . . . WTCH . . . WONDERS. . .

He wanted to go back down and stand with Dad hands out, to be warned by the fire.

Instead he went slowy up to shut the door of his room

Sone nights, abed, WII put his ear to the wall to listen, and if his fol ks tal ked things that
were right, he stayed, and if not right he turned away. If it was about tinme and passing years or
hi nsel f or town or just the general inconclusive way God ran the world, he listened warmy
confortably, secretly, for it was usually Dad tal king. He could not often speak with Dad anywhere
inthe world, inside or out, but this was different. There was a thing in Dad's voice, up, over,
down, easy as a hand winging soft in the air like a white bird describing flight pattern, nade the
ear want to follow and the mnd' s eye to see.

And the odd thing in Dad's voice was the sound truth nakes being said. The sound of truth, in
a wild roving land of city or plain country lies, will spell any boy. Many nights WII drowsed
this way, his senses |like stopped clocks |long before that half-singing voice was still. Dad's
voi ce was a m dni ght school, teaching deep fathom hours, and the subject was life.

So it was this night, WIl's eyes shut, head |l eaned to the cool plaster. At first Dad' s voice,
a Congo drum booned softly, horizons away. Mdther's voice, she used her water-bright soprano in

the Baptist choir, did not sing, yet sang back replies. WII inmagined Dad sprawl ed talking to the
enpty ceiling:

.. .WIIl. . .nmakes ne feel so old. . .a man should play baseball with his son. '

"Not necessary,' said the worman's voice, kindly. 'You re a good man.'

' - in a bad season. Hell, | was forty when he was born! And you! Wo's your daughter? people

say. God, when you lie down your thoughts turn to nush. Hell!
W1l heard the shift of weight as Dad sat up in the dark. A match was being struck, a pipe was
bei ng snoked. The wind rattled the w ndows.
' .man with poster under his arm

' .carnival. ' said his nother's voice, '. . .this late in the year?
WIIl wanted to turn away, but couldn't.

‘. . .nost beautiful. . .woman. . .in the world,' Dad's voice murnured.

Mot her | aughed softly. 'You know |I'mnot."'

No! thought WII, that's fromthe handbill! Wy doesn't Dad tell!!?

Because, WII| answered hinself. Something's going on. Ch, sonething is going on!
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WII saw that paper frolicked in the trees, its words THE MOST BEAUTI FUL WOMAN, and fever
prickled his cheeks. He thought: Jim the street of the Theatre, the naked people in the stage of
that Theatre w ndow, crazy as Chinese opera, darn odd crazy as old Chinese opera, judo, ju-jitsu,
I ndi an puzzles, and now his father's voice, dreaning off, sad, sadder, saddest, nuch too nmuch to
under stand. And suddenly he was scared because Dad woul dn't tal k about the handbill he had
secretly burned. WII gazed out the window There! Like a milkweed plunme! Wite paper danced in
the air.

"No,"' he whispered, 'no carnival's coming this late. It can't!' He hid under the covers,
switched on his flashlight, opened a book. The first picture he saw was a prehistoric reptile trap-
drumming a night sky a mllion years |ost.

Heck, he thought, in the rush | got Jims book he's got one of mne

But it was a pretty fine reptile.

And flying toward sl eep, he thought he heard his father, restless, below The front door shut.
H s father was going back to work late, for no reason, with brooms, or books, downtown, away.
.away.

And not her asl eep, content, not know ng he had gone.

9

No one else in the world had a nanme canme so well off the tongue

"Jim N ghtshade. That's ne.'

Jimstood tall and now lay long in bed, strung together by marsh-grass, his bones easy in his
flesh, his flesh easy on his bones. The |library books |ay unopened-by his rel axed right hand.

Waiting, his eyes were dark as twilight, with shadows under the eyes fromthe tine, his nother
said, he had al nost di ed when he was three and still renenbered. H's hair was dark autumm chest nut
and the veins in his tenples and brow and in his neck and ticking in his wists and on the backs
of his slender hands, all these were dark blue. He was marbled with dark, was Ji m N ghtshade, a
boy who talked less and sniled |l ess as the years increased.

The trouble with Jimwas he | ooked at the world and could not | ook away. And when you never
| ook away all your life, by the time you are thirteen you have done twenty years taking in the
| aundry of the world.

WIl Halloway, it was in himyoung to always | ook just beyond, over or to one side. So at
thirteen he had saved up only six years of staring.

Ji m knew every centinetre of his shadow, could have cut it out of tar paper, furled it, and
run it up a flagpole - his banner

WIIl, he was occasionally surprised to see his shadow foll owi ng hi m sonewhere, but that was
t hat .

"Ji n? You awake?'

"H, Mom'

A door opened and now shut. He felt her weight on the bed.

"Why, Jim your hands are ice. You shouldn't have the wi ndow so high. Mnd your health.'
"Sure.’

"Don't say "sure" that way. You don't know until you've had three children and lost all but

one.

"Never going to have any,' said Jim
You just say that.'

"I know it. | know everything.'

She waited a nonent. 'What do you know?'

"No use naki ng nore People. People die.'

H s voice was very calmand qui et and al nost sad.

'That's everything.'

" Al nost everything. You're here, Jim If you weren't, |'d have given up |ong ago.

"Mom' A long silence. 'Can you renmenber Dad's face? Do | |ook Iike hinP

' The day you go away is the day he | eaves forever.'

"Who' s goi ng away?

"Why, just lying there, Jim you run so fast. | never saw anyone nove so nuch, just sl eeping.
Pronise ne, Jim Werever you go and cone back, bring lots of kids. Let themrun wild. Let ne
spoil them sone day.

"I"'mnever going to own anything can hurt rme.

"You going to collect rocks, Jin? No, sone day, you' ve got to be hurt.

"No, | don't’

file:/lIF|/rah/Ray%20Bradbury/Bradbury%20Something%20Wicked%20This%20Way%20Comes.txt (13 of 96) [1/19/03 9:48:45 PM]



file:/I/F|/rah/Ray%20Bradbury/Bradbury%20Somethi ng%20Wicked%20T hi s%20Way %20Comes.txt

He | ooked at her. Her face had been hit a long tinme ago. The bruises had never gone from
around her eyes.

"You'll live and get hurt,' she said, in the dark. 'But when it's tinme, tell ne. Say good-hye.
O herwise, | mght not |let you go. Wouldn't that be terrible, to just grab ahol d?

She rose up suddenly and went to put the w ndow down.

"Why do boys want their wi ndows open wi de?

"Warm bl ood. "'

"Warm bl ood.' She stood alone. 'That's the story of all our sorrows. And don't ask why.

The door shut.

Jimalone, raised the window, and | eaned into the absolutely clear night.

Storm he thought, you there?

Yes.

Feel. . .away to the west. . .a real hundinger, rushing al ong!

The shadow of the lightning-rod lay in the drive bel ow

He sucked in cold air, gave out a vast exhilaration of heat.

Wy, he thought, why don't | clinb up, knock that lightning-rod | oose, throw it away?

And t hen see what happens?

Yes.

And then see what happens!

10

Just after m dnight.

Shuffling footsteps.

Al ong the enpty street cane the |ightning-rod salesnman, his |eather valise swng al nost enpty
in his baseball-nitt hand, his face at ease. He turned a corner and stopped.

Paper-soft white noths tapped at an enpty store wi ndow, |ooking in

And in the window, like a great coffin boat of star-coloured glass, beached on two sawhorses
I ay a chunk of Al aska Snow Conpany ice chopped to a size great enough to flash in a giant's ring

And sealed in this ice was the nost beautiful wonman in the world.

The Iightning-rod sal esnan's smle faded.

In the dream ng col dness of ice |ike soneone fallen and slept in snow aval anches a thousand
years, forever young, was this wonan.

She was as fair as this norning and fresh as tonorrow s flowers and lovely as any maid when a
man shuts up his eyes and traps her, in canmeo perfection, on the shell of his eyelids. The
i ghtning-rod sal esman renenbered to breathe

Once, long ago, travelling anong the nmarbl es of Rone and Fl orence, he had seen wonen |ike
this, kept in stone instead of Ice. Once, wandering in the Louvre, he had found wonen like this,
washed i n sunmer col our and kept in paint. Once, as a boy, sneaking the cool grottoes behind a
nmotion picture theatre screen, on his way to a free seat, he had glanced up and there towering and
floodi ng the haunted dark seen a wonen's face as he had never seen it since, of such size and
beauty built of milk-bone and noon-flesh, at to freeze himthere al one behind the stage, shadowed
by the, notion of her lips, the bird-wing flicker of her eyes, the snow pal e-deat h-shi mreri ng
illumnation fromher cheeks.

So fromother years there junped forth i nages which flowed and found new substance here within
the ice.

What col our was her hair? It was blonde to whiteness and mni ght take any col our, once set free
of cold.

How tall was she?

The prismof the ice mght well multiply her size or dimnish her as you noved this way or
that before the enpty store, the window, the night-soft rap-tapping ever-fingering, gently probing
not hs.

Not i mportant.

For above all - the lightning-rod sal esman shivered - he knew the nost extraordi nary thing.

If by sone miracle her eyelids should open within that sapphire and she should | ook at him he
knew what col our her eyes woul d be.

He knew what col our her eyes woul d be.

If one were to enter this lonely night shop -

If one were to put forth one's hand, the warnth of that hand would. . .what?

Melt the ice.

The lightning-rod sal esman stood there for a | ong nonent, his eyes qui ckened shut.
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He let his breath out.
It was warm as surmer on his teeth.
Hi s hand touched the shop door. It swung open. Cold arctic air blew out round him He stepped

The door shut.
The white snowfl ake noths tapped at the w ndow

11

M dni ght then and the town clocks chimng on toward one and two and then three in the deep norning
and the peals of the great clocks shaking dust off old toys in attics and shedding silver off old
mrrors in yet higher attics and s up dreans about docks in all beds where children slept.

W1l heard it.

Muffled away in the prairie |lands, the chuffing of an engine, the slowslowfollow ng dragon-
glide of a train.

W1l sat up in bed.

Across the way, like a mrror image, Jimsat up, too.
A cal liope began to play oh so softly, grieving to itself, a mllion mles away.
In one single notion, WIIl |leaned fromhis window, as did Jim Wthout a word they gazed over

the trenbling surf of trees.

Their roons were high, as boys' roons should be. Fromthese gaunt wi ndows they could rifle-
fire their gaze artillery distances past library, city hall, depot, cow barns, farm ands to enpty
prairiel

There, on the world's rim the lovely snail-gleamof the railway tracks ran, flinging wild
gesticul ations of Ienon or cherry-col oured semaphore to the stars.

There, on the precipice of earth, a small steam feather uprose like the first of a stormcloud
yet to cone.

The train itself appeared, link by link, engine, coal-car, and nunerous and nunbered all -
asl eep- and- sl unbering-dreamfilled cars that followed the firefly-sparked chum chant, drowsy
autumm hearthfire roar. Hellfires flushed the stunned hills. Even at this renote view, one
i magi ned nmen wi th buffal o-haunched arnms shovel ling black neteor falls of coal into the open
boil ers of the engine.

The engi ne!

Bot h boys vani shed, cane back to |ife binocul ars.

' The engi ne!"’

"Civil War! No other stack |ike that since 1900!’

"The rest of the train, all of it's old'

'The flags! The cages! It's the carnival!’

They listened. At first WIIl thought he heard the air whistling fast in his nostrils. But no -
it was the train, and the calliope sighing, weeping, on that train.

' Sounds 1ike church nusic!'

"Hell. Why would a carnival play church rmnusic?
"Don't say hell,' hissed WII.
"Hell.' Jimferociously leaned out. 'I've saved up all day. Everyone's asleep so - hell!’

The nusic drifted by their wi ndows. Goose pinples rose bid as boils on WIIl's arns.

"That is church nusic. Changed.'

"For cri-yi, I'mfroze, let's go watch them set up!’

'"At three am?

'"At three am!’

Ji m vani shed.

For a monment, WII| watched Ji mdance around over there, shirt uplifted, pants going on, while
of f in night country, panting, churning was this funeral train, all black-plumed cars, licorice-
col oured cages, and a sooty calliope clanouring, banging three different hyms ni xed and | ost,
maybe not there at all

' Here goes not hi ng!"

Jimslid down the drainpipe on his house, toward the sl eeping | awns.

"Jim Wait!'

W Il thrashed into his clothes.

'Jim don't go al one!

And followed after.
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Sonetinmes you see a kite so high, so wise it alnpbst knows the wind. It travels, then chooses to
land in one spot and no other and no matter how you yank, run this way or that, it will sinply
break its cord, seek its resting place and bring you, bl ood-nouthed, running.

"Jim Wait for ne!'

So now Jimwas the kite, the wild twine cut, and whatever wi sdomwas his taking himaway from
W1l who could only run, earthbound, after one so high and dark silent and suddenly strange.

"Jim here | cone!’

And running, WII thought, Boy, it's the same old thing. | talk. Jimruns. | tilt stones, Jim
grabs the cold junk under the stones and - lickety-split! | clinb hills. Jimyells off church
steeples. | got a bank account. Jinmls got the hair on his head, the yell in his nmouth, the shirt
on his back and the tennis shoes on his feet. How cone | think he's richer? Because, WII| thought,
I sit on arock in the sun and old Jim he prickles his armhairs by noonlight and dances w th hop-
toads. | tend cows, Jimtanes Gla nonsters. Fool! | yell at Jim Coward! he yells back. And here
we - go!

And they ran fromtown, across fields and both froze under a rail bridge with the noon ready
beyond the hills and the nmeadows trenmbling with a fur of dew

VHAM

The carnival train thundered the bridge, The calliope wail ed.

"There's no one playing it!' Jimstared up

"Jim no jokes!'

' Mot her's honour, | ook!’

Goi ng away, away, the calliope pipes shinrered with star expl osions, but no one sat at the
hi gh keyboard. The wind, sluicing air-water air in the pipes, made the nusic.

The boys ran. The train curved away, gonging it's under-sea funeral bell, sunk, rusted, green-
nossed, tolling, tolling. Then the engine whistle blew a great steamwhiff and WI| broke out in
pearls of ice.

Way late at night WIIl had heard - how often? - train whistles jetting steam along the rim of
sl eep, forlorn, alone and far, no matter how near they canme. Sonetines he woke to find tears on
hi s cheek, asked why, |ay back, |istened and thought, Yes! they nmake me cry, going east, going
west, the trains so far gone in country deeps they drown in tides of sleep that escape the towns.

Those trains and their grieving sounds were | ost forever between stations, not renenbering,
where they had been, not guessing where they mi ght go, exhaling their |ast pale breaths over the
horizon, gone. So it was with all trains, ever.

Yet this train's whistle!

The wails of alifetime were gathered in it fromother nights in other slunbering years; the
how of noon-dreaned dogs, the seep of river-cold w nds through January porch screens which
stopped the bl ood, a thousand fire sirens weeping, or worse! the outgone shreds of breath, the
protests of a billion people dead or dying, not wanting to be dead, their groans, their sighs,
burst over the earth!

Tears junped to WIl's eyes. He lurched. He knelt. He pretended to | ace one shoe

But then he saw Jinmis hands clap his ears, his eyes wet, too. The whistle screamed. Jim
screaned agai nst the scream The whistle shrieked. WIIl shrieked against the shriek

Then the billion voices ceased, instantly, as if the train had plunged in a fire stormoff the
eart h.

The train skimed on softly, slithering, black pennants fluttering, black confetti lost onits
own sick-sweet candy wind, down the hill, with the boys pursuing., the air so cold they ate ice

creamwi th each breath.

They clinbed a last rise to | ook down.

' Boy,' whispered Jim

The train had pulled off into Rolfe's noon nmeadow, so-call ed because town couples cane out to
see the noon rise here over a land so wide, so long, it was like an inland sea, filled with grass
in spring., or hay in late, sunmer or snow in winter, it was fine walking here along its crisp
shore with the nobon coming up to trenble in its tides.

Well, the carnival train was crouched there now in the autumm grass on the old spur near the
Wods and the boys crept and |ay down under a bush, waiting.

"It's so quiet, whispered WII.

The train just stood in the mddle of the dry autum field, no one in the | oconptive no one in
the tender, no one in any of the cars behind, all black under the noon, and just the small sounds
of its netal cooling, ticking on the rails.
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"Ssst,' said Jim '|I feel themnoving in there.'

WIl felt the cat-fuzz on his body branble up by the thousands.

"You think they mnd us watching?

' Maybe,' said Jim happily.

' Then why the noisy calliope?

"When | figure that,' Jimsaid, 'I'll tell you. Look!'

VWi sper .

As if exhaling itself straight down fromthe sky, a vast noss-green balloon touched at the
noon.

It hovered two hundred yards above and away, quietly riding the w nd.

' The basket under the balloon, soneone in it!

But then a tall man stepped down fromthe train caboose platformlike a captain assaying the
tidal weathers of this inland sea. All dark suit, shadow faced, he waded to the centre of the
meadow, his shirt as black as the gloved hands he now stretched to the sky.

He gestured, once.

And the train came to life.

At first a head lifted in one window, then an arm then another head |like a puppet in a
mari onette theatre. Suddenly two men in black were carrying a dark tent-pole out across the
hi ssi ng grass.

It was the silence that made WIIl pull back, even as Jimleaned forward eyes noon-bright.

A carnival should be all growls, roars like, tinberlands stacked, bundled, rolled and crashed,
great explosions of lion dust, nen ablaze wi th working anger, pop bottles jangling, horse buckles
shivering, engines and el ephants in full stanpede through rains of sweat while zebras nei ghed and
trenmbled |ike cage trapped in cage.

But this was like old novies, the silent theatre haunted with bl ack-and-white ghosts, silvery
mout h opening to |let noon-1ight snmoke out, gestures made in silence so hushed you could hear the
wind fizz the hair on your cheeks. Mirre shadows rustled fromthe train, passing the animl cages
where darkness prowled with unlit eyes and the calliope stood nute save for the faintest idiot
tune the breeze piped wandering up the fl ues.

The ringrmaster stood in the mddle of the |and. The balloon |ike a vast nmoul dy green cheese
stood fixed to the sky. Then darkness cane.

The last thing WII saw was the ball oon swoopi ng down, as clouds covered the noon.

In the night he felt the nen rush to unseen tasks. He sensed the balloon, like a great fat
spider, fiddling with the lines and poles, rearing a tapestry in the sky.

The cl ouds arose. The balloon sifted up

In the meadow stood the skeleton main poles and wires of the nmain tent, waiting for its canvas
ski n.

More clouds poured over the white noon. Shadowed, WII| shivered. He heard Jimcrawing
forward, seized his ankle, felt himstiffen

"Wait! ' said WII. "They're bringing out the canvas |

"No," said Jim "Onh, no. . .'

For somehow i nstead, they both knew, the wires high-flung on the poles were catching swift
clouds, ripping themfree fromthe wind in streaners which, stitched and sewn by sone great
nmonst er shadow, nade canvas and nore canvas as the tent took shape. At last there was the clear-
wat er sound of vast flags bl ow ng.

The notion stopped. The darkness wi thin darkness was still.

WIIl lay, eyes shut, hearing the beat of great oil-black wings as if a huge, ancient bird had
drunmed down to live, to breathe, to survive in the night neadow

The cl ouds bl ew away.

The bal | oon was gone.

The nen were gone.

The tents rippled like black rain on their poles.

Suddenly it seened a long way to town.

Instinctively, WII glanced behind hinself.

Not hi ng but grass and whi spers.

Slowly he | ooked back at the silent, dark seemingly enpty tents.

"I don't like it he said.

Jimcould not tear his eyes away.

' Yeah,' he whispered. 'Yeah.'

Wl stood up. Jimlay on the earth.

"Jim' said WII.
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Jimjerked his head as if slapped. He was on his knees, he swayed up. H s body turned, but his
eyes were fastened to those black flags, the great side-show signs swarm ng w th unguessed wi ngs,
horns, and denon sm | es.

A bird screaned.

Jimjunped. Ji mgasped.

Cl oud shadows pani cked them over the hills to the edge of town.

Fromthere, the two boys ran al one.

13

The air was cold blowing in through the wi de-open library w ndow

Charl es Hal |l oway had stood there for a long tine.

Now, he qui ckened.

Along the street below fled two shadows, two boys above them matchi ng shadow stride for
stride. They softly printed the night air with treads.

"Jim' cried the old man. "WII!'

But not al oud.

The boys went away towards hone.

Charl es Hal |l oway | ooked out into the country.

Wandering alone in the library, letting his broomtell himthings no one else could hear, he
had heard the whistle and the disjointed-calliope hyms.

"Three,' he now said, half-aloud. 'Three in the norning. . .'

In the neadow the tents, the carnival waited. Waited for someone, anyone to wade al ong the
grassy surf. The great tents filled like bellows. They softly issued forth exhalations of air that
snelled |ike ancient yellow beasts.

But only the nmoon | ooked in at the hollow dark, the deep caverns. Qutside, night beasts hung
in mdgallop on a carousel. Beyond |lay fathonms of Mrror Maze which housed a nultifold series of
enpty vanities one wave on another, still, serene, silvered with age, white with tinme. Any shadow,
at the entrance, mght stir reverberations the col our of fright, unravel deep-buried noons.

If a man stood here woul d he see hinmsel f unfolded away a billion tinmes to eternity? Wuld a
billion imges | ook back, each face and the face after and the face after that old, older, oldest?
Wuld he find hinmself lost in a fine dust away off deep down there, not fifty but sixty, not sixty
but seventy, not seventy but eighty, ninety, ninety-nine years ol d?

The maze did not ask.

The maze did not tell.

It sinply stood and waited |ike a great arctic fl oe.

'Three o' clock. . .'

Charl es Hall oway was cold. H's skin was suddenly a lizard' s skin. H s stonmach filled with
bl ood turned to rust. H's mouth tasted of night danps.

Yet he could not turn fromthe library w ndow.

Far off, sonething glittered in the neadow.

It was noonlight, flashing on a great gl ass.

Perhaps the light said sonething, perhaps it spoke in code.

"Il go there, thought Charles Halloway, | won't go there.

| like it, he thought, | don't like it.

A nonent later the library door slanmed.

Goi ng hone, he passed the enpty store w ndow.

I nsi de stood two abandoned sawhor ses.

Between | ay a pool of water. In the water floated a few shards of ice. In the ice were a few
I ong strands of hair.

Charl es Hal |l oway saw but chose not to see. He turned and was gone. The street was soon as
enpty as the hardware-store w ndow.

Far away, in the neadow, shadows flickered in the Mrror Maze, as if parts of soneone's life,
yet unborn, were trapped there, waiting to be lived.

So the naze waited, its cold gaze ready, for so nuch as a bird to cone |ook, see, and fly away
shri eki ng.

But no bird cane.

14

"Three,' a voice said.
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WIIl listened, cold but warmng, glad to be in with a roof above, floor below, wall and door
bet ween too nuch exposure, too much freedom too nuch night.

"Three. . .'

Dad' s voi ce, home now, moving down the hall, speaking to itself.

"Three. . .'

Why, thought WIIl, that's when the train canme. Had Dad seen, heard, followed?

No, he nustn't! WII| hunched hinself. Wiy not? He trenbled. What did he fear?

The carnival rushing in |like a black stanpede of stormwaves on the shore out beyond? OF him
and Ji mand Dad knowi ng, of the town asleep, not knowi ng, was that it?

Yes. WII buried hinmself, deep. Yes.

"Three. . .'

Three in the norning, thought Charles Hall oway, seated on the edge of his bed. Wy did the
train come at that hour?

For, he thought, it's a special hour. Wnen never wake then, do they? They sleep the sleep of
babes and children. But nen in middl e age? They know that hour well. OCh God, mdnight's not bad,
you wake and go back to sleep, one or two's not bad, you toss but sleep again. Five or six in the
nmorni ng's not bad there's hope, for dawn's just under the horizon. But three, now, Christ, three
a.m! The bl ood noves slow. You're the nearest to dead you'll ever be save dying. Sleep is a patch
of death, but three in the norn, full w de-eyed staring, is living death! You dreamw th your eyes
open. CGod, if you had strength to rouse up, you'd slaughter your half dreans with buckshot! But
no, you lie pinned to a deep well-bottomthat's burned dry. The noon rolls by to | ook at you down
there, with its idiot face. It's a long way back to sunset, a far way on to dawn, so you sumon
all the fool things of your life, the stupid lovely things done with people known so very well who
are now so very dead - And wasn't it true, had he read it sonmewhere, nore people in hospitals die
at 3 a.m than at any other tine. . .?

Stop! he cried silently.

"Charlie? his wife said in her sleep

Slowly, he took off the other shoe.

Hs wife smled in her sleep.

Wy ?

She's immortal. She has a son

Your son, too!

But what father ever really believes it? He carries no burden, he feels no pain. Wat man
i ke woman, lies down in darkness and gets up with child? The gentle, sniling ones own the good
secret. Oh, what strange wonderful clocks wonmen are. They nest in Tinme. They nmake the flesh that
hol ds fast and binds eternity. They live inside the gift, know power, accept, and need not nention
it. Wiy speak of Tine when you are Tinme, and shape the universal nonments, as they pass, into
warmth and action? How nen envy and often hate these warm cl ocks, these w ves, who know they wil |
live forever. So what do we do? We nen turn terribly nmean, because we can't hold to the world
ourselves or anything. W are blind to continuity, all breaks down, falls, nelts, stops, rots, or
runs away. So, since we cannot shape Tinme, where does that |eave nen? Sl eepless. Staring.

Three a.m That's our reward. Three in the norn. The soul's mdnight. The tide goes out, the
soul ebbs. And a train arrives at an hour of despair. Wy?

"Charlie. . .?
Hs wife's hand noved to his.
"You. . .all right. . .Charlie?

She drowsed.
He did not answer.
He could not tell her how he was.

15

The sun rose yellow as a | enon
The sky was round and bl ue.
The birds | ooped clear water songs in the air.
WIl and Jimleaned fromtheir w ndows.
Not hi ng had changed.
Except the look in Jims eyes.
"Last night. . .' said WII. 'Did or didn't it happen?
They both gazed toward the far neadows.
The air was sweet as syrup. They could find no shadows, anywhere, even under trees.
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"Six mnutes!' cried Jim

"Fivel’

Four mnutes later, cornflakes lurching in their stomachs, they frisked the | eaves to a fine
red dust going out of town.

Wth a wild flutter of breath, they raised their eyes fromthe earth they had been treadi ng.

And the carnival was there

"Hey. . .'

For the tents were lenon |ike the sun, brass |ike wheat fields a few weeks ago. Flags and
banners bright as bl ue-birds snapped above |ion-col oured canvas. From booths pai nted cotton-candy
colours fine Saturday snells of bacon and eggs, hot dogs and pancakes swamw th the wi nd.
Everywhere ran boys. Everywhere, sleepy fathers foll owed.

"It's just a plain old carnival,' said WII.

'Li ke heck,' said Jim 'W weren't blind I ast night. Cone on!'

They marched one hundred yards strai ght on and deep into the mdway. And the deeper they went,
the nore obvious it becane they would find no night nen cat-treadi ng shadow while strange tents
pl unmed |i ke thunder clouds. Instead, close up, the carnival was nldewed rope, noth-eaten canvas,
rai n-worn, sun-bleached tinsel. The side-show paintings, hung |like sad al batrosses on their pol es,
flapped and et fall flakes of ancient paint, shivering and at the sane tine revealing the
unwondr ous wonders of a thin nan, fat-nman, needl e-head, tattooed nman, hula dancer. .

They prow ed on but found no nysterious nidnight sphere of evil gas tied by Mysterious
Oriental knots to daggers plunged in dark earth, no maniac ticket takers bent on terrible
revenges. The calliope by the ticket booth neither screamed deaths nor hummed idi ot songs to
itself. The train? Pulled off on a spur in the warnming grass, it was old, yes, and wel ded tight
with rust, but it |ooked |like a titanic nmagnet that had collected to itself, fromloconotive bone-
yards across three continents, drive shafts, flywheels, snoke stacks, and hand-ne-down second-rate
nightmares. It did not cut a black and nortuary sil houette. It asked perm ssion but to lie dead in
aut umm strew ngs, so nmuch tired steam and iron gunpowder bl ow ng away.

"Jim WIIIY

Here cane M ss Fol ey, their seventh-grade school teacher, along the mdway, all smles.

'Boys,' she said, 'what's wong? You |look as if you | ost sonething.'

"Well,' said WII, '"last night, did you hear that calliope - '

"Calliope? No - '

' Then why're you out here so early, Mss Foley? asked Jim

"I love carnivals.' said Mss Foley, a little woman | ost sonewhere in her grey fifties,

beam ng around. 'I'Il buy hot dogs and you eat while | look for ny fool nephew. You seen hin®

' Nephew?"

'"Robert. Staying with me a fewweeks. Father's dead, nother's sick in Wsconsin. | took him
in. He ran out here early today. Said he'd neet nme. But you know boys! My, you |l ook glum' She
shoved food at them 'Eat! Cheer up! Rides'Il open in ten mnutes. Meantine, | think I'll spy
through that Mrror Maze and - '

"No,"' said WII.

'No what?' asked M ss Fol ey.
"No Mrror Maze.' WIIl swallowed. He stared at fathons of reflections. You could never strike

bottomthere. It was like winter standing tall, waiting to kill you with a glance. 'Mss Foley,'
he said at |ast, and wondered to hear his mouth say it, 'don't go in there.

"Why not ?

Ji m peered, fascinated, into WIll's face. 'Yeah, tell us. Wiy not?

'People get lost,' said WII, |anely.

"All the nore reason. Robert m ght be wandering, |oose, and not find his way out if | don't
grab his ear - '

"Never can tell - ' WIIl could not take his eyes off the nmillions of nmiles of blind grass -
"what might be s around in there. .‘

"Swimmng!' Mss Foley |aughed. 'What a lovely nmind you have, Wlly. Well, yes, but I'man old
fish. So. . .'

'Mss Fol ey!"’

M ss Fol ey waved, poised, took a step, and vanished into the mirror ocean. They watched as she
settl ed, wandered, sank deep, deep, and was finally dissolved, grey anong silver

Jimgrabbed WII. "Wiat was all that?

"Gosh, Jim it's the mirrors! They're the only things | don't like. | nean, they're the only
things like last night.'

' Boy, boy, you been out in the sun,' snorted Jim 'That nmaze there is.

H s voi ce
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trailed off. He sniffed the cold air blowing out as froman, ice house between the tal
reflections.

"Jin? You were sayi ng?

But Jimsaid nothing. After a long tinme he clapped his hand to the back of his neck. "It
really does!' he cried in soft anmaze.

"What does?

"Hair! | read it all ny life. In scary stories, it stands on end! Mne's doing it - now'

'Gosh, Jim So's mne!'

They stood entranced with the delicious cold bunps on their necks and the suddenly stiffened
smal|l hairs quilled up over their scal ps.

There was a flourish of |ight and shadow.

Bumpi ng through the Mrror Maze they saw two, four, a dozen M ss Fol eys.

They didn't know which one was real, so they waved to all of them

But none of the Mss Fol eys saw or waved back. Blind she wal ked. Blind, she tacked her nails
to cold gl ass.

'Mss Fol ey!"’

Her eyes, flexed wide as fromblasts of photographic powder, were skinned white |ike a
statue's. Deep under the glass, she spoke. She nurnured. She whi npered. Now she cried. Now she
shout ed. Now she yell ed. She knocked gl ass with her head, her elbows, tilted drunken as a |ight-
blind nmoth, raised her hands in claws. 'Ch God! Help!' she wailed. 'Help, oh God!'

Jimand WIIl saw their own faces, pale, their own eyes, wide, in the mrrors as they plunged

"M ss Foley, here!' Jimcracked his brow

"This way!' But WII found only cold gl ass.

A hand flew fromenpty space. An old wonman's hand, sinking for the last tinme. It seized
anything to save itself. The anything was WIll. She pulled hi munder

"Wl

"Jim Jim'

And Jimheld himand he held her and pulled her free of the silently rushing mrrors conmng in
fromthe desol ate seas.

They stepped into sunlight.

M ss Fol ey, one hand to her bruised cheek, bleated, nuttered, then |aughed quickly, then
gasped, and wi ped her eyes.

' Thank you, WIl, Jim oh thank you. I'd of drowned! | mean. . .oh, WII you were right! My
God, did you see her, she's lost, drowned in there, poor girl!. oh the poor |ost sweet. . .save
her, oh, we nust save her!

'Mss Fol ey, boy, you're hurting.'" WII firmy renoved her fists fromclenching the flesh of
his arm 'There's no one in there.'

"I saw her! Please! Look! Save her!'

W1l junped to the nmaze entrance and stopped. The ticket taker gave himan idle gl ance of
contenpt. WII| backed away to M ss Fol ey.
"I swear, no one went in ahead or after you, ma'am It's ny fault, | joked about the water

you nust've got mixed up, lost, and scared.
But if she heard, she went on biting the back of her hand, her voice the voice of soneone cone
out of the sea after no air, a long dread tinme deep, no hope of life and now set free.

' Gone? She's at the bottom Poor girl. | knew her. "I know you!" | said when | first saw her a
m nute ago. | waved, she waved. "Hello!™ | ran! - bang! | fell. She fell. A dozen, a thousand of
her fell. "Wait!" | said. Ch, she |looked so fine, so lovely, so young. But it scared ne. "Wat're
you doing here?" | said. "Wiy," | think she said, "I'mreal. You're not!" she |aughed, way under

wat er. She ran off in the maze. W nust find her! Before -
M ss Foley, WII's armaround her, took a last trenbling breath and grew strangely quiet.
Jimwas staring deep into those cold nmirrors, |1ooking for sharks that could not be seen
'Mss Foley,' he said, 'what did she | ook |ike?
M ss Foley's voice was pale but calm
'"The fact is. . .she looked like nyself, many, nany years ago.
"I'I'l go hone now.' she said.
'Mss Foley, we'll -
"No. Stay. |I'mjust fine. Have fun, boys. Enhjoy.'
And she wal ked sl owly away, al one, down the m dway.
Sonmewhere a vast ani mal nade water. Ammonia nade the wind turn ancient as it passed.
"I"'mleaving!' said WII.
"WIIl," said Jim 'We're staying until sundown, boy, dark sundown, and figure it all. You
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chi cken?'

"No," murrmured WIIl. "But. . .anybody want to dive back in that maze?

Jimgazed fiercely deep into the bottom ess sea, where now only the pure Iight glanced back at
itself, help up enptiness upon enptiness beyond enptiness before their eyes.

'"Nobody.' Jimlet his heart beat twice. '. . .l guess.'

16

A bad thing happened at sunset.

Ji m vani shed.

Thr ough noon and after noon, they had screamed up half the rides, knocked over dirty mlk-
bottl es, smashed kewpi e-doll wi nning plates, snelling, listening, |ooking their way through the
autumm crowd trampling the | eafy sawdust.

And then quite suddenly Ji mwas gone.

And WI I, not asking anyone but hinself, absolutely silent certain-sure, wal ked steadily
through the late crowd as the sky was turning plumcoloured until he canme to the naze and paid his
di me and stepped up inside and called softly just one tinme:

' Jim

And Jimwas there, half in, half out of the cold glass tides |ike soneone abandoned on a
seashore when a dose friend has gone far out, and there is wonder if he will ever cone back. Jim
stood as if he had not noved so nuch as an eyelash in five mnutes, staring, his nouth half-open
wai ting for the next wave to cone in and show hi m nore.

"Jim Get outa there!

"WIlIl. . ." Jimsighed faintly. 'Let ne be.’

"Li ke heck!" Wth one leap, WII grabbed Jimis belt and haul ed. Shuffling backward, Jimdid
not seemto know he was bei ng dragged fromthe naze, for he kept protesting in awe at some unseen
wonder: 'Ch, WII, oh, WIly, WII, oh, WIlly. . .'

"Jim you nut. I'mtaking you hone!’

"\What ? What ? What ?

They were in cold air. The sky was darker than plums now, with a few clouds burning |ate sun-
fire above. The sun-fire flaned on Jims feverish cheeks, his open lips, his wide and terribly
rich green shining eyes.

"Jim what'd you see in there? The sane as M ss Fol ey?

"What, what ?

"I"'mgonna, bust your nose! Come on!' He hustled, pulled, shoved, half carried this fever,
this elation, unstruggling friend.

"Can't tell you, WIIl, wouldn't believe, can't tell you,in there, oh, in there, in there.
"Shut up!' WII socked his arm 'Scare heck outa nme, just |ike she scared us. Bugs! It's
al rost suppertine. Folks'll think we're dead and buried!’

They were striding now, slashing the autumm grass with their shoes, beyond the tents in the
hay-snelling, leaf-nould fields, WII glaring at town, Jimstaring back at the hi gh now darkeni ng
banners as the last of the sun hid under the earth.

"WIl, we got to cone back. Tonight - '
' Ckay, cone back al one.'
Ji m st opped.

"You woul dn't let ne cone alone. You' re always going to be around, aren't you, WII? To
protect me?

' Look who needs protection." WII |aughed and then did not |augh again, for Jimwas |ooking at
him the last wild light dying in his nmouth, and caught in the thin hollows of his nostrils and in
hi s suddenly deep-set eyes.

"You'l | always be with nme, huh, WII?

Jimsinply breathed warm upon him and his blood stirred with the old, the fanmliar answers:
yes, yes, you know it, yes, yes.

And turning together, they stunbled over a cl anking dark nound of | eather bag.

17

They stood for a | ong nmonent over the huge | eather bag.
Al nost secretively, WIIl kicked it. It made the sound of iron indigestion
"Way,' said WIIl, 'that belongs to the lightning-rod sal esman!’
Jim slipped his hand through the | eather mouth and hefted forth a metal shaft clustered with
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chi meras, Chinese dragons all fang, eyeball and nobss-green armour, all cross and crescent; every
synbol around the world that nade nen safe, or seemed to, clung there, greaving the boys' hands
wi th odd wei ght and neani ng.

' Storm never cane. But he went.'

"Where? And why did he | eave his bag?

They both | ooked to the carnival where dusk col oured the canvas billows. Shadows ran coolly
out to engulf them People in cars honked honme in tired comotions. Boys on skel eton bikes
whi stl ed dogs after. Soon night would own the midway while shadows rode the ferris wheel up to
cloud the stars.

"People,' said Jim 'don't leave their whole life lying around. This is everything that old
man owned. Sonething inportant - ' Jimbreathed soft fire - 'made himforget. So he just wal ked
off and left this here.'

"What ? What's so inportant you forget everything?

"Wy - ' Jimexanmned his friend, curiously, twilight in his face - 'no one can tell you. You
find it yourself. Mysteries and nysteries. Storm sal esnan. Storm sal esnan's bag. If we don't | ook
now, we m ght never know.'

'Jim in ten mnutes - '

"Sure! Mdway'll be dark. Everyone hone for dinner. Just us alone. But won't it feel great?
Just us! And here we go, back in!’
Passing the Mrror Maze, they saw two armies - a billion Jinms, a billion WIls - collide,

melt, vanish. And |like those armies, so vanished the real arny of people.
They boys stood al one anong the encanpnents of dusk thinking of all the boys in town sitting
down to warm food in bright roons.

18

The red-lettered sign said: OUT OF ORDER KEEP OFF!

'Sign's been up all day. | don't believe signs,' said Jim

They peered in at the, nerry-go-round which lay under a dry rattle and roar of w nd-tunbled
oak trees. Its horses, goats, antel opes, zebras, speared through their spines with brass javelins,
hung contorted as in a death rictus, asking mercy with their fright-col oured eyes, seeking revenge
with their panic-col oured teeth.

"Don't | ook broke to ne.'

Ji m anbl ed across the clanking chain, |leaped to a turntable surface vast as the noon, anpbng
the frantic but forever spelled beasts.

"Jinm!

"WIl, this is the only ride we haven't |ooked at. So.

Ji m swayed. The lunatic carousel world stirred atilt with his I ean bulk. He strolled through
brass forests amidst animal rousts. He swung astride a plumdusk stallion

'Ho, boy, git!’

A man rose from machi nery darkness.

"Jim!

Reachi ng out fromthe shadows anobng the calliope tubes and noon-ski nned druns the man hoi sted
Jimyelling out on the air.

"Help, WII, help!'

WII |eaped through the animals.

The man sniled easily, welconed himhandily, swing himhigh beside Jim They stared down at
bright flane-red hair, bright flame-blue eyes, and rippling biceps.

"Qut of order,' said the man. 'Can't you read?

"Put themdown.' said a gentle voice

Hung hi gh, Jimand WII| glanced over at a second nman standing tall beyond the chains.

'Down, ' he said again.

And they were carried through the brass forest of wild but unconplaining brutes and set in the
dust.

"W were - ' said WII

"Curious? This second man was tall as a |l anp post. His pale face, |unar pockmarks denting it,
cast light on those who stood below. H s vest was the colour of fresh blood. H s eyes-brows, his
hair, his suit were licorice black, and the sun-yell ow gem which stared fromthe tie-pin thrust in
his cravat was the sane unblinking shade and bright crystal as his eyes. But in this instant,
swiftly, and with utter clearness, it was the suit which fascinated WIlIl. For it seened woven of
boar-bramnbl e, clock-spring hair, bristle, and a sort of ever-trenbling, ever-glistening dark henp.
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The suit caught light and stirred |like a bed of black tweed-thorns, interninably itching, covering
the man's |l ong body with notion so it seemed he shoul d excruciate, cry out, and tear the clothes
free. Yet here he stood, noon-calm inhabiting his itch-weed suit and watching Jims nmouth with
his yell ow eyes. He never |ooked once at WII.

'The nane is Dark.'

He fl ourished a white calling card. It turned bl ue.

Whi sper. Red.

Whi sk. A green man dangled froma tree stanped on the card.

Flit. Shh.

"Dark. And ny friend with the red hair there is M Cooger. O Cooger and Dark's. . .'

Flip-flick-shhh.

Narmes appeared, disappeared on the white square:

'. . .Conbi ned Shadow Shows. . .'

Ti ck-wash.

A nmushroomwi tch stirred nmoul dering herb pots.

' .and cross-continental Pandenoni um Theatre Conpany.

He handed the card to Jim It now read:

Qur speciality: to exanine, oil,
polish, and repair Death Watch
Beet | es.

Calmy, Jimread it. Calmy, Jimput a fist into his copious and richly treasured pockets,
rummaged, and held out his hand.

On his palmlay a dead brown insect.

"Here,' Jimsaid. 'Fix this.'

M Dark expl oded his laugh. 'Superb! I will!'" He extended his hand. His shirt sleeve pulled
up.

Bright purple, black green and |ightning-blue eels, worns, and Latin scrolls slid to view on
his wist.

"Boy!' cried WII. 'You nust be the Tattooed Man!'

"No." Jimstudied the stranger. 'The Illustrated Man. There's a difference.'

M Dark nodded, pleased. 'Wat's your nanme, boy?'

Don't tell him thought WII, and stopped. Wiy not? he wondered, why?

Jims lips hardly twitched.

"Sinmon,' he said.

He smiled to showit was a lie.

M Dark smiled to show he knew it.

"Want to see nore, "Sinon"?

Ji mwoul d not give himthe satisfaction of a nod.

Slowmy, with great mouth-working pleasure, M Dark pushed his sleeve high to his el bow

Jimstared. The armwas |i ke a cobra weavi ng, bobbing, swaying, to strike. M Dark cl enched
his fist, wiggled his fingers. The nuscl es danced.

WIl wanted to run around and see, but could only watch, thinking Jim oh, Jim

For there stood Jimand there was this tall nman, each examining the other as if he were a
reflection in a shop window late at night. The tall nman's branbled suit, shadowed out now to
colour Jims cheeks and stormover his wi de and drinking eyes with a |look of rain instead of the
sharp cat-green they always were. Jimstood |like a runner who has cone a |ong way, fever in his
mout h, hands open to receive any gift. And right nowit was a gift of pictures twitched in

pantonine, as M Dark made his illustrious jerk col d-skinned over his warmpul sed wist as the
stars came out above and, Jimstared and WIIl could not see and a long way of f the last of the
town people went away toward town in their warmcars, and Jimsaid, faintly, 'Gosh. . .' and M

Dark rolled down his sleeve.

' Show s over. Suppertinme. Carnival's shut up until seven. Everyone out. Come back, "Sinon,"
and ride the nerry-go-round, when it's fixed. Take this card. Free ride.’

Jimstared at the hidden wist and put the card in his pocket.

"So |l ong!"’

Jimran. WII ran.

Jimwhirled, glanced back, |eaped, and for the second tine in the hour, vani shed.

W1l |ooked up into the tree where Jimsquirmed on a |inb, hidden.

M Dark and M Cooger were turned away, busy with the nerry-go-round.
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"Quick, WII!"

"Jim . .7

"They' Il see you. Junp!’

W1l junped. Jimhauled himup. The great tree shook. A wind roared by in the sky. Jim hel ped
himcling, gasping, anong the branches.

"Jim we don't belong here!’

' Shut up! Look!' whispered Jim

Sonmewhere in the carousel machinery there were taps and brass knocki ngs, a faint squeal and
whi stle of calliope steam

"What was on his arm JinP'

"A picture.’

' Yeah, but what kind?

"It was - Jimshut his eyes. 'It was - a picture of a. . .snake. . .that's it. . .snake.' But
when he opened his eyes, he would not | ook at WII.

"Ckay, if you don't want to tell ne.'

"I told you, WII, a snake. I'll get himto showit to you, later, you want that?

No, thought WII, | don't want that.

He | ooked down at the billion footprints left in the sawmdust on the enpty mi dway and suddenly
it was a lot closer to mdnight than to noon

"I'" m goi ng hone. '

"Sure, WII,'" go on. Mrror mazes, old teacher-ladies, |ost |ightning-rod bags, |ightning-rod
sal esnen di sappear, snake pictures dancing, unbroken nerry-go-rounds, and you want to go hone!?
Sure, old friend, WIIl, so long."'

"I. . ." WII started dwon the tree, and froze.

"All clear?" cried a voice bel ow.

"Clear!' sonmeone shouted at the far end of the mi dway.

M Dark noved, not fifty feet away to a red control box near the merry-go-round ticket booth.
He glared in all directions. He glared into the tree.

W11l hugged, Ji mhugged the linb, tightened into small ness.

"Start up!’

Wth a pop, a bang, a jangle of reins, a lift and downfall, a rise and descent of brass, the
carousel noved

But, thought WIIl, it's broke, out of order!

He flicked a glance at Jim who pointed wildly down.

The nerry-go-round was runni ng, yes, but.

It was running backward.

The smal | calliope inside the carousel machinery rattle-snapped its nervous-stallion shivering
drums, clashed its harvest-nmoon cymbals, toothed its castanets, and throatily choked and sobbed
its reeds, whistles, and baroque flutes.

The nmusic, WII thought, it's backward, too!

M Dark jerked about, glanced up, as if he had heard WIlI's thoughts. A wi nd shook the trees
in black tumults. M Dark shrugged and | ooked away.

The carousel wheel ed faster, shrieking, plunging, going roundabout-back

Now M Cooger, with his flamng red hair and fire-blue eyes, was pacing the nidway, naking a
| ast check. He stood under their tree. WII could have let spit down on him Then the calliope
gave a particularly violent cry of foul rnurder which nade dogs how in far counties, and M
Cooger, spinning, ran and | eaped on the backwhirling universe of aninmals who, tail first, head
| ast, pursued an endless circling night toward unfound and never to be di scovered destinations.
Hand- sl appi ng brass poles, he flung hinself into a seat where with his bristly red hair, pink
face, and incredible sharp blue eyes he sat silent, going back around, back around, the nusic
squealing swift back with himlike insucked breath.

The nusic, thought WIIl, what is it? And how do I know it's backside first? He, hugged the
limb, tried to catch the tune, then humit forward in his head. But the brass bells, the druns,
hanmered his chest, revved his heart so he felt his pulse reverse, his blood turn back in perverse
thrusts through all his flesh, so he was nearly shaken free to fall, so all he did was clutch
hang pal e, and drink the sight of the backward-turning nmachine and M Dark, alert at the controls,
on the sidelines.

It was Jimwho first noticed the new thing happening, for he kicked WII, once, WII | ooked
over, and Jimnodded frantically at the nan in the nachine as he cane around the next tine.

M Cooger's face was nelting |ike pink wax.

H s hands were becomi ng doll's hands.
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Hi s bones sank away beneath his clothes; his clothes then shrank down to fit his dwi ndling
frane.

H s face flickered going, and each time around he nelted nore.

WIIl saw Jims head shift, circling.

The carousel wheel ed, a great back-drifting lunar dreamthe horses thrusting, the nusic in-
gasped after, while M Cooger, as sinple as shadows, as sinple as light, as sinple as tine, got
younger. And younger. And younger

Each time he wheeled to view he sat alone with his bones, which shaped |ike warm candl es
burni ng away to tender years

He gazed serenely at the fiery constellations, the children-inhabited trees, which went away
fromhimas he renpved hinself fromthemand his nose Finished and his sweet wax ears reshaped
t hemsel ves to small pink roses.

Now no | onger forty where he had begun his back-spiraled journey, M Cooger was nineteen

Around went the reverse parade of horse, pole, nusic, man beconme young man, young man fast
rendered down to boy.

M Cooger was seventeen, sixteen

Anot her and anot her tinme around under the sky and trees and WI | whispering, Jimcounting the
ti mes around, around, while the night air warned to sunmer heat by friction of sun-netal brass,

t he passionate backturned flight of beasts, wore the wax doll down and down and washed hi m cl ean
with the still stranger nusics until all ceased, all died away to stillness the calliope shut up
its brassworks, the ironnongery machi nes hissed off, and with a last faint whine |like desert sands
bl own backup Arabi an hourgl asses, the carousel rocked on seaweed waters and stood still.

The figure seated in the carved white wooden sleigh chair was very snall

M Cooger was twelve years ol d.

No. WIIl's nmouth shaped the word. No. Jinmls did the sane.

The smal | shape, stepped down fromthe silent world, its face in shadow, but its hands newborn
wri nkl ed pink, held out in raw carnival |anplight.

The strange man-boy shot his gaze up, down, snelling fright sonewhere, terror and awe in the
vicinity. WII balled hinself tight and shut his eyes. He felt the terrible gaze shoot through the
| eaves |i ke brown needl e-darts, pass on. Then, rabbit-running, the snall shape |it off down the
enpty m dway.

Jimwas first to stir the | eaves aside.

M Dark was gone, too, in the evening hush.

It seened to take Jimforever to fall down to earth. WIIl fell after and they both stood,
clamorous with al arns, shaken by concussions of silent pantonine, blasted by events all the nore
nunbi ng because they ran off into the night unknown. And it was Ji mwho spoke fromtheir nutua
confusion and trenbling as each held to the other's arm seeing the small shadow rush, luring them
across the neadow.

"Ch, WII, I wish we could go hone, | wish we could eat. But it's too late, we sawi W got to
see nore! Don't we?'
"Lord,' said WII mserably. 'l guess we do.

And they ran together, followi ng they didn't know what on out and away to who coul d possibly
guess where.

19

Qut on the highway the | ast faint water-colours of the sun were gone beyond the hills and whatever
they were chasing was so far ahead as to be only a swift-fleck now shown in | anplight, now set
free, running, into dark.

' Twenty-eight!' gasped Jim ' Twenty-eight tinmes!'

' The merry-go-round, sure!' WIIl jerked his head. 'Twenty-eight times | counted, it went
around back!

Up ahead the small shape stopped and | ooked back

Jimand WII ducked in by a tree and let it nove on

"It', thought WIl. Wiy do | think "it"'? He's a boy, he's a man. . .no. . .it is sonething
that has changed, that's what it is.

They reached and passed the city limts, and swiftly jogging, WII said, Jim there nust've
been two people on that ride, M Cooger and this boy and - '

"No. | never took ny eyes off him'

They ran by the barber shop. WII| saw but did not see a sign in the window He read but did
not read. He renenbered, he forgot. He plunged on
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"Hey! He's turned on Cul pepper Street! Quick!'

They rounded a corner.

'He's gone!'’

The street lay long and enpty in the |anplight.

Leaves bl ew on the hopscotch-chal ked si dewal ks.

"WIl, Mss Foley lives on this street.'

"Sure, fourth house, but - '

Jimstrolled, casually whistling, hands in pockets, WIIl with him At Mss Foley's house they
gl anced up.

In one of the softly lit front w ndows, soneone stood | ooking out.

A boy, no nore and no | ess than twelve years old.

"WII!" cried Jim softly. 'That boy - '

' Her nephew. . .?'

' Nephew, heck! Keep your head away. Maybe he can read |lips. Walk slow To the corner and back.
You see his face? The eyes, WII! That's one part of people don't change, young, old, six or
sixty! Boy's face, sure, but the eyes were the eyes of M Cooger!"’

" No! ’

" Yes!'

They both stopped to enjoy the swift pound of each other's heart.

' Keep nmoving.' They nmoved. Jimheld WIl's armtight, leading him 'You did see M Cooger's
eyes huh? When he held us up fit to crack our heads together? You did see the boy, just off the
ride? He | ooked right up near me, hid in the tree, and boy! It was |ike opening the door of a

furnace! 1'll never forget those eyes! And there they are now, in the window Turn around. Now,
let's wal k back easy and nice and slow. . . .W got to warn Mss Foley what's hiding in her house,
don't we?'

'Jim look, you don't give a darn about M ss Foley or what's in her house!'’

Jimsaid nothing. Valking armin armwith WIIl he just |ooked over at his friend and blinked
once, let the lids cone down over his shiny green eyes and go up.

And again WII had the feeling about Jimthat he had al ways had about an old al nost forgotten
dog. Sone tine every year that dog, good for nmany nonths, just ran on out into the world and
didn't cone back for days and finally did linp back all burred and scrawny and odorous of swanps
and dunmps; he had rolled in the dirty mangers and foul dropping-places of the world, sinply to
turn home with a funny little smle pinned to his nuzzle. Dad had named the dog Plato, the
wi | der ness phi |l osopher, for you saw by his eyes there was nothing he didn't know Returned, the
dog would live in innocence again, tread patterns of grace, for nonths, then vanish, and the whole
thing start over. Now, wal king here he thought he heard Ji m whinper under his breath. He could
feel the bristles stiffen all over Jim He felt Jims ears flatten, saw himsniff the new dark.
Jimsnelled snells that no one knew, heard ticks fromclocks that told another tine. Even his
tongue was strange now, noving along his |lower, and now his upper lip as they stopped in front of
M ss Fol ey' s house agai n.

The front w ndow was enpty.

'Going to walk up and ring the bell,' said Jim

"What, neet himface to face?!"’

"My aunt's eyebrows, WII W got to check, don't we? Shake his paw, stare himin his good eye
or some such ,and if it is him- '

"W don't warn, Mss Foley right in front of him do we?

"We' || phone her later, dunb. Up we go!'

W1l sighed and let hinmself be wal ked up the steps wanting but not wanting to know if the boy
in this house had M Cooger hid but showing like a firefly between his eyel ashes.

Jimrang the bell.

"What if he answers?' WII| denmanded. 'Boy, |'mso scared | could sprinkle dust. Jim why
aren't you scared, why?
Ji m exam ned both of his untrenbled hands. 1'Il be darned,' he gasped. 'You're right! I'm

not!'
The door swung wi de.
M ss Fol ey beaned out at them
"Jim WII! How nice.'
'"Mss Foley,' blurted WIIl. 'You okay?
Jimglared at him M ss Fol ey | aughed.
"Way shouldn't | be?
W1l flushed. 'All those darn carnival mrrors -
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'Nonsense, |'ve forgotten all about it. Well, boys, are you coning in?

She hel d the door wide.

WIIl shuffled a foot and stopped.

Beyond M ss Fol ey, a beaded curtain hung |like a dark blue thunder shower across the parl our
entry.

Where the coloured rain touched the floor, a pair of dusty small shoes poked out. Just beyond
t he downpour the evil boy |oitered.

Evil? WII blinked. Wiy evil? Because. 'Because' was reason enough. A boy, yes, and evil

'Robert?' M ss Foley turned, calling through the dark bl ue always-falling beads of rain. She
took WIl's hand and gently pulled himinside. 'Cone neet two of ny students.'

The rain poured aside. A fresh candy-pi nk hand broke through, all by itself, as if testing the
weat her in the hall.

Good grief, thought WIIl, he'll look ne in the eyel see the nerry-go-round and hinself on it
nmovi ng back, back. | knowit's printed on nmy eyeball like |I been struck by Iightning!

'"Mss Foley!' said WII.

Now a pink face stuck out through the dimfrozen necklaces of storm

"W got to tell you a terrible thing.'

Jimstruck WIl's elbow, hard, to shut him

Now t he body came out through the dark watery flow of beads. The rain shushed behind the small
boy.

M ss Foley | eaned toward him expectant. Jimgripped his el bow, fiercely. He stanmered,
flushed, then spat it out:

"M Crosetti!’

Quite suddenly, clearly he sawthe sign in the barber's wi ndow. The sign seen but not seen as
t hey ran by:

CLOSED ON ACCOUNT OF | LLNESS.

"M Crosetti!' he repeated, and added swiftly. 'He's. . .dead!

"What. . .the barber?

' The barber?' echoed Jim

"See this haircut?" WIIl turned, trenbling, his hand to his head. '"He did it. And we just
wal ked by there and the sign was up and people told us - '

"What a shane.' Mss Foley was reaching out to fetch the strange boy forward: 'I'm so sorry.
Boys, this is Robert, ny nephew from W sconsin.'

Jimstuck out his hand. Robert the Nephew examined it, curiously. 'Wat are you | ooking at?'
he asked.

"You |l ook fanmiliar,' said Jim

Jim WIIl yelled to hinself.

"Li ke an uncle of nine,' said Jim all sweet and calm

The nephew flicked his eyes to WIl, who | ooked only at the floor, afraid the boy woul d see
his eyeballs whirl with the renmenbered carousel. Crazily, he wanted to humthe backward nusic.

Now, he thought, face him

He | ooked up straight at the boy.

And it was wild and crazy and the floor sank away beneath for there was the pink shiny
Hal  owe' en nask of a snmall pretty boy's face, but alnost as if holes were cut where the eyes of M
Cooger shone out, old, old, eyes as bright as sharp blue stars and the light fromthose stars
taking a million years to get here. And through the little nostrils cut in the shiny mask, M
Cooger's breath went in steam cane out ice. And the Val entine candy tongue noved snall behind
those trimwhite candy-kernel teeth.

M Cooger, sonewhere behind the eye-slits, went blink-click with his insect-Kodak pupils. The
| enses expl oded |ike suns, then burnt chilly and serene again.

He swivelled his glance to Jim Blink-click. He had Jimflexed, focused, shot, devel oped,
dried, filed away in the dark. Blink-click

Yet this was only a boy standing in a hall with two other boys and a wonen.

And all the while Jjmgazed steadily, back, feathers unruffled, taking his own pictures of
Robert .

'Have you boys had supper?', asked Mss Foley. 'W're just sitting down -

"W got to go!'’

Everyone | ooked at WIl as if amazed he didn't want to stick here forever

"Jim- ' he stamrered. 'Your nom s hone al one -
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"Ch, sure,' Jimsaid, reluctantly.

"I know what.' The nephew paused for their attention. Wen their faces turned, M Cooger
i nsi de the nephew went silently blink-click, blink-click, listening through the toy ears, watching
t hrough the toy-charm eyes, whetting the doll's nouth with a Pekingese tongue. 'Join us later for
dessert, huh?'

' Dessert ?

"I"'mtaking Aunt Wlla to the carnival.' The boy stroked Mss Foley's armuntil she |aughed
nervously.

"Carnival?" cried WIIl, and |l owered his voice. 'Mss Foley, you said - '

"I said | was foolish and scared nyself,' said Mss Foley. 'It's Saturday night the best night

for tent shows and showi ng nmy nephew t he sights.'

"Join us? asked Robert, holding Mss Foley's hand. 'Later?

'"Geat!' said Jim

'Jim' said WIIl. 'We been out all day. Your noms sick.'

"I forgot.' Jim flashed hima look filled with purest snake-poison.

Flick. The nephew nmade an X-ray of both, showi ng them no doubt, as cold bones trenbling in
warm fl esh. He stuck out his hand.

"Tonorrow, then. Meet you by the side-shows.'

"Swel I!'" Jimgrabbed the small hand.

"So long!" WII junped out the door, then turned with a | ast agoni zed appeal to the teacher.
'"Mss Foley. . .7

"Yes, WII?

Don't go with that boy, he thought. Don't go near the shows. Stay hone, oh please! But then he
sai d:

"M Crosetti's dead.'

She nodded, touched, waiting for his tears. And while she waited, he dragged Ji m outside and
the door swung shut on Mss Foley and the pink small face with the lenses in it going blink-click,
snapshotting two i ncoherent boys, and them funbling down the steps in Cctober dark, while the
merry-go-round started again in WIll's head, rushing while the I eaves in the trees above cracked
and fried with wind. Aside, WIIl spluttered, 'Jim you shook hands with him M Cooger! You're not
going to neet him?'

"It's M Cooger, all right. Boy, those eyes. If I met himtonight, we'd solve the whole
shooting match. Wsat's eating you, WII?

"Eating nme!" At the bottom of the steps now, they tussled in fierce and frantic whispers,
gl ancing up at the enpty wi ndows where, now and again, a shadow passed. WII| stopped. The nusic
turned in his head. Stunned, he squinched his eyes. 'Jim the nmusic that the calliope played when
M Cooger got younger - '

' Yeah?'

"It was the "Funeral March"! Played backward!’

"Which "Funeral March"?

"Which! Jim Chopin only wote one tune! The "Funeral March"!'

'But why played backwar d?'

"M Cooger was narching away fromthe grave, not toward it, wasn't he, getting younger,
smal l er, instead of ol der and dropping dead?

"Wlly, you're terrific!'

"Sure, but - ' WII stiffened. 'He's there, The w ndow, again. Wave at him So |ong! Now, walk
and whi stle sonething. Not Chopin, for gosh sakes - '

Jimwaved. WII| waved. Both whistled, 'Ch, Susanna.'

The shadow gestured small in the high w ndow.

The boys hurried off down the street.

20

Two suppers were waiting in two houses.
One parent yelled at Jim two parents yelled at WII.
Both were sent hungry upstairs.
It started at seven o'clock It was done by seven-three.
Doors sl anmed. Locks C anked.
Cl ocks ticked.
W1l stood by the door. The tel ephone was | ocked away outside. And even if he called, Mss
Fol ey woul dn't answer. By now she'd be gone beyond town. . .good grief? Anyway, what could he say?
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M ss Fol ey, that nephew s no nephew? That boy's no boy? Wuldn't she [ augh? She woul d. For the
nephew was a nephew, the boy was a boy, or seened such

He turned to the window Jim across the way, stood facing the same dilenma, in his room Both
struggled. It was too early to raise the windows and stage-whi sper to each other. Parents bel ow
were busy growi ng crystal-radi o peach-fuzz in their ears, alert.

The boys threw t hensel ves on their separate beds in their separate houses, probed mattresses
for chocol ate chunks put away agai nst the |ean years, and ate noodily.

Ol ocks ticked.

Nine. Nine-thirty. Ten

The knob rattled, softly, as Dad unl ocked t he door

Dad! thought WIIl. Cone in! W got to talk

But Dad chewed his breath in the hall. Only his confusion, his always puzzl ed, half-bew | dered
face could be felt beyond the door

He won't cone in, thought WII. WAl k around, talk around, back off froma thing, yes. But come
sit, listen? Wien had he, when would he, ever?

Wi, .7

W11l quickened.

"WIIl. . .' said Dad, 'be careful.

"Careful ? cried mother, conming along the hall. '"Is that all you're going to say?

"What el se?' Dad was goi ng downstairs now. 'He junps, | creep. How can you get two people
together like that? He's too young, I'mtoo old. God, sonetinmes | wi sh we'd never. '

The door shut. Dad was wal ki ng away on the sidewal k.

WIl wanted to fling up the wi ndow and call. Suddenly, Dad was so lost in the night. Not ne,

don't worry about ne, Dad, he thought, you, Dad, stay in! It's not safe! Don't go!

But he didn't shout. And when he softly raised the window at last, the street was enpty, and
he knew it would be just a matter of time before that light went on in the library across town.
When rivers flooded, when fire fell fromthe sky, what a fine place the library was, the nmany

roons, the books. Wth luck, no one found you. How could they! - when you were off to Tanganyi ka
in '98, Cairo in 1812, Florence in 1492!?
' .careful. '

Wiat did Dad nmean? Did he snell the panic, had he heard the nusic, had he prow ed near the
tents? No. Not Dad ever.

WIl tossed a marble over at Jinmls w ndow.

Tap. Sil ence.

He i magi ned Jimseated alone in the dark, his breath |ike phosphorous on the air, ticking away
to hinself.

Tap. Silence.

This wasn't like Jim Al ways before, the window slid up, Jims head popped out, ripe with
yells, secret hissings, giggles, riots and rebel charges.

"Jim | know you're there!"’

Tap.

Si | ence.

Dad's out in the town. Mss Foley's with you-knowwho! he thought. Good gosh, Jim we got to
do sonet hi ng! Toni ght!

He threw a | ast marble.

.tap.

It fell to the hushed grass bel ow.

Jimdid not come to the wi ndow.

Toni ght, thought WII. He bit his knuckles. He lay back cold straight stiff on his bed.

21

In the alley behind the house was a huge ol d-fashi oned pi ne-pl ank boardwal k. It had been there
ever since WIIl renenbered, since civilization unthinkingly poured forth the dull hard unresisting
cenment sidewal ks. His grandfather, a man of strong sentinment and wild inpul se, who | et nothing go
wi thout a roar, had flexed his nuscles in favour of this vanishing | andmark, and with a dozen
handynen had toted a good forty feet of the walk into the alley where it had lain |ike the
skel eton of some indefinable nonster through the years, baked by sun, lushly rotted by rains.

The town clock struck ten

Lyi ng abed, WII realized he had been thinking about G andfather's vast gift from another
tinme. He was waiting to hear the boardwal k speak. In what | anguage? Well.
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Boys have never been known to go straight up to houses to ring bells to sumon forth friends.
They prefer to chunk dirt at clapboards, hurl acorns down roof shingles, or |eave nysterious notes
flapping fromkites stranded on attic wi ndow sills.

So it was with Jimand WII.

Late nights, if there were gravestones to be | eapfrogged or dead cats to be hurled down sour
peopl €' s chi meys, one or the other of the boys would prow out under the nobon and xyl ophone-dance
on that old holl ow echoi ng nusi cal boardwal k.

Over the years, they had tuned the wal k, prising up an A board and nailing it here, lifting up
an F board and pounding it back down there until the wal k was as near onto bei ng nel odi ous as
weat her and two entrepreneurs could fashion it.

By the tune treaded out, you could tell the night's venture. If WII| heard Jimtranping hard
on seven or eight notes of 'Way Down Upon the Swanee River,' he scranbled out knowing it was noon-
trail time on the creek leading to the river caves. |If Jimheard WII out |eaping about like a
scal ded airedale on the tinbers and the tune renotely suggested ' Marchi ng Through Georgia,' it
meant pluns, peaches, or apples were ripe enough to get sick on out beyond town.

So this night WIIl held his breath waiting for sone tune to call himforth

What kind of tune would Jimplay to represent the carnival, Mss Foley, M Cooger, and/or the
evil nephew?

Ten-fifteen. Ten-thirty.

No nusi c.

WIl did not like Jimsitting in his roomthinking what? O the Mrror Maze? What had he seen
there? And, seeing, what did he plan?

WIIl stirred, restively.

Especially he did not like to think of Jimwith no father between himand the tent shows and
all that lay dark in the nmeadows. And a nother who wanted himaround so very rmuch, he just had to
get away, get out, breathe free night air, know free night waters running toward bi gger freer
seas.

Jim he thought. Let's have the nusic!

And at ten-thirty-five, it came.

He heard, or thought he heard, Jimout in the starlight |eaping way up and coning flat down
like a spring tontat on the vast xylophone. And the tune! Was or wasn't it like the funeral dirge
pl ayed backward by the ol d carousel calliope?!

WI| started to raise his window to be sure. But suddenly, Jimls window slid quietly up

He hadn't been down on the boards! It was just WIl's wild wish that made the tune! WII
started to whisper, but stopped.

For Jim without a word, scuttled down the drainpipe.

Jim WII thought.

Jim on the lawn, stiffened as if hearing his nane.

You' re not going wthout ne, Jinf

Jimglanced swi ftly up.

If he saw WIIl, he nmade no sign.

Jim WIIl thought, we're still pals, snell things nobody el se snells, hear things no one el se
hears, got the sane blood, run the same way. Now this first time ever, you're sneaking out!
Di t chi ng ne!

But the driveway was enpty.
A sal amander flicking the hedge, there went Jim

WIIl was out the wi ndow, down the trellis, and over the hedge, before he thought: |I'm al one.
If I lose Jim it's the first time I'lIl be out alone at night, too. And where am | goi ng? Werever
Ji m goes.

Lord, let me keep up!

Jimskimred |ike a dark ow after a mouse. WII loped |ike a weaponl ess hunter after the ow .

They sailed their shadows over Cctober | awns.
And when they stopped.
There was M ss Fol ey' s house.

22

Ji m gl anced back

W1l becane a bush behind a bush, a shadow anmong shadows, with two starlight rounds of glass,
his eyes, holding the image of Jimcalling up in a whisper toward the second-fl oor w ndows.

"Hey there. . .hey. '
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Good grief, thought WIl, he wants to be slit and stuffed with broken Mrror Maze gl ass.
"Hey!' called Jim softly. 'You. . .!'
A shadow uprose on a dimlit shade, above. A small shadow. The nephew had brought M ss Fol ey

hone, they were in their separate roonms or - Ch Lord, thought WIIl, | hope she's safe hone. Maybe
like the lightning-rod sal esnman, she -
"Hey. . . I'

Jimgazed up with that funny warm | ook of breathless anticipation he often had nights in
sumrer at the shadow show wi ndow Theatre in that house a few streets over. Looking up with |ove,
with devotion, like a cat Jimwaited for some special dark nmouse to run forth. Crouched, now
slowy he seened to grow taller, as if his bones were pulled by the in the w ndow above, which now
suddenl y vani shed.

WII ground his teeth.

He felt the shadow sift down through the house like a cold breath. He could wait no longer. He
| eaped forth.

"Jim!

He seized Jims arm

"WIl, what you doing here?!

'Jim don't talk to him Get out of here. My gosh, he'll chew and spit out your bones!'

Jimwithed hinself free.

'"WIl, go hone! You'll spoil everything!'

'"He scares ne, Jim what you want fromhinm ? This afternoon. . .in the naze, did you see
sonet hing!'! ?'

' . Yes. '

' For gosh sakes, what!

W1l grabbed Jims shirt front, felt his heart bang under the chest bones. 'Jim -

"Let go.' Jimwas terribly quiet. 'If he knows you're here, he won t cone out. Wlly, if you
don't let go, I'll renmenber when -

"When what!'’

"When |'m ol der, darn it, ol der!

Ji m spat.

As if he was struck by lightning, WII junmped back

He | ooked at his enpty hands and put one up to wipe the spittle off his cheek

"Ch, Jim' he nourned.

And he heard the merry-go-round notioning, gliding on black night waters around, around, and
Jimon a black stallion riding off and about, circling in tree-shadow and he wanted to cry out,
Look! the merry-go-round | you want it to go forward, don't you, Jin? forward instead of back! and
you on it, around once and you're fifteen, circling and you're sixteen, three tines nore and
ni neteen! nusic! and you're twenty and off, standing tall! not Jimany nore, still thirteen
al rost fourteen on the enpty m dway, with me small, nme young, ne scared!

W1l hauled off and hit Jim hard, on the nose.

Then he junped Jim wapped himtight, and toppled himrolling down, yelling, in the bushes.
He slapped Jimis nouth, stuffed it, nashed it full of fingers to snap and bite at, suffocating the
angry grunts and yells.

The front door opened.

W1l crushed the air out of Jim lay heavy on him fisting his nouth tight.

Sorret hi ng stood on the porch. A tiny shadow scanned the town, searching for but not finding
Jim

But it was just the boy Robert, the friendly nephew, cone al nost casually forth, hands in
pockets, whistling under his breath, to breathe the night air as boys do, curious for adventures
that they thensel ves nmust nake, that rarely happen by. Threshed tight, nortally | ocked and bound
to Jim staring up, WII was all the nore shaken to see the normal boy, the airy glance, the
unassum ng poi se, the small, the easy self in which no nan at all was reveal ed by street |ight.

At any nonent, Robert, in full cry, mght leap to play with them tangle legs, |ock arns, bark-
snap |ike pups in May, the whole thing end with themstrewn in |aughing tears on the | awn, the
terror spent, the fear nelted off in dew, a dream of nothings quickly gone such as dreams go when
the eye snaps wide. For there indeed stood the nephew, his face round fresh, and cream snooth as a
peach.

And he was smling dowmn at the two boys he now saw |l ocked linb in linb on the grass.

Then, swiftly, he darted in. He nmust have run upstairs, scrabbled about, and hurtled down
again, for suddenly as the two boys out-thrashed out-gripped, outraged each other, there was a
rain of tinkling, rattling glitter on the | awn.
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The nephew | eaped the porch rail and | anded panther-soft, inbedded in his shadow, on the
grass. H s hands were delicious with stars. These he liberally sprinkled. They thudded, slithered,
wi nked at Jims side. Both boys lay stricken by the rain of gold and dianond fire that pelted
t hem

'"Hel p, police!" cried Robert.

W1l was so shocked he let go Jim

Jimwas so shocked he let go WII.

Both reached at the sane time for the cold strewn ice.

"Good grief, a bracelet!’

"Aring! A neckl ace!

Robert kicked. Two trash cans at the curb fell thundering.

A bedroom | ight, above, flicked on

'"Police!" Robert threw one last spray of glitter at their feet, shut up his fresh-peach smle
i ke locking an explosion away in a box, and shot away down the street.

"Wait!' Jimjunped. 'We won't hurt you!'

WIl tripped him Jimfell

The wi ndow upstairs opened. Mss Foley |eaned out. Jim on his knees, held a wonman's wi st
watch. WII blinked at a necklace in his hands.

"Who's there!' she cried. 'Jin? WII? Wat's that you got ?!

But Jimwas running. WIIl stopped only [ ong enough to see the wi ndow enpty itself with a wai
as Mss Foley pulled in to see her room Wen he heard her full scream he knew she had di scovered
the burglary.

Runni ng, WII knew he was doing just what the nephew wanted. He should turn back, pick up the
jewels, tell Mss Foley what happened. But he nust save Jimn

Far back, he heard Mss Foley's new cries turn on nore lights! WIIl Halloway! Ji mN ghtshade
Ni ght runners! Thieves! That's us, thought WIIl, oh ny Lord! That's us! No one'll believe anything
we say from now on! Not about carnivals, not about carousels, not about mirrors or evil nephews,
not about not hi ng!

And so they ran, three animals in starlight. A black otter. A tontat. A rabbit.

Me, thought WII, I'mthe rabbit.

And he was white, and nmuch afraid.

23

They hit the carnival grounds at a good twenty miles an hour, give or take a nmile, the nephewin
the lead, Jimclose behind, and WII further back, gasping, shotgun blasts of fatigue in his feet,
his head, his heart.

The nephew, running scared, |ooked back, not smling.

Fool ed him thought WII, he figured | wouldn't follow, figured I1'd call the police, get
stuck, not be believed, or run hide. Now he's scared I'll beat the tar out of him and wants to
junp on that ride and run around getting ol der and bigger than nme. Ch, Jim Jim we got to stop
him keep himyoung, tear his skin off!

But he knew fromJims running there'd be no help fromJim Jimwasn't running after nephews.
He was running toward free rides.

The nephew vani shed around a tent far ahead. Jimfollowed. By the tine WIIl reached the
n dway, the nerry-go-round was popping to life. In the pulse, the din, the squeal -around of nusic
the small fresh-faced nephew rode the great platformin a swirl of nidnight dust.

Jim ten feet back, watched the horses |eap, his eyes striking fire fromthe high-junped
stallion' s eyes.

The nmerry-go-round was goi ng forward!

Jimleaned at it.

"Jim' cried WII.

The nephew swept from sight borne around by the machine. Drifted back again he stretched out
pi nk fingers urging softly: ". . . Jim . .?

Jimtw tched one foot forward.

"No!" WIIl plunged.

He knocked, seized, held Jim they toppled; they fell in a heap

The nephew, surprised, whisked on in darkness, one year ol der. One year older, thought WII,
on the earth, one year taller, bigger, meaner

'"Ch God, Jim quick!" He junmped up, ran to the control box, the complex nysteries of brass
switch and porcelain covering and sizzling wires. He struck the switch. But Jim behind, babbling,
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tore at WIIl's hands.

"WIl, you'll spoil it! No!'

Ji m knocked the switch full back

W1l spun and sl apped his face. Each clenched the other's el bows, rocked, failed. They fel
agai nst the control box.

WIIl saw the evil boy, a year older still, glide around into night. Five or six nore tinmes
around and he'd be bigger than the two of then

'Jim he'll kill us!

'"Not ne, no!'

WIIl felt a sting of electricity. He yelled, pulled back, hit the switch handle. The contro
box spat. Lightning junped to the sky. Jimand WII, flung by the blast, lay watching the nerry-go-
round run wild.

The evil boy whistled by, clenched to a brass tree. He cursed. He spat. He westled with wi nd,
with centrifuge. He was trying to clutch his way through the horses, the poles, to the outer rim
of the carousel. H's face canme, went, came, went. He clawed. He brayed. The control box erupted
bl ue showers. The carousel junped and bucked. The nephew slipped. He fell. A black stallion's
steel hoof kicked him Blood printed his brow.

Jimhissed, rolled., thrashed WII riding himhard, pressing himto grass, trading yell for
yell, both fright-pale, heart ranmng heart. Electric bolts fromthe switch flushed up in white
stars a gush of fireworks. The carousel spun thirty, spun forty - "WIIl, let me up!' - spun fifty
times. The calliope how ed, boiled steam ran ancient dry, then played nothing, its keys gibbering
as only chitterings boiled up through the vents. Lightning unravelled itself over the sweated
outflung boys, delivered flame to the silent horse stanpede to light their way around, around with
the figure lying on the platformno |onger a boy but a man, no |l onger a man but nore than a nan
and even nore and even nore, nuch more than that, around, around.

'"He's he's, oh he's, oh ook, WII, he's - ' gasped Jim and began to sob, because it was the
only thing to do, |ocked down, nailed tight. 'Ch God, WII, get up! W got to make it run
backward!"’

Lights flashed on in the tents.

But no one cane out.

Wiy not? WII thought crazily. The expl osions? The electric storn? Do the freaks think the
whol e worl d's junping through the nidway? Where's M Dark? In town? Up to no good? What, where,
why?

He thought he heard the agoni zed figure sprawl ed on the carousel platformdrum his heart
superfast, then slow, fast, slow, very fast, very slow, incredibly fast, then as slow as the noon
goi ng down the sky on a white night in winter.

Soneone, sonething, on the carousel wailed faintly.

Thank God it's dark, thought WIIl. Thank God, | can't see. There goes soneone. Here cones
sonet hi ng. There, whatever it is, goes again. There. . . there.

A bl ack shadow on the shuddering nmachine tried to stagger up, but it was late, late, later
still, very late, latest of all, oh, very late. The shadow crunbl ed. The carousel, like the earth

spi nni ng, whi pped away air, sunlight, sense and sensibility, leaving only dark, cold, and age.

In a final vomit, the switch box blew itself conpletely apart.

Al'l the carnival lights blinked out.

The carousel slowed itself through the cold night wind.

WIIl et Jimgo.

How many tines, thought WIl, did it go around? Sixty, eighty. . .ninety. . .?

How many tines? said Jims face, all nightmare, watching the dead carousel shiver and halt in
the dead grass, a stopped world now which nothing, not their hearts, hands or heads, could send
back anywhere

They wal ked slowly to the nerry-go-round, their shoes whispering.

The shadowy figure lay on the near side, on the plank floor, its face turned away.

One hand hung of f the platform

It did not belong to a boy.

It seemed a huge wax hand shrivelled by fire.

The man's hair was long, spidery, white. It blew like nilkweed in the breathing dark

They bent to see the face.

The eyes were nmunmmi fied shut. The nose was col |l apsed upon gristle. The nouth was a ruined
white flower, the petals twisted into a thin wax sheath over the clenched teeth through which
faint bubblings sighed. The man was snall inside his clothes small as a child, but tall, strung
out, and old, so old, very old, not ninety, not one hundred, no, not one hundred and ten, but one
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hundred and twenty or one hundred and i npossible years ol d.

W11l touched.

The man was cold as an al bino frog.

He snelled of nbon swanps and ol d Egyptian bandages. He was sonething found in nuseuns,
wrapped in nicotine linens, sealed in glass.

But he was alive, puling like a babe, and shrivelling unto death, fast, very fast, before
their eyes.

W1l was sick over the side of the carousel

Then, falling agai nst each other, Jimand WII| sl edge-hamered the insane | eaves, the
unbel i evabl e grass, the insubstantial earth with their nunbed shoes, fleeing off down the m dway.

24

Mot hs ticked off the high tin-shaded arc |ight which swung abandoned above the crossroads. Bel ow,
in a deserted gas station in the mdst of country w lderness there was another ticking. In a

cof fin-sized phone booth speaking to people | ost sonewhere across night hills, two white-faced
boys were crammed, holding to each other at every flit of bat, each sliding of cloud across the
stars.

W1l hung up the phone. The police and an anbul ance were coning

At first he and Ji m had shout - whi spered-wheezed at each ot her, punping along, stunbling: they
shoul d go home, sleep, forget - no! they should take a freight train west! - no! for M Cooger, if
he survived what they'd done to him that old man, that old old old man, would follow them over
the world until he found them and tore them apart! Arguing, shivering, they ended up in a phone
booth, and now saw the police car bouncing along the road, its siren npaning, with the anbul ance
behind. Al the nen | ooked out at the two boys whose teeth chattered in the noth-flicked Ilight.

Three mnutes later they all advanced down the dark midway, Jimleading the way, talking,
gi bberi ng.

'"He's alive. He's got to be alive. We didn't nean to do it! We're sorry!' He stared at the
bl ack tents. 'You hear? W're sorry!

'Take it easy, boy,' said one of the policenen. 'Go on.'

The two policenen in mdnight blue, the two internes |ike ghosts, the two boys, nade the | ast
turn past the ferris wheel and reached the merry-go-round.

Ji m gr oaned.

The horses tranpled the night air, in mdplunge. Starlight glittered on the brass poles. That
was all.

'He's gone.

'"He was here, we swear!' said Jim 'One hundred and fifty, two hundred years old, and dyi ng of
it!'

'Jim said WII.

The four nen stirred uneasily.

'They nust've taken himin a tent.' WII| started off. A policerman took his el bow

"Did you say one hundred and fifty years ol d?" he asked Jim 'Wy not three hundred?

' Maybe he was! Ch God.' Jimturned, yelling. 'M Cooger! W brought help!’

Li ghts blinked on in the Freak Tent. The huge banners out front runbled and | ashed as arc
lights flushed over them The police glanced up. MR SKELETON, THE DUST W TCH, THE CRUSHER, VESUVI O
THE LAVA S| PPFR! danced soft, big, painted each on its separate flag.

Ji m paused by the rustling freak show entry.

"M Cooger?' he pleaded. 'You. . .there?

The tent flaps nouthed out a warmlion air

"What ?' asked a policeman.

Jimread the noving flaps.

'They said "yes." They said, "Cone in."

Ji m stepped t hrough. The others foll owed.

I nside they squinted through crisscrossed tent pole shadows to the high freak platfornms and
all the world-wandered aliens, crippled of face of bone, of mnd, waiting there.

At a rickety card table nearby four nen sat playing orange, |ime-green, sun-yellow cards
printed with noon beasts and wi nged sun-synbol |l ed nmen. Here the akinmbo Skel eton one mi ght play
like a piccolo; here the Blinp who could be punctured every night, punped up at dawn; here the
m dget known as The Wart who could be nailed parcel post dirt-cheap; and next to him an even
littler accident of cell and tine, a Dwarf so small and perched in such a way you coul d not see
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his face behind the cards clenched before himin arthritic and trenul ous oak-gnarled fingers.

The Dwarf! WIIl started. Something about those hands! Familar, fanmiliar. Were? Wo? Wat? But
hi s eyes snapped on

There stood Mnsieur Guillotine, black tights, black |ong stockings, black hood over head,
arnms crossed over his chest, stiff straight by his chopping nmachine the blade high in the tent
sky, a hungry knife all flashes and meteor shine, nuch desiring to cleave space. Below, in the
head cradle, a dunmy spraw ed waiting qui ck doom

There stood the Crusher, all ropes and tendons, all steel and iron all bone-nobnger, jaw
cruncher, horseshoe-taffy-puller

And there the Lava Sipper, Vesuvio of the chafed tongue, of the scal ded teeth, who spun scores
of fireballs up, hissing in a ferris of flane which streaked shadows al ong the tent roof.

Near by, in booths, another thirty freaks watched the fires fly until the Lava Si pper gl anced,
saw i ntruders, and let his universe fall. The suns drowned in a water tub

Steam billowed. Al froze in a tabl eau

An insect stopped buzzing.

W1l glanced swiftly.

There, on the biggest stage, a tattoo needl e poised |like a blowgun dart in his rose-crusted
hand, stood M Dark, the Illustrated Man.

H's picture crowds flooded raw upon his flesh. Stripped bare to the navel, he had been
stinging hinself, adding a picture to his left palmw th this dragonfly contraption. Now with the
i nsect droned dead in his hand, he wheeled. But WIIl, staring beyond him cried:

"There he is! There's M Cooger!

The police, the internes, quickened.

Behind M Dark sat the Electric Chair.

In this chair sat a ruined man, |ast seen strewn wheezing in a collapse of bones and al bi no
wax on the broken carousel. Now he was erected, propped, strapped in this device full of Iightning
power .

"That's him He was. . .dying.'

The Blinp ascended to his feet.

The Skel eton spun about, tall

The Wart fl ea-hopped to the sawdust.

The Dwarf let fall his cards and flirted his now mad, now idi ot eyes ahead, around, over

I know him thought WIlI. On. God, what they' ve done to hin

The |ightning-rod sal esnman!

That's who it was. Squeezed tight, smashed small, convul sed by sonme terrible nature into a
clenched fist of hunmanity.

The seller of l|ightning-rods.

But now two things happened wi th beautiful pronptitude.

Monsi eur Quillotine cleared his throat.

And the bl ade, above, in the canvas sky, like a hom ng hawk scythed down. Whi sper-whi sk-
slither-thunder-rush-whan

The dumry head, chop-cut, fell

And falling, looked Iike WII's own head, own face, destroyed.

He wanted, he did not want, to run |lift the head turn it to see if it held his own profile.
But how coul d you ever dare do that? Never, never in a billion years, could one enpty that w cker
basket .

The second happened.

A nmechanic, working at the back of an upright glass-fronted coffin booth, released a trip
wire. This made a last cog click within the machi nery under the sign, MLE TAROI, THE DUST W TCH.
The wax woman's figure within the glass box nodded her head and fixed the boys with her pointing
nose as the boys passed, |eading the men. Her cold wax hand brushed the Dust of Destiny on a |edge
within the coffin. Her eyes did not see; they were sewn shut with | aced bl ack-w dow web, dark
threads. A waxworks fright, good and proper, she was, and the policenen beaned, view ng her, and
strolled on, and beaned at Monsieur Quillotine for his act too, and noving, the police were
rel axi ng now, and seened not to mnd being called late on a jolly venture into a rehearsing world
of acrobats and seedy mmgi ci ans.

"CGentlenen!" M Dark and his nob of illustrations surged forward on the pine platform a
jungl e beneath each arm an Egyptian viper scrolled on each bicep. 'Wlcone! You're just in tinmne!
We're rehearsing all our new acts!' M Dark waved and strange nonsters gaped their fangs fromhis
chest, a Cyclops with a navel for a squinted noron eye twitched on his stomach as he strode.

Lord, thought WII, is he bringing that cromd with himor is the crowm pulling himal ong by
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his skin?
Fromall the creaked platforns, fromthe nuffled sawdust, WII felt the freaks wheel and fix
their eyes, enchanted, as were internes and police, by this illustrated throng of humanity that in

one aggl onerative nove dominated and filled the imediate air and tent sky with silent shootings
for attention.

Now part of the wasp-needl e tattooed popul ation spoke. It was M Dark's nouth over and above
this calligraphic explosion, this railroad accident of nmonsters in tunmult upon his sweating skin.
M Dark chanted forth the organ tones fromhis chest. Hi s personal electric blue-green popul ations
trenbl ed, even as the real freaks on the sawdust tent floor trenbled, even as, hearing in their
nost secret marrow, Jimand WII trenbled and felt nore freak than the freaks thensel ves.

' CGentl enen! Boys! W've just perfected the new act! You'll be the first to see!' cried M
Dar k.

The first policeman, his hand casually nestled to his pistol holster, squinted up at that vast
corral of beasts and beings. 'This boy said - '

"Said?!'' The Illustrated Man barked a | augh. The freaks leaped in a frolic of shock, then
cal med as the carnival owner continued with great ease, patting and soothing his own
illustrations, which sonmehow patted and soothed the freaks. 'Said? But what did he see? Boys
al ways scare thensel ves at sideshows, eh? Run |like rabbits when the freaks pop out. But tonight,
especially tonight!'

The policenen gl anced beyond to the Erector-set-papier maché relic constricted in the Electric
Chair.

"Who's he?

WIl saw fire lick up through M Dark's snoke-cl ouded eyes, saw himjust as quickly snuff it
out. 'The new act. M Electrico.'

'"No! Look at the old man! Look!' WIIl yelled. The police turned to appraise his denon cry.

"Don't you see!' said WII. "He's dead! Only thing holds himup is the straps!’

The internes gazed up at the great flake of winter flung into and held by the black chair.

Ch gosh, thought WIIl, we thought it would all be sinple. The old man, M Cooger, dying, so we
bring doctors to save him so he forgives us, maybe, nmaybe, the carnival doesn't hurt us, lets us
go. But now this, what's next? He's dead! It's too |ate! Everyone hates us!

And WII stood anong the others feeling the cold air waft down fromthe unearthed nmunmy, from
the cold nouth and cold eyes | ocked up in frozen eyelids. Inside the frozen nostrils not a white
hair stirred. M Cooger's ribs under his collapsed shirt were stone-rigid and his teeth under his
clay lips were dry-ice cold. Put himout at noon and fog would steam of f him

The internes glanced at each other. They nodded.

The policenen, at this, took one step forward.

" Gent |l enen!’
M Dark scuttled a tarantula hand up an electric brass sw tchboard.
' One hundred thousand volts will now bum M Electrico's body!

"No don't let him WII cried.

The policenmen took another step. The internes opened their nouths to speak. M Dark flicked a
swi ft demanding glance at Jim Jimcried:

"No! It's all right!

"Jim!

"WIIl, yes, it's okay!

" Stand back!' The spider clutched the switch handle. 'This nan is in a trance! As part of our
new act, | have hypnotized him He could suffer injury if you shocked himfromhis spell!’

The internes shut their nouths. The police stopped noving.

' One hundred thousand volts! Yet he will come forth alive, whole in sound m nd and body!"’

Il\b!l
A policeman grabbed WII.
The Illustrated Man and all the nen and beasts asprawl in frenzies on himnow snatched and

banged the switch.

The tent |ights snuffed out.

Pol i cenen, internes, boys junped up their flesh in cobbles and boils.

But now in the swift mdnight shuttering, the Electric Chair was a hearth and on it the old
man bl azed |ike a blue autum tree.

The police flinched back, the internes | eaned ahead, as did the freaks, blue fire in their
eyes.

The Illustrated Man hand glued to switch, | ooked upon the old old old nan.

The old man was flint-rock dead, yes, but electricity alive sheathed over him It swarned on
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his cold shell ears, it flickered in his deep-as-an-abandoned-stone-well nostrils. It crept blue
eel s of power on his praying-mantis fingers and his grasshopper knees.

"The Illustrated Man's |ips thrust wi de., perhaps he yelled, but no one heard agai nst the
i Mmense fry, blast, the slamand sizzle of power which prowed in around over under about man and
prisoning chair. Cone alive! cried the hum Cone alive! cried the stormng colour and light. Cone
alive! yelled M Dark's nouth, which no one heard but Jim reading lips, read thunderous loud in
his nmnd, and WII the sane, Come alive! willing the old man to five, start up, tick, hum work
juice, sumon spit, ungumspirit, melt wax soul . .

'"He's dead!' But no one heard WIIl, either, no matter how he pushed agai nst the |ightning
cl anour .

Alive! M Dark's lips licked and savoured. Alive. Cone alive. He racheted the switch to the
| ast notch. Live, live! Sonmewhere, dynanos protested, skirled, shrilled, npaned a bestial energy.
The fight turned bottle-green. Dead dead, thought WIIl. But live alive!l cried machines, cried
flane and fire, cried mouths of crowds of livid beasts on illustrated flesh

So the old nan's hair stood up in prickling fumes. Sparks, bled fromhis fingernails, dripped
seething spatters on pine planks. Geen simerings wove shuttles through dead eyelids

The Illustrated Man bent violently above the old old dead dead thing, his prides of beasts
drowned deep in sweat, his right hand thrust in hamering demand upon the air: Live, live.

And the old man cane alive.

W1l Yelled hinself hoarse.

And no one heard.

For now, very slowy, as if roused by thunder, as if the electric fire were new dawn, one dead
eyelid peeled itself slowy open

The freaks gaped.

A long way off in the storm Jimwas yelling, too, for WIIl had his elbow tight and felt the
yell pouring out through the bones, as the old man's lips fell apart and frightful sizzles
zi gzagged between |ips and threaded teeth.

The Illustrated Man cut the power to a whine. Then, turning, he fell to his knees, and put out
his hand .

Away of f up there on the platform there was the faintest stir as of an autumm | eaf beneath
the old man's shirt.

The freaks exhal ed.

The old old nan sighed.

Yes, WIIl thought, they're breathing for him helping him making himto live.

I nhal e, exhal e, inhale, exhale - yet it |ooked |ike an act. What could he say, or do?

' .lungs so. . .so. . .so. soneone whi sper ed.

The Dust Wtch, back in her glass box?

I nhal e. The freaks breathed. Exhale. Their shoul ders sl unped.

The old old man's |ips trenbl ed.

' .heart beat. . .one. . .two. . .so. . .so. . .'

The Wtch again? WIIl feared to | ook

A vein ticked a small watch in the old man's throat.

Very slowmy now that right eye of the old man opened full wide, fixed, stared |like a broken
canera. It was |ike [ooking through a hole in space, with no bottomforever. He grew warner.

The boys, bel ow, grew col der

Now the old and terribly-wi se-with-nightnare eye was so wi de and so deep and so alive all to
itself in that snashed porcelain face that there at the bottom of the eye sonewhere the evi
nephew peered along and out at the freaks, internes, police, and.

WII.

WIIl saw hinself, saw Jim two little pictures posed in reflection on that single eye. If the
old man blinked, the two i nages woul d be crushed by his lid!

The Illustrated Man on his knees, turned at last and gentled all with his snmle

" Gentl enen, boys, here indeed is the man who lives with |ightning!

The second policenman | aughed; this notion shook his hand off his hol ster

W1l shuffled to the right.

The old spittle-eye foll owed sucking at himwith its enptiness.

WIl squirmed left.

As did the phlegmthat was the old man's gaze, while his chill |ips peeled w de to shape,
reshape an echoed gasp, a flutter. From deep bel ow the old man bounced his voice ricocheting off
the dank stone walls of his body until it fell out his nouth:

' .wel cone. . . nmmmmmm '
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The words fell back in.

"well. . .cumm . .mMmmm . .

The policenen nudged each other with identical sniles.

"No!' cried WIIl, suddenly. 'That's no act! He was dead! He'd die again if you cut the power -
[

WII slapped his own hand to his nouth.

0 Lord, he thought, what am| doing? | want himalive, so he'll forgive us, let us be! But, oh
Lord, even nore | want himdead, | want themall dead, they scare ne so nuch I got hairballs big
as cats in ny stonach!

"I"'msorry. . .he whispered.

Don't be!' cried M Dark.

The freaks made a commmotion of blinks and glares. What next fromthe statue in the cold
sizzling chair? The old old man's one eye gummed itsel f. The nouth coll apsed, a bubble of yell ow
mud in a sul phur bath.

The Illustrated Man banged the switch a notch grinning wildly at no one. He thrust a stee
sword in the old man's enpty gl ove-Ilike hand.

A drench of electricity prickled fromthe sere nusic-box tines of the ancient stubbled cheeks.

That deep eye showed swift as a bullet hole. Hungry for WII, it found and ate of his inmage. The
lips steamed:

"I. . .sssaw. . .the. . .boysssssss. . .ssssneak into. . . hee tent. . .tttttt. . .

The desiccated bellows refilled, then pin-punctured the swanp air out in faint wails:

. . .We. . .rehearsing. . .sssso | thought. . .play. . .thissss trick. . .pretend to be.
.dead.'

Agai n the pause to drink oxygen like ale, electricity |ike w ne.

' .let nyself fall. . .like. . .I. . .wasssss. . .dying. . .The. . .boysssssssss
.8sscreamng. . .ran!’

The ol d man husked out syllable on syllable.

'"Ha.' Pause. 'Ha.' Pause. 'Ha.'

El ectricity henstitched the whistling lips.

The Illustrated Man coughed gently. 'This act, it tires M Electrico. . . .'

"Ch, sure.' One of the policenen started. 'Sorry.' He touched his cap. 'Fine show.'

"Fine,' said one of the internes.

W1l glanced swiftly to see the interne's nouth, what it |ooked |like saying this, but Jim
stood in the way.

' Boys! A dozen free passes!' M Dark held themout. 'Here!

Jimand WII didn't nove.

"Well?" said one policenan.

Sheepi shly, WIl reached up for the flame-col oured tickets, but stopped as M Dark said, 'Your
names?’

The officers wi nked at each other

"Tell him boys.'

Sil ence. The freaks watched.

"Sinon,' said Jim 'Sinon Smith.

M Dark's hand, holding the tickets, constricted.

"diver,' said WIIl. "Aiver Brown.'

The Illustrated Man sucked in a mghty breath. The freaks inhal ed! The vast ingasped sigh
m ght have, seened to, stir M Electrico. Hs sword twitched. Its tip leaped to spark-sting WIl's
shoul der, then sizzle over in blue-green explosions at Jim Lightning shot Jim s shoul der

The policenen | aughed.

The old old nan's one wi de eye bl azed.

"I dub thee. . .asses and foolssssss. . .l dub. . .thee. . .M Sickly. . .and. . .M Pale

M Electrico finished. The sword tapped them

"A. . .sssshort. . .sad life. . .for you both!

Then his mouth slit shut, his raw eye glued over. Containing his cellar breath, he let the
sinpl e sparks swarm his blood |ike dark chanmpagne.

"The tickets,' nmurnured M Dark. 'Free rides. Free rides. Cone any time. Conme back. Cone
back.'

Ji m grabbed, WII| grabbed the tickets.

They junped, they bolted fromthe tent.

The police, snmiling and waving all around, followed at their |eisure.
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The internes, not smling, like ghosts in their white suits, cane after.
They found the boys huddled in the back of the police car.
They | ooked as though they wanted to go hone.

|1
Pursuits
25

She could feel the nmirrors waiting for her in each roomnuch the same as you felt, w thout opening
your eyes, that the first snow of winter has just fallen outside your w ndow
M ss Foley had first noticed, some years ago, that her house crowded with bright shadows of

hersel f. Best, then, to was ignore the cold sheets of Decenber ice in the hall, above the bureaus,
in the bath. Best skate the thin ice, lightly. Paused, the weight of your attention m ght crack
the shell. Plunged through the crust, you mght drown in depths so cold, so renpte that all the
Past lay carved in tonbstone nmarbles there. Ice water woul d syringe your veins. Transfixed at the
mrror sill you would stand forever, unable to Iift your gaze fromthe proofs of Tine.

Yet tonight, with the echo of the running feet of the three boys dying away, she kept feeling
snow fall in the mrrors of her house. She wanted to thrust through the franmes to test their
weat her. But she was afraid that doing this mght cause all the mrrors to sonmehow assenble in
billionfold multiplications of self, an arnmy of wonen narching away to becone girls and girls

mar ching to becone Infinitely small children. So nany people, cramed in one house, would provoke
suf focat i on.

So what must she do about mirrors, WII Halloway, JimN ghtshade, and. . .the nephew?

Strange. Why not say ny nephew?

Because, she thought, fromthe first when he cane in the door, he didn't belong, his proof was
not proof, she kept waiting for. . .what?

Toni ght. The carnival. Misic, the nephew said, that nust be heard, rides that nust be ridden
Stay away fromthe nmaze where winter slept. Swimaround with the carousel where sunmer, sweet as
cl over, honey-grass, and wild mint, kept its lovely tine.

She | ooked out at the night lawn fromwhich she had not yet retrieved the scattered jewels.
Sonehow she guessed this was a way the nephew had of getting rid of the two boys who might stop
her using this ticket she took fromthe nantel:

CAROQUSEL. ADM T ONE

She had waited for the nephew to cone back. Wth tine passing, she rmust act on her own.
Sonet hi ng nust be done not to hurt no, but slow down interference fromsuch as Jimand WIIl. No
one nust stand between her and nephew, her and carousel, her and lovely gliding ride-around
sunmmer .

The nephew had said as nuch, by saying nothing, by just holding her hands, and breat hi ng baked-
appl e-pie scent fromhis snmall pink nmouth upon her face.

She lifted the tel ephone.

Across town she saw the light in the stone library building, as all the town had seen it, over
the years. She dialled. A quiet voice answered. She said:

"Library? M Halloway? This is Mss Foley. WIlIl's teacher. In ten mnutes, please, neet nme in

the police station. . . .M Halloway?
A pause.
"Are you still there. . .?
26
"I'd have sworn,' said one interne. 'Wen we first got there. . .that old nan was dead.

The ambul ance and the police car had pulled up at the sane nonent at the crossroads, going
back into town. One of the internes had called over. Now one of the policenen called back

"You' re j oki ng!

The internes sat in their anbul ance. They shrugged.

' Yeah. Sure. Joking.

They drove on ahead their faces as quiet and white as their uniforms.

The police followed, with Jimand WII| huddled in back, trying to say nore, but the police
started tal king and | aughing, retelling everything that happened to one another, so WII and Jim
wound up lying, giving wong nanes again, saying they lived around the comer fromthe police
station.
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They let the police drop themat two dark houses near the station and they ran up on those
porches and grabbed the doorknobs and waited for the prow car to swing off around the corner into
the station, and then they canme down and foll owed and stood | ooking at the yellow |ights of the
station all sun-coloured at mdnight and WII glanced over and saw t he whol e eveni ng cone and go
in Jinms face and Ji mwatching the police station windows as if at any nonent darkness might fill
every room and put the lights out forever

On ny way back into town, thought WIIl, | threw away ny tickets. But - | ook

Jimstill has his, in his hand.

WIIl trenbled.

What did Jimthink, want, plan, now that dead nen lived and only lived through the fire of
white-hot electric chair machines? Did he stiff very nuch |ove carnivals? WII| searched. Faint
echoes, yes, they cane, they went in Jims eyes, for Jim after all, was Jim even standing here
with the calmlight of Justice falling on his cheekbones.

'The Chief of Police' WIIl said. "He'd listen to us - '

"Yeah,' said Jim 'He' d wake just long enough to send for the butterfly net. Hell, WIIliam
hell, even | don't believe what's happened the | ast twenty-four hours.'

'"But we got to find soneone higher up, keep trying, now we know what the score is.

'Ckay, what's the score? Wiat's the carnival done so bad? Scared a wonan with a mirror naze?
So, she scared herself the police'd say. Burgled a house? Okay, where's the burglar? Hi ding inside
an old man's skin? Who'd believe that? Who'd believe an old old man was ever a boy of twelve? Wat
else is the score? Did a lightning-rod sal esman di sappear? Sure, and |left his bag. But he coul d' ve
left town - '

'That dwarf in the side-show -

"I saw him you saw him | ooks kinda |ike the Iightning-rod man, sure, but again, can you
prove he was ever big? No, just like you can't prove Cooger was ever small, so that |eaves us
right here, WIIl, on the sidewal k, no proof except what we saw, and us just kids, the carnival's
word against ours, and the police had a fine tine anyway there. Ch gosh, it's a ness. If only, if
only there was still sone way to apol ogi ze to M Cooger - '

" Apol ogi ze?' WII yelled. 'To a nan-eating crocodil e? Jehoshaphat! You still don't see we
can't do business with those ulmers and goffs!'

"U nmers? Goffs? Jimgazed upon himthoughtfully, for that was how the boys tal ked of the
creatures who dragged and swayed and sl unped through their dreanms. In the bad dreams of WIliam
the "ul mers' noaned and gi bbered and had no faces. In the equally bad dreans of Jim the 'goffs',
his peculiar nane for them grew |like nonster meringue-paste nushroons, which fed on rats which
fed on spiders which fed, in turn, because they were |arge enough, on cats.

"Uners! CGoffs!' said WII. 'You need a ten-ton safe to fall on you? Look what happened to two
fol ks already, M Electrico, and that terrible crazy dwarf! Al kinds of things can go wong with
peopl e on that darn machi ne. W know, we seen it. Mybe they squashed the |ightning-rod man down
that way on purpose, or maybe somet hing went wong. Fact is, he wound up in a wi ne press anyway,
got run over by a steamroller carousel and's so crazy now he doesn't even know us! Ain't that
enough to scare the Jesus out of you, Jin? Wiy, naybe even M Crosetti -

"M Crosetti's on vacation.'

' Maybe yes, maybe no. There's his shop. There's the sign: CLOSED ON ACCOUNT OF | LLNESS. Wat

kind of illness, Jin? He eat too much candy out at the show? He get seasick on everybody's
favourite ride?

"Cut it, WII.'

"No, sir, | won't cut it. Sure, sure, the merry-go-round sounds keen. You think | |ike being

thirteen all the tine? Not ne! But for cri-yi, Jim face it, you don't really want to be twenty!'
What el se we tal ked about all summer?’
"Tal k, sure. But throwing yourself head first in that taffy nmachine and getti ng your bones
pulled long, Jim you wouldn't what to do with your bones then!

"I"'d know,' said Jim in the night. "I'd know.'
'"Sure. You'd just go away and | eave ne here, Jim'
"Way,' protested the other, 'I wouldn't |eave you, WII. W'd be together.'

' Together? You two feet taller and going around feeling your |eg-and-arm bones? You | ooking
down at nme, Jim and what'd we talk about, ne with ny pockets full of kite-string and marbles and
frog-eyes, and you with clean nice and enpty pockets and making fun, is that what we'd talk, and
you able to run faster and ditch nme -

"I'"d never ditch you, WII - '

"Ditch ne in a mnute. Wll, go on, Jim just go on | eave ne because | got ny pocket knife and
there's nothing wong with ne sitting under a tree playing munbl ety-peg while you get yourself
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plain crazy with the heat of all those horses racing around, but thank God they're not racing any
nore - '

"And it's your fault!' cried Jim He stopped.

WIIl stiffened and nmade fists. 'You nean | should ve | et young nean-and-terrible get old nmean-
and-terrible enough to chew our heads of f? Just |let himride around and hock his spit in our eye?
and maybe you with him wavi ng good-bye, going around again, waving so long! and all | got to do
is wave back, Jim that what you nean?

"Sh,' said Jim 'Like you say, it's too |ate. The carousel's broke -

"And when it's fixed, they ride old horrible Cooger back, make hi myoung enough so he can
speak and renenber our nanes, and then they come |ike cannibals after us, or just me, if you want

to get in good with themand go tell themny nane and where | live - '

"I wouldn't do that, WIIl."' Jimtouched him

"Ch, Jim Jim you do see, don't you? Everything in its time, |like the preacher said only | ast
nmont h, everything one by one, not two by two, will you renenber?

"Everything, ' said Jim 'inits tine.

And then they heard voices fromthe police station. In one of the roons to the right of the
entrance, a worman was tal king now, and nmen were talking.

W1l nodded to Jimand they ran quietly over to pick their way through bushes and | ook into
the room

There sat M ss Foley. There sat WIll's father.

"l don't understand,' said Mss Foley. 'To think WII and Ji mwould break in ny house, steal
run off - '

"You saw their faces?' asked M Hall oway.

"When | screaned, they | ooked back under the light.' She's not nentioning the nephew, thought
WIIl. And she won't, of course.

You see, Jim he wanted to shout, it was a trap! The nephew waited for us to cone prowing. He
wanted to get us in so nuch trouble, no matter what we said to anybody, police, parents, that
nobody'd listen to us about carnivals, |ate hours, nerry-go-rounds, because our word d be no good!

"I don't want to prosecute,' said Mss Foley. 'But if they are innocent, where are the boys?

'Here!' soneone cried.

"WII!' said Jim

Too | ate.

For WIIl had jumped high and was scranbling through the w ndow.

"Here,' he said, sinply, as he touched the floor

27

They wal ked hone quietly on the noon-col oured sidewal ks, M Halloway between the boys. Wen they
reached honme, WII's father sighed.
'Jim | don't see any reason to tear your nother to bits at this hour. If you promise to tell

her this whole thing at breakfast, I'lIl let you off. Can you get in wthout waki ng her up?
"Sure. Look what we got.'
CVe?"

Ji m nodded and took them over to funble anong the clusters of thick nbss and | eaves on the
side of the house until they found the iron rungs they had secretly nailed and placed to nake a
hi dden | adder up to Jims room M Halloway | aughed, once, alnost with pain, and a strange wld
sadness shook hi s head.

'How | ong has this gone on? No, don't tell. | didit, too, your age.' He | ooked up the ivy
toward Jims w ndow. 'Fun being out late, free as all hell.' He caught hinself. 'You don't stay
out too long - ?'

'This week was the very first tine after m dnight.'

Dad pondered a nmonent. 'Having perm ssion would spoil everything, | suppose? It's sneaki ng out
to the | ake, the graveyard, the rail tracks, the peach orchards sumer nights that counts. '

' Gosh, M Hall oway, did you once - '

"Yes. But don't let the wonmen know I told you. Up.' He notioned. 'And don't come out again any
ni ght for the next nonth.

"Yes, sir!'

Ji m swung nonkeywi se to the stars, flashed through his w ndow, shut it, drew the shade.

Dad | ooked up at the hidden rungs conmi ng down out of the starlight to the running-free world
of sidewal ks that invited the one-thousand-yard dash, and the high hurdles of the dark bushes, and
the pole-vault cenmetery trellises and walls.
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"You know what | hate nost of all, WII? Not being able to run any nore, |ike you.

"Yes, sir,' said his son

"Let's have it clear now,' said Dad. 'Tonorrow, go apol ogize to M ss Fol ey again. Check her
| awn. W& may have mi ssed sone of the - stolen property - with matches and flashlights. Then go to
the Police Chief to report. You're lucky you turned yourself in. You're lucky Mss Foley won't
press charges.'

'Yes, sir.

They wal ked back to the side of their own house. Dad raked his hand in the ivy.

"Qur place, too?

H s hand found a rung WIIl had nail ed away anong the | eaves.

"Qur place, too.'

He took out his tobacco pouch, filled his pipe as they stood by the ivy, the hidden rungs

| eadi ng up to warm beds, safe roonms, then lit his pipe and said, 'I know you. You're not acting
guilty. You didn't steal anything.'
"No.'

' Then why did you say you did, to the police?
' Because M ss Foley - who knows why? - wants us guilty. If she says we are, we are. You saw
how surprised she was to see us cone in through the wi ndow? She never figured we'd confess. Wil

we did. We got enough enenies without the law on us, too. | figured if we made a cl ean breast,
they'd go easy. They did. At the sane time, boy, Mss Foley's won, too, because now we're
crimnals. Nobody'll believe what we say.'

"I'I'l believe.'

"WIl you?" WIIl searched the shadows on his father's face, saw whiteness of skin, eyeball
and hair.

'Dad, the other night, at three o'clock in the norning -

"Three in the norning - '

He saw Dad flinch as froma cold wind, as if he snelled and knew the whol e thing and sinply
could not nove, reach out, touch and pat WII.

And he knew he could not say it. Tonorrow, yes, sone other day, yes, for perhaps with the sun
com ng up, the tents would be gone, the freaks off over the world, |eaving them al one, know ng
they were scared enough not to push it, say anything, just keep their mouths shut. Maybe it woul d

all bl ow over, naybe. . . maybe. -
"Yes, WII? said his father, with difficulty, the pipe in his hand going dead. 'Go on.'
No, thought WII, let Jimand ne be cannibalized, but no one el se. Anyone that knhows gets
hurt. So no one el se nust know. Al oud he said:
"In a couple of days, Dad, I'll tell you everything. | swear. Mm s honour.'
"Mom s honour' said Dad, at last, 'is good enough for ne.'
28

The night was sweet with the dust of autumm leaves that snmelled as if the fine sands of ancient
Egypt were drifting to dunes beyond the town. How cone, thought WIIl, at a time like this, | can
even think of four thousand years of dust of ancient people sliding around the world, and ne sad
because no one notices except ne and Dad here nmaybe, and even us not telling each other

It was indeed a tinme between, one second their thoughts all branbled airedale, the next al

silken slunbering cat. It was a tine to go to bed, yet still they lingered reluctant as boys to
gi ve over and wander in wide circles to pillow and night thoughts. It was a tine to say nuch but
not all. It was a tinme after first discoveries but not |ast ones. It was wanting to know

everyt hing and wanting to know nothing. It was the new sweetness of nmen starting to talk as they
must talk. It was the possible bitterness of revelation

So while they should have gone upstairs, they could not depart this nonent that pronised
others on not so distant nights when nan and boy-becom ng-man ni ght al nbst sing. So WII at |ast
said, carefully:

'Dad? Am 1| a good person?

"I think so. | know so, yes.'

"WIl - will that help when things get really rough?

"It'11 help.'

"WIIl it save ne if | need saving? | nean, if |I'maround bad people and there's no one el se
good around for niles, what then?

"It help.’

"That's not good enough, Dad!®
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'"Good is no guarantee for your body. It's mainly for peace of mnd -
'But sonetinmes, Dad, aren't you so scared that even - '

' - the mind isn't peaceful? H s father nodded, his face uneasy.

"Dad,' said WIIl, his voice very faint. 'Are you a good person?'

'"To you and your nother, yes, | try. But no nman's a hero to hinself. |I've lived with nme a
lifetime, WII. I know everything worth knowi ng about nyself -

"And, adding it all up. . .?

' The sun? As they come and go, and | nostly sit very still and tight, yes, I'mall right.’

' Then, Dad,' asked WII, 'why aren't you happy?

"The front lawn at let's see. . .one-thirty in the norning. . .is no place to start a
phi | osophi cal . '

"I just wanted to knowis all.'

There was a | ong nonent of silence. Dad sighed.

Dad took his arm wal ked hi mover and sat himdown on the porch steps, relit his pipe.
Puffing, he said, "All right. Your nother's asleep. She doesn't know we're out here with our
toncat talk. We can go on. Now, | ook, since when did you think being good neant bei ng happy?

" Since al ways.'

'Since now |l earn otherw se. Sonmetines the man who | ooks happiest in town, with the biggest
smile, is the one carrying the biggest load of sin. There are sniles and sniles; learn to tell the
dark variety fromthe light. The seal -barker, the laugh-shouter half the time he's covering up
He's had his fun and he's guilty. And nen do love sin. WIl, oh howthey love it, never doubt, in
all shapes, sizes, colours, and snells. Tinmes come when troughs, not tables, suit our appetites.
Hear a man too loudly praising others, and look to wonder if he didn't just get up fromthe sty.
On the other hand, that unhappy, pale, put-upon man wal ki ng by, who | ooks all guilt and sin, why,

often that's your good man with a capital G WIIl. For being good is a fearful occupation; nen
strain at it and sonetines break in two. |1've known a few. You work twice as hard to be a farner
as to be his hog. | suppose it's thinking about trying to be good makes the crack run up the wall

one night. A man with high standards, too, the least hair falls on himsonetines wilts his spine
He can't let hinself alone, won't |ift hinself off the hook if he falls just a breath from grace

"Ch, it would be lovely if you could just be fine, act fine, not think of it all the tine. But
it's hard, right? with the last piece of |enon cake waiting in the icebox, middle of the night,
not yours, but you he awake in a hot sweat for it, eh? Do | need tell you? O, a hot spring day,
noon, and there you are chained to your school desk and away off there goes the river, cool and
fresh over the rock-fall. Boys can hear clear water like that mles away. So, m nute by m nute,
hour by hour, a lifetime, it never ends, never stops, you got the choice this second, now this
next, and the next after that, be good, be bad, that's what the dock ticks, that's what it says in
the ticks. Run swim or stay hot, run eat or lie hungry. So you stay but once stayed, WIIl, you
know the secret, don't you? don't think of the river again. O the cake. Because if you do, you'l
go crazy. Add up all the rivers never swmin, cakes never eaten, and by the tinme you get ny age,
WIIl, it's alot mssed out on. But then you consol e yourself, thinking, the nore tines in, the
nore tinmes possibly drowned, or choken on |l enon frosting. But then, through plain dunb cowardice,
| guess, maybe you hold off fromtoo nuch, wait, play it safe.

"Look at me: married at thirty-nine, WIIl thirty-nine! But | was so busy westling nyself two

falls out of three, | figured | couldn't marry until | had |icked nyself good and forever. Too
late, | found you can't wait to become perfect, you got to go out and fall down and get up with
everybody else. So at |ast I looked up fromny great self-westling match one ni ght when your

not her canme to the library for a book, and got nme, instead. And | saw then and there you take a
man hal f-bad and a wonen hal f-bad and put their two good hal ves together and you got one hunan al

good to share between. That's you, WII, for ny noney. And the strange thing is, son, and sad,
too, though you're always racing out there on the rimof the lawn, and ne on the roof using books
for shingles, conparing life to libraries, | soon saw you were w ser, sooner and better, than
will ever be. '

Dad's pi pe was dead. He paused to tap it out and reload it.
"No, sir,' WII said.

'"Yes,' said his father, '1'd be a fool not to knowIl'ma fool. My one wisdomis: you' re w se.

"Funny' WII said, after a | ong pause. 'You've told me nore, tonight, than I've told you. 1'1lI
think some nore. Maybe 1'IIl tell you everything, at breakfast. Ckay?'

"I'l'l be ready, if you are.’

'Because. . .l want you to be happy, Dad.'

He hated the tears that sprang to his eyes.
"Il be all right, WII.'

file:/lIF|/rah/Ray%20Bradbury/Bradbury%20Something%20Wicked%20This%20Way%20Comes.txt (44 of 96) [1/19/03 9:48:45 PM]



file:/I/F|/rah/Ray%20Bradbury/Bradbury%20Somethi ng%20Wicked%20T hi s%20Way %20Comes.txt

"Anything | could say or do to rmake you happy, | would.'
'"Wlly, Wlliam' Dad lit his pipe again and watched the snoke bl ow away i n sweet dissol vings.

"Just tell nme I'Il live forever. That would do nicely.'

H's voice, WII thought, | never noticed. It's the same colour as his hair.

'"Pa,' he said, 'don't sound so sad.'

"Me? |'mthe original sad man. | read a book and it makes me sad. See a film sad. Plays? they
really work ne over.'

'"I's there anything,' said WIIl, 'doesn't make you sad?

"One thing. Death.'’

"Boy!'" WII started. 'l should think that woul d!

"No' said the man with the voice to match his hair. 'Death nakes everything el se sad. But
death itself only scares. If there wasn't death, all the other things wouldn't get tainted.'

And, WII thought, here cones the carnival, Death like a rattle in one hand, Life |ike candy
in the other; shake one to scare you, offer one to nmake your nouth water. Here cones the side-
show, both hands full

He junped to his feet.

"Dad oh, listen! You'll live forever! Believe ne, or you're sunk! Sure, you were sick a few
years ago - but that's over. Sure, you're fifty-four, but that's young! And another thing - '
"Yes, WIly?

H s father waited for him He swayed. He bit his lips, then blurted out:

"Don't go near the carnival.’

"Strange,' his father said, '"that's what | was going to tell you.'

"I wouldn't go back to that place for a billion dollars!'

But, WIIl thought, that won't stop the carnival searching through town to visit ne.

"Promi se, Dad?

"Why don't you want me to go there, WII?

"That's one of the things I'Il tell tonmorrow or next week or next year. You just got to trust
me, Dad.’

"I do, son.' Dad took his hand. 'It's a prom se.'

As if at a signal, both turned to the house. The time was up, the hour was |ate, enough had
been said, they properly sensed they nust go.

' The way you cane out,' said Dad, 'is the way you go in.'

W1l wal ked silently to touch the iron rungs hi dden under the rustling ivy.

‘"Dad. You won't pull these off. . .?

Dad probed one with his fingers.

' Sonme day, when you're tired of them you'll take them off yourself.'

"I''l'l never be tired of them'

'"I's that howit seenms? Yes, to someone your age, you figure you'll never get tired of

anything. Al right, son, up you go.
He saw how his father | ooked up along the ivy and the hidden path.
"You want to cone up this way, too?
"No, no,"' his father said, quickly.

' Because,' said WII, '"you' re welcone.'
"That's all right. Go on.'
But he still looked at the ivy stirring in the dark norning light.

WIIl sprang up, grabbed the first, the second, the third rungs and | ooked down.

Fromjust this distance, Dad | ooked as if he were shrinking, there on the ground. Sonmehow he
didn't want to | eave himbehind there in the night, Iike soneone ditched by sonmeone el se, one hand
up to nove, but not noving.

"Dad!' he whispered. 'You ain't got the stuff!

Who says!? cried Dad's nouth, silently.

And he junped.

And | aughing wit hout sound, the boy, the man swung up the side of the house, unceasingly, hand
over hand, foot after foot.

He heard Dad slip, scrabble, grab

Hol d tight! he thought.

"Ah., . 1Y
The man breat hed hard.
Eyes tight, WII| prayed: hold. . .there. . .now. . .!!

The ol d man gusted out, sucked in, swore in a fierce whisper, then clinbed again.
W I I opened his eyes and clinbed and the rest was smooth, high, higher, fine, sweet, wondrous,
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done! They swung in and sat upon the sill, sanme size, same weight, col oured same by the stars, and
sat enbraced once nore with grand fine exhaustion, gasping on huge ingul ped | aughs whi ch swept
their bones together, and for fear of waking God, country, wife, Mom and hell, they snug-clapped

hands to each other's nmouths, felt the vibrant warmhilarity fountai ned there and sat one instant
| onger, eyes bright with each other and wet with | ove.

Then, with a last strong clasp, Dad was gone, the bedroom door shut.

Drunk on the long night's doings, lolled away fromfear toward better, grander things found in
Dad, WIIl slung off linp-falling clothes with tipsy arms and delightfully aching legs, and like a
fall of tinber chopped hinself to bed.

29

He slept for exactly one hour

And then, as if remenbering sonething he had only half seen, he woke, sat up, and peered out
at Jims rooftop.

"The lightning-rod!' he yelled. 'It's gone!’

VWhi ch indeed it was.

Stolen? No. Jimtake it down? Yes! Why? For the shucks of it. Smling, he had clinbed to
scuttle the iron, dare any stormto strike his house! Afraid? No. Fear was a new el ectric-power
suit Jimnust try for size.

Jim WIIl wanted to smash his confounded wi ndow. Go nail the rod back! Before norn, Jim the

bl asted carnival'll send soneone to find where we live, don't know how they'll come or what
they'Il look like, but, Lord, your roof's so enpty! the clouds are noving fast, that stornms
rushi ng at us and.

W1l stopped.

What sort of noise does a balloon make, adrift?

None.

No, not quite. It noises itself, it soughs, like the wind billow ng your curtains all white as
breaths of foam O it makes a sound like the stars turning over in your sleep. O it announces
itself |like nmoonrise and noonset. That last is best: |ike the noon sailing the universal deeps, so

rides a ball oon.

How do you hear it, how are you warned? The ear, does it hear? No. But the hairs on the back
of your neck, and the peach-fuzz in your ears, they do, and the hair along your arns sings |like
grasshopper legs frictioned and trenbling with strange nmusic. So you know, you feel, you are sure,
| ying abed, that a balloon is submergi ng the ocean sky.

Wl sensed a stir in Jims house; Jim too, with his fine dark antennae, nust have felt the
waters part high over town to let a Leviathan pass.

Bot h boys felt a shadow bulk the drive between their houses, both flung up their w ndows, both
poked their heads out, both dropped their jaws in surprise at this friendly, this always exquisite
timng, this delightful pantom me of intuition, of apprehension, their tandemteammrk over the
years. Then silver-faced, for the nobon was rising, both glanced up

As a balloon wafted over and vani shed.

"Holy cow, what's a balloon doing here!?" Jimasked, but w shed no answer

For, peering, they both knew the ball oon was searching the best search ever; no car-notor
racket, no tires whining asphalt, no footstepped street, just the wind clearing a great amazon
t hrough the clouds for a solemn voyage of w cker basket and stormsail riding over.

Neither Jimnor WIIl crashed his window or pulled his shade, they sinply had to stay
nmotionl ess waiting, for they heard the noise again like a murnmur in someone el se's dream

The tenperature dropped forty degrees.

Because now the storm bl eached bal | oon whi sper-purled, plunmret-sank softly down, its el ephant
shadow cool i ng gemmed | awns and sundials as they flaunted their swift gaze high through that
shadow.

And what they saw was somnet hi ng aki mbo and arustle in the down-hung w cker carriage. Was that
head and shoul ders? Yes, with the noon like a silver cloak thrown up behind. M Dark! thought
WIl. The Crusher! thought Jim The Wart! thought WII. The Skel eton! The Lava Si pper! The Hangi ng
Man! Monsieur Guillotine!

No.

The Dust Wtch.

The Wtch who m ght draw skulls and bones in the dust, then sneeze it away.

Jim Il ooked to WIl and WII to Jim both read their lips: the Wtch!

But why a wax crone flung out in a night balloon to search? thought WII, why none of the
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others, with their lizard-venom wolf-fire, snake-pit eyes? Wy send a crunbled statue with blind-
newt | ashes sewn tight wth bl ack-w dow t hread?

And then, |ooking up, they knew.

For the Wtch, though peculiar wax, was peculiarly alive. Blind, yes, but she thrust down rust-
spl otched fingers which petted, stroked the sluices of air, which cut and splayed the wi nd, peeled
| ayers of space, blinded stars, which hovered and danced, then fixed and pointed as did her nose

And the boys knew even nore.

They knew that she was blind, but special blind. She could dip down her hands to feel the
bunps of the world, touch house roofs, probe attic bins, reap dust, exam ne draughts that bl ew
through halls and souls that blew t hrough people, draughts vented frombellows to thunp-whist, to
pound-tenples., to pulse-throat, and back to bellows again. Just as they felt that balloon sift
down like an autumm rain, so she could feel their souls disinhabit, reinhabit their trenul ous
nostrils. Each soul, a vast warmfingerprint, felt different, she could roll it in her hand |like
clay; snelled different, WIIl could hear her snuffing his life away; tasted different, she
savoured themwi th her raw gunmed nout h, her puff-adder tongue; sounded different, she stuffed
their souls in one ear, tissued themout the other

Her hands pl ayed down the air, one for WIIl, one for Jim

The bal | oon shadow washed themwi th panic, rinsed themwth terror

The Wtch exhal ed.

The ball oon, freed of the small sour ballast, uprose. The shadow passed.

"Ch God!'" said Jim 'Now they know where we live!'

Bot h gasped. Some nonstrous baggage brushed and dragged across the shingles of Jims house.

"WIIl! She's got ne!’

"No! | think -

The drag, brush, rustle scurried frombottomto top of Jims roof. Then WIl saw the ball oon
whirl up, fly off toward the hills.

' She's gone, there she goes! Jim she did something to your roof. Shove the nonkey pol e over!

Jimslid the Iong slender clothesline pole over, WIIl fixed it on his sill, then swng out,
hand over hand, swung until Jimpulled himthrough his wi ndow and they barefooted it into Jims
cl ot hes cl oset and boosted and hoi sted each other up inside the attic that snelled |ike |unber
mlls, old, dark, and too silent. Perched out on the high roof, shivering, WIIl cried: 'Jim there
it is.'

And there it was, in the noonlight.

It was a track like a snail paints on a sidewal k. It glistened It was silver-slick. But this
was a path left by a gigantic snail that, if it existed at all, weighed a hundred pounds. The
silver ribbon was a yard across. Starting down at the leaf-flued rain trough, the silver track
shimered to the rooftop, then trenored down the other side.

"Way?' gasped Jim ' VWy?

' Easi er than | ooking for house nunbers or street nanes. She marked your roof so you can see it
for mles around, night or day!’

" Chmigosh.' Jimbent to touch the track. A faint evil-snmelling glue covered his finger. "WII,
what' || we do?

" 1've got a hunch,' the other whispered, 'they won't be back till norning. They can't just
start a runpus. They got some plan. R ght now - there's what we do!’

Coil ed across the | awn below | i ke a vast boa constrictor, waiting for them was the garden
hose.

WIIl was gone, down, fast, and didn't knock anything over or wake anyone up. Jim on the roof,

was surprised, in no tine at all, when WII came scuttling up all panting teeth, the water-fizzing
hose in his fist.

"WIIl, you're a genius!’

"Sure! Quick!'

They dragged the hose to drench the shingles, to wash the silver, flood the evil mercury paint
away.

Working, WII glanced off at the pure colour of night turning toward norn and saw the bal | oon
trying to make decisions on the wind. Did it sense, would it cone back? Wuld she mark the roof
again, and they have to wash it off, and she mark it and they wash it, until dawn? Yes, if need
be.

If only, thought WIIl, | could stop the Wtch for good. They don't know our nanes or where we
live, M Cooger's too near dead to renenber or tell. The Dwarf - if he is the lightning-rod man -
is mad - and, God willing, won't recollect! And they won't dare bother Mss Foley until norning.
So, grinding their teeth way out in the neadows, they've sent the Dust Wtch to search
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"I'ma fool," grieved Jim quietly, rinsing the roof where the |ightning-rod had been. ' Wy
didn't | leave it up?

"Lightning hasn't struck yet,' WIIl said. "And if we junp lively, it won't. Now - over here!’

They showered the roof.

Bel ow, soneone put down a w ndow.

"Mom ' Jimlaughed, bleakly. 'She thinks it's raining.'

30

The rain ceased.

The roof was cl ean

They | et the hose snake away to thunp on the night grass a thousand mles bel ow

Beyond town, the balloon still paused between unprom sing m dni ght and prom sed and hoped-for
sun.

"Way' s she waiting?

' Maybe she snells what we're up to.'

They went back down through the attic and soon were in separate roons and beds after many
fevers and chills of talk quietly separate listening to hearts and cl ocks beat and now |l ay too
qui ckly toward dawn.

What ever they do, thought WII, we nmust do it first. He wished the balloon mght fly back, the
Wtch m ght guess they had washed her mark off and soar down to trace the roof again. Wy?

Because.

He found hinself staring at his Boy Scout archery set, the big beautiful bow and quiver of
arrows arranged on the east wall of his room

Sorry, Dad, he thought, and sat up, smiling. This time it's ne out alone. | don't want her
goi ng back to report on us for hours, maybe days.

He grabbed the bow and quiver fromthe wall, hesitated, thinking, then stealthily ran the
wi ndow up and | eaned out. No need to holler loud and |ong, no. But just think real hard. They
can't read thoughts, | know, that's sure, or they wouldn't send her, and she can't read thoughts,
but she can feel body heat and special tenperatures and special snells and excitenents, and if |
junp up and down and | et her know just by ny feeling good about having tricked her, maybe, maybe.

Four o'clock in the norning, said a drowsy clock-chine, off in another |and.

Wtch, he thought, come back

Wtch, he thought | ouder and | et his blood pound, the roof's clean, hear!? W nade our own
rain! You got to cone back and re-mark it! Wtch. . .?

And the Wtch noved.

He felt the earth turn under the ball oon

kay, Wtch, cone on, there's just ne, the no-nane boy, You can't read ny mnd, but here's ne
spitting on you! and here's ne yelling we tricked you, and the general idea gets through, so come
on, come on! dare! doubl e-dare you!'

M| es away, there was a gasp of assent rising, comng near. Holy cow, he thought suddenly, |
don't want her back to this house! Cone on! He thrashed into his clothes.

C utching his weapons, he aped down the hidden ivy rungs and dogged the wet grass.

Wtch! Here! He ran | eaving patterns, ran feeling crazy fine, wild as a hare who has chewed
sone secret, delicious, sweetly poisonous root that now gall ops himberserk. Knees striking his
chin, shoes crushing wet |eaves, he soared over a hedge, his hands full of bristly porcupine
weapons, fear and joy a tunmble of nixed marbles in his nouth.

He | ooked back. The balloon swung near! It inhaled, exhaled itself along fromtree to tree,
fromcloud to cloud.

Wiere am | going? he thought. Wait! The Redman house! Not lived in in years! Two bl ocks nore.

There was the swift shush of his feet in the | eaves and the big shush of the creature in the
sky, while noonlight snowed everything and stars glittered.

He pulled up in front of the Redman house, a torch in each lung, tasting blood, crying out
silently: here! this is ny house!

He felt a great river change its bed in the sky. Good! he thought.

H s hand turned the doorknob of the old house. Ch God, he thought, what if they are inside,
waiting for ne?

He opened a door on darkness.

Dust canme and went in that dark, and a harpstring gesticul ation of spiders. Nothing el se.

WIIl junped two at a tinme up the crunbling stairs, around and out on the roof where he stashed
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hi s weapons behind the chi mey and stood tall.

The ball oon, green as sline, printed with titan pictures of w nged scorpions, ancient
phoeni xes, snokes, fires, clouded weathers, swung its w cker basket wheezing, down.

Wtch, he thought, here!

The dank shadow struck himlike a batw ng.

W1l toppled. He flung up his hands. The shadow was al nost black flesh, striking.

He fell. He clutched the chi mey.

The shadow draped him hushi ng down.

It was cold as a sea cave in that cloud-dark

But suddenly the wind, of itself, veered.

The Wtch hissed in frustration. The ball oon swam a washing circle up around.

The wi nd! thought the boy wildy, it's on ny side!

No, don't go! he thought. Cone back

For he feared she had snelled his plan

She had. She itched for his schenme. She snuffed, she gasped at it. He saw the way her nails
filed and scraped the air as if running over grooved wax to seek patterns. She turned her Pal s
out and down as ff he were a small stove burning softly sonmewhere in a nether world and she cane
to warm her hands at him As the basket swung in an upglided pendul um he saw her squi nched bl i nd-
sewn eyes, the ears with noss in them the pale winkled apricot nmouth nummifying the air it drew
in, trying to taste what was wong with his act, his thought. He was too good, too rare, too fine,
too available to be true! surely she knew that!

And knowing it, she held her breath.

Whi ch nmade the ball oon suspend itself, half between inhale and exhal e.

Now, tremulously, experimentally, daring to test, the Wtch inhaled. The ball oon, so weighted,
sank. Exhaled - so freed of vapour - the craft ascended!

Now, now, the waiting, the holding of dank sour breath in the wy tissues of her childlike
body.

WIIl waggled his fingers, thunb to nose.

She sucked air. The weight of this one breath skimred the balloon down.

C oser! he thought.

But, careful, she circled her craft, scenting the sharp adrenalin wafted fromhis pores. He
wheel ed, followi ng as the balloon spun, and himreeling. You!. he thought, you want me sick! Spin
me, will you? Make ne dizzy?

There was one last thing to try.

He stood very still with his back to the balloon

Wtch, he thought, you can't resist.

He felt the sound of the green slime cloud, the kept bag of sour air, the squeal and stir of
nouse-w cker on wi cker as the shadow cooled his |egs, his spine, his neck

C ose!

The Wtch took air, weight, night burden, star-and-col d-wi nd ballast.

C oser!

El ephant shadow stroked his ears

He nudged hi s weapons.

The shadow engul fed him

A spider flicked his hair - her hand?

Choki ng a scream he spun

The Wtch, |leaned out, was a nere foot away.

He bent. He snat ched.

The Wtch tried to screamout breath when she snelled, felt, knew what he held tight.

But, in reaction, horrified, she seized a breath, sucked weight, burdened the balloon. It
dragged the roof.

WIIl pulled the bowstring back, freighted with single destruction

The bow broke in two pieces. He stared at the unshot arrow in his hands.

The Wtch let out her breath in one great sigh of relief and triunph.

The ball oon swung up. It struck himwith its dry rattle-chuckling heavy-|aden basket.

The Wtch shouted again wth insane happi ness.

Clutched to the basket rim WIIl with one free hand drew back and with all his strength threw
the arrowhead flint up at the balloon flesh

The Wtch gagged. She tore at his face.

Then the arrow, a long hour it seened in flight, razored a snall vent in the balloon. Rapidly
the shaft sank as if cutting a vast green cheese. The surface slit itself further in a wde
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ripping smle across the entire surface of the gigantic pear, as the blind Wtch gabbl ed, npaned,
blistered her lips, shrieked in protest, and WII| hung fast, hands gripped to w cker, kicking

| egs, as the balloon wailed whiffled, guzzled, nourned its own sw ft gaseous death, as dungeon air
raved out, as dragon breath gushed forth and the bag, thus driven, retreated up.

WIl let go. Space whistled about him He turned, hit shingles, fell skidding down the
i nclined ancient roof, over down to rim to rainspout where, feet first, he spilled into further
enptiness, yelling, clawed at the rain gutter, held, felt it groan, give way, as he swept the sky
to see the balloon whistling, winkling, flying up |like a wounded beast to evacuate its terrified
exhal ations in the clouds; a gunshot manmoth, not wanting to expire, yet in terrible flux coughing
out its stinking w nds.

Al this in a flash. Then WII flailed into space, with notine to be glad for a tree beneath
when it netted him cut him but broke his fall with mattress twig, branch and Iinb. Like a kite
he was held face up to the noon where, at his exhausted |eisure, he mght hear the last Wtch
| anentations for a wake in progress as the balloon spiralled her away from house, street, town
wi th i nhuman nourns.

The balloon smle, the balloon rip was all-enconpassing now as it wandered in deliriuns to die
in the neadows fromwhich it had cone, sinking down now beyond all the sleeping, ignorant and
unknowi ng houses.

For a long while WIIl could not nove. Buoyed in the tree branches, afraid he might slip
through and kill himself on the black earth bel ow, he waited for the sl edgehammer to subside in
hi s head.

The bl ows of his heart might jar himl oose, crash himdown but he was glad to hear them know
hi msel f alive.

But then at |ast, gone calm he gathered his |inbs, nost carefully searched for a prayer, and
climbed hinself down through the tree.

31
Not hi ng nuch el se happened, all the rest of that night.
32

At dawn, a juggernaut of thunder wheel ed over the stony heavens in a spark-throwing tunult. Rain
fell softly on town cupolas, chuckled fromrainspouts, and spoke in strange subterranean tongues
beneath the wi ndows where Jimand WIIl knew fitful dreans, slipping out of one, trying another for
size, but finding all cut fromthe sane dark, noul dered cl oth.

In the rustling drunbeat, a second thing occurred:

From t he sodden carnival grounds, the carousel suddenly spasnmed to life. Its calliope fluted
up mal odorous steans of music.

Per haps only one person in town heard and guessed that the carousel was working again.

The door to M ss Foley's house opened and shut; her footsteps hurried away al ong the street.

Then the rain fell hard as lightning did a crippled dance down the nowtotally-reveal ed, now
vani shi ng-forever |and.

In Jims house, in WIl's house, as the rain nuzzled the breakfast w ndows, there was a | ot of
qui et talk, some shouting, and nore quiet tal k again.

At nine-fifteen, Jimshuffled out into the Sunday weather, wearing his raincoat, cap, and
rubbers.

He stood gazing at his roof where the giant snail track was washed away. Then he stared at
WIl's door to make it open. It did. WIIl energed. Ms father's voice followed: 'Want ne to cone
al ong?" WIIl shook his head, firmy

The boys wal ked sol emmly, the sky washing themtoward the police station where they woul d
talk, to Mss Foley's where they woul d apol ogi ze again, but right now they only wal ked, hands in
pockets, thinking of yesterday's fearful puzzles. At last Jimbroke the silence:

'Last night, after we washed off the roof, and | finally got to sleep, | dreaned a funeral. It
canme right down Main Street, like a visit.'
'"Or. . .a parade?

"That's it! A thousand people, all dressed in black coats, black hats, black shoes, and a
coffin forty feet long!'

"Crimnentry!’

"Right! What forty feet |ong needs to be buried? | thought. And in the dream| ran up and
| ooked in. Don't Iaugh.'
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"I don't feel funny, Jim'

"In the long coffin was a big long winkled thing like a prune or a big grape lying in the
sun. Like a big skin or a giant's head, drying.'

' The bal |l oon!"'

"Hey.' Jimstopped. 'You nust've had the sane dreaml But. . .balloons can't die, can they?

WIl was silent.

"And you don't have funerals for them do you?

"Jim |I.

"Darn balloon laid out |ike a hippo sonmeone | eaked the wind out of -

"Jim last night. '

"Bl ack plunes waving, band bangi ng on black velvet-nmuffled druns with black ivory bones, boy,
boy! Then on top of it, have to get up this nmorning and tell Mom not everything, but enough so
she cried and yelled and cried some nore, wonmen sure like to cry, don't they? and called nme her
crimnal son but - we didn't do anything bad, did we, WII?

' Soneone al nost took a ride on a nerry-go-round.’

Jimwal ked along in the rain. 'I don't think I want any nore of that.

"You don't think! ? After all this!? Good grief, let me tell you! The Wtch, Jim the balloon
Last night, all alone, | '

But there was no time to tell it.

No time to tell his stabbing the balloon so it gusted away to die in the lonely country
sinking the blind woman with it.

No time because wal king in the cold rain now, they heard a sad sound.

They were passing an enpty | ot deep within which stood a vast oak-tree. Under it were rainy
shadows, and the sound.

'Jim' said WIIl, 'soneone's - crying.'

"No."' Jimnoved on.

"There's a little girl in there.

"No." Jimwould not |ook. 'What would a girl be doing out under a tree in the rain? Cone on.'

"Jim You hear her!'

"No! | don't, | don't!’

But then the crying cane stronger across the dead grass, flew like a sad bird through the
rain, and Jimhad to turn, for there was WII narchi ng across the rubble.

"Jim- that voice - | knowit!'

"WIlIl, don't go there!l

And Jimdid not nove, but WII stunbled and wal ked until he entered the shade of the raining
tree where the sky fell and was lost in autum | eaves and crept down at last in shining rivers
al ong the branches and trunk and there was the little girl, crouched, face buried in her hands,
weeping as if the town were gone and the people in it and herself lost in terrible woods.

And at |ast Jimcanme edging up and stood at the edge of the shadow and said, 'Wo is it?

"I don't know.' But WII felt tears start to his eyes, as if sone part of himguessed.

"It's not Jenny Holdridge, is it. '

"No. '

" Jane Franklin?

"No.'" His mouth felt full of novocaine, his tongue nerely stirred in his numb Iips.

. No.

The little girl wept, feeling themnear, but not | ooking up yet.
. . .me. . .me. . .help nme. . .nobody'll helpnme. . .me. . .nme. . .l don't like this. . .'
Then when she had strength enough and was quieter she turned her face, her eyes al nost swollen
shut with weeping. She was shocked to see anyone near, then surprised.
"Jim WII! Ch God, it's you!'
She seized Jinms hand. He withed back, yelling. "No! I don't know you, let go!'

"WIlIl, help me, Jim oh don't go, don't |leave!' she gasped, brokenly, new tears bursting from
her eyes.

"No, no, don't!' screaned Jim he thrashed, he broke free fell, leaped to his feet, one fist
raised to strike. He stopped, trenbling, held it to his side. "Ch, WII, WII, let's get out of

here, I'msorry, oh God, God.'
The little girl in the shadow of the tree, flung back, w dened her eyes to fix the two in
wet ness, npaned, clutched herself and rocked back and forth, her own chil d-baby, conforting her

el bows. . . soon she mght sing to herself and sing that way, alone beneath the dark tree,
forever, no one able to join or stop the song.
' . someone nust help ne. . .soneone nust help her. ' she nourned as for one dead,
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'soneone must help her. . .nobody will. . .nobody has. . .help her if not nme. . .terrible.
.terrible. '

' She knows us!' said WII, hopelessly, half bent down to her, half turned to Jim 'I can't
| eave her!’

"Lies!' said Jim wildly. '"Lies! She don't know us! Never saw her before!’

' She' s gone, bring her back, she's gone, bring her back,' nourned the girl, eyes shut.

'Find who?' WIIl got down on one knee, dared to touch her hand. She grabbed him Al nost
i medi ately she knew this was wong for he tried to tear free, so she let himgo, and wept, while
he waited near and Jim far out in the dead grass, called in for themto go, he didn't like it,
they nmust, they nust go.

'"Ch, she's lost,' sobbed the little girl. 'She ran off in that place and never cone back. WII
you find her, please, please. . .7

Shivering, WIIl touched her cheek. 'Hey now,' he whispered. 'You'll be okay. I'Il find help,"
he said, gently. She opened her eyes. 'This is WII Hall oway, okay? Cross ny heart, we'll be back
Ten m nutes. But you mustn't go away.' She shook her head. 'You'll wait here under the tree for
us?' She nodded, nutely. He stood up. This sinple notion frightened her and she flinched. So he
wai ted and | ooked at her and said, '|I know who you are.' He saw the great faniliar eyes open grey
in the small wounded face. He saw the | ong rai nwashed bl ack hair and the pale cheeks. '|I know who
you are. But | got to check.'

"Who' Il believe? she wail ed.

"I believe," WII said.

And she | ay back against the tree, her hands in her lap, trenbling, very thin, very white,
very lost, very snall

"Can | go now?' he said.

She nodded.

And he wal ked away.

At the edge of the lot, Jimstonped his feet in disbelief, alnbst hysterical with outrage and
decl amat i on.

"It can't be!'

"It is," said WIIl. 'The eyes. That's how you tell. Like it was with M Cooger and the evi
boy - There's one way to be sure. Cone on!'

And he took Jimthrough the town and they stopped at last in front of Mss Foley's house and

| ooked at the unlit wi ndows in the norning gl oomand wal ked up the steps and rang the bell, once,
twice, three tines.
Si | ence.

Very slowmy, the front door nobved whining back on its hinges.

"M ss Foley? Jimcalled, softly.

Sonewhere of f in the house, shadows of rain noved on far w ndowpanes.

'Mss Foley. . .?

They stood in the hall by the bead-rain in the entry door, listening to the great attic beans
ashift and astir in the downpour.

"M ss Foley!' Louder

But only the mice in the walls, warmy nested, nade sgraffito sounds in answer.

' She's gone out to shop,' said. Jim

"No." said WII. 'We know where she is.'
"M ss Foley, | know you're here!' shouted Ji msuddenly, savagely, dashing upstairs. 'Cone on
out, you!'

WIl waited for himto search and drag slowy back down. As Jimreached the bottom of the
steps, they both heard the music blowi ng through the front door with the snmell of fresh rain and
anci ent grass.

The carousel calliope, anmong the hills, piping the 'Funeral March' backwards.

Ji m opened the door wider and stood in the nmusic, as one stands in the rain.

' The merry-go-round. They fixed it!'

W1l nodded. 'She nust've heard the nmusic, gone out at sunrise. Sonething went wong. Mybe
the carousel wasn't fixed right. Maybe accidents happen all the tine. Like to the |ightning-rod
man, himinside-out and crazy. Maybe the carnival |ikes accidents, gets a kick out of them O
maybe they did sonmething to her on purpose. Maybe they wanted to know nore about us, our nanes,
where we live, or wanted her to help them hurt us. Wio knows what? Maybe she got suspici ous or
scared. Then they just gave her nore than she ever wanted or asked for.'

"l don't understand -

But now, in the doorway, in the cold rain, there was tinme to think of Mss Foley afraid of
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mrror mazes, Mss Foley alone not so long ago at the carnival, and naybe scream ng when they did
what they finally did to her, around and around, around and around, too many years, nore years
than she had ever dreaned of shucked away, rubbing her raw, |eaving her naked small, alone, and
bewi | dered because unknown-even-to-hersel f, around and around, until all the years were gone and
the carousel rocked to a halt like a roulette wheel, and nothing gained and all |ost and nowhere
for her to go, no way to tell the strangeness, and nothing to do but weep under a tree, alone, in
the autum rain. .

W11l thought this. Jimthought it, and said:

'"Ch, the poor. . .the poor.
"W got to help her, Jim W else would believe? If she tells anyone, "I'm M ss Foley!" "Get
away!" they'd say, "Mss Foley's left town, disappeared!" "Go on, little girl!" Ch, Jim | bet

she' d pounded a dozen doors this norning wanting hel p, scared people with her scream ng and
yelling, then ran off, gave up, and hid under that tree. Police are probably |ooking for her now,
but so what? it's just a wild girl crying and they' Il |lock her away and she'll go crazy. That
carnival, boy, do they know how to punish so you can't hit back. They just shake you up and change
you so0 no one ever knows you again and let you run free, it's okay, go ahead, talk, 'cause folks
are too scared of you to listen. Only we hear, Jim only you and ne, and right now | feel like I
just ate a cold snail raw'

They | ooked back a last tine at the shadows of rain crying on the wi ndows inside the parlour
where a teacher had often served them cookies and hot chocol ate and waved to them fromthe w ndow
and noved tall through the town. Then they stepped out and shut the door and ran back toward the
enpty |ot.

"W got to hide her, until we can help -

'Hel p?' panted Jim 'W can't hel p oursel ves!

'There's got to be weapons, right in front of us, we're just too blind -

They st opped.

Beyond the thunp of their own hearts, a greater heart thunped. Brass trunpets wail ed.
Tronbones bl ared. A herd of tubas nade an el ephant charge, alarnmed for unknown reasons.

'"The carnival!' gasped Jim 'W never thought! It can conme right into towmn. A Parade! O that
funeral | dreant about, for the balloon?

"Not a funeral and only what | ooks |ike a parade but's a search for us, Jim for us, or Mss
Fol ey, if they want her back! They can march down any old street, fine and dandy, and spy as they
go, drum and bugle! Jim we got to get her before they - '

And breaking off, they flung thensel ves down an alley, but stopped suddenly, and |eaped to
hi de in some bushes.

At the far end of the alley, the carnival band, ani mal wagons, clowns, freaks and all, banged
and crashed between them and the enpty |lot and the great oak tree.

It nust have taken five minutes for the parade to pass. The rain seened to nove on away, the
cl ouds noving with them The rain ceased. The strut of drunms faded. The boys | oped down the all ey,
across the street, and stopped by the enpty Iot.

There was no little girl under the tree.

They circled it, looked up init, not daring to call a nane.

Then very nuch afraid, they ran to hide thensel ves sonewhere in the town.

33

The phone rang.

M Hal | oway picked it up

"Dad, this is WIly, we can't go to the police station, we nay not be hone today, tell Mm
tell Jims nmom

'"WIly, where are you?

"W got to hide. They're | ooking for us.'

"\Who, for God's sake?

‘"I don't want you in it, Dad. You got to believe, we'll just hide one day, two, until they go
away. |If we canme hone they'd follow and hurt you or Ma or Jimis nom | got to go.'

"Wlly, don't!’

'"Ch, Dad,' said WIIl. '"Wsh ne luck.'

dick.

M Hal | oway | ooked out at the trees, the houses, the streets, hearing faraway nusic.
"WIlly,' he said to the dead phone. 'Luck.'
And he put on his coat and hat and went out into the strange bright rainy sunshine that filled
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the cold air.
34

In front of the United Cigar Store on this before-noon Sunday with the bells of all churches
ringing across here, colliding with each other there, showering sound fromthe sky now that the
rain was spent, in front of the cigar store the Cherokee wooden | ndian stood, his carved plunes
pearled with water, oblivious to Catholic or Baptist bells, oblivious to the steadily approaching
sun-bright cynbals, the thunping pagan heart of the carnival band. The flourished druns, the ol d-
wormani sh shriek of calliope, the shadow drift of creatures far stranger than he, did not witch the
I ndian's yell ow hawk-fierce gaze. Still, the drums did tilt churches and plumet forth nobs of
boys curious and eager for any change mld or wild, so, as the church bells stopped up their
silver and iron rain, pewstiffened crowds becane rel axed parade crowds as the carnival, a
pronotion of brass, a flush of velvet, all lion-pacing, mamoth-shuffling, flag-fluttered by.

The shadow of the Indian's wooden tonahawk lay on an iron grille enmbedded in the sidewalk in
front of the cigar store. Over this grille with faint nmetallic reverberations, year after year
peopl e passed, dropping tonnages of m nt-gum w apper, gold cigar-band, matchstub, cigarette butt
or copper penny whi ch vani shed bel ow forever

Now, with the parade, hundreds of feet rang and clustered on the grille as the carnival strode
by on stilts, roared by in tiger and vol cano sounds and col ours.

Under the grille, two shapes trenbl ed.

' Above, like a great baroque peacock striding the bricks and asphalt, the freaks' eyes opened
out, to stare, to search office roofs, church spires, read dentists' and opticians' signs, check
dime and dry goods stores as drums shocked plate glass wi ndows and wax dunm es quaked in
facsimles of fear. A nmultitude of hot and incredibly bright fierce eyes, the parade noved,
desiring, but not quenching its desire.

For the things it nost wanted were hidden in dark

Jimand WII, under the cigar store sidewalk grille.

Crouch-pressed knee to knee, heads up, eyes alert, they sucked their breaths like iron
Popsi cl es. Above, wonen's dresses flowered in a cold breeze. Above, nmen tilted on the sky. The
band, in a collision of cynbals, knocked children against their nothers' knees wi th concussion

"There!' exclained Jim 'The parade! It's right out front the cigar store! What're we doing
here, WIIl? Let's go!'

"No!' cried WIIl, hoarsely, clenching Jims knee. '"It's the nobst obvious place, in front of
everybody! They'll never think to check here! Shut up!'

Thrrrummmm . .

The grille, above, rang with the touch of a man's shoe, and the worn nails in that shoe.

Dad! WII alnost cried.

He rose, sank back, biting his |ips.

Ji m saw t he nan above wheel this way, wheel that, searching, so near, yet so far, three feet
away.

I could just reach up. . .thought WII.

But Dad, pale, nervous, hurried on.

And WII felt his soul fall over cold and white-jelly quivering inside.

Bang!

The boys j erked.

A chewed | unp of pink bubble-gum falling, had hit a pile of old paper near Jims foot.

A five-year-old boy, above, crouched on the grille, peered down with dismay after his vani shed
sweet .

Get! thought WII.

The boy knelt, hands to the grille.

Go on! thought WII.

He had a crazy wish to grab the gumand stuff it back up into the little boy's nouth.

A parade-drum t hunped one huge tine, then - silence.

Jimand WII glanced at each other

The parade, both thought, it's halted!

The smal |l boy stuck one hand half through the grille.

Above, in the street, M Dark, the Illustrated Man, gl anced back over his river of freaks,
cages, at the sunburst tubas and python brass horns. He nodded.

The parade fell apart.

The freaks hurried half to one sidewal k, half to the other, mngling with the crowd, passing
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out handbills, eyes fire-crystal, quick, striking Iike snakes.
The small boy's shadow cooled WII's cheek
The parade's over, he thought, now the search begins.
"Look, Ma!' The small boy pointed down through the grille 'There!’

35

In Ned's Night Spot, half a block fromthe cigar store, Charles Hall oway, exhausted fromno sleep
too nmuch thinking, far too nuch wal king, finished his second coffee and was about to pay when the
sharp silence fromthe street outside nmade hi muneasy. He sensed rather than saw the nild
i nterm ngl ed di sturbance as the parade nelted anong t he sidewal k crowds. Not know ng why, Charles
Hal | oway put his noney away.

"Warmit up again, Ned?

Ned was pouring cof fee when the door swung wi de, soneone entered, and splayed his right hand
lightly on the counter.

Charl es Hal l oway st ared.

The hand stared back at him

There was a single eye tattooed on the back of each finger

‘Mom Down there! Look!'

The boy cried, pointing through the grille.

More shadows passed and |ingered.

I ncluding - the Skel eton.

Tall as a dead tree in winter all skull, all scarecrowstilted bones, the thin man, the
Skel eton, M Skull played his xyl ophone shadow upon hi dden things, cold paper rubbish, warm
flinching boys, bel ow

Go! thought WIl. Go!

The plump fingers of the child gesticulated through the grille.

Go.

M Skull wal ked away.

Thank God, thought WIIl, then gasped, 'Ch, no!

For the Dwarf as suddenly appeared., waddling along, a fringe of bells on his dirty shirt
jingling softly, his toad-shadow tucked under him his eyes |ike broken splinters of brown marble
now bright-on-the-surface mad, now deeply mournfully forever-| ost-and-gone-buried-away nad | ooki ng
for sonething could not be found, a |ost self somewhere, |ost boys for an instant, then the | ost
self again, two parts of the little squashed man fought to jerk his flashing eyes here, there,
around, up, down, one seeking the past, one the i medi ate present.

"Mama!' said the child.

The Dwarf stopped and | ooked at the boy no bigger than hinself. Their eyes net.

WIIl flung hinself back, tried to gumhis body into the concrete. He felt Jimdo the sanme, not
nmovi ng but nmoving his mnd, his soul, thrusting it into darkness to hide fromthe little dram
above.

'Cone on, Junior!' A woman's voice

The boy was puffed up and away.

Too | ate.

For the Dwarf was | ooki ng down.

And in his eyes were the lost bits and fitful pieces of a man naned Fury who had sold
I i ght ni ng-rods how nany days how many years ago in the long, the easy, the safe and wondrous tine
before this fright was born

Oh, M Fury, thought WII, what they've done to you. Threw you under a pile-driver, squashed
you in a steel press, squeezed the tears and screans out of you, trapped you in a jack-in-a-box
all pressed down until there's nothing left of you, M Fury. . .nothing left but this.

Dwarf. And the Dwarf's face was | ess human, nore machine now, in fact, a canera.

The shuttering eyes flexed, sightless, opening upon darkness. Tick. Two | enses expanded-
contracted with Iiquid swiftness: a picture-snap of the grille.

A snap, also, of what |ay beneath?

Is he staring at the nmetal, thought WIIl, or the spaces between the netal ?

For a | ong noment, the ruined-squashed clay doll Dwarf squatted while standing tall. H s flash-
canmera eyes were bul ged wi de, perhaps still taking pictures?

WIl, Jim were not seen really at all, only their shape, their colour and size were borrowed
by these dwarf canera eyes. They were cl apped away in the box-Brownie skull. Later how nuch later?
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- the picture woul d be devel oped by the wild, the tiny, the forgetful., the wandering and I ost
lightning-rod mnd. What |ay under the grille would then be really seen. And after that?
Revel ati on! Revenge! Destruction

dick-snap-tick

Chi l dren ran | aughi ng by.

The Dwarf-child, drawn by their running joy, was swept along with them WMadly, he skipped off,
remenbered hinsel f, and went | ooking for sonething, he knew not what.

The cl oudy sun poured fight through all the sky.

The two boys, boxed in light-slotted pit, hisstled their breath softly out through gritted
teet h.

Ji m squeezed WII's hand, tight, tight.

Both waited for nore eyes to stride along and rake the steel grille.

The bl ue-red-green tattooed eyes, all five of them fell away fromthe counter top

Charl es Hall oway, sipping his third coffee, turned slightly on the revol ving stool

The Il lustrated Man was watching him

Char | es Hal | onay nodded.

The Illustrated Man did not nod or blink, but stared until the janitor wanted to turn away,
but did not, and sinply gazed as calmy as possible at the inpertinent intruder

"What' Il it be?" asked the café proprietor

"Nothing.' M Dark watched WIll's father. 'I'm 1l ooking for two boys.'

Who isn't? Charles Halloway rose, paid, walked off. 'Thanks, Ned.' In passing, he saw the man

with the tattoos hold his hands out, palns up toward Ned.
' Boys?' said Ned. 'How ol d?'
The door sl anmed.
M Dark watched Charles Hall oway wal k of f outside the w ndow
Ned t al ked.
But the Illustrated Man did not hear

Qutside, WIl's father noved toward the library, stopped, noved toward the courthouse,
stopped, waited for sonme better sense to direct him felt his pocket, mnissed his snokes, and
turned toward the United G gar Store.

Jim | ooked up, saw famliar feet, pale faces salt and pepper hair. "WII! Your dad! Call to
him He'll help us!" WII could not speak
"Il call to him"®

WIl bit Jims arm, shook his head violently, No!

Way not ? nmout hed Jim

Because, said WIIl's lips.

Because. . .he gazed up. . .Dad | ooked even smaller up there than he had last night, seen from
the side of the house. It would be like calling to one nore boy passing. They didn't need one nore
boy, they needed a general, no, a major general! He tried to see Dad's face at the cigar counter
wi ndow, and di scover whether it |ooked really older, firner, stronger, than it did |ast night
washed with all the milk colours of the noon. But all he saw was Dad's fingers tw tching
nervously, his mouth working, as if he didn't dare ask his needs fromM Tetley.

"One. . .that is. . .one twenty-five cent cigar.'

"My God,' said M Tetley, above. 'The nan's rich!’

Charl es Hall oway took his time renoving the cell ophane, waiting for sone hint, sone nove on
the part of the universe to show hi mwhere he was goi ng, why he had cone back this way for a cigar
he did not really want. He thought he heard hinself called, twice, glanced swiftly at the crowds,
saw cl owns passing with handbills, then Iit the cigar he did not want fromthe eternal blue-gas
flame that burned in a small silver jet pipe on the counter, and puffing snoke, dropped the cigar
band with his free hand, saw the band bounce on the netal grille, and vanish, his eyes follow ng
it farther down to where.

It lit at the feet of WIIl Halloway, his son

Charl es Hal | oway choked on cigar snoke.

Two shadows there, yes! And the eyes, terror gazing up out of the dark well under the street.
He al nost bent to seize the grate, yelling.

I nstead, incredulous, he only blurted softly., with the crowmd around, and the weat her
cl eari ng:

"Jin? WII! What the hell's going on?

At which norment, one hundred feet away, the Illustrated Man cane out of Ned's N ght Spot.

"M Halloway - ' said Jim
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"Cone up out of there,' said Charles Hall oway.

The Illustrated Man, a crowd anong crowds, pivoted slowy, then wal ked toward the cigar store.
‘Dad, we can't! Don't | ook at us down here!’

The Illustrated Man was sone eighty feet away.

'Boys,' said Charles Halloway. 'The police - '

"M Halloway,' said Jimhoarsely., 'we're dead if you don't look up! The Illustrated Man, if

he -

' The what?' asked M Hal | oway.

'"The man with the tattoos!’

Fromthe café counter, five electric blue-inked eyes fixed M Hall oway's nenory.

'Dad, | ook over at the courthouse clock, while we tell you what happened - '

M Hal | oway strai ghtened up.

And the Illustrated Man arrived.

He stood studying Charl es Hall oway.

"Sir," said the Illustrated Man.

"El even-fifteen.' Charles Halloway judged the courthouse clock, adjusted his wist watch,
cigar in nouth. 'One mnute slow'

"Sir,' said the Illustrated Mn.

WIl held Jim Jimheld WII fast in the gum w apper, tobacco-littered pit, as the four shoes
rocked, shuffled, tilted above.

"Sir," said the man named Dark, probing Charles Halloway's face for the bones there to conpare
to other bones in other half-simlar people, 'the Cooger-Dark Conbi ned Shows have picked two | ocal
boys, two! to be our special guests during our celebratory visit!'

"Well, I - ' WIIl's father tried not to gl ance at the sidewal k.

' These two boys - '

W1l watched the tooth-sharp shoe-nails of the Illustrated Man flash, sparking the grille.

' - these boys will ride all rides see each show, shake hands with every perforner, go hone
with magic kits, baseball bats - '

"Who,' interrupted M Halloway, 'are these |ucky boys?

'Two sel ected from photos snapped on our mdway yesterday. ldentify them sir, and you will
share their fortune. There are the boys!'

He sees us down here! thought WIIl. GCh, God!

The Illustrated Man thrust out his hands.

WIl"s father |urched.

Tattooed in bright blue ink, WIIl's face gazed up at himfromthe pal mof the right hand.

I nk-sewn to the left palm Jinms face was indelible and natural as life.

"You know thenf?' The Illustrated Man saw M Hal loway's throat clench, his eyelids squinch, his
bones struck vibrant as from a sl edgehanmer bl ow. ' Their nanes?

Dad, careful! WII thought.

"I don't - ' said WII's father.
' You know them'
The Il lustrated Man's hands shook, held out to view, asking for the gift of names, making

Jims face on the flesh, WIIl's face on the flesh., Jinms face hidden beneath the street, WIIl's
face hidden beneath the street, trenble, withe, pinch.

"Sir, you wouldn't want themto lose out. . .7

'"No, but - '

"But, but, but?" M Dark |oomed closer, nmagnificent in his picture-gallery flesh, his eyes,
the eyes of all his beasts and hapl ess creatures cutting through his shirt, coat, trousers,
fastening the old nman tight, biting himwith fire, fixing himw th thousandfold attentions. M
Dark shoved his two palns near. "But? - '

M Hal | oway needi ng sonething to excruciate, bit his cigar.

"l thought for a nonent - '

' Thought what?' Grand delight from M Dark.

'One of them |l ooked like - '

' Li ke who?'

Too eager, thought WIIl. You see that, Dad, don't you?

'Mster,' said WIl's father. "Wy are you so junpy about two boys?
"Jumpy. . . ?

M Dark's smle nelted |ike cotton candy.
Ji m scootched hinself down into a dwarf, WII| crammed hinself down into a midget, both | ooking
up, waiting.
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"Sir," said M Dark, 'is nmy enthusiasmthat to you? "Junpy?"'

WIll's father noted the nuscles cord along the arnms, roping and unroping thenselves with a
withe like the puff adders and si dewi nders doubtl ess inked and venonous there.

'One of those pictures,' drawled M Halloway, |ooks Iike MIton Bl unguist.'

M Dark clenched a fist.

A blinding ache struck Jims head.

'The other,' WII's father was al nost bland, 'looks |ike Avery Johnson.
Ch, Dad, thought WIIl, you're great!
The Il lustrated Man cl enched his other fist.

W1l his head in a vice, alnpbst screaned.

"Both boys,' finished M Halloway, 'noved to MI|waukee sone weeks ago.

"You,' said M Dark, coldly, 'lie.

WIll's father was truly shocked.

'Me? And spoil the prizewi nners' fun?

"Fact is,' said M Dark, 'we found the nanes of the boys ten ninutes ago. Just want to doubl e-
check."

'So?' said WII's father, disbelieving.

'Jim' said M Dark. "WII."'

Jimwithed in the dark. WIIl sank his head deep in his shoul der bl ades, eyes tight.

WIll's father's face was a pond into which the two dark stone nanmes sank without a ripple.

"First names? Jin? WII? Lots of Jinms and WIls, couple hundred, town like this.'

WI I, crouched and squirmng, thought, who told? M ss Fol ey? But she was gone, her house enpty
and full of rain shadows. Only one other person

The little girl who | ooked like Mss Fol ey weepi ng under the tree? The little girl who
frightened us so bad? he wondered. In the last half hour the parade, going by, found her, and her
crying for hours, afraid, and ready to do anything, say anything, if only with nusic, horses
pl ungi ng, world racing, they would grow her old again, grow her around again, lift her, shut up
her crying, stop up the awful thing and make her as she was. Did the carnival promse, lie to her
when they found her under the tree and ran her off ? The little girl crying, but not telling all
because -

"Jim WIIl," said WII's father. 'First nanes. Wat about the |last?

M Dark did not know the | ast nanes.

H s universe of nonsters sweated phosphorus on his hide, soured his armpits, reeked, slanmed
between his iron-sinewed | egs.

"Now,' said WIl's father, with a strange, and to hi m al nost-defightful -because-new, calm 'I

think you're lying. You don't know the |last names. Now, why should you, a carnival stranger, lie
to me here on a street in sonme town on the backsi de of nowhere?
The Il lustrated Man clenched his two calligraphic fists very hard.

WIll's father, his face pale, considered these nean, constricted fingers, knuckles' digging
nails, inside which two boys faces, crushed hard in dark vice, tight, very tight in prison flesh,
were kept in fury.

Two shadows, below, thrashed in agony.

The Illustrated Man erased his face to serenity.

But a bright drop fell fromhis right fist.

A bright drop fell fromhis left fist.

The drops vani shed through the steel sidewalk grille.

W1l gasped. Wetness had struck his face. He clapped his hand to it, then | ooked at his palm

The wetness that had hit his cheek was bright red.

He gl anced fromit to Jim who lay still now also, for the scarification, real or inagined,
seemed over and both flicked their eyes up to where the Illustrated Man's shoes flint-sparked the
grille, grinding steel on steel

WIll's father saw the bl ood ooze fromthe clenched fists, but forced hinself to | ook only at
the Illustrated Man's face, as he said:

"Sorry | can't be nore help.'

Beyond the Il lustrated Man, rounding the corner, hands weaving the air, dressed 'm harlequin
Gypsy colours, face waxen, eyes hid behind plumdark gl asses, the Fortune Teller, the Dust Wtch,
came munbl i ng.

A nonent later, looking up, WII saw her. Not dead! he thought. Carried off, bruised, fallen
yes but now back, and mad! Lord, yes, nmad, |ooking especially for ne!

WIll's father saw her. His blood slowed, by instinct alone, to a pudding in his chest.

The crowd opened happily, |aughing and conmenting on her bright if tattered costume, trying to
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remenber what she rhyned, so as to tell it later. She noved, fingers feeling the town as if it
were an inmensely conplicated and | ush tapestry. And she sang:

"Tell you your husbands. Tell you your wives. Tell you your fortunes. Tell you your lives. See
me, | know. See ne at the show. Tell you the colour of his eyes. Tell you the colour of her lies.
Tell you the colour of his goal. Tell you the colour of her soul. Conme now, don't go. See nme, see
me at the show. '

Chil dren appall ed, children inpressed, parents delighted, parents in high good hunour, and
still the Gypsy fromthe dusts of living sang. Tinme wal ked in her murmuring. She made and broke
m croscopi ¢ webs between her fingers wherewith to feel soot fly up, breath fly out. She touched
the wings of flies, the souls of invisible bacteria, all specks, mtes, and nica-snow ngs of
sunlight filtrated with notion and nuch nore hidden enotion.

W1l and Jimcracked their bones, cowered down., hearing:

"Blind, yes, blind. But | see what | see, | see where | be,' said the Wtch, softly. 'There's
a man with a straw hat in autum. Hello. And - why there's M Dark, and. . .an old man. . .an old
man. '

He's not that old! cried WII to hinself, blinking up at the three, as the Wtch stopped, her
shadow falling noist-frog cool on the hidden boys.

' .old man. '

M Halloway was jolted as by a series of cold knives thrust in his stomach.
' .old man. . .old nman. . .' said the Wtch.

She stopped this. "Ah. . .' The hairs in her nostrils bristled.

She gaped her nmouth to savour air. 'Ah. . .°

The Il lustrated Man qui ckened.

"Wait. . .!' sighed the Gypsy.

Her fingernails scraped down an unseen bl ackboard of air.

WIl felt hinmself yip, bark, whinper Iike an aggravated hound.

Slowy her fingers clinbed down, feeling the spectruns, weighing the light. In another nonent,
a forefinger mght thrust to the sidewalk grille, inplying: there! there!

Dad! thought WIIl. Do sonething!

The Illustrated Man, gone sweetly patient now that his blind but i mensely aware dust |ady was
here, watched her with |ove.
"Now. . .' The Wtch's fingers itched.

"Now' said WIIl's father, |oud.

The Wtch flinched.

"Now, this is a fine cigar!' yelled WIl's father, turning with great ponp back to the
count er.

"Quiet. . .' said the Illustrated Man

The boys | ooked up.

"Now - ' The Wtch sniffed the w nd.

"CGot to light it again!* M Halloway stuck the cigar in the eternal blue flane.
"Silence. . .' suggested M Dark.

' Ever snoke, yoursel f?' asked Dad.

The Wtch, fromthe concussion of his fiercely erupted and overly jovial words, dropped one
wounded hand to her side, w ped sweat fromit, as one wi pes an antenna for better reception, and
drifted it up again, her nostrils flared with w nd.

"Ah!" WIIl's father blew a dense cloud of cigar snoke. It made a fine thick cumrul us
surroundi ng the wonan.

"Gah!' she choked.

"Fool!" The Illustrated Man barked, but whether at man or woman, the boys bel ow coul d not
tell

"Here, let's buy you one!" M Halloway bl ew nore snmoke, handing M Dark a cigar

The Wtch expl oded a sneeze, recoiled, staggered away. The Illustrated Man snatched Dad's arm
saw that he had gone too far, let go, and could only follow his Gypsy woman off, in sone clunsy
and totally unexpected defeat. But then in going, he heard WIIl's father say, 'A fine day to you,
sir!'

No, Dad! thought WII.

The Illustrated Man canme back

"Your name, sir?' he asked, directly.

Don't tell him thought WII.

WIll's father debated a nonent, took the cigar fromhis nouth, tapped ash and said, quietly:

"Hal | oway. Work in the library. Drop by sone tinme.'
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"You can be sure, M Halloway. | wll.'

The Wtch was waiting near the corner

M Hal | oway whetted his forefinger, tested the wind, and sent a cunul us her way.
She flail ed back, gone.

The Illustrated Man went rigid, spun about, and strode off, the ink portraits of Jimand WII
crushed hard iron tight in his fists.
Si | ence.

It was so quiet under the grille, M Halloway thought the two boys had died of fright.

And WII, below gazing up, eyes wet, nouth wi de, thought, Oh ny gosh, why didn't | see it
bef ore?

Dad's tall. Dad's very tall indeed

Still Charles Halloway did not | ook down at the grille but only at the snmall conets of
spl ashed red colour left on the sidewal k, trailed around the corner, dropped fromthe clenched
hands of the vanished M Dark. He was al so gazing with surprise at hinself, accepting the
surprise, the new purpose, which was half despair, half serenity, now that the incredible deed was
done. Let no one ask why he had given his true nanme; even he could not assay and give its rea
wei ght. Now he could only read the nunmerals on the courthouse clock and speak to it, while the
boys bel ow, |i stened.

"Ch, Jim WII, sonething is going on. Can you hide, keep out fromunder, the rest of the day?
We got to have tine. Wth things like this, where do you begin? No | aw s been broken, none on the
books, anyway. But | feel dead and buried a nonth. My flesh ripples. Hide, Jim WII, hide. 'l
tell your nothers you've got jobs at the carnival, good excuse for you not coming hone. Stay hid

until dark, then cone to the library at seven. Meantine, |'ll check police records on carnivals,
newspaper files at the library, books, old folios, everything that mght fit. God willing, by the
time you show up, after dark, |I'Il have a plan. Walk easy until then. Bless you, Jim Bless you,
Wil

The smal |l father who was very tall now wal ked sl oWy away.

Its cigar, unnoticed, fell fromhis hand, dropped in a spark shower through the grate.

It lay in the square pit glowing its single fiery pink eye at Jimand WII, who | ooked back
and at |ast snatched to blind and put it out.

36

The, Dwarf, bearing his denented and wildly lighted eyes, nmade his way south on Main Street.
St oppi ng suddenly, he developed a filmstrip in his head, scanned it, bleated and bl undered

back through the forest of legs to reach for and pull the Illustrated Man down where a whi sper was
as good as a shout. M Dark listened, then fled, |eaving the Dwarf far behind.
Reaching the cigar store Indian, the Illustrated Man sank to his knees. Cutching the stee

lattice-grille, he peered down in the pit.

Bel ow | ay yel |l ow newspapers, w lted candy wappers, burnt cigars, and gum

M Dark's cry was muffled fury.

' Lose sonet hi ng?’

M Tetley blinked over his counter.

"The Illustrated Man cl enched the grate, noddi ng once.

"I clean under the grate once a nonth for the noney,' said M Tetley. 'How nmuch you | ose?
D me? Quarter? Half dollar?

Bi ng!

The Illustrated Man gl ared up

In the cash-register window a small fire-red sign junped high

NO SALE

37

The town clock struck seven

The echoes of the great chine wandered in the unlit halls of the library.

An autumm |l eaf, very crisp, fell sonmewhere in the dark. But it was only the page of a book
t ur ni ng.

Of in one of the cataconbs, bent to a table under a grass-green-shaded |anp, |ips pursed,
eyes narrowed, sat Charles Hall oway, his hands trenbling the pages, lifting, rearranging the
books. Now and then he hurried off to peer into the autumm night, watchful of the streets. Then
again he canme back to paper-clip pages, to inset papers, to scribble out quotations, whispering to
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himsel f. Hi s voice brought forth quick echoes fromthe library vaults:

' Look here!’

' .here. . .!I'" said the night passages.
"This picture. . .!'

' .picture. . .!'" said the halls.

"And this!'

. . .this. . .'" The dust settled.

It had been the | ongest day of all the days he could renenber in his life. He had mingled with
strange and not-so-strange crowds, he had searched after the searchers, in the wake of the w de-
scattering parade. He had resisted telling Jims nother, WIIl's nother, nore than they needed to
know for a happy Sunday, and neantine crossed shadows with Dwarf, traded nods with Pinhead and
Fire-eater, kept free of shadowed alleys, and controlled his panic, when, doubling back, he saw
the basenent pit enpty under the cigar store grille and knew that the boys were at hide-and-seek
somewher e nearby or sonmewhere, praise God, very far away.

Then, in the crowds, he noved to the carnival ground, stayed out of tents, stayed free of
rides, observed, watched the sun go down, and just at twlight, surveyed the cold glass waters of
the Mrror Maze and saw just enough on the shore to pull himback before he drowned. Wet all over
cold to the bone, before night caught himhe let the crowd protect, warm and bear himaway up
into town, to the library, and to nost inportant books which he arranged in a great literary clock
on a table, like someone learning to tell a newtime. So he paced round and round the huge cl ock
squinting at the yell owmed pages as if they were noth-w ngs pinned dead to the wood.

Here lay a portrait of the Prince of Darkness. Next a series of fantastic sketches of the
Tenptati ons of St Anthony. Next sone etchings fromthe Bizarie by G ovan-batista Bracelli
depicting a set of curious toys, humanli ke robots engaged in various alchemcal rites. At five
m nutes to twelve stood a copy of Dr Faustus, at two lay on Cccult |conography, at six, under M
Hal loway's trailed fingers now, a history of circuses, carnivals, shadow shows, puppet menageries
i nhabi ted by nount ebanks, minstrels, stilt-walking sorcerers and their fantoccini. Mre: A Manua
of the Air Kingdons (Things That Fly Down History). At nine sharp: By Denons Possessed, |ying atop
Egyptian Philtres, lying atop the Tornents of the Damed, which in turn crushed flat The Spell of
Mrrors. Very late up the literary clock one naned Loconotives and Trai ns, The Mystery of Sleep
Bet ween M dni ght and Dawn, The Wtches' Sabbath, and Pacts Wth Denons. It was all laid out. He
could see the face.

But there were no hands on this clock

He could not tell what hour of the night of life it was for hinself, the boys, or the
unknowi ng town.

For, in sum what had he to go by?

A three-o0'-clock-in-the-norning arrival, a grotesque-looking glass naze, a Sunday parade, a
tall man with a swarm of electric-blue pictures itching on his sweaty hide, a few drops of bl ood
falling down through a pavenent grille, two frightened boys staring up out of the earth, and
hi msel f, al one in mausol eum qui et, nudgi ng the puzzl e together

VWhat was there about the boys that nmade hi mbelieve the sinplest word they whispered up
through the grille? Fear itself was proof here, and he had seen enough fear in his fife to know
it, like the smell froma butcher's shop in sumer twilight.

What was there about the illustrated carnival owner's silences that spoke thousands of
violent, corrupt, and crippling words?

What was there in that old man he had seen through a tent flap late this afternoon, seated in
a chair with the words MR ELECTRI CO bannered over him power webbing and crawling on his flesh
like green |izards?

All, all, all of it. And now, these books. This. He touched Physi ognononi e. The secrets of the
i ndividual's character as found in his face.
Were Jimand WII, then, featured all angelic, pure, half-innocent, peering up through the

sidewal k at marching terror? Did the boys represent the ideal for your Wnan, Man, or Child of
Excel | ent Bearing, Col our, Balance, and Sunmer Di sposition?

Conversely. . .Charles Halloway turned a page. . .did the scurrying freaks, the Illustrated
Marvel , bear the foreheads of the Irascible, the Cruel, the Covetous, the nouths of the Lewd and
Untruthful ? the teeth of the Crafty, the Unstable, the Audaci ous, the Vainglorious, and your
Mur der ous Beast ?

No. The book slipped shut. If faces were judged, the freaks were no worse than many he'd seen
slipping fromthe library late nights in his |ong career

There was only one thing sure.

Two |ines of Shakespeare said it. He should wite themin the nmddle of the clock of books, to
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fix the heart of his apprehension:

By the pricking of ny thunbs,
Somet hi ng wi cked this way cones.

So vague, yet so i mMmense.
He did not want to live with it.

Yet he knew that, during this night, unless he lived with it very well, he might have to live
with it all the rest of his life.
At the w ndow he | ooked out and thought, Jim WII, are you comng? will you get here?

Waiting, his flesh took pal eness from his bones.
38

The library, then, at seven-fifteen, seven-thirty, seven-forty-five of a Sunday night, cloistered
with great drifts of silence and transfixed aval anche of books poised |ike the cuneiform stones of
eternity on shelves, so high the unseen snows of tine fell all year there.

Qut si de, the town breathed back and forth to the carnival, hundreds of people passing near

where Jimand WIIl lay strewn in bushes to one side of the library, now ducking up, now ducking
down to nose raw earth
' Cheezit!

Both snothered in grass. Across the street there passed what coul d have been a boy, could have
been a dwarf, could have been a boy-w th-dwarf-m nd, could have been anything blown along |ike the
scuttle-crab | eaves on the frost-mica sidewal ks. But then whatever it was went away Jimsat up

WIl still lay face buried in good safe dirt.
' Cone on, what's wrong?
"The library,' said WIl. "I'"meven afraid of it, now' Al the books, he thought, perched

there, hundreds of years old, peeling skin, |leaning on each other like ten nmillion vultures. Wlk
al ong the dark stacks and all the gold titles shine their eyes at you. Between old carnival, old
library and his own father, everything old. . .well.

"I know Dad's in there, but is it Dad? | mean what if they canme, changed him made hi m bad
prom sed hi m sonething they can't give but he thinks they can, and we go in there and sone day
fifty years from now soneone opens a book in there and you and ne drop out, like two dry noth-
wi ngs on the floor, Jim soneone pressed and hid us between pages, and no one ever guessed where
we went - '

This was too nmuch for Jim who had to do something to flog his spirits. Next thing WIl knew,
Jimwas hamrering on the library door. Both hammered, frantic to junp fromthis night to that
war mer book- breat hing night inside. Gven a choice of darkness, this one was the better: the oven
snell of books, as the door opened and Dad stood with his ghost-col oured hair.

They tiptoed back through the deserted corridors, WIIl feeling a crazy urge to whistle as he
often did past the graveyard at sundown, Dad asking what nade themlate, and they trying to
remenber all the places they hid in one day.

They had hid in old garages, they had hid in old barns, they had hid in the highest trees they
could clinb and got bored and boredom was worse than fear so they came down and reported in to the
Police Chief and had a fine chat which gave themtwenty safe mnutes right in the station and WII
got the idea of touring churches and they clinbed all the steeples in town and scared pigeons off
the belfries and whether or not it was safer in churches and especially up with the bells or not,
no one could claim but it felt safe. But there again they began to get starchy wi th boredom and
fatigued with sanmeness, and were al nost on the point of giving thenselves up to the carnival in
order to have something to do, when quite fortunately the sun went down. From sundown to now it
had taken a wonderful time, creeping upon the library, as if it were a once friendly fort that
m ght now be nanned by Arabs.

'"So here we are,' whispered Jim and stopped.

"Way am | whispering? It's after hours. Heck!

He | aughed, then stopped.

For he thought he heard a soft tread off in the subterranean vaults.

But it was only his | aughter wal ki ng back t hrough the deep stacks on panther feet.

So when they talked again, it was still in whispers. Deep forests, dark caves, di mchurches,
hal f-1it libraries were all the sanme, they tuned you down, they danpened your ardour, they brought
you to murnmurs and soft cries for fear of raising up phantomtw ns of your voice which m ght haunt
corridors long after your passage.
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They reached the small room and circled the table on which Charles Halloway had laid out the
books, where he had read many hours, and for the first tine | ooked in each other's faces and saw a
dreadful pal eness, so did not comrent.

"Fromthe beginning.' WIIl's father pulled out chairs.

' Pl ease.

So, each taking his part, in their own good tine, the boys told of the wandering-by Iightning-
rod sal esman, the predictions of storms to conme, the |long-after-mdnight train, the suddenly
i nhabi t ed neadow, the moonbl own tents, the untouched but full-wept calliope, then the light of
noon showering over an ordinary mdway w th hundreds of Christians wandering through but no lions
for themto be tossed to, only the naze where tinme lost itself backward and forward in waterfal
mrrors, only the QUT OF ORDER carousel, the dead supper hour, M Cooger, and the boy with the
eyes that had seen all the glistery tripes of the world shaped |ike hung-and-dripping sins and al
the sins tenterhooked and running red and verni nous, this boy with the eyes of a man who has lived
forever, seen too much, nmight like, to die but doesn't know how.

The boys stopped for breath.

M ss Fol ey, the carnival again, the carousel run wild, the anci ent Cooger numy gaspi ng
nmoonl i ght, exhaling silver dust, dead, then resurrected in a chair where green |ightning struck
his skeleton alight, all of it a stormminus rain, mnus thunder, and parade, the cigar store
basenent, the hiding, and at |ast them here, finished, done with the telling.

For a long noment, WIIl's father sat staring blindly into the centre of the table. Then, his

i ps noved.
"Jim WII," he said. "I believe.
The boys sank in their chairs.
"All of it?
ALY
WIl wped his eyes. 'Boy,' he said gruffly. 'I'mgoing to start baw ing."'

"W got no tinme for that! said Jim

"No tinme." And WIIl's father stood up, stuffed his pipe with tobacco, rumaged his pockets for
mat ches, brought out a battered harnonica, a penknife, a cigarette lighter that wouldn't work, and
a meno pad he had always neant to wite sone great thoughts down on but never got around to, and
lined up these weapons for a pygny war that could be |lost before it even started. Probing this
idle refuse, shaking his head, he finally found a tattered matchbox, lit his pipe and began to
muse, pacing the room

"Looks like we're going to do a |lot of tal king about one particular carnival. Were' s it cone
from where's it going, what's it up to? W thought it never hit town before. Yet, by God, | ook
here."'

He tapped a yell owed newspaper ad dated COctober 12, 1888, and ran his fingernail along under
this:

J. C. COOGER AND G M DARK PRESENT THE PANDEMONI UM THEATRE CO. COMBI NED SI DE- SHOAS AND
UNNATURAL MUSEUMS, | NTERNATI ONAL!

'J.C. GM' said Jim 'Those are the sane initials as on the throwaways around town this week.
But - it couldn't be the sane nen. '

'"No?" WIIl's father rubbed his el bows. 'My goose pinples run counter to that.'

He laid forth other old newspapers.

'1860. 1846. Sane ad. Sane nanes. Sane initials. Dark and Cooger, Cooger and Dark, they cane
and went, but only once every twenty, thirty, forty years, so people forgot. Were were they al
the other years? Travelling. And nore than travelling. Always in October: Cctober 1846, Cctober

1860, October 1888, October 1910, and Cctober now, tonight.' His voice trailed off. '. . .Beware
t he autumm peopl e. '
' What ?'

"An old religious tract. Pastor Newgate Phillips, | think. Read it as a boy. How does it go
agai n?'

He tried to renenber. He licked his lips. He did renenber.

"' For some, autumm cones early, stays late through |ife where Cctober follows Septenber and
Novenber touches Cctober and then instead of Decenber and Christ's birth, there is no Bethl ehem
Star, no rejoicing, but Septenber comes again and old Cctober and so on down the years, with no
Wi nter, spring, or revivifying sumer. For these beings, fall is the ever normal season, the only
weat her, there be no choice beyond. Were do they cone fron? The dust. Were do they go? The
grave. Does blood stir their veins? No: the night wind. Wat ticks in their head? The worm What
speaks fromtheir nouth? The toad. What sees fromtheir eye? The snake. What hears with their ear?
The abyss between the stars. They sift the human stormfor souls, eat flesh of reason, fill tonbs
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with sinners. They frenzy forth. In gusts they beetle-scurry, creep, thread, filter, motion, nake
all noons sullen, and surely cloud all clear-run waters. The spider-web hears them trenbles -
breaks. Such are the autumm people. Beware of them™'

After a pause, both boys exhal ed at once.

' The autum people,' said Jim 'That's them Sure!’

"Then - ' WII swallowed - 'does that make us. . .sumrer people?

"Not quite.' Charles Halloway shook his head. 'Ch, you're nearer summer than ne. If | was ever
a rare fine sumer person, that's |ong ago. Mdst of us are half-and-half. The August noon in us
works to stave of f the Novenber chills. W survive by what little Fourth of July wits we've
stashed away. But there are tines when we're all autumm people.’

"Not you,' Dad.

"Not you, M Hall oway!

He turned quickly to see both appraising him pal eness next to pal eness, hands on knees as if
to bolt.

"It's a way of speaking. Easy, boys, I"'mafter the facts. WIIl, do you really know your Dad?
Shoul dn't you know ne, and ne you, if it's going to be us'ns agai nst them ns?

'Hey, yeah,' breathed Jim 'Wo are you?

"W know who he is, darn it!' WII protested.

'"Do we?' said WIl's father. 'Let's see. Charles WIIliam Hall oway. Nothing extraordi nary about
me except I'mfifty-four, which is always extraordinary to the nman inside it. Born in Sweet Wter,
lived in Chicago, survived in New York, brooded in Detroit, floundered in lots of places, arrived

here late, after living in libraries around the country all those years because | |iked being

al one, liked matching up in books what |'d seen on the roads. Then in the nmiddle of all the
runni ng away, which | called travel, in nmy thirty-ninth year, your nother fixed me with one

gl ance, been here ever since. Still nost confortable in the library nights, in out of the rain of

people. Is this ny last stop? Chances are. Wy am| here at all? Right now, it seens, to help
you.'

He paused and | ooked at the two boys and their fine young faces.

"Yes,' he said. 'Very late in the gane. To help you.'

39

Every night-blind Iibrary window clattered with col d.

The man, the two boys, waited for the wind to pass away.

Then WII said: 'Dad. You' ve always hel ped.'

" Thanks, but it's not true.' Charles Halloway exani ned one very enpty hand. 'I'ma fool
Al ways | ooki ng over your shoul der to see what's coming instead of right at you to see what's here.
But then, for what salve it gives nme, every nan's a fool. Wich nmeans you got to pitch in all your
life, bail out, board over, tie rope, patch plaster, pat cheeks, kiss brows, |augh, cry, nake do,
agai nst the day you're the worst fool of all and shout "Help!" Then all you need is one person's
answer. | see it so clear, across the country tonight lie cities, towns and nere jerkwater stops
of fools. So the carnival steams by, shakes any tree: it rains jackasses. Separate jackasses, |
shoul d say, individuals with no one, they think, or no one actual, to answer their "Help!"
Unconnected fools, that's the harvest the carnival conmes snmiling after with its threshing
machi ne. "'

'Ch gosh,' said WII. "It's hopel ess!"’

'"No. The very fact we're here worrying about the difference between sumer and autumm, nakes
me sure there's a way out. You don't have to stay foolish and you don't have to be wong, evil,

sinful, whatever you want to call it. There's nore than three or four choices. They, that Dark
fellow and his friends, don't hold all the cards, |I could tell that today, at the cigar store. I'm
afraid of himbut, | could see, he as was afraid of ne. So there's fear on both sides. Now how can
we use it to advantage?

" How?'

"First things first. Let's bone up on history. If men had wanted to stay bad forever, they
coul d have, agreed? Agreed. Did we stay out in the fields with the beasts? No. In the water with
the barracuda? No. Somewhere we | et go of the hot gorilla's paw. Sonewhere we turned in our
carnivore's teeth and started chew ng bl ades of grass. W been working mulch as nuch as bl ood,
into our philosophy, for quite a fewlife-times. Since then we nmeasure ourselves up the scale from
apes, but not half so high as angels. It was a nice new idea and we were afraid we'd lose it, so
we put it on paper and built buildings like this one around it. And we been going in and out of
these buildings chewing it over, that one new sweet blade of grass, trying to figure howit al
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started, when we made the nove, when we decided to be different. | suppose one night hundreds of

t housands of years ago in a cave by a night, fire when one of those shaggy nen wakened to gaze
over the banked coals at his wonan, his children, and thought of their being cold, dead, gone
forever. Then he nust have wept. And he put out his hand in the night to the woman who nust die
sonme day and to the children who nust follow her. And for a little bit next norning, he treated

t hem somewhat better, for he saw that they, like hinself, had the seed of night in them He felt
that seed like slinme in his pulse, splitting, making nore against the day they would nultiply his
body into darkness. So that man, the first one, knew what we know now. our hour is short, eternity
is long. Wth this know edge cane pity and nercy, so we spared others for the later, nore
intricate, nore nysterious benefits of |ove.

"So, in sum what are we? We are the creatures that know and know too much. That | eaves us
with such a burden again we have no choice, to laugh or cry. No other aninmal does either. W do
bot h, depending on the season and the need. Sormehow, | feel the carnival watches, to see which
we' re doi ng and how and why, and noves in on us when it feels we're ripe.

Charl es Hal |l oway stopped, for the boys were watching himso intently he suddenly had to turn
flushing, away.

'"Boy, M Halloway,' cried Jim softly. 'That's great. Go on.'

'Dad,' said WIIl, amazed. 'l never knew you could talk."'

"You should hear me here late nights, nothing but tal k! Charles Hall oway shook his head. 'Yes,
you shoul d' ve heard. | should've said nore to you any day you nane in the past. Hell. \Were was |?
Leading up to love, | think. Yes. . .love.'

Wl | ooked bored, Jimlooked wary of the word.

And t hese | ooks gave Charl es Hal |l oway pause.

What could he say that night nmake sense to then? Could he say |ove was above all, conmon

cause, shared experience?

That was the vital cement, wasn't it? Could he say how he felt about their all being here
tonight on this wild world running around a big sun which fell through a bigger space falling
through yet vaster imrensities of space, maybe toward and maybe away from Sonethi ng? Coul d he say:
we share this billon-mle-an-hour ride. W have comobn cause against the night. You start wth
little common causes. Why love the boy in a March field with his kite braving the sky? Because our
fingers burn with the hot string singeing our hands. Wiy |ove some girl viewed froma train, bent
to a country well? The tongue remenbers iron water cool on sone long | ost noon. Wy weep at
strangers dead by the road? They resenble friends unseen in forty years. Wy |augh when cl owns are
hit by pies? W taste custard, we taste life. Wiy |l ove the wonan who is your wi fe? Her nose

breathes in the air of a world that | know, therefore | |ove that nose. Her ears hear nusic

m ght sing half the night through; therefore | |ove her ears. Her eyes delight in seasons of the
I and; and so | |ove those eyes. Her tongue knows qui nce, peach, chokeberry, mint and line; | |ove
to hear it speaking. Because her flesh knows heat, cold, affliction, | know fire, snow and pain.
Shared and once again shared experience. Billions of prickling textures. Cut one sense away, cut
part of life away. Cut two senses; life halves itself on the instant. W | ove what we know, we

| ove what we are. Commpn cause, compDn cause, compn cause of nmouth, eye, ear, tongue, hand, nose,
flesh, heart, and soul

But. . .howto say it?

"Look,' he tried, 'put two nmen in a rail car, one a soldier, the other a farmer. One tal ks
war, the other wheat; and bore each other to sleep. But |let one spell |ong-distance running, and
if the other once ran the nmile, why, those nen will run all night |ike boys, sparking a friendship
up fromnenory. So, all nen have one business in comobn: wonen, and can talk that till sunrise and
beyond. Hell.

Charl es Hal l oway stopped, flushed, self-conscious again, knowi ng vaguely there was a target up
ahead but not quite howto get there. He chewed his |ips.

Dad, don't stop, thought WII. Wen you talk, it's swell in here. You'll save us. Go on

The man read his son's eyes, saw the sanme look in Jim and wal ked slowy around the table,
touching a night beast here, a clutch of ragged crones there, a star, a crescent nobon, an antique
sun, an hourglass that told tinme with bone dust instead of sand.

'"Have | said anything | started out to say about being good? God, | don't know. A stranger is
shot in the street, you hardly nove to help. But if, half an hour before, you spent just ten
mnutes with the fellow and knew a little about himand his famly, you mght just junp in front
of his killer and try to stop it. Really knowing is good. Not know ng, or refusing to know, is
bad, or anoral, at least. You can't act if you don't know. Acting w thout know ng takes you right
off the cliff. God, God, you nust think I'mcrazy, this talk. Probably think we should be out duck-
shooti ng, el ephant-gunning balloons, |ike you did, WII, but we got to know all there is to know
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about those freaks and that man heading themup. W can't be good unless we know what bad is, and
it's a shane we're working against time. Show ||l close and the crowds go hone early on a Sunday
night. I feel we'll have a visit fromthe autum people, then. That gives us naybe two hours.'

Jimwas at the wi ndow now, | ooking out across the town to the far black tents and the calli ope
that played by the turning of the world in the night.

"I's it bad?" he asked.

'"Bad?' cried WII, angrily. 'Bad. You ask that!?

"Calmy,' said WIl's father. 'A good question. Part of that show | ooks just great. But the
old saying really applies: you can't get sonething for nothing. Fact is, fromthem you get
not hi ng for sonet hing. They nmake you enpty prom ses, you stick our your neck and - wham'

"Where'd they come fron?' asked Jim 'Wo are they?

WIl went to the window with his father and they both | ooked out and Charles Halloway said, to
those far tents:

' Maybe once it was just one man wal ki ng across Europe, jingling his ankle bells, a lute on his
shoul der nmaki ng a hunchbacked shadow, before Col unbus. Maybe a nman wal ked around in a nonkey skin
a mllion years ago, stuffing hinself with other people's unhappi ness, chewed their pain all day
like spearmint gum for the sweet savour., and trotted faster, revivified by personal disaster
Maybe this son after himrefined his father's deadfalls, mantraps, bone-crunchers, head-achers,
flesh-twi tchers, soul-skinners. These laid the scumon |onely ponds from which cane vi negar gnats
to snuff up noses, nosquitoes to ride sumrer-night flesh and sting forth those bunps that carniva
phrenol ogi sts dearly love to fondl e and prophesy upon. So from one man here, one man there,
wal king as swift as his oily glances, it becanme scuttles of dogmen begging gifts of trouble,
panderi ng m sery, seeking under carpets for centipede treads, watchful of night sweats, harkening
by all bedroom doors to hear nmen tw st basting thenselves with renorse and war m wat er dreans.

'The stuff of nightmare is their plain bread. They butter it with pain. They set their clocks
by deat h-watch beetles, and thrive the centuries. They were the men with the | eather-ribbon whips
who sweated up the Pyranmids seasoning it with other people's salt and other people's cracked
hearts. They coursed Europe on the Wite Horse of the Plague. They whi spered to Caesar that he was
nortal, then sold daggers at half-price in the grand March sale. Sonme nmust have been | azing
clowns, foot props for enperors, princes, and epil eptic popes. Then out on the road, Gypsies in
time, their populations grew as the world grew, spread, and there was nore delicious variety of
pain to thrive on. The train put wheels under them and here they run down the long road out of the
CGot hi ¢ and Baroque; | ook at their wagons and coaches, the carving |ike nedieval shrines, all of it
stuff once drawn by horses, mules, or, nmaybe, nen.

"Al'l those years.' Jinlis voice swallowed itself. The same people? You think M Cooger, M Dark
are both a couple hundred years ol d?

'"Riding that nerry-go-round they can shave off a year or two, any tine they want, right?'

"Way, then - ' The abyss opened at WIIl's feet - '"they could live forever!'

"And hurt people.' Jimturned it over, again and again. 'But why, why all the hurt?

' Because,' said M Halloway. 'You need fuel, gas, something to run a carnival on, don't you?
Wonen |ive off gossip, and what's gossip but a swap of headaches, sour spit, arthritic bones,
ruptured and nended flesh, indiscretions, storns of madness, calns after the storns? If sone
peopl e didn't have sonething juicy to chew on, their choppers would prol apse, their souls with
them Miltiply their pleasure at funerals, their chuckling through breakfast, obituaries, add al
the cat-fight marriages where fol ks spend careers ripping skin off each other and patching it back
upsi de around, add quack doctors slicing persons to read their guts like tea | eaves, then sew ng

themtight with fingerprinted thread., square the whole dynanite factory by ten quadrillion, and
you got the black candl epower of this one carnival
"Al'l the nmeannesses we harbour, they borrow in redoubl ed spades. They're a billion tines

itchier for pain, sorrow, and sickness than the average man. W salt our lives with other people's
sins. Qur flesh to us tastes sweet. But the carnival doesn't care if it stinks by nmoonlight

i nstead of sun, so long as it gorges on fear and pain. That's the fuel, the vapour that spins the
carousel, the raw stuffs of terror, the excruciating agony of guilt, the screans fromreal or

i magi ned wounds. The carnival sucks that gas, ignites it, and chugs along its way.'

Charl es Hall oway took a breath, shut his eyes, and said:

"How do | know this? | don't! | feel it. | taste it. It was like old |eaves burning on the
wind two nights ago. It was a snell like nmortuary flowers. | hear that nmusic. | hear what you tel
me, and half what you don't tell ne. Maybe |I've al ways dreant about such carnivals, and was just
waiting for it to cone sols to see it once, and nod. Now, that tent show plays ny bones like a
mar i nba.

"My skel eton knows.
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"It tells nme.
"I tell you.'

40

"Can they . . ." said Jim "I nmean . . . do they . . . buy souls?"

"Buy, when they can get themfree?" said M. Halloway. "Wy, nost nen junp at the chance to
give up everything for nothing. There's nothing we're so slapstick with as our own imortal souls.
Besides, you're inferring that's the, Devil out there. | only say it's a type of creature has
|l earned to live off souls, not the souls themnmsel ves. That always worried ne in the old nyths. |
asked nysel f, why woul d Mephi st ophel es want a soul ? What does he do with it when he gets it, of
what use is it? Stand back while | throw my own theory over the plate. Those creatures want the
gas off souls who can't sleep nights, that fever by day fromold crines. A dead soul is no
kindling. But a live and raving soul, crippled with self-damation, oh that's a pretty snoutfu
for such as them

"How do | know this? | observe. The carnival is |like people, only nore so. A man, a woman,
rather than wal k away from or kill, each other, ride each other a lifetinme, pulling hair,
extracting fingernails, the pain of each to the other like a narcotic that nmakes exi stence worth
the day. So the carnival feels ulcerated egos nmiles off and |lopes to toast its hands at that ache.
It snmells boys ulcerating to be nmen, paining |ike great unwi se wisdomteeth, twenty thousand mles
away, summer abed in winter's night. It feels the aggravation of niddle-aged nmen |ike nyself, who
gi bber after long-1ost August afternoons to no avail. Need, want, desire, we burn those in our
fluids, oxidize those in our souls, which jet streams out lips, nostrils, eyes, cars, broadcasts
from antennae-fingers, long or short wave, God only knows, but the freak-masters perceive Itches
and conme crab-clustering to Scratch. It's traveled a |l ong way on an easy nmap, wi th peopl e handy by
every crossroad to lend it lustful pints of agony to power it on. So maybe the carnival survives,
living off the poison of the sins we do each other, and the fernent of our nost terrible regrets."”

Charl es Hal | oway snorted.

"Good grief, how much have | said out |oud, how nuch to nyself, the last ten m nutes?"

"You," said Jim "talk a lot."

"I'n what | anguage, danmit!" cried Charles Halloway, for suddenly it seened he had done no nore
than ot her nights wal king exquisitely alone, deliciously propounding his ideas to halls which
echoed them once, then made them vani sh forever. He had witten books a lifetinme, on the, airs of
vast roons in vast buildings, and had it all fly out the vents. Now it all seemed fireworks, done
for color, sound, the high architecture of words, to dazzle the boys, powder his ego, but with no
mark left on retina or mnd after the color and sound faded; a nere exercise in self-declanmation
Sheepi shly he accosted hinsel f.

"How much of all this got through? One sentence out of five, two out of eight?"

"Three in a thousand,"' said WII.

Charl es Hall oway could not but |augh and sigh in one.

Then Jimcut across with:

"Il's. . . isit . . . Death?"
"The carnival ?" The old man lit his pipe, blew snoke, seriously studied the patterns. "No. But
I think it uses Death as a threat. Death doesn't exist. It never did, it never will. But

we' ve drawn so many pictures of it, so nmany years, trying to pin it down, conprehend it, we've got
to thinking of it as an entity, strangely alive and greedy. Al it is, however, is a stopped

wat ch, a loss, an end, a darkness. Nothing. And the carnival wi sely knows we're nore afraid of
Not hi ng than we are of Something. You can fight Sonething. But . . . Nothing? Wiere do you hit it?
Has it a heart, soul, butt-behind, brain? No, no. So the carnival just shakes a great croupier's
cupful of Nothing at us, and reaps us as we tunbl e back headover-heels in fright. Oh, it shows us
Sonet hing that might eventually lead to Nothing, all right. That flourish of nmirrors out there in
the nmeadow, that's a raw Sonething, for sure. Enough to knock your soul sidew se in the saddle.
It's a hit belowthe belt to see yourself ninety years gone, the vapors of eternity rising from
you like breath off dry ice. Then, when it's frozen you stiff, it plays that fine sweet soul -
searching nusic that snells of fresh-washed frocks of women dancing on back-yard lines in My,

that sounds |ike haystacks tranpled into wine, all that blue sky and sumer ni ght-on-the-Iake kind
of tune until your head bangs with the druns that |ook Iike full noons beating around the
calliope. Sinplicity. Lord, | do adnmire their direct approach. Ht an old man with mirrors, watch
his pieces fall in jigsaws of ice only the carnival can put together again. How? Waltz around back
on the carousel to 'Beautiful Onhio' or 'Merry Wdow. ' But they're careful not to tell one thing to
people who go riding to its music."
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"What ?" asked Ji m

"Why, that if you're a miserable sinner in one shape, you're a niserable sinner in another
Changi ng si ze doesn't change the brain. If |I nade you twenty-five tonmorrow, Jim your thoughts
woul d still be boy thoughts, and it'd show O if they turned me into a boy of ten this instant,
my brain would still be fifty and that boy would act funnier and ol der and weirder than any boy
ever. Then, too, tine's out of joint another way."

"Whi ch way?" asked WII.

"I'f I becane young again, all my friends would still be fifty, sixty, wouldn't they? I'd be
cut off fromthem forever, for |I couldn't tell themwhat |I'd up and done, could |I? They'd resent
it. They'd hate ne. Their interests would no |onger be nmine, would they? Especially their worries.
Si ckness and death for them newlife for ne. So where's the place in this world for a man who
| ooks twenty but who is ol der than Methusel ah, what nman could stand the shock of a change |ike
that? Carnival won't warn you its equal to postoperative shock, but, by God, | bet it is, and
nor e!

"So, what happens? You get your reward: madness. Change of body, change of persona
environnent, for one thing. GQuilt, for another, guilt at |eaving your wife, husband, friends to
die the way all men die-Lord, that alone would give a nan fits. So nore fear, nore agony for the
carnival to breakfast on. So with the green vapors comng off your stricken conscience you say you
want to go back the way you were! The carnival nods and listens. Yes, they promise, if you behave
as they say, in a short while they'Il give you back your twoscore and ten or whatever. On the
promi se alone of being returned to nornal old age, that train travels with the world, its side
show popul ated with madnen waiting to be rel eased from bondage, neantinme servicing the carnival,
giving it coke for its ovens."

W I 1 murnured somet hing.

"What ?"

"Mss Foley," nourned WII. Ch, poor M ss Foley, they got her now, just |like you say. Once
she got what she wanted it scared her, she didn't like it, oh, she was crying so hard, Dad, so
hard; now | bet they prom se her soneday she can be fifty again if she'll mnd. | wonder what
they're doing with her, right now, oh, Dad, oh, Jim"

"God help her." WIIl's father put a heavy hand out to trace the old carnival portraits.
"They' ve probably thrown her in with the freaks. And what are they? Sinners who've traveled so
I ong, hoping for deliverance, they' ve taken on the shape of their original sins? The Fat Man.
what was he once? If | can guess the carnival's sense of irony, the way they like to weight the
scal es, he was once a ravener after all kinds and varieties of lust. No matter, there he |lives
now, anyway, collected up in bursting skin. The Man, Skeleton, or whatever, did he starve his
wife's, children's spiritual as well as physical hungers? The Dwarf? WAs he or was he not your
friend, the lightning-rod sal esnan, always on the road, never settling, ever-noving, facing no
encounters, running ahead of the lightning and selling rods, yes, but |leaving others to face the

storm so maybe, through accident, or design, when he fell in with the free rides, he shrank not
to a boy but a nean ball of grotesque tripes, all self-involved. The fortune-telling, Gypsy Dust
Wtch? Maybe soneone who |ived always tonorrow and | et today slide, |ike nyself, and so wound up

pen having to guess other people's wild sunrises and sad sunsets. You tell me, you've seen her
near. The Pinhead? The Sheep Boy? The Fire Eater? The Siamese Twins, good God, what were they?
twins all bound up in tandem narcissisn? W'Ill never know. They'll never tell. W've guessed, and
probably guessed wong, on ten dozen things the last half hour. Now sonme plan. \Were do we go from
her e?"

Charl es Hall oway placed forth a nap of the town and drew in the location of the carnival with
a bl unt pencil.

"Do we keep hiding out? No. Wth Mss Foley, and so many others involved, we just can't. Well
then, how do we attack so we won't be picked off first thing? Wat kind of weapons-"

"Silver bullets." cried WII. suddenly.

"Heck, no!" snorted Jim "They're not vanpires!"”

"I'f we were Catholic, we could borrow church holy water and-"

"Nuts," said Jim "Mvie stuff. It don't happen that way in real life. AmIl wong, M.
Hal | oway?"

"I wish you were, boy."

WIl's eyes glowed fiercely. "Okay. Only one thing to do: trot down to the neadow with a
coupl e gallons of kerosene and sone matches-"

"That's against the law" Ji mexcl ai ned.

"Look who's talking!"

'"Hold on!"
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But everyone stopped right then

VWi sper .

A faint tide of wind flowed up along through the library corridors and into this room

"The front door," Ji mwhispered. "Soneone just opened it."

Far away, a gentle click. The draft that had for a nonent stirred the boys' trouser cuffs and
bl own the man's hair, ceased.

"Someone just closed it."

Si | ence.

Just the great dark library with its labyrinths and hedgerow nmazes of sl eeping books.

"Soneone's inside."

The boys half rose, bleating in the backs of their nouths.

Charl es Hal |l oway waited, then said one word, softly:

"Hi de. "

"W can't |eave you-"

"Hi de. "

The boys ran and vani shed in the dark nmaze. Charles Halloway then rigidly, slowy, breathing
in, breathing out, forced hinself to sit back down, his eyes on the yell owed newspapers, to wait,
to wait, then again . . . to wait sone nore.

41

A shadow noved anong shadows.

Charles Halloway felt his soul subnerge.

It took a long tinme for the, shadow and the nan it escorted to come stand in the doorway of
the room The shadow seened deliberate in its slowness so as to shingle his flesh and cheesegrate
his steadily willed calm And when at |ast the shadow reached the door it brought not one, not a
hundred, but a thousand people with it to | ook in.

"My nane is Dark," said the voice

Charles Halloway let out two fistfuls of air.

"Better known as the Illustrated Man," said the voice. "Wiere are the boys?"
"Boys?" WIIl's father turned at last to appraise the tall man who stood in the door
The Illustrated Man sniffed the yellow pollen that whiffed up fromthe anci ent books as quite

suddenly WIll's father saw themlaid out in full sight, |eaped up, stopped, then began to close
them one by one, as casually as possible.

The Illustrated Man pretended not to notice

"The boys are not home. The two houses are enpty. What a shane, they'|ll mss those free
rides."

"I wish | knew where they were."" Charles Halloway started carrying the books to the shel ves.
"Hell, if they knew you were here with free tickets, they'd shout for joy."

"Woul d they?" M. Dark let his smile nelt like a white and pink paraffin candy toy he no
| onger had appetite for. Softly, he said, "I could kill you."

Charl es Hal | oway nodded, wal ki ng sl owy.

"Did you hear what | said?" barked the Illustrated Man

"Yes." Charles Hall oway wei ghed the books, as if they were his judgrment. "But you won't Kil
now. You're too smart. You've kept the show on the road a long tinme, being smart."

"So you've read a few papers and think you know all about us?"

"'*No, not all. Just enough to scare ne."

"Be nmore scared then,"' said the crowmd of night-crawling illustrations | ocked under bl ack
suiting, speaking through the thin lips. "One of ny friends, outside, can fix you so it seens you
died of nmost natural heart failure."

The bl ood banged at Charles Hall oway's heart, knocked at his tenples, tapped twice at his
wists.

The Wtch, he thought.

H s |ips nmust have forned the words.

"The Wtch." M. Dark nodded.

The ot her shelved the books, w thhol ding one.

"Well, what have you there?" M. Dark squinted. ""A Bible? How very charnming, how childish and
refreshingly ol d-fashioned."

"Have you ever read it, M. Dark?"

"'Read it! |'ve had every page, paragraph, and word read at nme, sir!"™ M. Dark took time to
light a cigarette and bl ow snoke toward the NO SMOKI NG sign, then at WIll's father. "Do you really
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i magi ne that books can harmne? |s naiveté really your arnor? Here!"

And before Charles Halloway could nove, M. Dark ran lightly forward and took the Bible. He,
held it in his tw hands.

"Aren't you surprised? See, | touch, hold, even read fromit."

M. Dark bl ew snoke on the pages as he riffled them

"Do you expect ne to fall away into so many Dead Sea scrolls of flesh before you? Mths,
unfortunately, are just that. Life, and by life | could mean so many fascinating things, goes on
makes shift for itself, survives wildly, and | not the | east wild anong many. Your King Janes and
his literary version of sonme rather stuffy poetic materials is worth just about this nmuch of ny
time and sweat."

M. Dark hurled the Bible into a wastepaper basket and did not look at it again

"l hear your heart beating rapidly," said M. Dark. "'My ears are not so finely tuned as the
Gypsy's, but they hear. Your eyes junmp beyond ny shoul der. The boys hide out there in the warrens?
Good. | would not wish for their escape. Not that anyone will believe their gibberings, in fact
it's good advertisenent for our shows, people titillate, night-sweat, then cone prowing down to
| ook us over, lick their lips, and wonder about investing in our special securities. You cane, you
prow ed, and it wasn't just for curiosity. How old are you?"

Charl es Hall oway pressed his |ips shut.

"Fifty?" purred M. Dark. "Fifty-one?" he nurnmured.

"Fifty-two? Like to be younger?"

"Nol

"No need to yell. Politely, please.” M. Dark hunmed, strolling the room running his hand
over the books as if they were years to be counted. "Ch, it's nice to be young really. Wuldn't
forty be nice, again? Forty's ten years nicer than fifty, and thirty's twenty years nicer by an
i ncredi ble long shot."

"I won't listen!" Charles Halloway shut his eyes.

M. Dark tilted his head, sucked on his cigarette, and observed. "Strange, you shut your eyes,
not to listen. d apping your hands over your ears would be better-"

WIll's father clapped his hands to his ears, but the voice cane through

"Tell you what," said M. Dark, casually, waving his cigarette. "If you help me within fifteen
seconds |I'Il give you your fortieth birthday. Ten seconds and you can celebrate thirty-five. A
rare young age. A stripling, alnost, by conmparison. I'll start counting by nmy watch and by God, if
you should junp to it, lend a hand, | might just cut thirty years off your |ife! Bargains gal ore,
as the posters say of it! Starting all over again, everything fine and new and glorious, all the
things to be done and thought and savored again. Last chancel Here goes. One, Two. Three. Four-"

Charl es Hal l oway hunched away, half crouched, propped hard agai nst the shelves, grinding his
teeth to drown the sound of counting.

"You're losing out, old man, ny dear old fellow " said M. Dark. "Five. Losing. Six. Losing
very much. Seven. Really losing. Eight. Frittering away. Nine. Ten. My God, you fool! Eleven
Hal | oway! Twel ve. Al nbst gone. Thirteen! Gone! Fourteen! Lost! Fifteen! Lost forever!”

M. Dark put down his armwith the watch on it.

Charl es Hal | oway, gasping,, had turned away to bury his face in the smell of ancient books,
the feel of old and confortable | eather, the taste of funeral dust and pressed fl owers.

M. Dark stood in the door now, on his way out.

"Stay there," he directed. "'Listen to your heart. I'll send someone to fix it. But, first,
the boys . "

The crowd of unsleeping creatures, saddl ed upon tall flesh, strode quietly forth into
darkness, borne with and all over upon M. Dark. Their cries and whines and utterances of vague
but excruciating excitements sounded in his husky sunmoning:

"' Boys? Are you there? Wierever you are . . . answer."

Charl es Hall oway sprang forward, then felt the roomspin and whirl him as that soft, that
easy, that nost pleasant voice of M. Dark went calling through the dark. Charles Hall oway fel
agai nst a chair, thought: Listen, ny heart! sank down to his knees, he said, Listen to ny heart!
it explodes! Ch God, it's tearing free!-and could not follow.

The Illustrated Man trod cat-soft in the |abyrinths of shelved and darkly waiting books.
"Boys . . . ? Hear e . . . ?"

Si | ence.

"Boys . . .?"

42
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Somewhere in the recunbent solitudes, the notionless but teeming nillions of books, lost in two
dozen turns right, three dozen turns left, down aisles, through doors, toward dead ends, | ocked
doors, half-enpty shelves, sonewhere in the literary soot of D ckens's London, or Dostoevsky's
Moscow or the steppes beyond, somewhere in the velluned dust of atlas or Geographic, sneezes pent
but set like traps, the boys crouched, stood, |ay sweating a cool and constant brine.

Sonewher e hi dden, Jimthought: He's coni ng

Sonewher e hidden, WII thought: He's near

"Boys . . . ?"

M. Dark came carrying his panoply of friends, his jewel-case assortnent of calligraphica
reptiles which lay sunning thenselves at nidnight on his flesh. Wth himstrode the stitch-inked
Tyrannosaurus rex, which lent to his haunches a machi ned and ancient wellspring mneral-oil glide.
As the thunder lizard strode, all glass-bead ponp, so strode M. Dark, arnmored with vile Iightning
scribbl es of carnivores and sheep bl asted by that thunder and arun before storns of juggernaut
flesh. It was the pterodactyl kite and scythe which raised his arnms alnost to fly the narbl ed
vaults. And with the inked and stencilled flashburnt shapes of pistoned or bl aded doom cane his
usual crowd of hangers-on, spectators gripped to each |inb, seated on shoul der bl ades, peering
fromhis jungled chest, hung upside down in mcroscopic mllions in his arnpit vaults scream ng
bat - screans for encounters, ready for the hunt and if need be the kill. Like a black tidal wave
upon a bl eak shore, a dark tunmult infilled with phosphorescent beauties and badly spoil ed dreans,
M. Dark sounded and hissed his feet, his legs, his body, his sharp face forward.

"Boys . . .?"

| mensely patient, that soft voice, ever the warnest friend to chilly creatures burrowed away,
nested anongst dry books; so he scuttered, crept, scurried, stal ked, tiptoed, wafted, stood

i Mmensely still anong the primtes, the Egyptian nonunents to bestial gods, brushed bl ack
histories of dead Africa, stayed awhile in Asia, then sauntered on to newer |ands.
"Boys, | know you hear nme! The sign reads: SILFNCE! So, |'ll whisper: one of you still wants

what we offer. Eh? Eh?"

Jim thought WII.

Me, thought Jim No! oh, no! not still! not ne!

"Come out." M. Dark purred the air through his teeth. "I guarantee rewards! Woever turns
hinself in wins it all!

Bangi t y- bang!

My heart! thought Jim

Is that ne? thought WII, or Jim!?

"I hear you." M. Dark's lips quivered. "Closer now WII? Jin? Isn't it Jimwho's the, smart
one? Cone along, boy. . . !'"

No! thought WII.

| don't know anything! thought Jim wldly.

"Jim yes . " M. Dark wheeled in a new direction. "Jim show nme where your friend is."
Softly. "We'Il shut himup, give you the ride that woul d have been his if he'd used his head.
Ri ght, Jin?" A dove voice, cooing. "Closer. | hear your heart junp!"

Stop! thought WII to his chest.

Stop! Jimclenched his breath. Stop!

"I wonder . . . are you in this alcove . . . ?"
M. Dark let the peculiar gravity of a certain group of stacks tug himforward.
"You here, Jim. . .? O . . . over behind . . . ?"

He shoved a trolley of books mindlessly off on rubber rollers to bunp through the night. A
long way off, it crashed and spilled its contents to the floor |like so many dead bl ack ravens.

"Smart hi de-and- seekers, both," said M. Dark. "But soneone's snmarter. Did you hear the
carousel calliope tonight? Did you know, soneone dear to you was down to the carousel? WII?
WIily? Wlliam WIIliam Halloway. Were's your nother tonight?"

Si | ence.

"She was out riding the night wind, WIly-WIlliam Around. W put her on. Around. W left her
on. Around. You hear, WIIly? Around, a year, another year, another, around, around!"

Dad! thought WIIl. Were are you

In the far room Charles Hall oway, seated, his heart pounding, heard and thought, He won't
find them | won't nmove unl ess he does, he can't find them they won't listen! they won't believe!
he'll go away!

"Your nmother, WII," called M. Dark, softly. "Around and around, can you guess which
direction, WIIly?"

M. Dark circled his thin ghost hand in the dark air between the stacks.
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"Around, around, and when we |et your nother off, boy, and showed her herself in the Mrror
Maze, you should have heard the one single sound she nmade. She was like a cat with a hair ball in
her so big and sticky there was no way to gag it out, no way to scream around the hair com ng out
her nostrils and ears and eyes, boy, and her old old old. The l|last we saw of her, boy WIly, she

was running off away fromwhat she sawin the mirrors. She'll bang Jims house door but when his
ma sees a thing, two hundred years ol d sl obbering at the keyhol e, begging the nmercy of gunshot
death, boy, Jimis nma will gag the sane way, like a hairballed cat sick but can't be sick, and beat
her away, send her beggaring the streets, where no one'll believe, WII, such a kettle of bones
and spit, no one'll believe this was a rose beauty, your kind relations So WIIl, it's upto us to
run find, ran save her, for we know who she is-right, WIIl, right, WII, right, right, right?2!"

The dark nman's voice hissed away to sil ence
Very faintly now, somewhere in the library, someone was sobbing.

Ah . . .

The Illustrated Man gassed the air pleasantly fromhis dank |ungs.

YessSsSSsSSSSSSs

"Here . . ." he, murnured. "What? Filed under B for Boys? A for Adventure? H for Hidden. S for

Secret. T for Terrified? O filed under J for Jimor N for N ghtshade, Wfor Wlliam H for
Hal | oway? Where are ny two precious human books, so | may turn their pages, eh?,"

He ki cked a place for his right foot on the first shelf of a towering stack

He shoved his right foot in, put his weight there, and swung his left foot free.

"There."

Hs |left foot hit the second shelf, knocked space. He clinbed. His right foot kicked a hole on
the third shelf, plunged books back, and so up and up he clinbed, to fourth shelf, to fifth, to
six, groping dark library heavens, hands clutching shel fboards, then scrabbling higher to Ieaf
night to find boys, if boys there were, |ike bookmarks anobng books.

H s right hand, a princely tarantula, garlanded with roses, cracked a book of Bayeaux
tapestries aspin down the sightless abyss below. It seemed an age before the tapestries struck,
all askew, a ruin of beauty, an aval anche of gold, silver, and sky-blue thread on the fl oor

H s |l eft hand, reaching the ninth shelf as he panted, grunted, encountered enpty space-no
books.

"Boys, are you here on Everest?"

Sil ence. Except for the faint sobbing, nearer now

"Is it cold here? Col der? Col dest?"'

The eyes of the Illustrated Man cane abreast of the el eventh shelf.

Like a corpse laid rigid out, face down just three i nches away, was Ji m Ni ght shade.

One shelf further up in the cataconb, eyes trenbling with tears, lay WIIliam Hal | oway.

"Well," said M. Dark.

He reached a hand to pat WII's head.

"Hell o," he said.

43

To WIIl, the palmof the hand that drifted up was |ike a noon rising.

Upon it was the fiery blue-inked portrait of hinself. Jim too, saw a hand before his face.

Hi s own picture | ooked back at himfromthe palm

The hand with WIIl's picture grabbed WII.

The hand with Jim s picture grabbed Jim

Shrieks and yells.

The Il lustrated Man heaved.

Twi sting, he fell-junped to the floor

The boys, Kkicking, yelling, fell with him They |landed on their feet, toppled, collapsed, to
be held, reared, set right, fistfuls of their shirts in M. Dark's fists.

"Jim" he said. "WII! What were you doing up there, boys? Surely not readi ng?"

"Dad!"

"M . Hall oway!"

WIll's father stepped fromthe dark

The Illustrated Man rearranged the boys tenderly under one armlike kindling, then gazed with

genteel curiosity at Charles Halloway and reached for him WIIl's father struck one bl ow before
his left hand was seized, held, squeezed. As the boys watched, shouting, they saw Charl es Hall oway
gasp and fall to one knee.

M. Dark squeezed that |left hand harder and, doing this, slowy, certainly, pressured the boys
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with his other arm crushing their ribs so air gushed fromtheir nouths.
Ni ght spiraled in fiery whorls like great thunbprints inside WIIl's eyes.
WIll's father, groaning, sank to both knees, flailing his right arm

"Damm you!"

"But," said the carnival owner quietly, "I amalready."

"Damm you, damm you!"

"Not words, old man," said M. Dark. "'Not words in books or words you say, but real thoughts,

real actions, quick thought, quick action, win the day. So!"

He gave one last mghty clench of his fist.

The boys heard Charles Halloway's finger bones crack. He gave a last cry and fell sensel ess.

In one notion |ike a solenm pavane, the Illustrated Man rounded the stacks, the boys, kicking
books from shel ves, under his arnms.

WIl, feeling walls, books, floors fly by, foolishly thought, pressed close.. Wy, why, M.
Dark snells like . . . calliope stean

Bot h boys were dropped suddenly. Before they could nove or regain their breath, each was
gripped by the hair on their head and roused marionettes-wi se to face a wi ndow, a street.

"Boys, you read Dickens?" M. Dark whispered.

Critics hate his coincidences. But we know, don't we? Life's all coincidence. Turn death and
happenstance fl akes off himlike fleas froma killed ox. Look!"

Bot h boys withed in the iron-miden clutch of hungry saurians and bristly apes.

W1l did not know whether to weep with joy or new despair.

Bel ow, across the avenue, passing fromchurch going hone, was his nother and Jim s nother

Not on the carousel, not old, crazy, dead, in jail, but freshly out in the good Cctober air
She had been not a hundred yards away in church during all the last five mnutes!

Moml screamed WI I, against the hand which, anticipating his cry, clanmped tight to his nouth.

"Mom " crooned M. Dark, nockingly. "Come save ne!"

No, thought WII, save yourself, run

But his nother and Jims nother sinply strolled content, fromthe warm church through town.

Moml screanmed W1l again, and some small muffled bleat of it escaped the sweaty paw.

WIl's mother, a thousand niles away over on that side-walk, paused.

She coul dn't have heard! thought WII. Yet-

She | ooked over at the library.

"Good," sighed M. Dark. "Excellent, fine."

Here! thought WII. See us, Moml Run call the police!

"Why doesn't she look at this wi ndow?" asked M. Dark quietly. "And see us three standing as
for a portrait. Look over. Then, come running. We'll let her in."

WIIl strangled a sob. No, no.

H's mother's gaze trailed fromthe front entrance to the first-floor w ndows.

"Here," said M. Dark. "Second floor. A proper coincidence, let's make it proper."'

Now Jimi's nother was tal king. Both wonen stood together at the curb

No, thought WII, oh, no.

And the wonen turned and went away into the Sunday-ni ght town.

WIIl felt the Illustrated Man slunp the tiniest bit.

"Not much of a coincidence, no crisis, no one lost or saved. Pity. Well!"

Draggi ng the boys' feet, he glided down to open the front door

Soneone waited in the shadows.

A lizard hand scurried cold on WIIl's chin.

"Hal | oway, " husked the Wtch's voice.

A chanel eon perched on Jim s nose.

"Ni ght shade, " whi sked the dry-broom voi ce.

Behi nd her stood the Dwarf and the Skel eton, silent, shifting, apprehensive.

obedi ent to the occasion, the boys would have given their best stored yells air, but again, on
the instant recognizing their need, the Illustrated Man trapped the sound before it could issue
forth, then nodded curtly to the old dust woman.

The Wtch toppled forward with her seanmed bl ack wax sewn-shut iguana eyelids and her great
proboscis with the nostrils caked |ike tobacco-bl ackened pi pe bow s, her fingers tracing, weaving
a silent plinth of synbols on the mnd

The boys stared.

Her fingernails fluttered, darted, feathered cold winter-water air. Her pickled green froes
breath crawl ed their flesh in pinples as she sang softly, mewi ng, hunm ng, glistering her babes,
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her boys, her friends of the slick snail-tracked roof, the straight-flung arrow, the stricken and
sky-drowned bal | oon

"Dar ni ng- needl e dragonfly, sew up these nmouths so they not speak!"

Touch, sew, touch, sew her thunbnail stabbed, punched, drew, stabbed, punched, drew al ong
their lower, upper lips until they were, thread-pouch shut with invisible read.

"Dar ni ng needl e-dragonfly, sew up these ears, so they not hear!"

Col d sand funneled WIIl's ears, burying her voice. Miffled, far away, fading, she chanted on
with a rustle, tick, tickle, tap, flourish of caliper hands.

Moss grew in Jims ears, swiftly sealing himdeep

"Dar ni ng needl e-dragonfly, sew up these eyes so they not see!"

Her white-hot fingerprints rolled back their stricken eyeballs to throw the Iids down with
bangs like great tin doors slanmed shut.

WIIl saw a billion flashbul bs expl ode, then suck to darkness while the unseen darning-needl e
i nsect out beyond somewhere pranced and fizzed |ike insect drawn to sun-warnmed honeypot, as
cl oseted voice stitched off their senses forever and a day beyond.

"Dar ni ng- needl e dragonfly, have done with eye, ear, lip and tooth, finish hem sew dark, nound
dust, heap with slunber sleep, nowtie all knots ever so neat, punp silence, in blood like sand in
river deep. So. So."

The Wtch, somewhere outside the boys, |owered her hands.

The boys stood silent. The Illustrated Man took his enbrace fromthem and stepped back

The woman fromthe Dust sniffed at her twin triunphs, ran her hand a last loving tine over her
st at ues.

The Dwarf toddl ed madly about in the boys' shadows, nibbling daintily at their fingernails,
softly calling their nanes.

The Il lustrated Man nodded toward the library. "The janitor's clock. Stop it."

The Wtch, mouth wi de, savoring doom wandered off into the marble quarry.

M. Dark said: "Left, right. One, two."

The boys wal ked down the steps, the Dwarf at Jims side, the Skeleton at WII's.

Serene as death, the Illustrated Man fol | owed.

44

Sonewhere near, Charles Halloway's hand lay in a white-hot furnace, nelted to sheer nerve and
pai n. He opened his eyes. At the same nonment he heard a great breath as the front door swung shut
and a woman's voi ce canme singing in the hall:

"dd man, old man, old man, old man . . . ?"

Where his left hand should be was this swelled bl ood puddi ng which pul sed with such ecstasies
of painit fed forth his life, his will, his whole attention. He tried to sit up, but the pain
hamer bl owed hi m down again "Ad man . . . ?"

Not old! Fifty-four's not old, he thought wldly.

And here she came on the worn stone floors, her nmoth-fingers tapping, scanning braille book
titles, as her nostrils siphoned the shadows.

Char |l es Hal | oway hunched and crawl ed, hunched and crawl ed, toward the nearest stack, cramm ng
pai n back with his tongue. He nust clinb out of reach, clinb where books m ght be weapons fl ung
down upon any night-crawl i ng pursuer

"add man, hear you breat hing.

She on his tide, let her body be sunmoned by every sibilant hiss of his pain.

"dd nman. feel your hurt. "

If he could fling the hand, the pain, out the window where it mght |ie beating |ike a heart,
sunmoni ng her away, tricked, to go seek this awful fire. Bent in the street, he inagined her
brisking her palns at this throb, an abandoned chunk of delirium

But no the hand stayed, glowed, poisoned the air, hurrying the strange nun-Gypsy's tread as
she gasped her avaricious nouth npst ardently.

"Damm you!" he cried. "Get it over with! I'mhere!"

So the Wtch wheeled swift as a black clothes dummy on rubber rollers and swayed over him

He did not even | ook at her. Such weights and pressures of despair and exertion fought for his
attention, he could only free his eyes to watch the inside of his lids upon which multiple and
ever changing |l oonms of terror jigged and ganbol ed.

"Very sinmple." The whisper bent low "Stop the heart!"

Why not, he thought, vaguely.

"Slow," she nurnured
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Yes, he thought.

"'Slow, very slow"

H s heart, once bolting, now fell away to a strange, ease, disquiet, then quiet, then ease.

"Much nore slow, slow. " she suggest ed.

Tired, yes, you hear that, heart? he wondered.

H s heart heard. Like a tight fist it began to relax, a finger at a tine.

"Stop all for good, forget all for good," she whispered.

Vel | why not?

"Slower . . . slowest."

Hi s heart stunbled

And then for no reason, save perhaps for a | ast |ook around, because he did want to get rid of
the pain, and sleep was the way to do that . . . Charles Halloway opened his eyes.

He saw the Wtch.

He saw her fingers working at the air, his face, his body, the heart within his body, and the
soul within the heart. Her swanp breath flooded himwhile, with inmense curiosity, he watched the
poi sonous drizzle fromher lips, counted the folds in her stitch-winkled eyes, the Gla nonster
neck, the mumy-Ilinen ears, the dry-rivulet riversand brow Never in his |ife had he focused so
nearly to a person, as if she were a puzzle, which once touched together mght showlife's
greatest secret. The solution was in her, it would all spring clear this nonment, no, the next, no,
the next, watch her scorpion fingers! hear her chant as she diddled the air, yes, diddled was it,
tickling, tickling, "Slowm" she whispered. "Slow" And his obedient heart pulled rein. D ddle-
tickle went her fingers.

Charl es Hall oway snorted. Faintly, he giggled.

He caught this. Wwy? Wawy aml . . . gigling . . . at such a tine!?

The Wtch pulled back the nmerest quarter inch as if sone strange but hidden electric Iight
socket, touched with wet whorl, gave shock

Charl es Hall oway saw but did not see her flinch, sensed but seemed in no way to consider her
wi thdrawal , for al nost inmediately, seizing the initiative, she flung herself forward, not
touching, but nutely gesticulating at his chest as one mght try to spell an antique clock
pendul um

"Slow" she cried.

Sensel essly, he permitted an idiot snmile to balloon itself up fromsomewhere to attach itself
with carel ess ease under his nose.

"Slowest!"

Her new fever, her anxiety which changed itself to anger was even nore of a toy to him A part
of his attention, secret until now, |eaned forward to scan every pore of her Halloween face.
Sonehow, irresistibly, the prinme thing was: nothing mattered. Life in the end seenmed a prank of
such size you could only stand off at this end of the corridor to note its meaningless |length and
its quite unnecessary height, a nountain built to such ridiculous imensities you were dwarfed in
its shadow and nocking of its ponp. So with death this near he thought nunbly but purely upon a
billion vanities, arrivals, departures, idiot excursions of boy, boy-man, nan and ol d-man goat. He
had gathered and stacked all nanner of foibles, devices, playthings of his egotismand now,
between all the silly corridors of books, the toys of his |ife swayed. And none nore grotesque
than this thing named Wtch Gypsy Reader-of-Dust, tickling, that's what! just tickling the air!
Fool! Didn't she know what she was doi ng! He opened his nouth.

O itself, like a child born of an unsuspecting parent, one single raw | augh broke free.

The Wtch swooned back

Charles Halloway did not see. He was far too busy letting the joke rush through his fingers,
letting hilarity spring forth of it's own volition along his throat, eyes squeezed shut; there it
flew, whipping shrapnel in all directions.

"You!" he cried, to no one, everyone, hinself, her, them it, all. "Funny! You!"

"No," the Wtch protested.

"Stop tickling!" he gasped.

"Not!" she lunged back, frantically. "Not! Sleep! Slow Very slow"

"No tickling is all it is, for sure," he roared. "Ch, ha! Ha, stop!"

"Yes, stop heart!" she squealed. "Stop blood." Her own heart nust have shaken like a
tanmbouri ne; her hands shook. In md-gesticulation she froze and becanme, aware of the silly
fingers.

"Ch, ny God!" He wept beautiful glad tears. "Get off nmy ribs, oh, ha, go on, ny heart!"

"Your heart, yesssssss!”

"God!" He popped his eyes wide, gulped air, released nore soap and water washi ng everything
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clear, incredibly clean. "Toys! The key sticks out your back! Wio wound you up!?"

And the largest roar of all, flung at the woman, burnt her hands, seared her face, or so it
seened, for she seized herself as froma blast furnace, wapped her fried hands in Egyptian rags,
gri pped her dry dugs, skipped back, gave pause, then started a slow retreat, nudged, pushed,
punmel ed inch by inch, foot by foot, clattering bookracks, shelves, funbling for handhol ds on
vol umes that thrashed free as she scranbl ed them down. Her brow knocked dim histories, vain
theories, duned-up time, prom sed but conprom sed years. Chased, bruised, beaten by his |augh
whi ch echoed, rang, swamto fill the marble vaults, she whirled at last, claws razoring the wild
air and fled to fall downstairs.

Morments | ater, she managed to cram herself through the front door, which slamed!

Her fall, the door slam al nost broke his frame with | aughter

"Ch God, God, please stop, stop yourself!" he begged of his hilarity.

And thus begged, his hunor |et be.

In mid-roar, at last, all faded to honest |aughter, pleasant chuckling, faint giggling, then
softly and with great contentnent receiving and giving, breath, shaking his happy-weary head, the
good ache of action in his throat and ribs, gone fromhis crunpled hand. He | ay against the
stacks, head | eaned to sone dear befriendi ng book, the tears of releaseful mrth salting his
cheeks, and suddenly knew her gone.

Wiy? he wondered. What did | do?

Wth one last bark of mirth, he rose up, slow

What ' s happened? Ch, God, let's get it clear! First, the drug store, a half-dozen aspirin to
cure this hand for an hour, then, think. In the last five mnutes you did win sonmething, didn't
you? What's victory taste |ike?

Try to renenber

And smiling a new smile at the ridicul ous dead-animal |eft hand nested in his right crooked
el bow, he hurried down the night corridors, and out into town.

111
Departures
45

The smal | parade noved, soundl ess, past the eternally revol ving, ending-but-unending candy
serpentine of M. Crosetti's barber pole, past all the darkening or darkened shops, the enptying
streets, for people were home now fromthe church suppers, or out at the carnival for the [|ast

si de show or the |ast high-1ladder diver floating |like nilkweed down the night.

WIl"'s feet, far away bel ow, clubbed the sidewal k. One, two, he thought, soneone tells ne
left, right. Dragonfly whi spers: one-two.

Is Jimin the parade?! WIIl's eyes flicked the briefest to one side. Yes! But who's the other
little one? The gone-nmad, everything' s-interesting-so-touch-it, everything' s red-hot, pull-back
Dwarf! Plus the Skel eton. And then behind, who were all those hundreds, no, thousands of people
mar chi ng al ong, breathing down his neck?

The Il lustrated Man.

Wl nodded and whined so high and silently that only dogs, dogs who were no hel p, dogs who
could not speak, mght hear.

And sure enough, |ooking obliquely over, he saw not one, not two, but three dogs who, snelling
t he occasion, their own parade, now ran ahead, now fell behind, their tails Iike guidons for the

pl at oon.
Bar k! thought WII, like in the novies! Bark, bring the police
But the dogs just smiled and trotted.
Coi nci dence, please, thought WIIl. Just a snall one!

M. Tetley! Yes! WII saw but-did-not-see M. Tetley! Rolling the wooden | ndian back into his
shop, closing for the night!

"Turn heads," murrmured the Illustrated Man

Jimturned his head. WIIl turned his head.

M. Tetley sniled.

"Smile," murnmured M. Dark

The two boys smi | ed.

"Hello!'" said M. Tetley.

"Say hello," soneone whi spered.
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"Hello," said Jim
""Hello," said WII.
The dogs barked.

"Afree ride at the carnival,” nurnured M. Dark.
"Free ride," said WII.

"*At the carnival!" cracked Jim

Then, |ike good machines, they shut up their sniles.

"'Have fun!" called M. Tetley.

The dogs barked j oy.

The parade marched on.

"Fun," said M. Dark. "Free rides. Wen the crowds go hone, half an hour fromnow. We'IlIl ride
Jimround. You still want that, JinP"

Hearing but not hearing, |ocked away in hinself, WIIl thought, Jim don't |isten!

Jims eyes slid: wet or oily, it was hard to tell

"You'l |l travel with us, Jim and if M. Cooger doesn't survive (it's a near thing for him we
haven't saved himyet, we'll try again now) but if he doesn't nmake it, Jim how would you like to
be partners? I'll grow you to a fine strong age, eh? Twenty-two? twenty-five?' . Dark and

Ni ght shade, N ghtshade and Dark, sweet |ovely nanes for such as we with such as the side shows to
run around the world! Wat say, JinP"

Jim said nothing, sewn up in the Wtch's dream

Don't listen! wailed his best friend, who heard nothing but heard it all

"And WII?" said M. Dark. "Let's ride him back and back, eh? Make him a babe in arns, a babe
for the Dwarf to carry like a clown-child, roundabout in parades, every day for the next fifty
years, would you like that, WII? to be a babe forever? not able to talk and tell all the lovely
things you know? Yes, | think that's best for WIl. A plaything, a little wet friend for the
Dwar f ! "

W1l rmust have screaned.

But not out | oud.

For only the dogs barked, in terror; yiping, off they ran, as if pelted with rocks.

A man canme around the coner.

A pol i ceman.

"Who's this?" nmuttered M. Dark.

"M. Kolb," said Jim

"M. Kolb!" said WII.

"Dar ni ng-needl e, " whispered M. Dark. "Dragonfly." Pain stabbed WIl's ears. Mss stuffed his
eyes. Gumglued his teeth. He felt a nultitudi nous tapping, shuttling, weaving, about his face,
all nunmb agai n.

"Say hello to M. Kolb."

"Hello, " said Jim

". . . Kolb . . ." said the dreaming WII

"Hel | o, boys. Gentlenen.”

"Turn here," said M. Dark.

They turned.

Away toward nmeadow country, away fromwarmlights, good town, safe streets, the drum ess march
progressed.

46

Stretched out over, a mle of territory the straggling parade now noved as foll ows:

At the edge of the carnival mdway, stunping the grass with their dead feet, Jimand WII
paced friends who constantly retold the wondrous uses of darning-needl e dragonflies.

Behind, a good half nile, trying to catch up, wal king nmysteriously wounded, the Gypsy, who
whor | - synbol ed t he dust.

And yet farther back came the janitor-father, now slowing hinmself with remenbrances of age
now pacing swiftly young with thoughts of the brief first encounter and victory, carrying his |left
hand patted to his chest, chew ng nedici nes as he went.

At the midway rim M. Dark |ooked back as if an inner voice had naned the stragglers in his
wi dely separated naneuver. But the voice failed, he was unsure. He nodded briskly, and Dwarf,

Skel eton, Jim WIIl thrust through the crowd.

Jimfelt the river of bright people wash by all around but not touching. WII heard waterfal

| aughter here, there, and hi mwal ki ng through the downpour. An explosion of fireflies bl ossomed on
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the sky; the ferris wheel, exultant as a titanic fireworks, dilated above them

Then they were at the Mrror Maze and sidling, coliding, bunping, careening through the
unfol ded i ce ponds where stricken spider-stung boys nmuch |ike thensel ves appeared, vani shed a
t housand times over

That's nme! thought Jim

But | can't help me, thought WII, no matter how nany of ne there are!

And crowd of boys, plus crowd of reflected M. Dark's illustrations, for he had taken off his
coat and shirt now, crammed and crushed through to the Waxworks at the end of the maze.

"Sit," said M. Dark. "Stay."

Anong the wax figures of nurdered, gunshot, guillotined, garroted nmen and wonen the two boys
sat |ike Egyptian cats, unblinked, untw tched, unswall ow ng.

Sone | ate visitors passed through, |aughing. They commented on all the wax figures.

They did not notice the thin Iine of saliva crept fromthe comer of one "wax" boy's nouth.

They did not see how bright was the second "wax" boy's stare, which suddenly brimed and ran
cl ear water down his cheek

Qutside, the Wtch linped in through back alleys of rope and peg between the tents.

"Ladi es and gentl enen!"

The last crowd of the night, three or four hundred strong, turned as a body.

The Illustrated Man, stripped to the waist, all nightmare viper, sabertooth, |ibidinous ape,
clotted vulture, all sal non-sul phur sky rose up wi th annunci ati ons:

"The | ast free event this evening! Cone one! Cone all!"

The crowd surged toward the main platformoutside the freak tent, where stood Dwarf, Skel eton
and M. Dark.

"The Most Amazingly Dangerous, ofttimes Fatal -Wrld Fanpus BULLET TRICK!'"

The crowd gasped with pl easure.

"The rifles, if you please!"

The Thin One cracked wide a racked display of bright artillery.

The Wtch, hurrying up, froze when M. Dark cried: "' And here, our death-defier, the bullet-
catcher who will stake her |ife-Mdenvoiselle Tarot!"

The Wtch shook her head, bleated, but Dark's hand swept down to swing her like a child to the
platform still protesting, which gave Dark pause, but, in front of everyone now, he went on

"A volunteer, please, to fire the rifle!"

The crowd runbl ed softly, daring itself to speak up

M. Dark's nmouth barely noved. Under his breath he asked, "lIs the clock stopped?"

"Not," she whined, "stopped."

"No?" he al nost burst out.

He burnt her with his eyes, then turned to the audience and let his nouth finish the spiel
his fingers rapping over the rifles.

"Vol unt eers, please!"”

"Stop the act,"” the Wtch cried softly, winging, her hands.

"It goes on, damm you, worse than doubl e-danm you" he whi spered, whistled fiercely.

Secretly, Dark gathered a pinch of flesh on his wist, the illustration of a black-nun blind
wonman, which he bit with his fingernails.

The Wtch spasnmed, seized her breast, groaned, ground her teeth. "Mercy!" she hissed, half
al oud.

Sil ence fromthe crowd.

M. Dark nodded swiftly.

"Since there are no vol unteers-
will cancel our last act and-"

"Here! A volunteer!"

The crowd turned.

M. Dark recoiled., then asked: "Were?"'

"Here."

Far out at the edge of the crowd, a hand lifted, a path opened.

M. Dark could see very clearly the man standi ng there, alone.

Charl es Hall oway, citizen, father, introspective husband, night-wanderer, and janitor of the
town library.

He scraped his illustrated wist. The Wtch shuddered. "'W

47

The crowd's appreciative clanor faded.
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Charl es Hall oway did not nove.

He et the path grow | eading down to the platform

He coul d not see the expression on the faces of the freaks standing up there. H s eyes swept
the crowd and found the Mrror Maze, the enpty oblivion which beckoned with ten tinmes a thousand
mllion Iight years of reflections, counterreflections,, reversed and doubl e-reversed, plunging
deep to nothing, face-falling to nothing, stonmach-dropping away to yet nore sickening plumets of
not hi ng.

And yet, wasn't there an echo of two boys in the powdered silver at the back of each gl ass?
Did or did he not perceive, with the trenulous tip of eyelash if not the eye, their passage
through, their wait beyond, warm wax anongst cold, waiting to be key-wound by terrors, run free in
pani cs?

No. thought Charles Halloway, don't think. Get on with this!

"Com ng!" he shout ed.

"Go get 'em Pop!" a man said.

"Yes," said Charles Halloway. " | will."

And he wal ked down through the crowd.

The Wtch spun slowy, nagnetized at the night-wandering volunteer's approach. Her eyelids
jerked at their sewn bl ack-wax threads behind dark gl asses.

M. Dark, the illustration-drenched, superinfested civilization of souls, |eaned fromthe
platform gladly whetting his Iips. Thoughts spun fiery Catherine wheels in his eyes, quick
qui ck, what, what, what!

And the aging janitor, fixing a smle to his face like a white celluloid set of teeth froma
Cracker Jack box, strode on, and the crowd opened as the sea before Mses and cl osed behind, and
hi m wondering what to do? why was he here? but on the nove, steadily, neverthel ess.

Charl es Hall oway's foot touched the first step of the platform

The Wtch trenbled secretly.

M. Dark felt this secret, glanced sharply. Swiftly he put his hand out to grab for the good
right hand of this fifty-four-year-old man

But the fifty-four-year-old nan shook his head, would not give his hand to be held, touched,
or hel ped up.

"Thanks, no."

On the platform Charles Hall oway waved to the crowd.

The people set off a few firecrackers of appl ause.

"But-" M. Dark was anazed- "your left hand, sir, you can't hold and fire a rifle if you have
only the use of one hand!"

Charl es Hal | onay pal ed.

“I'll doit," he said. "Wth one hand."

"Hoorah!" cried a boy, bel ow.

"Go it, Charliel™ a man called, out beyond.

M. Dark flushed as the crowd | aughed and appl auded even | ouder now. He lifted his hands to

ward of f the wave of refreshing sound, like rain that washed in fromthe people.
"All right, all right! Let's see if he can do it!"
Brutally, the Illustrated Man snapped a rifle fromits locks, hurled it through the air.

The crowd gasped.

Charl es Hall oway ducked. He put up his right hand. The rifle slapped his palm He grabbed. It
did not fall. He had it good.

The audi ence hooted, said things against M. Dark's bad manners which nmade himturn away for a
nmoment, damming himsel f, silently.

WIil's father lifted the rifle, beaning

The crowd roared.

And while the wave of applause cane in, crashed, and went back down the shore, he |ooked again
to the maze, where the sensed but unseen shadow shapes of WIl and Jimwere filed anong titanic
razor bl ades of revelation and illusion, then back to the Medusa gaze of M. Dark, swiftly
reckoned with, and on to the stitched and jittering sightless nun of mdnight, sidling back still
nmore. Now she was as far as she could sidle, at the far end of the platform alnpst pressed to the
whorl ed red-black rifle bull's-eye target.

"Boy!" shouted Charl es Hall onay.

M. Dark stiffened.

"I need a boy volunteer to help ne hold the rifle!" shouted Charles Hall oway.

"Sonmeone! Anyone!" he shout ed.

A few boys in the crowd shifted around on their toes.
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"Boy!" shouted Charles Halloway. "Hold on. My son's out there. He'll volunteer, won't you,
AR

The Wtch flung one band up to feel the shape of this audacity which canme off the fifty-four-
year-old nan like a fever. M. Dark was spun round as if hit by a fast-traveling gunshot.

"WIlI!" called his father

In the Wax Museum W1 | sat notionless.

"WIIl!" called his father. "Come on, boy!"

The crowd | ooked | eft, |ooked right, |ooked back
No answer

WIl sat in the Wax Miuseum

M. Dark observed all of this with some respect, sone degree of admiration, sone concern; he
seermed to be waiting, just as was WIIl's father.

"WIIl, come help your old man!" M. Halloway cried, jovially.

WIl sat in the Wax Miuseum

M. Dark sml ed.

"WIl! WIly! Conme here!"'

No answer.

M. Dark sniled nore.

"WIly! Don't you hear your old man?"

M. Dark stopped smling.

For this last was the voice of a gentleman in the, crowd, speaking up

The crowd | aughed.

"WII!" called a wonan.

"WIly!" called anot her

"Yoohoo!" A gentlenman in a beard.

"Come on, Wlliam" A boy.

The crowd | aughed nore, jostled el bows.

Charl es Halloway called. They called. Charles Halloway cried to the hills. They cried to the
hills.

WD WIly!l WIliam"

A shadow shuttled and wove in the nirrors.

The Wtch broke out chandeliers of sweat.

"There!"

The crowd stopped calling.

As did Charles Hall oway, choked on the nane of his son now, and silent.

For WIIl stood in the entrance of the Maze, |ike the wax figure that he al nost was.

"WIIl," called his father, softly.

The sound of this chinmed the sweat off the Wtch.

W1l rnoved, unseeing, through the crowd.

And handing the rifle down like a cane for the boy to grasp, his father drew hi mup onto the
st and.

"Here's my good | eft hand!" announced the father

W1l neither saw nor heard the crowd sound forth a solid and of fensive appl ause.

M. Dark had not noved, though Charles Halloway could see him during all this, lighting and
setting off cannon crackers in his head; but each, one by one, fizzled and died. M. Dark could
not guess what they were up to. For that matter, Charles Hall oway did not know or guess. It was as
if he had witten this play for hinself, over the years, in the library, nights, torn up the play
after menorizing it, and now forgotten what he had set forth to renenber. He was relying on secret
di scoveries of self , noment by nonent, playing by ear, no! heart and soul! And . . . now?!

The brightness of his teeth seemed to strike the Wtch blinder! |npossible! She flung one hand
to her gl asses, her sewn eyelids!

"Closer, everyone!" called WII's father.

The crowd gathered in. The platformwas an island. The sea was peopl e.

"'"Watch the bull's-eye targeteer!"”

The Wtch nmelted in her rags.

The Illustrated Man | ooked left, found no pleasure in the Skel eton, who sinply | ooked thinner;
found no pleasure |l ooking right to a Dwarf who blandly dwelt in squashed idiot madness.

"The bullet, please!™ WIIl's father said, am ably.

The thousand illustrations on his jerking horseflesh franme did not hear, so why should M.
Dar k?

"If you please," said Charles Halloway. "The bullet? So | may knock that flea off the old
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Gypsy's wart!"

W1l stood notionless.

M. Dark hesitated.

Qut in the choppy sea, sniles flashed, here, there, a hundred, two hundred, three hundred
whi tenesses, as if a vast titillation of water had been provoked by a lunar gravity. The tide
ebbed.

The Illustrated Man, in slow nmotion, proffered the bullet. His arm a |ong nol asses
undul ation, lazed to offer the bullet to the boy, to see if he would notice; he did not notice.

H s father took the mssile.

"Mark it with your initials," said M. Dark, by rote.

"No, with nore!" Charles Halloway raised his son's hand and nade himhold the bullet, so he
coul d take a penknife with his one good hand and carve a strange synmbol on the |ead.

What ' s happeni ng? WIIl thought. | know what's happenng. | don't know what's happeni ng? What!?

M. Dark saw a crescent nmoon on the bullet, saw nothing wong with such a noon, ramed it in
the rifle, slapped the rifle back at WIl's father, who once nore caught it deftly.

"Ready, WII?"

The boy's peach face drowsed in the slightest nod.

Charles Halloway flicked a | ast glance at the naze, thought, Jim you there still? Get ready!

M. Dark turned to go pat, conjure, calmhis dust-crone friend, but cracked to a halt at the
crack of the rifle being reopened, the bullet ejected by WIIl's father, to assure the audience it
was there. It seened real enough, yet he had read |long ago that this was a substitute bullet,
shaped of a very hard steel-colored crayon wax. Shot through the rifle it would dissolve out the
barrel as snoke and vapor. At this very nonent, having sonehow swtched bullets, the Illustrated
Man was slipping the real marked bullet into the Wtch's jerking fingers. She would hide it in her
cheek. At the shot, she would pretend to jolt under the inmagi ned inpact, then reveal the bull et
caught by her yellow rat teeth. Fanfare! Applause!

The Illustrated Man, glancing up, saw Charles Halloway with the opened rifle, the wax bullet.
But instead of revealing what he knew, M. Halloway sinply said, ""Let's cut our mark nore
clearly, eh, boy?"' And with his penknife, the boy holding the bullet in his sensel ess hand, he
mar ked this fresh new wax unmarked bullet with the sanme nmysterious crescent noon, then snapped it
back into the rifle.

"Ready?!"

M. Dark | ooked to the Wtch.

Who hesitated, then nodded, once, faintly.

"Ready!" announced Charl es Hal |l oway.

And all about lay the tents, the breathing crowds, the anxious freaks, a Wtch iced with
hysteria, Jimhidden to be found, an ancient nummy still seated glowing with blue fire in his
electric chair, and a nmerry-go-round waiting for the show to cease, the cromd to go, and the
carnival to have its way with boys and janitor trapped if possible, and al one.

"WIlIl," said Charles Halloway conversationally, as he lifted the now suddenly heavy rifle
"Your shoulder here is ny brace. Take the middle of the rifle, gently, with one hand. Take it,
WIIl." The boy raised a hand. "That's it, son. Wen | say 'hold,' hold your breath. Hear ne?"

The boy's head trenored with the slightest affirmation.

He slept. He dreamed. The dream was ni ghtmare. The nightrmare was this.

And the next part of this was his father shouting:

"Ladi es! Gentlenen!"

The illustrated Man clenched his fist. WIl's picture, lost init., like a flower, was
crushed.

WIl tw sted.

The rifle fell.

Charl es Hal |l oway pretended not to notice.

"Me and WIIl here will now, together, himbeing the good left arml can't use, do the one and
only nost dangerous, sonetinmes fatal, Bullet Trick!"

Appl ause. Laughter.

Quickly the fifty-four-year-old janitor, denying each year, laid the rifle back on the boy's
j erki ng shoul der.

"Hear that, WII|? Listen! That's for us!"

The boy listened. The boy grew calm

M. Dark tightened his fist.

WIl was taken with slight palsy.

"W'll hit "embull's-eye on, won't we, boy!" said his father
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More |aughter.

And the boy grew very calmindeed, with the rifle on his shoulder, and M. Dark squeezed tight
on the peach-fuzz face nestled in the flesh of his hand, but the boy was serene in the |aughter
which still flowed and his father kept the hoop rolling thus:

"Show the | ady your teeth, WII!"

W1l showed the wonman agai nst the target his teeth. The blood fell away fromthe Wtch's f
ace.

Now Charl es Hal | oway showed her his teeth, too, such as they were.

And winter lived in the Wtch.

"'Boy," said soneone in the audience, "she's great. Acts scared! Look!"

"I'"'m | ooking, thought WIl's father, his |l eft hand useless at his side his right hand up to
the rifle trigger, his face to the sight as his son held the rifle unswervingly pointed at the
bull's-eye and the Wtch's face superinposed there, and the |ast nonment cone, and a wax bullet in
the chamber, and what could a wax bullet do? A bullet that dissolved in transit, what use? why
were they here, what could they do? silly, silly!

No! thought WII's father. Stop

He stopped the doubts.

He felt his nmouth shape words with no sound.

But, the Wtch heard what he said.

Above the dying laughter, before the warm sound was conpl etely goes, he nade these words,
silently with his |ips:

The crescent nmoon | have marked on the bullet is not a crescent noon.

It is ny owmn snile.

| have put ny snmile on the bullet in the rifle.

He said it once.

He waited for her to understand.

He said it, silently, again.

And in the nonment before the Illustrated Man hinsel f transl ated the nouthi ngs, quickly,
Charles Halloway cried, faintly, "Hold!'" WII held his breath. Far back anbng wax statues, Jim
hid away, dripped saliva fromhis chin. Strapped in electric chair a dead-alive munrmy hunmed power
inits teeth. M. Dark's illustrations withed with sick sweat as he clenched his fist a fina
time, but-too late! Serene, WIIl held breath, held weapon. Serene, his father said, "Now"

And fired the rifle

48

One shot!

The Wtch sucked breath.

Jim in the Wax Museum sucked breath.

As did WII, asleep.

As did his father.

As did M. Dark

As did all the freaks.

As did the crowd.

The Wtch screaned.

Ji manong the wax dunmies, blew all the air from his |ungs.

W11l shrieked hinmsel f awake, on the platform

The Illustrated Man let the air fromhis nmouth in a great angry bray, whipping up his hands to
stop all events. But the Wtch fell. She fell off the platform She fell in the dust.

The snoking rifle in his one good hand, Charles Halloway | et his breath go slow, feeling every
bit of it nove fromhim He still stared along the rifle sights at the target where the wonan had
been.

At the platformrim M. Dark | ooked down at the scream ng crowmd and what they were screan ng
about .

"She's fainted-"

"No. She slipped!"

"Shes . . . shot!"

At last Charles Halloway came to stand by the Illustrated Man, |ooking down. There were many
things in his face: surprise, dismy, and sone small strange relief and satisfaction.

The woman was lifted and put on the platform Her mouth was frozen open, alnost with a | ook of
recognition.
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He knew she was dead. In a nmonment, the crowd woul d know. He watched the Illustrated Man's hand
move down to touch, trace, feel for life. Then M. Dark lifted both her hands, like a doll, in
some narionette strategy, to give her notion. But the body refused.

So he gave one of the Wtch's arns to the Dwarf, the other to the Skel eton, and they shook and
nmoved themin a ghastly senbl ance of reawakening as the crowd backed.

". . . dead

"But . . . there's no wound."

"Shock, you think?"

Shock, thought Charles Halloway, ny God, did that kill her? O the other bullet? Wien | fired

the shot, did she suck the other bullet down her throat? Did she . . . choke on ny smle! On,
Chri st!

"It's all right! Show s over! Just fainted!" said M. Dark. "All an act! Al part of the,
show, " he said, not |ooking at the wonan, not |ooking at the crowd, but |ooking at WIIl, who stood

bl i nki ng around, out of one nightmare and fresh into the next as his father stood with himand M.
Dark cried: "Everyone hone! Show s over! Lights! Lights!"

The carnival lights flickered.

The crowd, herded before the failing illumnation, turned like a great carousel and as the
| anps di nmed, hustled toward the few renaining pools of light as if to warmthensel ves there
before braving the wind. One by one, one by one, the lights indeed were going off.

"Lights!" said M. Dark.

"Junp! " said WII's father

WIIl junmped. WIIl ran with his father who still carried the, weapon that had fired the, snle
that had killed the Gypsy and put her to dust.

"I's Jimin there?"

They were at the nmaze. Behind them on the platform M. Dark bellowed: "Lights! Go hone! All
over. Done!"

"I's Jimin there?" wondered WIIl. "Yes. Yes, he is!"

I nside the Wax Museum Jimstill had not noved, had not blinked.

"Jim" The voice came through the nmaze.

Jimnoved. Jimblinked. A rear exit door stood wide. Jimblundered toward it.

"I'mcomng for you, Jim"

"No, Dad!"

W1l caught at his father, who stood at the first turn of the mirrors with the pain cone back
to his hands racing up along the nerves to strike a fireball near his heart. "Dad, don't go in!"
W1l gabbed his good arm

Behind them the platformwas enpty, M. Dark was running . . . where? Somewhere as the night
shut in, the lights went off, went off, went off, the night sucked around, gathering, whistling,
sinpering, and the crowd, |ike a shake of |eaves fromone huge tree, blew off the nidway, and

WIll's father stood facing the glass tides, the waves, the gauntlet of horror he knew waited for
himto swimthrough, stride through to fight the desiccation, the annihilation of one's self that
wai ted there. He had seen enough to know. Eyes shut, you'd be lost. Eyes open, you'd know such
utter despair, such gravities of anguish woul d weight you, you night never drag past the twelfth
turn. But Charles Halloway took WIl's hands away. "Jimis there. Jim wait! I'mconmng in!"

And Charles Hall oway took the next step into the maze.

Ahead fl owed sluices of silver |light, deep slabs of shadow, polished, w ped, rinsed with
i mges of thenselves and ot hers whose souls, passing, scoured the glass with their agony, curried
the cold ice with their narcissism or sweated the angles and flats with their fear

"Jim"

He ran. WII ran. They stopped.

For the lights in here were going blind, one by one, going dim changing color, now blue, now
a color like lilac sumrer |ightning which flared in haloes, then a flickerlight like a thousand
anci ent w ndbl own candl es.

And between hinself and Jimin need of rescue, stood an arny of one mllion sick-nouthed,
frost-haired, white-tine-bearded mnen.

Them all of theml he thought. That's ne!

Dad! thought WIIl, at his back, don't be afraid. It's only you. All only ny father!

But he did not like their |ook. They were so old, so very old, and got ruch ol der the farther
away they marched, wildly gesticulating, as Dad threw up his hands to fend of f the revelation,
this wild image repeated to insanity.

Dad! he thought, it's youl

But, it was nore.
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And all the lights went out.
And both, squeezed still, in nmuffle-gasping silence, stood afraid.

49

A hand dug like a nole in the dark

WI1's hand.

It enptied his pockets, it delved, it rejected, it dug again. For while it was dark he knew
those million old men m ght nmarch, hustle, rush, |leap, snmash Dad with what they were! In this shut-
up night, with just four seconds to think of them they might do anything to Dad! If WII didn't
hurry, these legions fromTime Future, all the ,alarns of conming life, so nean, raw, and true you
couldn't deny that's how Dad' d | ook tonorrow, next day, the day after the day after that, that
cattle run of possible years night sweep Dad under

So, qui ck!

Wio has nore pockets than a magici an?

A boy.

Whose pockets contain nore than a magician's?
A boy's.

W11l seized forth kitchen nmatches!

"Ch God, Dad, here!"

He struck the match

The stanpede was cl ose

They had come running. Now, fixed by Iight, they wi dened their eyes, as did Dad, amazed their
mout hs at their own anci ent quakes and masquerades. Halt! the match had cried. And platoons |eft,
squads right, had stilt-nuscled thenselves to fitful rest, to baleful glare, itching for the match
to whiff out. Then, given lease to run next tinme, they'd hit this old, very old, nuch ol der
terribly old man, suffocate himwith Fates in one instant.

"No!" said Charles Hall oway.

No. Anillion dead |ips noved.

WIIl thrust the match forward. In the mrrors, a wizened multiplication of boy-apes did
i kewi se, posing a single rosebud of blue-yellow flane.

"Nol "

Every glass threw javelins of light which invisibly pierced, sank deep, found heart, soul
lungs, to frost the veins, cut nerves, send WII to ruin, paralyze and then kick-football heart.
Hamstrung, the old old man foundered to his knees, as did his suppliant images, his congregation
of terrified selves one week, one nonth, two years, twenty, fifty, seventy, ninety years from now
every second, minute, and |ong-after-m dni ght hour of his possible survival into insanity, there
all sank grayer, nore yellow as the mrrors ricocheted himthrough, bled himlifel ess, nouthed him
dry, then threatened to whiff himto skeletal dusts and litter his nmoth ashes to the floor

"Nol

Charl es Halloway struck the match fromhis son's hand. "Dad, don't."

For in the new dark, the restive herd of old nmen shanbled forward, hearts hanmeri ng.

"Dad, we gotta see!"

He struck his second and final match.

And in the flare saw Dad sunk down, eyes clenched, fists tight, and all those other nen who
woul d have to shunt, crawl, scranble on knees once this last |light was gone. WII grabbed his
father's shoul der and shook him

"Ch, Dad, Dad, | don't care how old you are, ever! | don't care what, | don't care anything!
Ch, Dad," he cried, weeping. "I |love you!"

At which Charles Hall oway opened his eyes and saw hinself and the others Iike hinself and his
son behind holding him the flane trenbling, the tears trenbling on his face, and suddenly, as
before, the inage of the Wtch, the menory of the library, defeat for one, victory for another
swam before him mxed with sound of rifle, shot, flight of marked bullet, surge of fleeing crowd.

For only a noment |onger he |ooked at all of hinselves, at WII. A small sound escaped his
mouth. A little larger sound escaped his nouth.

And then, at last, he gave the naze, the mrrors, and all Tine ahead, Beyond, Around, Above,
Behi nd, Beneath or squandered inside hinself, the only answer possible.

He opened his nouth very wide, and let the |oudest sound of all free.

The Wtch, if she were alive, would have known that sound, and died again.

50

file:/lIF|/rah/Ray%20Bradbury/Bradbury%20Something%20Wicked%20This%20Way%20Comes.txt (84 of 96) [1/19/03 9:48:46 PM]



file:/I/F|/rah/Ray%20Bradbury/Bradbury%20Somethi ng%20Wicked%20T hi s%20Way %20Comes.txt

Ji m Ni ght shade, out the back door of the maze | ost on the carnival grounds, running, stopped.

The Illustrated Man, sonewhere anong the black tents, running, stopped.

The Dwarf froze.

The Skel eton turned.

Al'l had heard.

Not the sound that Charles Hall oway nade, no.

But the terrific sounds that foll owed.

One mrror alone, and then a second nmirror, followed by a pause, and then a third nmirror, and
a fourth and another after that and another after that and still another and another after that,
in dom no fashion, they formed swift spiderwebs over their fierce stares and then with faint
tinkl es and sharp cracks, fell.

One minute there was this incredible Jacob's | adder of glass, folding, refolding and fol ding
away yet again images pressed in a book of light. The next, all shattered to neteor precipitation
The Illustrated Man, halted, listening, felt his own eyes, crystal, alnobst spiderweb and

splinter with the sounds.

It was as if Charles Halloway, once nore a choirboy in a strange sub-sub-denon church had sung
the nost beautiful high note of am able hunor ever in his life which first shook nmoth-silver from
the mrror backs, then shook imges from glass faces, then shook glass itself to ruin. A dozen, a
hundred, a thousand mrrors, and with themthe ancient inmages of Charles Hall oway, sank earthward
in delicious noonfalls of snow and sl eety water.

Al because of the sound he had let come fromhis lungs through his throat out his nouth.

Al'l because he accepted everything at |ast, accepted the carnival, the hills beyond, the

people in the hills, Jim WIIl, and above all hinmself and all of life, and, accepting, threw back
his head for the second time tonight and showed his acceptance wi th sound.
And lo! like Jericho and the trunp, with musical thunders the glass gave up its ghosts,

Charles Halloway cried out, released. He took his hands fromhis face. Fresh starlight and dying
carnival glow rushed in to set himfree. The refl ected dead men were gone, buried under the
cynbal ed slide, the splash and surfing of glass at his feet.

"'Lights . . . lights!"
A far voice cried away nore warnth.
The Illustrated Man, unfrozen, vani shed anong the tents.

The crowd was now gone.

"Dad, what'd you do?"

But the match burned WIIl's fingers, he dropped it, but now there was dimlight enough to see
Dad shuffle the trash, stir the mess of mirrored glass, headi ng back through the enpty pl aces
where the maze had been and was no nore.

"Ji nP"

A door stood open. Pale carnival illunination, fading, poured through to show themwax figures
of murderers and nurderess.

Jimdid not sit anobng them

"Jim"

They stared at the open door through which Jimhad run to be lost in the swarnms of night
bet ween bl ack canvases.

The last electric light bulb went out.

"We'll never find himnow "' said WII.

"Yes," said his father, standing in the dark. "W'll find him"

VWhere? WII thought, and stopped.

Far down the mdway, the carousel steamed, the calliope tortured itself w th nusics.

There, thought WIIl. If Jims anywhere, its there, to the nusic, old funny Jim the free-ride
ticket hid in his pocket still, | bet! Ch, damm Jim dam him damm hinm he cried, and then
t hought, no! don't you, he's dammed already, or near it! So how do we find himin the dark, no
mat ches, no lights, just the two of us, all of them and us alone in their territory?

"How" said WIIl, aloud.

But his father said "There," very softly. Wth gratitude.

And WII stepped to the door, which was |ighter now.

The noon! Thank Cod.

It was rising fromthe hills.

"The police . . . ?"
"No time. It's the next few mnutes or nothing. Three people we got to worry about-"
"The freaks!"
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"Three people, WIIl. Number one, Jim nunber two, M. Cooger frying in his Electric Chair.
Ni unber three, M. Dark and his skinful of souls. Save one, kick the other two to hell and gone.
Then | think the freaks go, too. You ready, WII?"

WIIl eyed the door, the tents, the dark, the sky with new light paling it.

"God bl ess the noon."

Hands tight together, they stepped out the door

As if to greet them the wind flung up and down all the tent canvases in a great prehistoric
t hunder-kite display of |eprous w ngs.
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They ran in urine smell of shadow, they ran in clean ice snell of noon.

The cal liope steamthrob whispered, tatted, trilled.

The nusic! thought WIIl, is it running backward or forward?

"Whi ch way?" Dad whi spered

"Through here!" WII pointed.

A hundred yards off, beyond a foothill of tents, there was a flare of blue Iight, sparks
junped up and fell away, then dark again.

M. Electrico! Thought WII. They're trying to nove him sure! Get himto the nmerry-go-round,
kill or cure! And if they cure him then, oh gosh, then, it's angry himand angry Illustrated Man
agai nst just Dad and me! And Jin? Well, where was Jin? This way one day, that way the next, and

toni ght ? Whose side would he wind up on? Qurs! Od friend Jim Qurs, of course! But WII
trenbled. Did friends |last forever, then? For eternity, could they be counted to a warm round,
and handsone sun?

WIIl glanced left.

The Dwarf stood half enfolded by tent flaps, waiting notionless.

"Dad, |ook," cried WII, softly. "And there-the Skeleton."

Further over, the tall man, the man all marbl e bone and Egyptian papyrus stood |like a dead
tree.

"The freaks-why don't they stop us?"

"Scared. "

"Of us?!"

WIll's father crouched and squinted out from around an enpty cage.

"They' re wal ki ng wounded, anyway. They saw what happened to the Wtch. That's the only answer.
Look at them"

And there they stood, like uprights, like tent poles spotted all through the meadow grounds,
hiding in shadow, waiting. For what? WII| swallowed, hard. Maybe not hiding at all, but spread out
for the running fight to cone. At the right time, M. Dark would yell and they'd just circle in
But the tinme wasn't right. M. Dark was busy. Wen he'd done what nust be done, then he'd give
that yell. So? So, thought WIIl, we got to see he never yells at all.

WIil's feet slithered in the grass.

WIll"'s father noved ahead.

The freaks watched with noon-gl ass eyes as they passed.

The cal | i ope changed. It whistled sadly, sweetly, around a curve of tents, around a riverflow
of darkness.

It's going ahead! thought WII. Yes! It was going backward. But now it stopped and started
again, and this tine forward! Wiat's M. Dark up to?

"Jim" WIIl burst out.

"Sh!" Dad shook him

But the nane had tunbled fromhis nouth only because he heard the calliope summ ng the gol den
years ahead, felt Jimisolate somewhere, pulled by warmgravities, swng by sunrise notes,

wondering what it could be like to stand sixteen, seventeen, eighteen years tall, and then, oh
then, nineteen and, nobst incredible! -twenty! The great wind of tinme blewin the brass pipes, a
fine, ajolly, a sumer tune, prom sing everything and even WIIl, hearing, began to run toward the

music that grew up |i ke a peach tree full of sun-ripe fruit-

No! he thought.

And instead nade his feet step to his own fear, junp to his own tune, a hum cranped back by
throat, held fast by lungs, which shook the bones of his head and drowned the calliope away.

"There," said Dad softly.

And between the tents, ahead, in transit, they saw a grotesque parade. Like a dark sultan in a
pal anquin, a half-famliar figure rode a chair borne on the shoul ders of assorted sizes and shapes
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of darkness.

At Dad's cry, the parade jolted, then broke into a run!

"M. Electrico!"™ said WII.

They're taking himto the carousel

The parade vani shed.

A tent |ay between them

"Around here!"™ WII junped, pulling his father. The calliope played sweet. To pull Jim to
draw Jim And when the parade arrived with El ectrico? Back the nusic would spin, back the carouse
run, to shard away his skin, to freshen forth his years! WIIl stunbled, fell. Dad picked himup

And t hen

There arose a human barki ng, yapping, baying, whining, as if all had fallen. In a | ong-drawn
noan, a gasp, a shuddering sigh, an entire crowd of people with crippled throats made chorus
t oget her.

"Jim They've got Jim"

"No . . ." nurrmured Charles Hall oway, strangely. "Maybe Jim. . . or us . . . got them"™

They stepped around the | ast tent.

Wnd blew dust in their faces.

W I 1 clapped his hand up, squinched his nose. The dust was antique spice, burnt naple |eaves,
a prickling blue that teemed and sifted to earth. Swarnming its own shadows, the dust filtered over
the tents.

Charl es Hall oway sneezed. Figures junped and scurried away from an upended, half-tilted object
abandoned hal f-way between one tent and the carousel

The object was the electric chair, capsized, with straps dangling fromwooden arns and | egs,
and a netal headcap hanging fromits top.

"But," said WIIl. "Wiere's M. Electrico!? | mean M. Cooger!?"

"That rmust have been him"

"What nust have been hi nP"

But the answer was there, sifting down the mdway in the whorling wind devils . . . the burnt
spi ce, the autumm incense that had floured them when they turned this coner.
Kill or cure, Charles Halloway thought. He inmagined themrushed in the |ast few seconds,

toting the ancient dustsack boneheap over starched grasses in his disconnected chair, perhaps only
one in a running series of attenpts to foster, encourage, preserve life in what was really nothing
but a nortuary junkpile, rust-flakes and dying coals that no wi nd coul d bl ow alight again. Yet
they must try. How many tines in the last twenty-four hours had they run out on such excursions,
only, in panic, to cease activity because the nerest jolt, the slightest breath, threatened to
shake ol d anci ent Cooger down to neal nush and chaff? Better to | eave himpropped in electric-warm
chair, a continual exhibit, an ever-going-on perfornance for gapi ng audi ences, and try again, but
especially try now, when, lights out, and crowds herded off in the dark, all threatened by one
smle on a bullet, there was need of Cooger as he once was, tall, flame-headed, and riven with
eart hquake viol ence. But sonewhere, twenty seconds, ten seconds ago, the l|ast glue crunbled, the
|l ast bolt of life fell free, and the mummy-doll, the Erector-set grotesque di sencunbered itself in
snoke puffs and Novenber |eaflets, a broadcast of nortality along the wind. M. Cooger, threshed
in a final harvest, was now a billion parchnent flecks, tunbled sea-scrolls capered in nmeadows. A
nmere dust explosion in a silo of ancient grain: gone.

"Ch, no. no, no,, nho,, no," someone rmurmured.

Charl es Hall oway touched WIlIl's arm

W1l stopped saying "Oh, no, no, no." He, too, in the last few nmonents, had thought the sane
as his father, of the toted corpse, the strewn bone-neal, the mineral-enriched hills of grass.

Now there was only the enpty chair and the |last particles of mica, the radiant notes of
peculiar dirt crusting the straps. And the freaks, who had been toting the baroque dunp, now fled
to shadows.

We nade themrun, thought WII, but sonething made themdrop it!

No, not sonething. Soneone.

W1l flexed his eyes.

The carousel, deserted, enpty, traveled on its way through its own special tinme, forward.

But between the fallen chair and the carousel, standing alone, was that a freak? No

“Jim"

Dad knocked his el bow and WII shut up

Jim he thought.

And where, now, was M. Dark?
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Sonewhere. For he had started the carousel, hadn't he? Yes! To draw them to draw Jim and-
what el se? Right now there was no tine, for-

Jimturned fromthe spilled chair, turned and walk slowy toward the free, free ride

He was goi ng where he had al ways known he nust go.

Li ke a weather vane in wild seasons he had trenored this way, wandered that, hesitated upon
bright horizons and warmdirections, only at last nowto tilt and, half sleep-walking, trenble
about in the bright brass pull and sumrer march of nusic. He could not | ook away.

Anot her step, and then another, toward the nmerry-go-round, there went Jim

"Go get him WIIl," said his father

W1l went.

Jimraised his right hand.

The brass poles flashed by into the future, pulling the flesh Iike syrup, stretching the bones
like taffy, the sunnetal color burning Jims cheeks, flinting his eyes.

Ji mreached. The brass poles flick-knocked his fingernails, tinkling their own small tune.

"Jim"

The brass poles chopped by in a yellow sunrise at night.

The nusic leaped in a clear fountain, high

Eeeeeeeeceeeeceece.

Ji m opened his nouth with the sane cry:

"Eeeeeeeeeeeeee! "

"Jim" cried WII, running.

Jim s pal m sl apped one brass pole. The pol e whi pped on

He sl apped anot her brass pole. This time, his palmglued itself tight.

Wist followed fingers, armfollowed wist, shoulder and body foll owed arm Jim sleepwal ked,
was torn fromhis roots in the earth.

"Jim"

W1l reached, felt Jims foot flick fromhis grasp

Jimswung round the waiting night in a great dark sumrer circle, WIIl racing after

"Jim get off! Jim don't |eave ne here!"

Flung by centrifuge, Jimgrasped the pole with one hand, spun, and, as if by sone |one | ost
and final instinct, gestured his other hand free to trail on the wind, the one part of him the

smal |l white separate part that still remenbered their friendship.

"Jim jump!!"”

W1l snatched for that hand, m ssed, stunbled, alnost fell. The first race was | ost. Ji m nust
circle once, alone. WII| stood waiting the next charge of horses, the fling-about of boy not-so-
much boy-

"Jim Jim"

Ji m awoke! Circled half round, his face showed now July, now Decenber. He seized the pole
bl eating out his despair. He wanted, he did not want. He wi shed, he rejected, he ardently w shed
again, in flight, in heat-spell river of wind and blaze of netal, in jog of July and August horses
whose hoofs thudded the air like thrown fruit, his eyes blazed. Tongue clanped in teeth, he hissed
his frustration.

""Jim Junp! Dad, stop the nachine!"

Charl es Halloway turned to see where the control box stood, fifty feet off.

"Jim" WIIl's side was stabbed with pain. "'I need you! Cone back!"

And, far over away on the far side of the carousel, traveling, fast-traveling, Jimfought with
his own hands, the pole, the enpty w nd-whi pped journey, the growi ng night, the wheeling stars. He

let go the pole. He grabbed it. And still his right hand trailed down and out, begging WIIl's | ast
full ounce of strength.
IIJimII

Ji m cane around. There, below, in the black-night station fromwhich this train pulled away
forever in a flurry of ticket-punch confetti, he saw WIIl-WIIly-WIIiamHalloway, young pal, young
friend who woul d seem younger still at the end of this journey, and not just young but unknown!
vaguely renmenbered from sone other tinme in sone other year . . . but now that boy, that friend,
that younger friend, ran along by the train, reached up, asking passage? or demandi ng he get off?
whi ch?!

"Jim Remenber nme?"

WIIl lunged his final lunge. Fingers touched fingers, palmtouched pal m

Jims face, white cold, stared down.

W1l trot-paced the circling machine.

Where was Dad? Why didn't he shut it off?
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Jims hand was a warm hand, a fanmiliar, a good hand. It closed on his. He gripped it yelling.
"Jim pleasel™

But still they spun on the journey, Jimborne, WII| dragged in a jog-crazy-trot.
"Pl ease! "
WIl jerked. Jimjerked. Trapped by Jim WIIl's hand was shot with July heat. It went, like a

kept animal, held and fondled by Jim along, around, into older tines. So his hand, far-traveling,
woul d be alien to hinmself, knowi ng things by night that he hinself, abed, might only guess.
Fourteen-year boy, fifteen-year hand! Jimhad it, yes! cranped it tight, would not [et go! And
Jims face, was it older, fromthe journey round? Was he fifteen now, going on sixteen!?

WIIl pulled. Jimpulled opposite.

WIIl fell on the machine.

Both rode the night.

Al of WII rode with friend Ji m now.

"Jim Dad!"

How easy it nmight be to just stand, ride, go round with Jim if he couldn't pull Jimoff, just
| eave himon and, dear pals, travel! The juices of his body swam binding his sight, they drumred
his ears, shot electric jolts through his Ioins.

Ji m shouted. WII shouted.

They travel ed half a year in slithering orchard-warm dark before WIlI| seized Jims armtight
and dared to leap fromso nuch prom se, so nmany fine tall-growing years, flail out, off, down,
pull Jimw th. But Jimcould not |let go the pole, could not give up the ride.

"Wl

Jim half between nachine and friend, one hand on each, screaned.

It was like a great tearing of cloth or flesh

Jims eyes went blind as a statue's.

The carousel whirl ed.

Jimscreaned, fell, spun crazily, on the air.

WIIl tried to break his fall, but Jimstruck earth rolling. He lay, silent.

Charles Halloway hit the carousel control switch. Enpty, the nmachine slowed. Its horses paced
t hemsel ves down fromtheir trot toward sone far mi dsunmer night.

Toget her, Charles Halloway and his son knelt by Jimto touch his wist, to put ear to his
chest. Jims eyes, skinned white, were fixed on the stars.

"Oh. God," cried WIIl. "Is he dead?"

52

"Dead . . . ?"
WIll's father noved his hand over that cold face, the cold chest.
"'1 don't fee

A long way off, someone cried for help.

They | ooked up.

A boy cane running down the m dway bunping into the ticket booths, falling over tent ropes,
| ooki ng back over his shoul der

"Hel p! He's after ne!" the boy cried. "The terrible man! The terrible man! | want to go hone!"
The boy flung hinself forward, and grabbed at WII's father
"Ch, help, I'mlost, | don't like it. Take ne hone. That man with the tattoos!"

"'M. Dark!" gasped WII.

"Yes!" gi bbered the boy. "He's down that way! Ch, stop him"

"WIlIl-" his father rose-"take care of Jim Artificial respiration. Al right, boy.

The boy trotted off. "This way!"

Fol | owi ng, Charles Hal |l oway watched the di straught boy who led him observed his head, his
frame, the way his pelvis hung from his spine.

"Boy," he said, by the shadowed nerry-go-round, twenty feet around fromwhere WIIl bent to
Jim "What's your nane?"

"No tinme!" cried the boy. "Jed. Quick, quick!"

Char |l es Hal | oway st opped.

"Jed," he said. The boy no | onger noved, but turned, chafing his el bows. "How old are you
Jed?"

"Nine!" said the boy. "My gosh, this is no tinme! W-"

"This is a fine tine, Jed,"” said Charles Halloway. "Only nine? So young. | was never that
young. "
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"Holy cow " shouted the boy, angrily.

"Or unholy sonething," said the nan, and reached out. The boy backed away. "You're only afraid
of one man, Jed. Me."

"You?" The boy still backed off. "Cut it out! Wiy, why?"

"Because, sonetinmes good has weapons and evil none. Sonetines tricks fail. Sonetines people
can't be picked off, led to deadfalls. No divide-and-conquer tonight, Jed. Were were you taking
me, Jed? To some lion's cage you got fixed and ready? To sone side show, like the mrrors? To

sonmeone |like the Wtch? Wat, what, Jed, what? Let's just roll up your right shirt sleeve, shal
we, Jed?"

The great noonstone eyes flashed at Charles Hal |l ownay.

The boy | eaped back, but not before the man had | eaped with him seized his arm grabbed the
back of his shirt and instead of sinply rolling up the sleeve as first suggested, tore the entire
shirt off the boy's body.

"Why, yes, Jed," said Charles Halloway, alnost quietly. "Just as | thought."

"You, you, you, you!"

"Yes, Jed, ne. But especially you, |ook at you."

And | ook he did.

For there, on the back of the small boy's hand, on the fingers, and up along the wi st
scranbl ed bl ue serpents, blue-venoned snake eyes, blue scorpions scuttling about blue shark maws
whi ch gaped eternally hungry to feed upon all the freaks crammed and stung-sewn cheek by jow,
skin to skin, flesh to flesh all up and down the chest, the tiny torso, and tucked in the secret
gathering places on this small small very small body, this cold and now shocked and trenbling
body.

"Way, Jed, that's fine artwork, that is.

"You!" The boy struck

"Yes, still nme." Charles Halloway took the blowin the face and cl anped a vise, on the boy.

"Nol

"Ch, yes," said Charles Halloway, using just his good right hand, his ruined | eft hand hangi ng
linp. "Yes, Jed, junp, squirm go ahead. It was a fine idea. Get ne off alone, fix me, then go
back and get WII. And when the police cone, why, you're just a boy nine or ten and the carnival,
oh, no, it's not yours, doesn't belong to you. Stay here, Jed. Wiy you trying to get out from
under my arnf? The police | ook and the owners of the show have vani shed, isn't that it., Jed? A
fine escape.”

"You can't hurt nme!" the boy shrieked.

"Funny," said Charles Halloway. "I think I can"

He pressed the boy, alnobst lovingly, close, very close.

"Murder!" wailed the boy. "Muirder."

"I'"'mnot going to nurder you, Jed, M. Dark, whoever, whatever you are. You're going to mnurder
your sel f because you can't stand being near people like ne, not this close, close, not this long."

"BEvil!" groaned the boy, withing. "You're evil!"

"BEvil?" WII's father |aughed, which nade the boy, wasp-stung and branbled by the sound, jerk
all the nore violently. "Evil?" The man's hands were flypaper fastened to the small bones.
"Strange hearing that fromyou, Jed. So it nust seem Good to evil seens evil. So | will do only
good to you, Jed. | will sinmply hold you and watch you poison yourself. | will do good to you
Jed, M. Dark, M. Proprietor, boy, until you tell what's wong with Jim Wke himup. Let him
free. Gve himlifel™

"Can't . . . can't. . . . " The boy's voice fell down a well inside his body, fading away,
away "can't. "

"You nean you won't?"

"o can't .

"Al'l right, boy, all right, then here and here and this and this .

They | ooked |ike father and son |long apart, passionately net, enbraced, yet nore enbraced, as
the man lifted his wounded hand to gently touch the stricken face as the crowd, the teem of
illustrations shivered and flew now this way and that in mcroscopic forays qui ckly abandoned. The
boy's eyes swiveled wildly, fixed upon the nanes nouth. He saw there the strange and sonehow
lovely snile once flung as beatification to the Wtch.

He gat hered the boy sonewhat closer and thought, Evil has only the power that we give it. |
give you nothing. | take back. Starve. Starve. Starve

The two matchstick lights in the boy's affrighted eyes bl ew out.

The boy, and his stricken and brui sed conclave of nonsters, his felt but hal f-seen crowd, fel
to earth.
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There shoul d have been a roar like a nountain slid to ruin.
But there was only a rustle, |ike a Japanese paper |antern dropped in the dust.

53

Charl es Hall oway stood for a |ong while, breathing deep, |ungs aching, |ooking down at the body.
The shadows swooned and fluttered in all the canvas alleys where odd assorted sizes of freaks and
people, fleshed in their own terrors and sins, held to poles, noaning in disbelief. Sonewhere, the
Skel eton nmoved out in the Iight. Somewhere el se, the Dwarf al nost knew who he was, and scuttled
forth like a crab froma cave to blink and blink again at WIl bent working over Jim at WIIl's
father bent to exhaustion over the still formof the silent boy, while the nerry-go-round, at

|l ast, slow, slow, came to a stop, rocking like a ferryboat in the watery-bl ow ng grass.

The carnival was a great dark hearth Iit with gathered coals, as shadows cane to stare and
fire their gaze with the tabl eau by the carousel

There in the nmoonlight lay the, illustrated boy named Dark.

There | ay dragons sl aughtered, towers ruined, nmonsters fromdi mages toppled into rusted
coi nages pterodactyls smashed |i ke biplanes fromold and al ways neani ngl ess wars, crustacea the
col or of eneral ds abandoned on a white sand shore where the tide of life was going out, all, al
the illustrations changing now, shifting, shriveling as the small flesh cooled. There the obscene
wi nk of the navel eye gasped in on itself, there the nipple-iris of a trunpeting nastodon went
blind and raved at its blindness; each and every picture renmenbered fromthe tall M. Dark now
rendered down to miniature canvas pronged and forked over a boy's tennis-racket bones.

More freaks, with faces the col or of beds where so many had | ost the battle of souls, energed
fromthe shadows to glide in a great and ever nore curious carousel notion about Charles Hall oway
and hi s dropped burden.

W1l paused in his desperate push and rel axation, push and relaxation, trying to shape Jim
back to life, unafraid of the watchers in the dark, no time for that! Even if there were tine,
these freaks, he sensed, were breathing the night as if they had not been fed on such rare fine
air in years!

And as Charles Hall oway watched, and the fox-fire, |obster-noist, phlegmtrapped eyes watched
from di stances, the boy-who-had-been-M.-Dark grew yet col der, as death cut the tinbers of
ni ght mares, and the calligraphies, the snoky |ightnings of sketch that coiled and crouched and
soared like terrible banners of a | ost war, began to vani sh one by one fromthe strewn small body.

A score of freaks glanced fearfully round as if the noon had suddenly filled itself full and
they could see; they chafed their wists as if chains had fallen fromthem chafed their necks as
if weights had crunbled fromtheir bowed shoul ders. Stunbled forth after |ong entonbnents, they
blinked swiftly, disbelieving the packet of their misery sprawl ed near the spent carousel. If they
dared they might have bent to trenble their hands over that suddenly death-sweet nouth, the
marbling brow As it was they watched, benunbed, as their portrait pictures, the vital stuffs of
their nortal greed, rancor, and poisonous guilt, the enerald abstracts of their self-blinded eyes,
sel f-wounded nout hs, sel f-trapped bodies nelted one by one fromthis insignificant nmound of snow.
There nelted the Skel eton! there the sidew se-scuttling crayfish Dwarf! Now the Lava Si pper took
| eave of autumm flesh, followed by the black Executioner from London Dock, there soared off and
gone went the Human Montgol fier, the Balloon Man, Avoirdupois the Magnificent! deflated to purest
air, there! there fled nobs and bands, as death washed the draw ng board cl ean

Now there lay just a plain dead boy, unbruised by pictures, staring up at the stars with M.
Dark's enpty eyes.

"Ahhhh . . ."

In a chorus of release, the strange people in the shadows sighed.

Perhaps the calliope gave a last ringmaster's bark. Perhaps thunder turned, sleeping, in the
clouds. Suddenly all wheel ed about. The freaks stanpeded. North, south, east, west, free of tent,
master, dark law, free above all of each other, they ran |ike al bino pigs, tuskless boars, and
stricken sloths before storns.

It nust have been, it seened, each yanked a rope, |oosed a tent-peg, running.

For now t he sky was shaken with a fatal respiration, the breathing down, the insunk rattle and
pul e of coll apsing darkness as the tents gave way.

Wth hiss of viper, swirl of cobra, the ropes insanely raveled, slithered, snapped, cut grass
with frictioned whips.

The networks of the vast Main Freak Tent convul sed, parted bones, snall from medium and
medi um from bront osaur magnificent. Al swayed with inpending fall.

The nenagerie tent shut up like a dark Spanish fan
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O her snmall tents, caped figures in the nmeadow, fell down at the wind s command.

Then at last, the Freak Tent, the great nelancholy nothering reptile bird, after a noment of
i ndeci si on, sucked in a N agara of blizzard air, broke |oose three hundred henpen snakes, crack-
rattled its black sidepoles so they fell Iike teeth froma cyclopean jaw, slamred the air with
acres of noldered wing as if trying to kite away but, earth-tethered, nust succumb to plain and
nmost sinple gravity, nust be crushed by its own | ocked bul k

Now this greatest tent stated out hot raw breaths of earth, confetti that was ancient when the
canal s of Venice were not yet staked, and wafts of pink cotton candy like tired feather boas. In
rushing dowmnfalls, the tent shed skin; grieved, soughed as flesh fell away until at last the tall
museum tinbers at the spine of the discarded nonster dropped with three cannon roars.

The cal l i ope sinmered, noronic with w nd.

The train stood, an abandoned toy, in a field.

The freak oil paintings clapped hands high on the [ast standing pennant poles, then plumeted
to earth.

The Skeleton, the only strange one left, bent to pick up the body of the porcel ain boy-who-was-
M. Dark. He noved away into the fields.

WIl, in aswift nonent, saw the thin man and his burden go over a hill anbng all the
footprints of the vanished carnival race.

WIll's face shadowed this way, then that, pulled by the swift concussions, the tunults, the
deaths, the fleeing away of souls. Cooger, Dark, Skeleton, Dwarf-who-was-Lightning-Rod-Sal esnan
don't run, cone back! M ss Foley, where are you? M. Crosetti! it's over! Be still! Quiet! It's
all right. Conme back, cone back

But the wind was blowing their footprints out of the grass and they might run forever now
trying to outflee thensel ves.

So WIIl turned back astride Jimand pushed the chest and | et go, pushed and | et go, then
trenbling, touched his dear friend s cheek

"Jim. . . ?"

But Jimwas cold as spaded earth.

54

Beneath the cold was a fugitive warmmess, in the white skin lay sone snmall color, but when WII
felt Jims wist there was nothing and when he put his ear to the chest there was not hing.

"He's dead!"

Charles Halloway came to his son and his son's friend and knelt down to touch the quiet
throat, the unstirred rib cage.

"No." Puzzled. "Not quite . . ."

"Dead!"

The tears burst fromWIIs eyes. But then, as swiftly, be felt himself knocked, struck
shaken.

"Stop that!" cried his father. "You want to save hinP!"

"It's too late, oh, Dad!"

"Shut up! Listen!"

But WII wept.

And again his father hauled off and hit him Once on the left cheek. Once on the right cheek
har d.

Al the tears in himwere knocked flying; there were no nore.

"WII!" H s father savagely jabbed a finger at himand at Jim "Dam it, WIlly, all this, all
these, M. Dark and his sort, they like crying, ny God, they |ove tears! Jesus God, the nore you
bawl, the nore they drink the salt off your chin. Wail and they suck your breath |like cats. GCet
up! Get off your knees, dam it! Junp around! Woop and holler! You hear! Shout, WII, sing, but
nost of all laugh, you got that, |augh!"

"I can"t!"

"You must! It's all we got. | know In the library! The Wtch ran, ny God, how she ran! | shot
her dead with it. Asingle smle, WIly, the night people can't stand it. The sun's there. They
hate the sun. W can't take themseriously, WII!"

"But-"

"But hell! You saw the mirrors! And the mirrors shoved me half in, half out the grave. Showed
me all winkles and rot! Blacknmailed nme! Blackmailed Mss Foley so she joined the grand narch
Nowhere, joined the fools who wanted everything! Idiot thing to want: everything! Poor damed
fools. So wound up with nothing like, the dunb dog who dropped his bone to go after the reflection
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of the bone in the pond. WIIl, you saw. every mrror fell. Like ice in a thaw Wth no rock or
rifle, no knife, just nmy teeth, tongue and lungs, | gunshot those nmirrors with pure contenpt!
Knocked down ten mllion scared fools and let the real man get to his feet! Now, on your feet,
Wil

"But Jim" WII faltered.

"Half in, half out. Jims been that, always. Sore-tenpted. Now he went too far and maybe he's
| ost. But he fought to save hinself, right? Put his hand out to you, to fall free of the machine?
So we finish that fight for him Move!"

WIIl sailed up, giddily, yanked.

"Run!"

Wl sniffed again. Dad slapped his face. Tears flew |ike neteors.

"Hop! Junp! Yell!"

He banged WIIl ahead, shuffled with him shoved his hand in his pockets, tearing theminside
out until he pulled forth a bright object.

The har noni ca.

Dad bl ew a chord.

W1l stopped, staring down at Jim

Dad clouted himon the car.

"Run! Don't I ook!"

WIl ran a step.

Dad bl ew anot her chord, yanked WII's el bow, flung each of his armns.

"Sing!"

"What ?"

"CGod, boy, anything!"

The harnonica tried a bad "Swanee River."

"Dad." WII shuffled, shaking his head, i mensely tired. "Silly . . . I"

"Sure! W want that! Silly damm fool man! Silly harnonica! Bad off-key tune!"

Dad whooped. He circled |ike a dancing crane. He was not in the silliness yet. He wanted to
crack through. He had to break the nonent!

"WIIl: louder, funnier, as the man said! Ch, hell, don't let themdrink your tears and want
more! WIIl! Don't let themtake your crying, turn it upside down and use it for their own snile!

I'"l'l be dammed if death wears ny sadness for glad rags. Don't feed themone damm thing, WIly,
| oosen your bones! Breathe! Bl ow "

He seized WIIl's hair, shook him

"Nothing . . . funny. "

"Sure there is! Me! You! Jim Al of us! The whol e shooting works! Look!"

And Charles Hall oway pulled faces, popped his eyes, mashed his nose, w nked, cavorted |like
chi npanzee-ape, waltzed with the wi nd, tap-danced the dust, threw back his head to bay at the
moon, dragging WIl with him

"Death's funny, God dam it! Bend, two, three, WIIl. Soft-shoe. Way down upon the Swanee River-
what's next, WIIl? . . . Far far away! WII|, your God-awful voice! Dam girl soprano. Sparrowin a
tin can. Junp, boy!"

WM went up, canme down, cheeks hotter, a wincing like lenons in his throat. He felt ball oons
grow in his chest.

Dad sucked the silver harnonica.

"That's where the old folks-" WII| spoke.

"Stay!" bellowed his father.

Shuffle, tap, bounce, jog.

Where was Jinl Jimwas forgotten.

Dad j abbed his ribs, tickling.

"De Canptown | adies sing this song!"

"Doo-dah!" yelled WIIl. "Doo-dah!" he sang it now, with a tune. The balloon grew. Hi s throat
tickl ed.

"Canmptown race track, five mles long!"

"Ch, doo-dah day!"

Man and boy did a m nuet.

And in midstep it happened.

WIIl felt the ball oon grow huge within him

He smil ed.

"'What ?" Dad was surprised by those teeth.

W1l snorted. WIIl giggled.
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"What say?" asked Dad.

The force of the expl oding warm bal |l oon al one shoved WIl's teeth apart, kicked his head back

"Dad! Dad!"

He bounded. He grabbed his Dad's hand. He raced crazily, hollering, quacking |like a duck
clucking like a chicken. H's palns hit his throbbing knees. Dust flow off his soles.

"Ch, Susanna!"

"Ch, don't you cry-"

"-for me!"

"For I'mcome from'

"Al abama with my-"

"Banjo on ny-"

Toget her. "Knee!"

The harnoni ca knocked teeth, wheezing, Dad hocked forth great chords of squeeze-eyed hilarity,
turning in a circle, junping up to kick his heels.

"Ha!" They collided, half-collapsed, knocked el bows, cracked heads, which blew the air out
faster. "Ha! Oh God, ha! Onh God. WII, Ha! Weak! Ha!"

In the middle of wild | aughter-

A sneeze!

They spun. They stared.

Who lay there on the moonlit earth?

Ji n? Ji m Ni ght shade?

Had he stirred? Was his nouth wider, his eyelids quivering? Wre his cheeks pinker?

Don't took! Dad swung WIIl handily round in a further reel. They do-si-doed, hands extended,

t he harnoni ca seeping and guzzling raw tunes froma father who storked his [ egs and turkeyed his
arnms. They hopped Ji m one way, hopped back, as if he were but a | unp-stone on the grass.

"Someone's in the kitchen with Dinah! Soneone's in the kitchen-"

"-1 know oh- oh-oh!"

Jims tongue slid out on his |ips.

No one saw this. O if they saw, ignored it, fearing it mght pass.

Jimdid the final things hinmself. H's eyes opened. He watched the dancing fools. He could not
bel i eve. He had been off on a journey of years. Now, returned, no one said "Hi!" Al jigged Sanbo-
style. Tears night have junped to his eyes. But before they could start, Jims nouth curved. He
gave up a ghost of |aughter. For, after all there indeed was silly WIIl and his silly old janitor
dad racing like gorillas knuckle-dusting the neadows, their faces a puzzlenment. They toppled above
him cl apped bands, w ggled cars, bent to wash himall over with their now bright full-river
flowi ng laughter that could not be stopped if the sky fell or the earth rent open, to blend their
good mirth with his, to fuse-light and set himoff in a detonation which could not stop expl oding
from |l adyfingers to four-inchers to doonmsday cannon crackers of delight!

And | ooki ng down, jolt-dancing his bones | oose and delicious. WIIl thought: Jimdon't renenber
he was dead, so we won't tell, not now sone day, sure, but not . . . Doo-dah! Doo-dah

They didn't even say "Hello, Jint' or "Join in the dance," they just put out hands as if he had
fallen fromtheir swung pandenoni um conmoti on and needed a boost back into the swarm They yanked
Jim Jimflew Jimcanme down dancing.

And WIIl knew, hand in hand, hot palmto palm they had truly yelled, sung, gladly shouted the
Iive bl ood back. They had slung Jimlike the newborn, knocked his lungs, slapped his back, shocked
joyous breath to where it nade room

Then Dad bent and WII| |eaped over himand WII bent and Dad junped himand they both waited
crouched in a line, wheezing songs, deliciously tired, while Jimswallowed spit, and ran ful
tilt. He got half over Dad when they all fell, rolled in the grass, all hoot-ow and donkey, al
brass and cynbal as it nust have been the first year of Creation, and Joy not yet thrown fromthe
Gar den.

Until at last they drew up their feet, socked each other's shoul ders, enbraced knees tight,
rocking, and |ooking with swift bright happi ness at each other, grow ng w ne-drunkenly quiet.

And when they were done smiling at each other's faces as at burning torches, they |ooked away
across the field.

And the black tent poles lay in el ephant boneyards with the dead tents blow ng away |ike the
petal s of a great black rose.

The only three people in a sleeping world, a rare trio of tontats, they basked in the noon.

"What happened?" asked Jim at |ast.

"What didn't!" cried Dad.

And t hey | aughed again, when suddenly WI| grabbed Jim held himtight and wept.
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"Hey," Jimsaid, over and over, quietly. "'"Hey hey . . ."

"Jim Jim" WIIl said. "W'll be pals forever."

"Sure, hey sure."” Jimwas very quiet now.

"It's all right," said Dad. "Have a small cry. W're out of the woods. Then we'll |augh sone
nore, goi ng hone."

WIl let Jimgo.

They got to their feet and stood | ooking at each other WIl examined his father, with fierce
pri de.

"Ch, Dad, Dad, you did it, you did it!"

"No, we did it together."

"But without you it'd all be over. Ch, Dad, | never knew you. | sure know you now. "
"Do you, WII?"
"Darn right!"

Each, to the other, shimrered in bright halos of wet Iight.

"Why then, hello. Reply, son, and curtsey."

Dad held out his hand. WII shook it. Both |aughed and wi ped their eyes, then | ooked quickly
at the foot prints scattered in the dew over the hills.

"Dad, will they ever cone back?"

"No. And yes." Dad tucked away his harnonica. "No not them But yes, other people |Iike them
Not in a carnival. God knows what shape they'll conme in next. But sunrise, noon, or at the latest,
sunset tonorrow they' Il show. They' re on the road."

"Ch, no," said WII.

"Ch, yes, said Dad. "W got to watch out the rest of our lives. The fight's just begun."

They noved around the carousel slowy.

"*What will they look like? How will we know thenf"

"Wy, " said Dad, quietly, "maybe they're already here."

Bot h boys | ooked around swiftly.

But there was only the nmeadow, the machi ne, and thensel ves.

WIl looked at Jim at his father, and then down at his own body and hands. He gl anced up at
Dad.

Dad nodded, once, gravely, and then nodded at the carousel, and stepped up on it, and touched
a brass pole.

W1l stepped up beside him Jim stepped up beside WII.

Jimstroked a horse's mane. WII| patted a horse's shoul ders.

The great machine softly tilted in the tides of night.

Just three times around, ahead, thought WIIl. Hey.

Just four times around, ahead, thought Jim Boy.

Just ten tinmes around, back, thought Charles Hall oway.

Lord.

Each read the thoughts in the other's eyes.

How easy, thought WII.

Just this once, thought Jim

But then, thought Charles Hall oway, once you start, you'd always come back. One nore ride and
one nore ride. And, after awhile, you'd offer rides to friends, and nore friends until finally .

The thought hit themall in the sane quiet nonent.
finally you wind up owner of the carousel, keeper of the freaks . . . proprietor for
some small part of eternity of the traveling dark carnival shows.

Maybe, said their eyes, they're already here.

Charl es Hal l oway stepped back into the machinery of the merry-go-round, found a wench, and
knocked the flywheels and cogs to pieces. Then he took the boys out and he hit the control box one
or two tines until it broke and scattered fitful Iightnings.

"Maybe this isn't necessary," said Charles Halloway. "Maybe it woul dn't run anyway, wi thout
the freaks to give it power. But-" He hit the box a last tine and threw down the wrench.

"It's late. Must be midnight straight up."”

oediently, the City Hall clock, the Baptist church clock, the Methodist, the Episcopalian
the Catholic church, all the clocks, struck twelve. The wi nd was seeded with Timne.

"Last one to the railroad semaphore at Green Crossing is an old lady!"

The boys fired thenselves off |ike pistols.

The father hesitated only a nonent. He felt the vague pain in his chest. If | run, he thought,
what will happen? |Is Death inportant? No. Everything that happens before Death is what counts. And

file:/lIF|/rah/Ray%20Bradbury/Bradbury%20Something%20Wicked%20This%20Way%20Comes.txt (95 of 96) [1/19/03 9:48:46 PM]



file:/I/F|/rah/Ray%20Bradbury/Bradbury%20Somethi ng%20Wicked%20T hi s%20Way %20Comes.txt

we' ve done fine tonight. Even Death can't spoil it. So, there went the boys and why not
fol | ow?

He did just that.

And Lord! it was fine printing their life in the dew on the cool fields that new dark suddenly-
i ke-Christmas norning. The boys ran as tandem poni es, know ng that sonmeday one woul d touch base
first, and the other second or not at all, but nowthis first nmnute of the new norning was not
the mnute or the day or norning of ultimate | oss. Now was not the tine to study faces to see if
one was ol der and the other too much younger. Today was just another day in Cctober in a year
suddenly better than anyone supposed it could ever be just a short hour ago, with the noon and the
stars moving in a grand rotation toward inevitable dawn, and themloping, and the |last of this
ni ght's weepi ng done, and WIIl |aughing and singing and Jimgiving answer line by line, as they
breasted the waves of dry stubble toward a town where they might |ive another few years across
from each ot her.

And behind them jogged a niddl e-aged man with his own now sol erm, now ami abl e, thoughts.

Per haps the boys sl owed. They never knew. Perhaps Charles Hall oway qui ckened his pace. He
could not say.

But, running even with the boys, the m ddl e-aged man reached out.

W I 1 slapped, Jimslapped, Dad sl apped the semaphore signal base at the same instant.

Exul tant, they banged a trio of shouts down the w nd.

Then, as the nmoon watched, the three of themtogether left the wl derness behind and wal ked
into the town.
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