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Put on your disbelief suspenders, dear reader, as Coleridge mght invite, and
make yourself wel conme outside this cozy little apartnment near Powhattan
Uni versity, that arcade of acadenia tucked away in the ivy-covered ivory-white
pseudo- G eek buildings in the heartland of New Engl and

Powhattan-"old P.U " to friends and enenies alike-was a yawni ngly nor mal
institution of higher education, or at least it was until the fateful night of
Professor WIllis Baxter's faculty party.

Cone. Let's peer in and see how it all began

WIlis Baxter, Professor of Medieval Literature, arose fromhis
near - drunken sl ouch on the couch and, with five Irish whiskeys in himand the
somewhat encour agi ng voi ces of otherw se bored partygoers behind him repaired
to his study for the elenments he needed to conjure up a denon.

It was, he felt, the least he could do to help alleviate the boredom
whi ch was beginning to settle on the partygoers |ike an unwanted and ragged
cl oak. They were dutifully in attendance at the insistence of Dean Cromnel |
Smith, as was WIllis hinself-although, in truth, since the party was being
held (at the "request" of the dean) in WIlis's garden apartnment, it was al so
somewhat nore than that. WIllis was only glad his upstairs nei ghbors were not
at home, since the partygoers made up in |oudness what the party itself |acked
in interest.

"What's this hubbub all about?" the dean was denandi ng, having squired
the party's weal thy guest of honor, Norman Rockhurst, into the crowded dining
room Hot to trot with the rich man's tax-deductible charity allocations, the
dean had devoted the entire evening to attenpting to toady to the nman-with no
apparent success as yet.

"Baxter frequently tries it when he's sloshed," explained Larry
Hawt hor ne, Professor of Renaissance Literature, as he |lunbered to his
size-fourteen feet and groped about in his jacket pocket.

"Tries what?" Rockhurst asked.

Hawt horne pull ed out a Ronson, relit his evening's cigar for the fourth
tinme, and bl ew out an acrid stream of snoke.

"Wth some people, it's |lanpshades,"” he said, bellying up to the dean
and the wealthy contractor. "They down a few drinks over their limt - with
Baxter, it's two - then don a | anpshade, dance about, and cone on to the

| adi es. But Baxter's nore original - when he gets drunk, he tries to sumon up
denons fromthe netherworld."
"Ri di cul ous!" pooh-poohed the mllionaire.

"Denons? Bal derdash!" echoed t he dean-who was precisely the sort of
person who woul d say "Bal derdash!" even in this day and age.

"Of course, it's all in fun,” chimed in Gertrude Twill, the dean's
secretary and of fi ce manager

CGertrude, against WIlis's wishes, had chosen to wear a very short dress
to the party - the kind of dress that tends to draw nale attention to nyl oned
| egs. Although her | egs were not drawi ng nmuch attention, it rmust be admitted
they were indeed her nost attractive feature.

It was sonetimes bandi ed about-usually w th acconmpanyi ng sni ckers-that
Gertrude mght be WIllis's one and only "girlfriend.” In truth, they had dated
for eight years - and at times the professor wondered what he saw in her. He
woul d think, briefly, of her soft lips; then, involuntarily rubbing his nouth,
less briefly of her braces. Mdst of the time, favoring a martyrlike
di sposition which had been drilled into himby the Catholic catechismof his



yout h, he accepted the inconveni ence wi thout questioning the therapeutic val ue
of perpetually wired teeth which made ki ssing somewhat rem niscent of the
Spani sh I nquisition

"Well, conjuring, though!" Rockhurst said, suddenly struck. "I suppose a
few magic tricks mght liven up this party a bit."

"They just might," agreed the dean

Prof essor Baxter returned at this nmoment with a purple-and-red-striped
bag with "Macy' s" enbl azoned on its sides. At a small space he had cleared in
the center of the room he dropped the bag to the floor and, with a certain
uncharacteristic flair, requested another Irish whiskey to fortify hinself.
CGertrude supplied the sacred potion, which WIlis slurped down in one quick
gul p. He rubbed a hand over his plain, |ong-hosed features. A hush fell over
the crowd as the dimed |ights cast odd shadows across their expectant faces,
and even Larry Hawt horne was quietly intent as he puffed his cigar, the snoke
of which hung like incense in the air.

WIllis stood silently a noment, as if preparing hinself for the
ritual-while, in truth, he was praising the Irish for inventing so sassy a
whi skey. Abruptly he began to nutter the Desiderata in Latin.

"Al'l right, Baxter," Hawthorne said derisively, "precisely which denon
are you thinking of inviting to join us in these festivities?"

"What the devil difference does it make?" asked Rockhurst, smling
broadly at his own quick wit. Dean Smith |aughed uproariously, and, as he cast
a stern eye over the partygoers (university enployees, all), so did everyone
else in the room

Hawt hor ne explained, "I really don't believe in this business, but |I've
read a little about the stuff-and it's supposed to nake a difference. The
denon rmust be summoned by his or her True Nane. One of the npbst respected
scholars in the field of denmonol ogy, Raynond de la Farte, theorized in his
nost recent book that the reason it's nearly inpossible to invoke a denmon in
this day and age is sinply that nost of them have been consigned to Hel
forever."
oserving that his know edge of the obscure had, for once, aroused interest
rather than ennui in his listeners, Hawt horne took the cigar fromhis nouth,
struck a pose he often affected in the classroom and continued: "You see,
when somneone tries to sunmon a demon and fails, the ritual requires himto
consign the soul of that denon to Hell forever-otherwise, it's believed, the
denon can use that entry way to our world at sone |ater date and, without
soneone there to control it, weak all sorts of havoc."

"I guess that makes sense," Rockhurst said.

"Yes, but can you believe this sort of thing?" Hawt horne asked, dropping
his pose as he turned to the mllionaire.

Rockhur st rmade no answer, so Hawt horne resuned both his pose and
lecture: "De |a Farte suggested that denons, while endowed wi th nagica
powers, night not be able to be in two places at the same tinme. That is, if
i ndeed there was sonme 'linmt' to their magic, it mght be such a thing as
this. An interesting possibility. Because, you see, de |la Farte denonstrated
that, with what was once a considerably nore wi despread interest in denonol ogy
and what with the nunber of denons being finite, the chances are quite high
t hat nost of them would have been sunmoned by two or nore conjurers at or near
the sane tine. The best-known denons certainly, the |esser-known denons al nost
as certainly."

He paused to note that he had indeed captured the attention of severa
ot her partygoers. Not wishing to lose their interest, he continued, "Thus,
whi | e one denpnol ogi st m ght succeed in sumoning a denon, if another tried to
get the sanme denon while it was doing something for the first, he would fai
in the attenpt-since the denon wouldn't be there to be called. And, by the
requi rements of the ritual, the one who failed would have to consign that
denon to the netherworld forever. Wien the denon returned to Hades, after
doi ng the bidding of the successful magician, it would thereafter be unable to
| eave Hell by virtue of the second conjurer's ritual and therefore coul d never



be successfully sumoned again."

WIllis, who was busily working with his tools - drawing a pentagramw th
Silly String, laying out a star within the pentagramw th drink straws and
swi zzl e sticks-could hardly contain his anusenent at Hawt horne's words.

For you see, dear reader, although Professor WIllis Baxter's nost daring
i n-person feat to date had been when he had fondled Gertrude's el bow at a
| ocal drive-in novie, he also |led something of a secret life. And it was one
of his nost closely guarded secrets that he was Raynond de |la Farte. The good
professor reveled in his confidential study rmuch as a fire-and-brinmstone
preacher might in a private pornography collection

Hawt horne, turning to indicate his rival with a slight nod, went on: "So
i f Professor Baxter here hopes to be successful, he'll have to use the True
Name of some obscure or | esser-known denon who, one presunes, m ght not have
suffered such a fate."

WIllis started to ask, "Wat's your nother's nane?" - but then
reconsi dered as he renenbered Hawt horne's short tenper and | ong reach. He
substituted, "What would you suggest, Larry-should I consult the Yell ow Pages,
under ' Denons, Unlisted ?"

"Well," said Hawt horne hel pfully, "there's the new Wl heim M nor Denons
of Egypt."

"Haven't seen it yet," WIlis adm tted.

"It has a few obscure names in it, | believe. How about Ptenagh? A sort

of Pan, | think."

"Cbscure? Hardly!" WIlis scoffed. "Penbroke. Solonobn in Egypt. 1934."

"How about his daughter, Anathae?"

" Daught er ?"

Hawt hor ne bri ghtened, preened at what so clearly denonstrated both his
own obscure knowl edge and his rival's ignorance. "Yes. Anathae. Hal f denon,
hal f human. "

"All right," WIllis said. "It'll do."

Rockhurst, obviously a bit tired of all the talk, suddenly grinned and
asked, "Wen do we get to the good part? You know, virgin's blood and al
that? More inportant, where do
we get the volunteers?"

WIllis glanced briefly at Gertrude-but decided it was better not to
broach a potentially touchy subject in front of everyone. Instead, he said,
"We' || have to nake do with mne,"” and pricked his finger with a pin.

Then he raised his hands - slightly bloody finger and all - for silence.

He was determined to try his best to make the ritual | ook
i mpressi ve-since, despite his scholarly interest in the subject, no matter
what denon he decided to call nor how inebriated he becane, he did not expect
t he sunmmoning to work. For, indeed, he had no belief in these things; it was
the correctness of the form the proper incantations, the very antiquity of
the ritual itself which appealed to the scholar in himand therefore held his
i nterest.

As he lowered his hands in a curving gesture, a hush settled over the
conpany.

When all was quiet, WIlis's fingers began to twitch like a squid's
tentacles and he started to incant the appropriate phrases in guttural
Franconian - to capture the soul of the neaning, and also to mask its nore
than slightly obscene content.

A fevered zeal -whi ch some may have believed only to be the effects of
t he al cohol -suffused his face with a red tint, and his guests began to nurnur
to thensel ves uneasily, like a cromd watching a trapeze artist working w thout
a net.

But as WIlis stooped to light candles the circus air seened to
di ssi pate; the room darkened as he becane stationary at the normtip of the
pent agr am

The silence surrounding WIlis's words was sonmehow om nous-it was al npst
too quiet. Hi s discourse slipped into AOd Bavarian-"Gueliche | ande cumen ger



"-his arms wiggled like frightened snakes, snapped together with a
flourish: "... Anathae!"

The stillness and sil ence which had hovered around his chant like a
voi cel ess swal | ow gave way to the feel and sound of w nd.

Wit a mnute.

W nd?

In an inside roomof the apartnent?

Yes, the causel ess breeze seened to ruffle through Wllis's runpled
hair, and even the candl e-thrown shadows began a sl ow dance up the wall. Then
he heard a tentative whisper, a fem nine voice as soft as a butterfly's w ng
"In francia fui."

Franki sh, thought WIllis. Qite frankly Frankish

H s breathing hastened. No |onger entirely aware of the people around
him WIIlis Baxter felt very nuch alone with that silken voice-which, he knew
instinctively, was no joke.

"Quaes ge dar daden?" he whi spered tremul ously.

And that voice, young-girl-sweet, responded: "Di snaui ne ibi."

There was now no question that the wind was a wind; it blew full and strong
and whooshed to a m ghty crescendo.

Then there was a blinding flash of light, Iike that of a tiny nuclear

expl osion -and, just as suddenly, the wi nd stopped and the roomwas quite

nor mal agai n.

Only...not quite.

For there, in the south corner of the pentagram facing Professor WIlis
Baxter, stood a girl-not nore than sixteen, by her features-clad only in |ong,
tawny red hair.
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Two tiny horns sprouted from her forehead, and a short barbed tail curled from
t he base of her spine just above her snooth, absolutely bare, undeniably
perfectly formed derriere.

Her breasts were firm her nipples |arge and creany pink

Her lithesone legs tapered to a pair of dainty hooves; a sprinkling of
curly red hair grew up alnost to her knees.

Her wai st seenmed al nbst too thin when, suddenly, it curved deliciously
out to neet the well-formed curve of her delicate hips.

She angl ed her angelic (fallen variety, of course) and faultlessly
freckl ed face about, surveying the people around her with curiosity. Her eyes
darted |ike captive birds until they lighted on WIIlis-whereupon they turned
m schi evously green and she fluttered | ong dark eyel ashes at him

"So it was you who called," she breathed huskily, her voice the coo of a
nightingale in heat. "Did you have anything special in mnd? O do you want mne
to be ...inventive?"

WIllis swall owed hard, his disbelieving eyes abul ge, and stepped
back-scattering a couple of the swi zzle sticks which nmade up the pentagram
"You," he gasped, his tongue taking on the texture of a potato chip, "are
Anat hae?"

"None ot her-and yours, for so long as you nay desire," she said. She
curtsied with admrabl e grace, her slender hands outstretched as if to hold
what was her entirely nonexistent dress. "Do you desire me now?"

As a teacher, WIlis had usually been able to appreciate the beauty of
young wonen who had taken his courses w thout feeling any particul ar
desire-or, if human enough to perhaps at tinmes feel the desire, not any rea
need-to beconme intimate with any of them But the fermal e before him although
younger in appearance than any P.U. coed, did not (he admitted to hinself)
precisely inspire himwth fatherly feelings.

This was in part because her voice was the epitome of seductiveness-Bo
Derek rising froma foam ng sea, disdaining a towel, yet with young-girl



i nnocence gl owing off her in cool, stunning waves. At the same tinme, her words
and fiery gestures seemed to invite, if not actually beg for, frantic,
cl ut chi ng debauchery.

The girl-demon wi ggled excitingly toward WIllis, her bare breasts
bobbi ng only slightly and her long red hair flow ng behind her in the
afterwake of the breeze. WIllis continued to step back as he tried desperately
to sumon up such words, thoughts, feelings as he had used like a shield to
protect hinself on the rare occasion when a P.U. coed had caught nore than his
passi ng fancy-what people would say of him how it nmight have an adverse
effect on his career, how he should feel ashaned of having such feelings about
a femal e obviously so much younger than hinself. But he could not hel p but
bel i eve that, sonehow, the sunmoning up of a denon had been, conparatively
speaki ng, a piece of cake-at least, he couldn't easily shake the strong
feeling of desire which this petite red-headed female, with so few words and
nmoverent s, had sent coursing through his veins.

She foll owed himout of the pentagram stepping over the breach he had
caused. And then, with ninble hands, conpletely ignoring the partygoers around
them Anathae plucked at the top button of his shirt. She had the shirt half
of f and was |icking her ruby lips in npoist anticipation when the stunned
silence of the forgotten conpany erupted into an excited babble.

WIllis heard a squeal and noticed, peripherally, that Gertrude had
fai nted dead away.

"What is the meaning of this outrageous spectacle?" demanded the dean

"Don't be a killjoy!" Rockhurst shouted out enthusiastically. "This is
better than any show in Vegas!"

WIllis had turned slowy toward the dean, hoping some expl anati on m ght
occur to himbefore he woul d be called upon to open his mouth, when he felt a
smal | hand give his pants zipper a frenzied tug.

Aghast, he | ooked down.

Sure enough, Anathae had his trousers hal fway down, exposing his purple
pol ka-dot underwear for the assenbled multitude to see.

He said the first thing mat cane to mind: "Stop that and get out of
here!"

Anat hae wi thdrew her slimhands fromtheir mad di srobing | ore and pouted
prettily at him

"Later," she said, licked her lips, then wi nked naughtily - and, with
anot her flash of l|ight, she disappeared.

G ven a choice in the matter, WIlis would have preferred to believe she
had never been there at all. But then his trousers, freed of her hands, fel
all the way down to his gartered socks, and several of the faculty w ves
present gasped and clutched at their husbands for support.

WIllis's face quivered at the redder |evels of the spectrumas he nmade a
violent attenpt to resheath his bare, pale |egs.

But this hasty and, indeed, decidedly frenzied action set himoff
bal ance-he teetered in the nmiddle of the floor, wavered, stunbled forward a
few wobbl i ng steps, tripped on the manacl es which had once been his trousers,
and fell headfirst into the anple lap of Ms. Hildagarde Boot hbut hl e, who
i medi ately began to yelp in the contralto that was the pride of the Powhattan
Uni versity dee d ub.

WIllis, aspraw across her lap, fried to nunbl e an apol ogy-but Ms.

Boot hbut hl e merely shrieked agai n and heaved himonto the carpet.

Fromthis vantage point, he managed to work his trousers back over his
knees by holding his legs up off the floor; he then regained his feet, pulled
his pants back up over his hips, and zippered his fly.

He i medi ately saw, sonewhat incongruously, that the dean, Rockhurst,
and nost of the other partygoers had turned their attention to efforts to
revive Certrude, who seened to be nmaking noi ses sonewhat between that of a
castrated sheep's bleat and a ship's foghorn. Only Horace and Hil dagarde
Boot hbut hl e and Larry Hawt horne continued to regard WIllis- the two fornmer
wi th | ooks of indignation and horror, the latter with a pitying snile.



Hawt horne sidled up to Wllis.

"Well," he said conversationally, "it certainly | ooks as though you may
have cooked your own goose here. O course, the dean probably woul d' ve naned
me head of the departnent anyway-but a stunt like this . . . Frankly, old man

I can't begin to understand what you could ve had in mind. By the way, in what
topl ess bar did you pick up that delicious-Iooking femal e?"

WIllis intended to say that it had not been a magic trick. He al so
i ntended to explain, in the properly frigid tones, that he was not in the
habit of frequenting topless bars-but the words he tried to form never reached
his 1ips.

Instead, in their place, he found hinself saying in what sounded very
much |i ke Anat hae's breathy soprano, "Eat canmel dung, eunuch! Copulate with
syphilitic lepers! Suck the rotten eggs of a vulture! French-kiss a Nile
crocodi |l e!'"

Hawt horne' s eyes grew wi de-but no wi der than those of the distraught
WIllis. Good grief, he thought, she's possessed ne. Wll, at least it's
limted to ny tongue.

Not so, |lover boy, rejoined a voice in' his mnd-and, to his horror, he
found that his right hand with a will of its own was folding into a fist.

"No!" he shouted, stepping back quickly so that Hawthorne woul d be out
of reach. Nonetheless, he felt the urge to swi ng.

Ah, WIlis, you' re no fun, he heard the denmon-girl's pouting voice claim
in his mnd

I'"ve got to get out of here, he thought as nuch to hinmself as to her
bef ore she makes me do something | night regret.

WIllis's shout had drawn the attention of the partygoers back to

hi nsel f. He stammered apologetically, "I'm. . . I'msorry. Pardon nme. |I'm
afraid," he nmanaged to snmile, "I've had a bit too nuch to drink. Please, al
of you, stay. | think, perhaps, if | got a breath of fresh air. "

"Yes," Dean Smith was quick to say, "I really believe that would be ..

advi sable, to say the |least, Professor."

Rockhurst, one of the few people at the party w thout female
acconpani nent, was able to verbalize his disappointnment: "WII there be a
second act to your show toni ght?" he asked.

"Il be back," WIIlis prom sed.

"CGood man!"

WIllis turned, shuddering, trying desperately not to see the hocked,
stunned, and even horrified expressions on the faces of the other nenbers of
the faculty present. They seened to be saying that they found their previous
boredom preferable to what they had w tnessed, whatever that m ght have been
and they were wonderi ng why he had not had sense enough to perceive this
bef or ehand.

Hi s feet seemed not to be his own as he stunbled to the hall closet,
threw on his camel -hair overcoat, and attenpted to propel hinself in the
direction of his front door
Wait a sec, Anathae's voice sounded in his mnd. It's going to be cold out
there-let's at |east bring a bottle.

No! he wanted to shout back-but found his unwilling | egs propelling himtoward
the kitchen. He struggl ed agai nst the notion even while conceding to hinself
that another drink certainly couldn't hurt himand just mght help, and gave
up the struggle when his trenbling arm opened a cabinet, reached in, and
snared a half-full bottle of Teacher's Scotch

There. Now we can go, if you Ilike.

WIllis slipped the bottle into a coat pocket, and negotiated his way back
toward the front room of his apartnent.

Dean Snmith, he noted, cast a disapproving frown at the bottle in his pocket as
WIllis went by but apparently did not want to interrupt what he was saying to
Rockhur st .

Bl ushing, WIllis heard the words of others hanging in the air-"disgraceful,"
"undi gnified," and even "shaneful” - which he realized his guests were using



in reference to what they thought had happened. Ms. Petruccio, the chem stry
professor's wife, was smling and whi spering sonething in her husband's ear
Then he was out of his apartnent into the chill early January air.
He checked only to nake certain that his nosy nei ghbor, Henrietta Bradnorton
wasn't peeking out of her apartment w ndow, as she so often did, with her hand
on the phone ready to call the police if anything she saw shoul d di spl ease
her .

Then, slipping and sliding on the icy sidewalk, WIlis nade his way to
his dented green Vol kswagen, which, as always, was parked out front.

Leani ng against it, he shook his head breathlessly, half in disbelief
and half trying to clear the al cohol he had al ready consumed from his
enf eebl ed brain.
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"Ckay," WIlis said, his voice a whisper, "you' ve had your amusing bit of
fun."

He drew in several bracing breaths of the cool night air. "You've probably

al so ruined ny career," he added in a weak, tired voice. "Now kindly, if you
pl ease, get the hell out of my head!"

But, WIIl, it's so nice and confy in here! Really, you' re quite extraordinary,
you know al t hough not always in a positive way. For instance, |'ve just been

| eafing through

your piles of pleasant chil dhood nenories-

"Qut, | said!"™ WIlis shouted. "O would you like to hear ne use an exorci sn?"
"Ch, WII, youre so . . .forceful" she cooed. "At |least, you are when you're
sl oshed. "

He found hinself staring at the nude, shivering Anat hae, who had appeared
seem ngly out of nowhere and was now perched on the fender of his car. He
wondered, inanely, if he

should let her call himWIIl-and then, alnobst instinctively, he drew off his
coat and put it over her shoul ders.

"Thank you." She snmiled. "I"'mreally not used to this sort of clinmate, you
know. Nor, for that matter, to acts of kindness. You're truly a kind man,
WIllis. And | know precisely what kind. Screwed up - but kind."

"Am I, now?" WIllis growled, pulling the Scotch fromthe coat pocket for added
warnth. "And precisely which university in Hell gave you your degree in
psychol ogy?"

"Dear, dear WII," she said. She fondled his cheek with her warmlittle
hand- f rom whi ch he drew back to take a long bracing gulp fromthe bottle of
anmber |iquid.

"I was inside your head-1 know you . . . know you as only you can know

yoursel f," she went on in a sonewhat nore serious tone of voice. "And you may
not realize it, but you' re astoundingly different fromnost of the other
humans who' ve conjured me up." Her green eyes narrowed as she reflected on
this. "Mdst of them you know, are full of hate and pride and the desire to

i npose their will on others.

Real ly, in many respects you're quite admrable. As for the areas where you're
not ... well, | could take care of them change you for the better with a few
words and gestures-but they're the sort of things you' d resent, and anyway you
shoul d really work on those yourself. But, of course, | also saw sone nasty
hang-ups and repressed guilts cluttering up your psyche - and | could help
there, especially in the psychosexual area. Wat you need, hon, is alittle
couch therapy."

She hopped down to the pavenment and enbraced him Smiling brightly into
hi s astounded face, she giggled and suggested, "Let's go behind those bushes."
Involuntarily, WIlis glanced in the direction of the bushes before

getting a grip on hinself.
No, no, ridiculous-it sinmply wouldn't do.



He grabbed her arm opened the door of his trusty if somewhat ancient
VW and thrust her into the passenger seat. "Don't nove!" he told her in a
| oud but not quite angry voice.

"I won't. But isn't this car alittle small for-"

He sl ammred the door and ran to the driver's side.

"-couch therapy? Still, | suppose we could try."

As WIlis was getting into the car, Anathae was busily slithering out of
his coat, her eyes glowing like fiery coals.

"Stop," he said quickly, surprising hinmself when his voice cracked at
the edges. "You're at |east supposed to do what | say. So |listen, Anathae, you
ei ther start behaving yourself and doing that or I'lIl have to send you right
back where you cane from"

"WIlis! You wouldn't!"

"Look-1 have half a mnd to do it anyway right now You' d better believe
I woul d!'"

"No. You're a kind man-you wouldn't do that. You've no idea what it's
like for me Dowmn There." A tear seenmed about to formon the edge of her eye,
and it was all WIlis could do to resist the urge to wipe it away-tenderly.

Poor child, he thought.

In an attenpt to feel a little |less synpathy on her behalf, WIllis
slurped some nore of the Scotch

"Listen," he said, "if you're a denon, | assune you nmust have sone
magi cal powers. Do you think you could maybe use sone of themto whip up
somet hing for you to wear? I'mcold. | need ny coat."

She proceeded to doff the coat again.

"No! No! For goodness' sake! Wat's happened already is bad enough-if
M ss Bradnorton shoul d | ook out her wi ndow and see ne, or if a cop should pul
up and find me here with a naked teenage girl in nmy car, that would be the end
of me, ny career and everything. CGet sone clothes on first, then give nme ny
coat."

"You woul dn't really send ne back, would you?" she asked as her hands
nmoved busily under the coat. "You' ve no idea of how tormented I am Down There.
Thousands of well-endowed nales all around ne-"

"You poor girl," sighed Wllis, quite sincerely. "No wonder-"

She banged the dashboard in frustration. "And there's a dammed gl ass
barrier all around so | can't get to theml" The Vol kswagen rocked with her
fury.

WIllis muttered, "Boy, aml in trouble!"™ Then he took another | ong
| esson fromhis Teacher's before he asked, "Have you got any clothes on yet?"
"Yes."
"Ckay. Let me have ny coat."
"You really could be fun, WII, if you gave yourself half a chance," she

sai d, renoving the coat.

She was wearing a quite attractive red silk dress with a nodest neckline
and matchi ng boots to cover her hooves. Her hair had assenbled itself to
conceal her pert little horns.

An enber, seem ngly, had begun to glowin WIlis, and he was
unconfortably aware that not all of it had been caused by his consunption of
al cohol. He had to admt that, even fully clothed, this half-hunan and
hal f - denon fenal e was surpassingly beautiful. No, nore than that; provocative
and, yes- either despite or because of the fact that she seenmed indecently
young-desirable. And it was, he realized, in some way he coul d not define,
somet hing even nore than the provocative desirability of a beautiful novie
star or pinup.

"You Iike?"

"Yes," he admitted reluctantly.

WIllis slipped into his coat with difficulty in the confined space, his
mnd ajunble, trying to find something negative about Anathae which would | et
him stop regarding her in quite this fashion. Too young | ooking, he tried to
tell himself, although, of course, sonme older nales are attracted by that. But



I'"mnot. Besides, she's a demon - or at |east part dermon - and she m ght be
bewi t chi ng nme. Anyway, there's Gertrude-

"I'"'mnot," Anathae said.

“Not what ?"

"Not using nmy magic to bewitch you, Wllis. And as for conparing nme to
that dog you've got for a girlfriend-"

"Now just a mnute," WIllis said heatedly, "I'lIl not have that sort of
tal k about Gertrude."

"I"mnot tal king about her |ooks," Anathae said. "She's not nmuch to | ook
at, but of course that doesn't nean anything, anyway. No, WIIl, |I'mtalKking
about her personality - howit's affected your relationship with her. The
thing I find hardest to understand is that you both know you don't |ove each
other-in fact, you know when you're honest with yourself you don't even like
her for what she's done to you. The truth of it is, you can't understand why
you've let her get you in a position where she can henpeck you."

WIllis found he was breathing hard. Before he could nouth his intended
rej oi nder-"0h, yeah?"-Anathae went on: "You know dammed well| that, at sone
point, Mss Twill will have marriage on her mnd, even though you both make
each ot her unconfortable, and also that you'll never know beforehand, and
per haps not even afterward, if you' re conpatible in bed-where you re bound to
spend at least a third and maybe as nuch as half of your |ife-because she
won't let you get in her pants now and might not even then. For all you know,
she m ght be a wal ki ng, talking mannequi n!" Anathae smiled slyly. "At | east
you know what |'ve got is real!"”

"Can't we change the subject?"

"Al'l right. Let's talk about you." She held up a hand, and suddenly
there was a long thick cigarette init. "Want one?"

"No thanks," he said.

"As | see it, you' ve got a lot of potential, but no gunption." She
flicked a finger, and it sprouted flame, which she used to light her
cigarette. "That's like a Mack truck w thout wheels." She blewit out. "A hel
of a lot of horsepower going nowhere in a hurry.”

She sucked hungrily at her weed, held the snoke in her |ovely lungs for
a long nonent, then blew it out in square shapes. "N ce trick, huh? You learn
a few things |ike that when you' ve got a few thousand years on your hands to
practice."

The headlights of a car flashed by, catching the first few fl akes of a
snow flurry in its beans. "Not much chance for stuff |ike that where | cone
from" she comrented wyly.

"Anyway, as | was saying, you need sone self-assertion. | know your problens
on that score, so | can synpathize. But it takes action to clean out your
skul I -"

"Who says | want to clean out my skull?"

"I do. Because that's what you need to get what you really want. And
what you really want, nodest though it is, is to be head of the university's
Literature Departnent."

"I don't have to be told that, and anyway, | didn't give you perm ssion
to go poking around in ny brain!"

"You didn't forbid nme, either. Wat |I'msaying is that I'll help you, if
you really want to succeed. Now listen-"

"Hold it!" WIlis said heatedly. "Let nme get this straight. | call up a

denon and suddenly she wants to take control of my life. And | don't even have
to ask because | know at what price. So you listen, Ana." She seened to be
giving himher full attention, but he nonethel ess paused for a few seconds,

wetting his lips, since the al cohol was beginning to slur his speech. "I'm
fully capable of neshing . . . of messing up ny life on nmy own without help
fromyou."

She chuckl ed, not unkindly, at his nmistake and said, "That's precisely

ny point."
"I mean-"



"Ch, | know what you nean. Really, WIlis, | do. You want to do it al
on your own, rather than have the help of nagic, which is quite adm rable.
But, as you've said, ny appearance here, anong other things, just mght block

your way. Fortunately, I'mgrateful for what you' ve done - | would, frankly,
rather be Here than There. So I'Il help you get rid of those stunbling bl ocks.
Maybe, later, | can help you in other areas where you need it, too."

WIllis was truly beginning to feel the effects of the al cohol and,
consequently, was starting to regret the anmount he had consuned. But, he told
hi nsel f, he wasn't that drunk. Calmy, he asked, "And what price would you

charge for this little service, Ana? My soul ? Sure, | grant you | want the
position, even want it sonmewhat desperately - | have ideas on teaching that |
would really like to see inplenented. But thanks but no thanks-not at that
price."

To his surprise, she giggled. "Oh, WIlis, some human i deas about denobns
are so silly!l I'"'mnot that kind of denmon. You did ne a favor, getting nme out
of That Place-so, if you want, I'll do you a few The first is to help you get

that job you want so rmuch - even if you wouldn't give your soul for it. O
course, | already knew that."

She blew a triangle of smoke in his face, causing himto cough.

Funny kind of smell, he thought.

"So let me get the lay of the land," she continued, brushing back a
stray lock of hair. "Thanks npstly to what's just happened, the man nost
likely to get the job is Larry Hawt horne, right?"

"That's right. He's al so been maki ng passes at Gertrude lately."

"Well, unfortunately that form of denentia won't disqualify him™"
Anat hae said. "So, it seens to me, if sonething happens to him your way is
clear. O course, you wouldn't condone pushing himout the wi ndow of his
hi gh-ri se apartnent-"

"Heavens, no!"

"I know you wouldn't, WIIl. So we'll have to do it the hard way. Hey,
you want a drag of this?" She proffered the hal f-snoked cigarette. "1'd like
some of that Scotch. After all, even though |I probably shouldn't have, | had

toreally work to get you to bring it out with us.”

He paused only briefly, realized she had to be rmuch ol der than the
si xteen-year-ol d she appeared to be, and handed her the bottle but waved away
the cigarette. "Uh-uh. No tobacco. Alcohol's my only vice."

"If anyone knows that, WII, | do. But who said it was tobacco?"
"Do you nmean it's . "
She shrugged. "It's all we snoke, where | conme from"

"Gaahh!" WIIlis exclained.

4

Thi s shoul d be noted, dear reader, and noted well: As a university professor
while WIlis Baxter was a bit of a nebbish in some respects, he was
nonet hel ess well aware that a few nenbers of the faculty (to say nothing of a
substantial nunber of students) indulged in the snoking of O her Substances.
And al t hough he did not partake in this practice hinself and made it known
that he did not want it at his parties, he considered hinmself a tolerant nan.

I f anything, people who indulged in his own |egal vice, liquor, seened to
suffer more ill effects. And al cohol, too, had once been illegal. In any
event, WIlis Baxter, while at some tinmes a bit of a M| quetoast and at others
somet hi ng of a booki sh boob, lived in the nodern day and age and was not a

hypocrite. To each his own, he felt.

For that reason, it must surely follow that the "Gaahh!" which WIllis
excl ai med was not a "Gaahh!" of disdain or disapproval, nor even a "Gaahh!" of
di smay or disbelief.

No, the "Gaahh!" which cane so suddenly fromWIlis's |lips was entirely
the result of the fact that just as Anathae nmade her cal m adni ssion, he espied



a police car patrolling his street, which caused his natural paranoia to boi
over.
"Gaahh!" WIllis exclaimed. He also pointed in the direction of the

police car for Anathae's eclaircissenment, adding, "If they should find me here
wi th you, snoking one of those, I'll be sunk for good. | wish | could get out
of here!”

"Anyt hi ng you command, |over."

She nuttered a few words and gestured. There was a faint hissing sound,
like a lizard licking his earlobe, and Professor Baxter suddenly found hinself
lying on his own bed on top of a heap of coats.

He blinked his eyes in surprise. Anathae, he saw, stood in near darkness

by the bed.

"What happened?" he asked her

"You said you'd prefer to | eave. | assuned you wanted to come back
here.”

"And you-"

"Fly me, |1'm Anat hae."

She had the whi skey bottle in her hand and took a sip. "That's part of
Hel |, too-watching American tel evision."

She set the bottle aside and hopped onto the bed to snuggle up to
WIlis.

"So, lover. Time for Project Manmaker, |'myour instructor, Mss Bliss,
and | love to make nmen. The first lesson is self-confidence - if you don't
| ove yoursel f and show that you do, people will assume you're not even worth

liking. You' ve already got all the ideas you need to get that job - but they
won't help you if they stay | ocked up in your head because your |ack of

confidence won't let you bring themout. You have to believe in themand in
yoursel f; then when you tell themto Dean Snmith, he'll believe in themtoo-"

At that norment, however, Larry Hawthorne stunbled in. Hs slurred
"Shorry" made WIllis aware that Hawt horne had al so, as the saying goes, put
anway a few

But upon seei ng whom he had interrupted, Hawt horne did a double take and
excl ai med, "Profesher Baxshter! And the little nmagic-trick |ady! How dja get
here wi thout com ng through the front door?" He glanced at the w ndow, but
since WIlis had, sonewhat earlier, tried to open it to let the evening' s
cigarette and cigar snmoke out and failed, the wi ndow having recently been
pai nted over, Hawthorne knew they could not have entered that way.

In his mind, WIlis heard Anathae's voice saying, W'll|l get back to our
project |ater.

Sli pping off the bed, Anathae noved toward the Professor of Renai ssance
Literature. "Aren't you," she asked, with just a touch of awe in her voice,
"Professor Law ence J. Hawt horne?"

Hawt horne seened a trifle taken aback; he was indeed Law ence J.

Hawt hor ne but was unaware of any other Lawrence Hawt horne to expl ain Anathae's
enphasis on his mddle initial. "Wy, yes. WIlis, if you re not too drunk
i ntroduce your colleague to this stunning girl."

"M ss Anny Bliss, Professor Haw horne,"” purred Anathae, offering her
delicate hand to him "You teach Renaissance literature at the university,
don't you?"

Hawt hor ne beaned, made a noticeable effort to overcome his condition
bowed over her hand, and sl obbered on it in what was obviously intended to be
a debonair kiss. "Mst pleasant to nmeet you, |I'msure," he said in a notably
deepened voi ce as he snoot hed back his tangly black forest of hair. "Can I,
per haps, get you sonething to drink?"

WIllis, who was now well into feeling the effects of his own al coholic
consunption, was on the verge of pointing out that she was rmuch too young to
dri nk when Anathae said to
Hawt horne, "Certainly!"

She slipped the I ength of her arm under Hawt horne's flabby biceps. "Oh,
goodness, | never expected to nmeet a teacher of literature with such mnuscles,"



she oozed. "l bet you're just so strong!"

Her mouth made a cute little O and WIlis could see that Haw horne, who
had started to nelt when she'd introduced hersel f, was beginning to get a
little gooey around the edges. "Professor Baxter prom sed to introduce nme to
you if | cane to his party," Anathae continued as she turned Haw horne and
began to propel himout of the bedroom

If the statement was obvious flattery, the unlikelihood of his rival
maki ng any such prom se being in itself suspicious, Hawt horne did not deign to
nmention it. He said, "You've . . . heard of ne?"
"Ch," Anathae said as they went out the door, "hasn't everyone?"
WIllis, numb fromhis drinking, had a sinking feeling as he watched t hem
| eave. The events of the recent past, particularly the past hour, were
nmuddl ed, to say the least, but despite what she'd "said" in his nined just
before getting off the bed, WIlis wasn't entirely sure what was goi ng on
So, as he did so often when faced with one of life's problens, he grabbed the
deserted bottle and started drinking - and thinking - with a vengeance.
He found the tone of his thoughts shaped by the al cohol - first relaxed, then
depr essed.
She's right, he thought. Told me | need gunption. But "guts" woul da been a
better word. That's what | am- spineless. Can't cut it as a professor, nuch
| ess a departnent head. Hell, can't even keep the attention of a nynphomani ac
denon |'ve sumoned up nyself-and that's sayi ng sonet hi ng!
H s | ast thought, perhaps because of the contrast, made himthink of Gertrude.
Unfortunately, he had to adnit, Anathae was right there, too. He certainly
didn't |ike what Gertrude had made of their relationship - and she didn't seem
to like or respect himfor having allowed her to do it. He'd known this, deep
down, but now that it was out in the open for himto exam ne and think about,
the realization gave himno relief. If anything, it only nade himfeel guilty.
How can | be such a | ouse? Just because Gertrude's not as pretty as Anat hae?
Few women, he reflected, could be as beautiful, as soft, as warm as
desirable, as ... Stop it, WIlis. Get control of yourself. And, anyway,
hadn't that very sane beautiful -
sof t war ndesi rabl e Anathae just left on the armof his archenenmy? And what if
Gertrude didn't really feel anything for hin? And so what if Gertrude did
henpeck hin? Wasn't it true that Gert at |east had marriage in mnd? Goodness
gracious, if what Anathae had told hi mwas true, that meant Certrude was
willing to spend the rest of her life with him even though the events of
their relationship had made it obvious that they felt relatively little rea
af fection for each other, even though he was a faithless bum Didn't that
count for sonething?
Didn't that really nake himthe villain and Gert his victin®
"Anat hae was right!" he proclained as he got to his feet to confront hinself
inthe mrror-albeit wobbling nmore than a little. He waggl ed an adnonitory
finger under the nose of his image. "Even if it'd be wong just to dunp poor
ol'" Gert, you cad, you gotta ashert yershelf if you wanna get this job. Let
"em know that ol' crumbum WIllis Baxter got some guts 'n' ain't afraid to
speak out when he got ideas. ldeas that'll rev-o-loosh-en-eyes education at
stinky ol' P.U"
He pushed hinmself away fromhis dresser and tilted toward the door
Once into his living room he saw the party had thi nned down considerably in
hi s absence. Professor Rosenheimsat on the couch, staring ahead glassily at
nothing in particular, with Ms. Petruccio's head on his shoul der. Ms.
Petrucci o was asl eep.
The only other people WIllis sawin the roomwere Dean Smith and Rockhurst.
Evidently the dean had finally succeeded in figuratively nailing the rich

man's shoes to the floor and was now filling his ears with plans for the new
gymmasi umthe university would build if Rockhurst would but donate the
half-mllion he had once said he was considering. Rockhurst wore the

expression only the truly bored can properly assume, so his eyes brightened
consi derably as they turned fromcontenpl ating the dean's bald spot to the



face of WIllis Baxter.

WIllis, thinking of the plan of action Anathae had proposed to him wobbled in
their direction.

"Baxter! Now there's the man of the evening, Dean." Rockhurst beaned,
extending a welcoming armto WIIlis.

"As | was saying, M. R " the dean went on w t hout paying the slightest
attention to what Rockhurst had said, "we've got some great plans for a
swi mm ng pool, stocked with water wings, not to nmention a superb-"

"Prof essor Baxter, old boy," said Rockhurst, patting WIllis on the back in
friendly fashion, " where's the lovely lady of the party?"

"You nmean Certrude? | dunno. Lasht | saw"

"Certrude left in sonething of a huff shortly after recovering,” Dean Smith

i nsert ed.

The millionaire said, "No, no. | nean your cute little red-haired 'denon."'
Quite a remarkabl e performance the two of you put on. The dean here told me he
had no i dea you had such a hobby, but really, |'ve seen professional stage
magi ci ans who couldn't performthat illusion as well. Now that's
entertainment! And in your own apartnent, w thout apparatus, too. Tell ne, did
she conme back with you?"

"Ch," was all WIlis could say at first. Even through his al coholic haze, he
was anused; that was always the way with people-if pigs grew wi ngs or the seas
grew boiling hot, they would find sone "reasonabl e" explanation for it al

whi ch they could believe. But realizing the millionaire was still expecting
something in the way of a reply fromhim WIIlis practiced focusing his
eyebal | s and anal yzed, as carefully as he could, Rockhurst's nobst recent
statenment. "Anathae, you nean? She's 'round - with Larry Hawt horne, in the
study, | guess."

Rockhur st |aughed. "I thought he protested too nmuch. He was telling nme he'd
only just net her."

The dean cut in sternly with, "Professor Hawt horne is a fine exanple of our
faculty. O course, even the best staffs have exceptions in quality." He eyed
WIllis pointedly.

"I want to go congratul ate her," Rockhurst said, "after | get another drink. A
fine, fine show And, Professor Baxter, | mght want your act for a little,
shall we say, stag party |I'm hosting next month? Now, | won't take no for an
answer - and that's final. Catch you both later." Rockhurst smled at his own
adroitness in finally ditching the dean and started off in the direction of

t he professor's kitchen

Dean Snmith nade as if to followbut WIllis grabbed himby the collar. The dean
| ooked back at the hand holding him then glared up at its owner. "Wat's the
nmeani ng of this, Baxter?"

"I want to talk to you, Shmith!"

WIllis tried to match the dean's glare but had to settle for a frown
acconpani ed by a lopsided grin. Dimy, in the back of his mnd, he realized
this conversation was getting off on entirely the wong foot; firmess did not
mean nmanhandling the person with whom he wi shed to conmuni cate, just as
confidence did not nmean talking to the nan as if he were some kind of grub
"Haven't you sobered up yet, man?"

"I shert . . . certainly haf . . . have, Dean," WIIlis said earnestly.

"Then take your hands off ne."

"Not till you hear. What | got. To say. Dean. | been at this lovely

uni vershity ten whol e drab years, three nore than Larry-don't you think I
desherve a break today? | got ideas. | got a mllion of "em | could turn it
all around. And you know I'ma brilliant scholar."

"Baxter, unhand me inmedi ately! And go away. You don't know what you're

sayi ng!"

"But | do! I'm Saying. The. Truth. God. Dammit! Dean, |I'mtelling you I'mthe
man for the job and saying what | feel for the firsht tine. | desh

deserve to head the Literature Department. | desire to head up the Litrasure
Department. Because | got what it takes." By some astonishing exercise of



her et of ore dormant mnuscle power, WIlis increased his grip on the dean's
collar and managed to lift himalnost an inch off the floor. "And you'll give
me the post, won't you. Dean?"

The dean was blustering so badly only snippets of phrases squeaked through his

whi tening lips: never . . . you'l

pay . . . drunk . . . doesn't excuse . . . gurgle! ... in all my career
nonsense . . . splugh! . . . Hawthorne . . . got the job . . . if he didn't
before . . . I'"Il get you. . . blurrgh!"

Where WIlis had once seen nothing but white-hot unreasoning anger in his mnd
at the injustice of it all, he began to see, in its place, a dark noist mst.
He | et the dean down. The dean, flapping his arns like an agitated windmll,
said, "Now this is the outside of enough! I'mcalling the police, Baxter. 1'll
charge you with assault! I"Il fix your boat. You're through at this
university, tenure or no tenure, do you hear? Through! Absolutely, finally
through. And I'Il see you in prison! I'll see you hanging froma neat hook

e

However, to WIlis the voice was a tiny whisper coming frommles away-and
filtered through congealed linme Jell-0O at that.

Wllis felt hinmself sway back and forth.

(O was that the roon? Truth to tell, he seemed quite stationary.)

Wth each notion, he began to tick off, like a netronone, to hinself, the
nunber of drinks he nust have put away that evening.

About six before the sunmoni ng-

(forward sway with a little bit of wobble)

Oh, but she's such a gorgeous, del ectable, desirable thing!

"Baxter!"

-about four (or was it five?) in the car-

(sidewi se tilt)

That hair! Those lips like liquid fire!

"Baxter! You just stay awake and on your feet, nman! Don't pass out! You stay
awake, so | can have you arrested!"

-then the rest of the bottle in the bedroom

Those deep dark nysterious eyes in which a man night | ose hinself-and that
quick smle in which he mght find hinself again!

"Baxter! I've called the police-they'll be here in a mnute. Stay awake, man!"
("Tack her to the starboard side, M. First Mate." -"Aye, aye, Cap'n")

"Here, Baxter. Drink this coffee. Stand up straight or you'll fall on your
face. "

Swirling pieces of the cloudy room seened suddenly to coal esce into Dean
Smith's stern face. "Dean, Dean, Dean- you're a better nman than | am QQunga
Dean!" WIlis hiccoughed with pride at this denonstration of his mastery of
Engl i sh poetry.

And, nost of all - that young, sweet, tender, oh-so- enbraceabl e body!

"Anat hae,” WIlis sighed. Yes, he was certain he could see her now, right
before him her clothes tight on her |ithesone figure. He reached out-and
hugged t he dean

"Ch, Ana, Ana dearest," WIIlis crooned, "you're so right, so right!"

"Baxter! Get away! Wiat do you think-there are peopl e watching, man, and

you' re drunk!"

"No, Anathae, not drunk. Only high. Wien | think of you."

The three descendi ng notes of the doorbell cut through his reveries and
allowed himto realize who, in fact, he had been holding. WIlis, noting that
Pr of essor Rosenhei mwas snoring on the couch, nuttered, "Nobody watchi ng,
Dean-we're the only two | eft awake at this dull and boring excuse for a
party," and tottered away.

The dean turned and wal ked swiftly to the door. As he did, suddenly a
commotion broke fromthe direction of the den in the formof a fem nine |augh
and a roaring masculine yell. Anathae ran into the room | ooking back over her
shoul der; bearing down on her, in hot pursuit, was Larry Hawt horne, grunting
and groaning, his eyes wide with |lust.



A very inportant detail, dear reader: Larry Hawthorne, Professor of

Renai ssance Lit, was as naked as a Playgirl pinup. A very inproper Playgirl
pi nup.

And then, just as the dean opened the door for two burly blue-uniformed men,
four crucially inmportant things happened.

First, Anathae di sappeared agai n.

Second, the totally naked ranpagi ng Renai ssance Lit professor, unable to
break his lunbering stride, ran straight into the arnms of the entering
pol i cemen-who i medi ately grabbed himand, w thout waiting for an expl anati on,
qui ckly began to read himhis rights.

"No, wait a minute, officers, this is a mstake-" Dean Snith started to
sputter.

But one of the policenmen quickly assured himthere was none, that in
fact they had received a conplaint, and a man running wildly around in the
nude at a party and so obviously drunk was sufficient cause for arrest. And,
with no further ado than to throw a raincoat over the professor, they began to
| ead the confused and shuddering Larry Hawt horne to their waiting squad car.

At first Dean Smith stood unspeaki ng and ashen-faced. But then he turned
to say to WIlis, "You may not end up in jail, Baxter, but you are finished at
Powhat t an! "

WIllis wobbl ed unsteadily toward the voice and said, "You're quite
right, Gunga, |'mdrunk."

Then the third and fourth inmportant things happened-he threw up on the
dean and passed out.
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The Green Bay Packers, equipped with special six-inch knife-sharp cleats, were
conducting running practice on his head. Even as they were doing so, a

wr ecki ng crew ai ded by jackhamers, chainsaws and bul |l dozers - was diggi ng
into the back of his throbbing skull. M. Cdean, after using his stomach to
scrub down the Queen Mary, had wwung it out with a steanroller and was drying
it inakiln. The entire Arabian army, in dirty sweat socks, had assenbled to
spread their dusty mats on his tongue and were now faci ng Mecca while their
wai ting canmels expectorated in the desert that was his nouth.

Tread softly as you read this page, dear considerate reader - our hero
has a hangover.

The insistent jangling of the doorbell acted like a lightning bolt to
spear his already achi ng head.

Groani ng, Professor WIlis Baxter stunmbled out of bed. He junped with
fright as he caught sight of a w cked-|ooking creature all winkles and nussed
hair. Then he realized it was only his own reflection in the mrror and got a
smal |, trenbling neasure of control over hinself. "Coming! |'mcom ng! Please!
Pl ease stop!" he pleaded. "Merciful God in heaven, make it stop!"

Slowy, step by | abored step, WIlis plodded out to the front door,
where he spent a mnute that seened nmore like an hour trying to get a grip on
t he knob.

It was Gertrude Twill.

"Certrude," he said.

"You really should be ashaned of yourself, WIIlis Baxter," she said,
pushi ng past himand letting the skull-shattering bright norning sunlight
streamin behind her.

WIllis gasped fromthe painful brightness and eased the door shut-but
t he reengagi ng of the | ock sounded to himlike a battering ramslanming into
thirty feet of solid concrete.

Gertrude continued, "I really don't know why | should put up with this
sort of treatment."”

"But dear-" breathed WIlis, trying desperately to remenber precisely



what she was tal ki ng about .

"But not hi ng!"

WIllis groped his way toward the kitchen for the gl ass of water he was
sure was needed to save his life-although, at this nmoment, he was not certain
if even his life were worth such a Hercul ean effort.

Gertrude dogged his steps, trying to get himto turn around so she could
put her finger under his nose, a favorite pecking position for her. Failing
that, she rasped, "You were disgraceful last night! And that nude hussy!" She
peered around to get a good |ook at his condition. "Ch, gracious, WIIlis! You
| ook sick. Now you lie down on the couch like a good boy and I'll nake you
wel | again with some of ny nice broccoli soup.”

WIllis spit the water he'd started to drink back into the glass at the
t hought of her broccoli soup - which he could barely swall ow under norma
condi tions.

"No, no," he whinpered. "Aspirin."

"Where do you keep it?"

He settled hinmself slowy, carefully, onto a kitchen chair and wheezed,
" Bedr oom "

"Yes, dear. I'Il get it. Right away." She left the kitchen but continued
talking: "l suppose I'll have to forgive you, although it's not easy after al
t he enbarrassnment you' ve caused. Fortunately, it's nothing conpared to what
poor Professor Haw"

The flow of her conversation halted abruptly.

There was a nonent of total silence followed by the squeak of Gertrude's
tennis shoes comng in his direction on the tile floor at a rapid clip. She
stanped into the kitchen, her face beet-red.

"Ch, WIIlis! How could you?"

WIllis | ooked up fromhis intense study of the half-full water glass he
had shakily placed on the kitchen table just in time to catch her hand across
his face. The force of the bl ow knocked himoff his chair.

He stared up fromthe floor in bew |dernment as Gertrude, gnashing her
wired teeth like an angry steanshovel, picked up his water glass, dunped its
contents on his head, swi veled around, and stal ked out.

WIllis grimaced at the explosion of the door slamm ng.

He gave the apartment a few minutes to stop playing its childish ganes
and get off the merry-go-round, then allowed a few nore seconds to let the
tweeting birds fly out of his head. Then, resignedly, he slowy crawed into
t he bedroom for the aspirin-only to di scover the cause of Gertrude Twill's
out r age.

For there, asprawl on his bed, feet tangled in the sheets, half-opened
eyes drowsy as though | ooking back into the recent past and pl easuring
t hensel ves in the menory of sone particularly decadent but thoroughly
enj oyabl e orgy, was Anat hae - wearing precisely what she had worn when he had
first sumoned her.

"Ch, no," sighed WIllis, trying to rise to his feet but slunping onto
the end of his bed instead. "Ch, no," he said, truly pathetically. "I couldn't
have . "

Anat hae' s scarl et-crowned head craned up, bright eyes focusing on him
"WIIl!" she said, squirm ng over to wap her soft bare arnms around his neck
and ni bble his ear affectionately.

"Did 1?" he nunbl ed, agonizing through his dimnenory of the previous
night. "Did we?"

"What? Ch. Did you! Did we!" She sniled and toyed with a strand of his

hair. "Well, now, if you don't remenber, perhaps we should start all over
again."

"That does it!" screeched WIlis, bolting upright over the startled
denon-girl. "That's all 1'mgoing to take!"

"Ch, WIlis," she panted, as yet unaware of the cause of his ire, "if

you could only see yoursel f! How your eyes sparkle and the bl ood courses
t hrough your veins when you're angry! |'ve done it!"



"You' ve done it, all right," he grow ed.
Fragments of the previous night's events cane trickling back into his weary
menory, and his feelings were a m xture of enbarrassment, guilt, and anger

He woul d never head the Literature Departnent-because of Anathae.

He had, alnost certainly, lost both his teaching position and his
t enur e- because of Anat hae.

H s once fine reputation, now shattered beyond repair, would follow him
wherever he might try to go - because of Anat hae.

Fi nally, because of Anathae, he had | ost Gertrude-Gertrude, who m ght
not have been attractive, who m ght not have respected him who m ght not have
been many things, but who had been the only femal e who had ever attached
herself to himin his years at the university and was the closest thing he'd
ever had to a girlfriend.

Graspi ng Anathae by the arm he pulled her off the bed and into the
di ning room wi t hout giving her a chance to stand up. The pentagramwas in
shanbl es, nost of the drink straws and sw zzl e sticks having been crushed
underfoot or shunted aside by the previous night's partygoers, but it was but
the work of a noment to grab the Silly String he had left there and fill in
the missing segnments. WIllis then dunped Anathae into the south corner of the
pent agram and mar ched rat her than wal ked to the north corner

"WIlis," Anathae started, "what-"

"Ubele . . ."he began to chant, his eyes wide with fury.

"Ch, no, WIllis. Don't you renenber-"

Canet minen . " He tried to drown out her voice with his vol une.

"I hel ped you-"

Had he bothered to | ook, he woul d have seen that she now seenmed nore
like a frightened young girl than a denon.

"Don't send ne back-"

"Exconae chanet!"

"W may never see each other again. And, oh, Wllis, I-"

"Insel . . . Canet!"”

"I do at least care for you-"

Her voice was drowned in a clap of thunder

WIlis | ooked down.

A wisp of snoke curled up fromthe center of the pentagram WIllis
angrily scattered the drink straws and sw zzl e sticks that had remai ned from
before with his foot.

Abruptly, the phone rang. He picked it up. "Hello!" he said gruffly into
the receiver.

"Prof essor Baxter?"

"Yeah. Don't yell, please."

"This is Dean Smith."

"Yeah, well, if you called to confirmwhat you said | ast night, forget
it. I don't want or need your stinking-"

"How woul d you like to be Chairman of the Arts and Sci ence Division?"

t he dean interposed sweetly and quickly.

" Huh?"

"I realize you only wanted to be head of Lit-but let's face it,

Prof essor Baxter, when you come right down to it that's really small potatoes.
You not only deserve nore, but President Mellon and | have been thinking for
quite some time that the university should be reorganized into |arger

di vi sions. "

"What about Hawt hor ne?"

"He spent the night in jail. For indecent exposure. Don't you remenber?"

"No . . . wait. Yes! But | thought | was inagining-"

"Unfortunately not. However, President Mellon and | were able to use our
i nfl uence to have the charges dropped-we pointed out that there would be no
one who woul d conme forth to nake a conpl ai nt and, anyway, whatever happened,
it happened on private property-and thus saved both Larry and the university
froma scandal. Fortunately, | also have sone influence at the |ocal paper."



"Sorry. | was drunk."

"Yes, I'mwell aware of that, but think nothing of it, mboy. W al
| ose our heads sonetines . . . stonmachs, too, for that matter. I'Il forget
| ast night's unpleasantness if you will, and if you'll take the position."

Still confused, WIIlis asked, "Wy ne?"

"Well, Professor, you seemto have a better grasp on hunman psychol ogy
than | do. Last night I thought that spectacle you presented was outrageous.
O course, | wasn't aware - as you apparently were - that Nornman Rockhurst,
for all his success, is still alittle, shall we say, on the crude side.

He thought it a delightful and outstandi ng perfornmance."

WIllis dimy renenbered.

The dean continued, "Well, I'ma pragmatist, WIlis, as |I'msure you
knowand |'m not about to dispute matters of taste with a man who's willing to
donate a substantial sumto the university. Rockhurst called this norning to
pl edge a million dollars for our gymasium He seens to |ike you, sees
potential, suggested you be placed in sone such position, made it clear he
wants soneone |like you helping to run the university he's donating his noney
to. | nust say, | don't think he could have convinced me, nobney or no noney,
had | not realized the truth of nuch of what you said |l ast night - you do have
good ideas as well as the necessary ability."

"Dean! That's wonderful!"

"OfF course, the clincher seens to have been your agreement with him"

"Agreement?" . Wllis puzzled.

"Certainly. | was there when you made it. He told you he wanted you and
that girl to performyour magic act for his party. | recall he said he
woul dn't take no for an answer.
Seens the governor's going to be there, and Rockhurst's convinced you'll be

the hit of the affair.”
WIllis didn't-couldn't-answer.
"Baxter? You there, mboy? WIIlis? Answer ne! Baxter?"

"Yes sir," WIIlis croaked.

"It's as sinple as pie. You get that young |ady, performyour little
magi ¢ act at his party-which, I need not point out, will be kept strictly
confidential-the university will receive a cool mllion and you can head up
the A&S Division. You'll do it, of course?"

"OfF course,"” WIlis replied.

"CGood man. "

The dean hung up.

After a lengthy visit to the bathroom Professor WIllis Baxter began to
reassenbl e the pentagram

PART TWOD

"You will not jump out nude at that 'stag' party, or whatever it is!"

Wllis Baxter slunped into his ancient purple easy chair, worn snooth
fromlong years of use, and pulled his hand across the dark five-o'clock
stubble on his face. He | ooked all around the living roomeverywhere but at
Anat hae.

It had been several weeks since he had summoned her, for the second
time, just so that she could appear in the nude as part of a "magic trick" at
Rockhurst's party-but in that brief period his feelings had changed. For one
thing, the idea of using someone-anyone-for the purpose of furthering his
career was repugnant to him and if he had at first seen his way around this
obstacle with the rationalization that Anathae "owed" it to himfor the havoc
she had wought, he had lately begun to realized this excuse was sonewhat



shabby.

True, since he'd first called her forth fromHell, his entire life had
changed. Al in the space of one faculty party, he had acquired a live-in
roommat e who sel domtook no for an answer (or at |least did not acquiesce in
the regul ar way), had hinmself been tentatively elevated to head the new Arts
and Sciences Division, had turned a nere rival into a true eneny, and had | ost
an al batross of a girlfriend. But he had been quick to realized that this
"havoc" had in fact been something of a m xed blessing-and it did not seem
fair to one of his reasonable turn of mnd to bl ane Anat hae for the bad parts
wi t hout giving her credit for some of the good.

He had waffled. He had even, at Anathae's insistence, picked up sone
books on parlor magi c and bought a few tricks at a nagic store, since she
pointed out that if they went, their performance should have nore to it than
one trick.

So now, in the early evening when the party was to be held, he was again
trying to give voice to his msgivings with all the forceful ness for which she
had once commended hi m

"You will not jump out nude at that 'stag' party, or whatever it is!"

"You're being ridiculous,” the girl-denon replied. "If we don't show up
Rockhurst will probably be so angry he won't give that nmoney to the university
and you'll be relieved of your new position."

The runpl ed professor, who could find no fault in her |ogic, nonethel ess
tried to protest: "Yes, but-"

Anat hae held up her hand in counterprotest, and, sonewhat dutifully,
WIllis lapsed into silence.

"You sunmoned me up again for that very reason," she said. "And besides,
"Il love it! Can't you just inagine?" She pirouetted gracefully between
WIllis and the couch, coming to a stop directly in front of himw th her hands
on her hips.

The yel |l ow m ni -dress she had been wearing suddenly vani shed and the
pubescent |ines of her body gleaned in the | anplight.

She appeared-|est you have forgotten, dear reader-to be not nore than
sixteen years old, or at nobst seventeen

Her breasts were hard, small but fully rounded and firm wth delicate
pi nk and fl ower-soft nipples; her stonmach was taut and creany snooth with a
smal I, inward-turned navel; and her hips, although slim nonetheless seened
full because of her eighteen-inch waist. Her tawny mane, which fell |ong and
unruly down her back, was somewhat darker than her col cothar pubic hair, which
mat ched t hat which sprinkled down her legs to her dainty cloven hooves. Wen
she smled and shook her head at WIllis, small red horns peeped out from anong
her curls. Her short red tail, descending fromthe end of her spine, was stiff
wi th what he had cone to recogni ze as excitenent.

"WIl," she continued, her voice as snmooth as butter-scotch pudding, "I
suppose, since you called nme here, | technically need your perm ssion to go.
So, if that's what you really want, | won't. But, honestly, | was beginning to
hope that naybe you weren't quite as, well, stuffy as | first supposed....”
Her voice trailed off as WIllis | ooked up at her

H s brown eyes, nornally soft and anxious, glittered angrily with a
jealousy he did not yet realize he felt. "I suppose you'd rather go back to
Hel | ?" he bell owed. But then his eyes turned soft again, and he lost the
advant age he m ght have had.

"You know | wouldn't, WII," she said softly. Anathae knelt down before
himon the rug and rested her chin on his knees as her dress forned around her
again. "And | hope you'll never get mad enough to send ne back. You, as well
as |, know the possible dangers-"

It was WIlis's turn to hold up his hand, Anathae's to make no denur.

He did not need rem nding that to send her back could very well nean
that he might not be able to call her up again.

WIllis Baxter | ooked down into the green fire of Anathae's eyes and
si ghed.



"Ana, Ana," he said, "can't you see, can't you understand that you're
just a young girl whose beauty they want to exploit and use in the nost vul gar
way possible? After the party, there's no telling-"

He was stopped by the | aughing sparkle in Anathae's eyes.

They were not, those eyes, the eyes of an innocent young girl. They were
agel ess, with nmenories of the pyranids, Pel oponnesian battles, Merovingian
castles, and the Hundred
Years War. Looking into them WIIlis briefly felt as though he'd dropped
through an icy green vortex into the past-and then, just as suddenly, he was
back in his garden apartnent, just off campus fromold P.U

"Well, okay, scratch that," he amended. "I really shouldn't presune,
gi ven what you are, that you're incapable of taking care of yourself. It's
just-"

"Come on, WII. Wiy don't we live a little? It's what we're here for."
Her fingers began to trespass inside his pants |eg.

WIllis stood up and began to pace a circle between the chair and the
couch. Although his shyness had abated sonmewhat, however much he m ght have
liked to "live a little" right then, he also wanted to keep his head about him
whi |l e he tal ked-and that was somet hing he found hard to do whenever her
fingers began to trespass inside his pants |leg, his shyness having not abated
conpl etely. Besides, his upstairs neighbors were at home-and he'd al ready
suf fered consi derabl e enbarrassnent at their banging on their floor (his
ceiling) at all the noise he and Anathae tended to make.

"Even if there were nothing wong with it-which there is-it would be
risky," he said. "I mean, if someone |ike Hawt horne found out about it-"

"I'f he knew ny nmiddle name, | wouldn't be afraid of him" she said, her
voi ce haughty. "Besides, who can he tell? Not Dean Smith. The dean's agreed,
for his pragmatic reasons, to turn a blind eye toward whatever happens, and,
in fact, he's counting on the nmoney which is conditional on our going. And
certainly not the police-Haw horne is out of jail on his own recogni zance,
thanks to the university's intervention and the fact that the police can't
find anyone to press a conplaint against him But if they find ne, he has
every reason to believe | nmight say enough to have themtoss himback in and
t hrow away the key."

Anat hae floated lightly to her feet and pulled her hair up to the apex
of her head. Her eyes narrowed as she wal ked wi th exaggerated grace to the
bedr oom and opened the door. "Besides, |'ve been thinking that maybe what
Pr of essor Hawt horne needs is a good | esson.”

"No!" WIlis said. He pulled hinself up straight to his full six feet,
thrust out his chin, and, with determination, followed her into the bedroom
"Pl ease now, Ana, don't use your magic on himthe | ess he has reason to
suspect, the better I'Il feel."

Anat hae' s voi ce echoed fromw thin the bathroom "I thought you said you
bel i eved he mi ght have figured out the truth about ne already?"

WIllis sat down on the bed' s precisely laid green coverlet. He gl anced
at the famliar clutter on the nahogany chest-of-drawers and then at the | ace
underwear which festooned the night table and the closet door. A transparent
nightgown lay in the mddle of the floor like a throw rug.

"I can't be sure,” WIlis said with a croak

He cleared his throat, forcing hinmself to push the inmages of underwear
and ni ght gowns out of his consciousness, and began again. "I can't be sure,
but he certainly appears to be on the right track. | don't for a nmonent know
why he doesn't accept the magic-trick explanation like the others, but it's
obvi ous he doesn't. He's been getting old manuscripts fromthe library
servi ce-the Xeroxing al one nust be costing hima fortune! Technically, he's on
adm nistrative | eave until the university's certain his little problemwth
the police has bl own over. But every day, he's there in the faculty | ounge,
snorting at nme like a disgruntled bull when he sees ne | ooking at himand
pouring over all those pages, |ooking for sonmething to get back at us wth-I
can tell. So | don't want you doing anything that night |et himknow he's on



the right track. He's al so taken out a stack of books on denonol ogy, including
all the ones by de la Farte.™

"Your pseudonym " Anat hae said, her |aughter echoi ng agai nst the snooth
tiles of the bathroom Suddenly the shower turned on, and splashing water al
but drowned out her voice. "If he only knew "

"I don't want himto know" WIIlis shouted back, as nuch in vehenence as
fromthe desire to make hinself heard over the water. "At lunch today he was
doodl i ng pentagrans and synbols and all sorts of weird designs all over his
not ebook. | sat three seats away and | could see him | tell you, he's out to
get us for what we did to him and he won't stop at anything to do it-even
calling forth a denon hinself."

The shower continued to beat as |oud as dropping nmarbles so that Anathae
had to shout above the noise to be heard.

"I'"ve already told you, WIIl, there's not another denon left there he
can call. Well, the only other one who can still get out, whom no nmgician
could ever confine, is the Boss hinsel f-and Haw horne woul d have to be both a
fool and a blithering idiot to call him Even |I crouched in a corner when the
Nasty One was around-gave me goosepi nples. ™

"There's no telling what Hawt horne might be foolish enough to try,"
WIllis replied. "I'"msure the books he's been reading all have anpl e warni ng
against trying that sort of thing-but he m ght be angry enough not to need
them™

WIllis folded his hands behind his head and nassaged his neck; it had
been a long, hard day, and he had found the responsibilities of his new
position complex and the paperwork seemingly endless. As if that were not
enough, there was a matter involving four of his brightest students who were
starting to go to seed, for no reason he could ascertain, and his guilty
realization that if he had not spent so nmuch of his time thinking about the
probl em of Larry Hawt horne, he mi ght actually have been able to do sonething
about it, given the coign of vantage of his new position

But then the water was turned off in the bathroom and suddenly Anat hae
stepped into the bedroom covered only by a thin cloud of steam Her hair,
dar kened by water, fell in slick | ocks across her shoul ders and between her
pert droplet-covered breasts.

"Cetting back to the real subject of our conversation," she said,
smling, "we have to be at the party at ten. Are we going, or not?"

WIllis pursed his lips. "I have a | ot of paperwork to catch up on," he
said somewhat primy. "If | get caught up, we'll go. If."

"I'f we don't, you won't have any paperwork to catch up on-Dean Snith
wi Il take that chairmanship away from you."

"The president has al ready announced ny appoi ntnment-"

"-and he can followit with an announcenent of the appointnent of your
successor, Professor Lawence J. Hawt horne. Is that what you want ?"

WIllis sighed. "No. But the nore |I think about it, the less I like the
idea that it should all hinge on your having to do sonething like this."

"Dear WIIl, | appreciate your willingness to sacrifice all you' ve ever
hoped for and dreaned of just to protect ny 'innocence'-really, | do.

appreciate it-but I'"mnot going to let you do it."

Anat hae sat down on his |lap and stroked his cheek. "Honestly, WII,
you' re such a prude," she continued, the gentle |laughter of her eyes
i ndi cati ng her hunor, "you sonetinmes nake ne wonder if there's any hope for

you." She batted her |ong | ashes, nuzzled his neck with her busy lips, and
started to nibble at an ear before pulling back to ask, "Well, is there any
hope?"

"Stop it, Ana! I'mnot in the nood for any foolishness! And you're
getting me all wet. If you're so certain you want to go, we'll go."

"Thank you!"

"But if we're going to go, we'll have to | eave soon. It's already rather

late. W& don't have tine-"
"Don't worry about the time," she said.



He hoped they woul dn't make too rmuch noi se.

7

Prof essor Larry Hawt horne stood back and viewed, with grimsatisfaction, the
pent agram he had chal ked on his |iving-roomfl oor

"Extreme conditions call for extreme nmeasures,” he nuttered to hinself,
in an attenpt not to feel quite so foolish about what he was doi ng.

I ndeed, he reflected, even if he did feel somewhat foolish, at |east he
coul d console hinmself with the fact that he was not as nuch a fool as the
ot hers who had attended Professor Baxter's party and who had, every one of
them fallen for that ridiculous nagic-trick idea to explain Anathae's sudden
appear ance and di sappear ance.

He had not, hinself, tunbled to any other notion until he had had sone
time for sober reflection

That had been (he shuddered to recall) after those stupid policenmen had
given himthat stupid raincoat to wear and put himin that stupid "hol di ng"
cell with that stupid wino who had stupidly throwmn up all over Hawt horne's
still-bare feet. Ch, the humliation! Sormeone, he felt, would have to pay for
that-and that stupid Professor Wllis Baxter and his stupid topless dancer
were |ikely candidates for his vengeance. . . .

Even after Dean Smith and President Mellon's intervention had gotten him
rel eased (protecting both his own and the university's reputation to sone
extent, he rem nded hinmsel f) he had continued to derive considerabl e pleasure
from pondering just what he nmight be able to do to pay WIllis and the girl
back.

It had not occurred to himthat the explanation everyone had given to
t hose remarkabl e events had to be patent nonsense-until Professor Rosenhei m
had unwittingly provided the nudge necessary to set his mnd aboil wth
specul ation. Rosenheim who had given hima wink and a smle and a nod and who
had conplinented himon having been "in on it" with Baxter. Rosey said he'd
done well to "set things up" with the speech which had introduced Anat hae.
Hawt hor ne had accepted the unearned prai se and had al nost dismissed it as pure
coi nci dence-that he'd nmentioned the nanme of a fenale denon and Baxter had, al
al ong, intended to "produce" this femnale.

But that had made his sharp mnd focus on the circunmstances of her
second di sappear ance-when she had sonehow i nduced himto take off his clothes,
right there in Baxter's apartnent, and he had (no, not
real l y*"stupidly"-anyone, aroused as he had been aroused, in his inebriated
condition, mght have done the sane) run after her. She had di sappeared into
thin air just as the front door was opening and he had run into the waiting
Arms of the Law.

Initially he had considered this his own drunken hall ucination, but then
he renenbered yet another inpossibility-the appearance of Baxter and that girl
in the bedroom He had seen WIllis walk out the front door, w th that
ridicul ous bottle of whiskey in his pocket, and he had done his own subsequent
drinking in the living room There had been no way Baxter or the girl could
have gotten by himand into the bedroom The bedroom wi ndow had been seal ed
shut .

Finally, if this had all been sinple | egerdemain, while he could surnise
t he purpose of her appearance out of thin air and both of her di sappearances,
no matter how he tried, he could not understand the purpose of their
appearance in the bedroom since he had been the only witness and it had not
not contributed in any meaningful way to his own disconfort.

As a youth, Hawthorne had read widely and for a while had had a passion
for Sherlock Hol mes. Having elininated the possible, the inpossible had to be
consi dered. Wat if Anathae was . . . Anathae?

Wth a growi ng sense of dread, he had realized that, if true, this nust
put an end to his plans for retribution. For whatever danage he ni ght be able



to cause WIllis, he would have to pay for by contending with Anathae's magic.

But Professor Law ence Hawt horne was not a man easily put off. If Baxter
could conjure a denon, perhaps Hawt horne could do the same, and then their
contest mght be nore equal

So for weeks he had thrown hinself into further study of denonol ogy.
He'd reluctantly accepted the de la Farte theory, after rereading it to be
certain he had not misread it before, and was all but disheartened by the
realization that it mght take nonths or even years before he stunbl ed upon
t he nane of a denmon who might still be sunmoned-if, indeed, there were any
such. Wen he'd heard, through Gertrude Twill, about the "scandal ous" party
bei ng pl anned by Rockhurst and that "that nude hussy" woul d put in another
appear ance there, he had becone frantic to obtain quick results.

Larry Hawt horne truly felt that his hand had been forced- and that there
was no turning back now. He could spend a lifetine anmong nusty vol unes and
still not find the nanme of a demon who coul d be sumoned. Very well, then
Al most all the books he had read on the subject had warned against trying to
sumon the One Whom No Mortal May Everlastingly Bind, and this stricture was
so stern that all but one of themhad failed to provide the proper formula for
sumoni ng the Mst Evil of All.

But that one book, by the Mad Arab, had shown the proper draw ng of the
pentagram as well as at |east appearing to give sone noderate assurance that
one wi sh mi ght be granted, at little or no peril, provided the pentagram was
made properly and was never breached.

And Larry Hawt horne knew preci sely what he wanted with his wi sh-to
obt ain sone token to make Anat hae powerl ess before him He was certainly aware
that, by all accounts, she was only a m nor denon, dedicated nore to
m schi evousness than evil, and therefore it was likely that the Boss could
gi ve himsuch a token. And he knew just what he'd do with it: go to
Rockhurst's party-it shouldn't be that hard to get in, particularly if he
arrived before Baxter and clainmed to be his "assistant." |If whoever answered
the door did not believe this, Rockhurst would certainly recognize himfrom
the faculty party. Then he could mx with the crowd and wait for opportunity
to present itself. That opportunity woul d depend on what Baxter and Anat hae
did. If they separated, Hawthorne would use the token to keep her from
appearing in the pentagram and then, he thought, Professor Baxter would be
forced to continue, to cite the part of the ritual which would bind her to
Hel| on her return. Wth Anathae in his power, he could come back here and use
this pentagramto send her back. And if he could not get Anathae al one
bef orehand, he could sinply await her appearance in Baxter's pentagram and use
the token to take over-hold her there while he sent her back and | ocked the
door to Hell behind her while the hel pl ess Baxter | ooked on

And yet if this were really what Larry Hawt horne wanted, why, then, did
he stand now, unnoving and silent, in the proper place in the pentagram he had
drawn in his living roonf

Was he, perhaps, considering the possible consequences?

Was he, after having gone to so nmuch trouble, now wavering in his
resol ve?

But, no, that cannot be: See, now, drawing his courage about himlike a
cl oak, how he pricks his finger with a pin and then stoops to light his
candl es? True, his hands may trenble a bit as he applies his Ronson to their
wi cks, but note how, after a slight stunble, he steps back to the proper place
in the pentagram and hol ds hinself erect, begins to read fromthe book in his
hand.

And what's that-& wi nd, perhaps? And that snell? Sul phur?

8

The party Norman Rockhurst was to host for CGovernor |sador Asque was not, of
course, to be held anywhere near the Statehouse. You can easily inmagine the



ri sks which this would entail-especially since Ms. Asque woul d have | ooked
down on such doi ngs, had she known about them and besides was as |likely as
not to burst in on the activities and make precisely the sort of fuss that
keeps the nore sensational national tabloids thriving.

For the party would not be strictly stag-the guests woul d be prom nent
mal es, but there would be an abundance of wonmen on hand to provide themw th
precisely the kind of entertainment the proninent males of Rockhurst's
acquai nt ance nost enjoyed.

The party was, in fact, to be held at Rockhurst's fabled estate on
Seneca Street in far-off Wod' s Hole. The contractor had sent his mssus to
Boston for a weekend of shopping- an expense he could afford for his wife with
far greater ease than the governor could for his.

The Rockhurst manse was one of those old, ranbling Col onial
structures-three stories of inposing marble and stone, with graceful pillars
at the top of a stone stairway that led to the front door

The only defect it had (if one mght actually have the audacity to cal
it a defect) was that the grounds were right on the main traffic route through
the town across from Martha's Vineyard. CGovernnent research work had stepped
up the local econony fromthe old days, and there was a constant flow of cars
and trucks, taxicabs and buses, sweeping right by-only a scant few hundred
yards fromthe formerly isol ated nansion

However, a high and neatly nani cured hedge bordered the grounds,
shielding the premises fromthe sight-if not quite all the sound-of passing
traffic.

Rockhurst had spared no expense in setting up the party.

Al t hough there would be no nore than fifteen guests (and an equal nunber
of "professional"” ladies for their anusement, as well as five or six people to
provi de other than strictly Sexual entertainment), he had arranged for a
buffet |arge enough for fifty. He had planned for special entertainnment after
the buffet, to be followed by a few stinulating novies, drinking, and,
eventual ly, the | adies.

The cook had set up four large salad trays and three self-serve bars at
strategic |l ocations, as well as hors d' oeuvres, and hinmself attended one of
two areas where hot food- succul ent roasts and tender nmeats in tasty
sauces-was available, while his nost able assistant took care of the other

The caterers had delivered the chopped liver, thin-sliced salanm, corned
beef, turkey, pastranmi, ham and cheese trays in good order

The soft, exotic, and beautiful young | adies had been delivered
discreetly in Cadillacs that were no different fromthose which had brought
t he guests.

I ndeed, it seened everything was in good order-except the main
attraction of the evening, the special entertainment, a young | ady whose nude
performance Rockhurst had prom sed all the guests would be nothing I ess than
sensati onal and whom he was counting on to get things off to their proper
i mproper start, was still anong the m ssing.

"Norman!" The governor's tenor voice carried easily across the crowded
drawi ng room even over the sounds of the British rock group on the stereo.
"When's this show of yours going to get on the road?"

Rockhurst peered out into the dark-suited crowmd of nmen in the parlor who
were obscured partially by a dimhaze of cigar snmoke. At |ast he |ocated
Asque's dimnutive form

"lzzy!" Rockhurst held out his hands as Asque squeezed through the crowd
and came toward him "Actually, we're waiting for that nmagic strip show
prom sed everyone-their assistant's arrived but they haven't shown up yet."

Asque straightened the |lapels of his pearl-gray suit. He was a short man
of about fifty, but what he | acked in height he nore than nade up for in
vivacity.

He was currently married to the second Ms. Asque, had five children-the
sixth on the way. The pitter-patter of little vote-getters and incomne-tax
deductions kept himworking | ong hard hours up at the Statehouse-and playi ng



I ong hard hours after dark

"It's a pity," Rockhurst continued, sniling, "that it has to be a
conbi nati on magi ¢ and nude act. | nean, there used to be quite a difference
bet ween the two."

The governor bit at the industrialist's bait. "How s that?"

"Well, a magic show is a cunning array of stunts."

Asque frowned, then smrked, then laughed. " 'A cunning array of
stunts.' | nust renenber that."

The governor |ooked at his watch again. "Couldn't you ask their
assi stant when they're comi ng?"

"I already did," Rockhurst said. "He said they'd be along but he didn't
know when. So | left himto set up in the theater."

"Couldn't you call this girl's manager and hurry them al ong or
somet hing? Didn't you say you knew hi n?"

"No, not really," Rockhurst said. "Met the fellowand his assistant too,
al t hough they never |let on about that-at this dreadful faculty party down at
Powhattan. Or at least it was dull until she showed nip. So | nade the dean an
of fer he couldn't refuse, in exchange for which he prom sed to have them both
here. | really wonder what's keeping them"

The governor nouthed his cigar absently. He knew what kind of woman
woul d appear in the nude at a party such as this one and wondered, if she
turned out to be as attractive as Rockhurst said, if the pinp who'd set himup
with some of those college broads coul d nake the arrangenent for himor if
he'd have to do Rockhurst a favor in exchange for hers.

At that nmoment the door chimes sounded an el aborate scale, and
Rockhurst, not waiting for his butler, stepped to the door and pulled it open
A cold breeze flowed into the room and standing shivering on the
doorstep were Professor Baxter and Anathae, |ooking for all the world as if

they had just popped there out of thin air.

Thi s was because they had, in fact, just popped there out of thin air.

Rockhur st stepped back, indicating that they should enter; when they
di d, Rockhurst closed the door and offered the professor his hand. "Hell o,
Baxter. You're late.”

WIllis shook hands.

"Hello, again," WIlis said somewhat grudgingly. "Sorry. W cane as
qui ckly as we coul d."

Anat hae was able to stifle her urge to chuckle at this seemi ngly
i nnocuous expl anation

The millionaire turned to her and said, "You' re |ooking just as |ovely
as | renenber you, ny dear."

Anat hae fairly glowed through her freckles with delight. "Ch, do you

like ny dress?"
As she turned around slowy to allowits inspection, WIIlis blushed.
She wore what woul d ot herwi se have been a clinging full-Iength gown of

crimson sequi ns-had the back not plunged down to a point just barely high
enough to hide her tail and the front not fallen tightly over her breasts
(while revealing she was unquestionably bae beneath), giving them a support
they in no wise required. The mdriff of the gown was netting, with just a
scattering of sequins which did nothing to hide her perfectly forned navel and
only barely stopped in time to conceal her tawny-red pubic hair.

The dress was kept together by skilled engi neering and no small anount
of magi c.

At this display, Rockhurst, who was never at a |loss for words, was at a
| oss for words.

But CGovernor Asque stepped forward to offer her his hand. "Come on in,
nmy dear, away fromthe door where it's a little warner. You nust be positively
freezing in that little dress.™

Anat hae took the governor's proffered hand, stepped farther into the
foyer, and said, "You | ook |ike someone who "might be willing to hel p ne get
warnmed up." A smile insinuated its way across her face as she turned,



beckoning to Wllis

"Come on, WII. Stay near ne."

The professor also stepped further into the foyer. "Just let nme take off
nmy coat," he nunbl ed, sizing up Asque wi th suspicion

H s attention was nmonmentarily diverted when he found he was wearing a
tux beneath, and his hands went instinctively to his head to discover the
answer to an unasked question, in the formof a silk top hat.

Asque took full advantage of this by slipping his arm around Anathae's
wai st and giving her a pull in his direction. Studying the detail of her
mdriff and keeping his voice carefully low so that WIlis would not overhear
he said, "You don't need your pinp with ne around."

Anat hae kept sniling but skillfully renoved herself from his clutches.
She was now aware, if WIlis was not, of the profession of the other wonen at

this party, and could already imagine his "lI-told-you-so's." She al so knew
some of themwere as scantily dressed as she was, and though Anat hae's reasons
were different fromtheirs, she was willing to over-look the governor's crude

remark as an under st andabl e mi stake, provided he did nothing nore.

For his part, the governor was perfectly accustoned to being denied from
time to time-at least at first-and so did not overly brood upon her action

Wthout replying to him Anathae said, "Conme on, WIIl. Let's get the
party going."

WIllis, having seen the hand | eaving her hip, noved stiffly, angry
because of the whispering, angry that a fifty-year-old man shoul d have his
hands on Anathae (nonmentarily forgetting, as it was quite easy to do, that she
was hersel f about four thousand years old), angry again at being forced to be
her e.

He handed his canel -hair overcoat to a butler who had used nore nundane
magi ¢ to seem ngly appear out of nowhere as Rockhurst stepped to the other
side of the girl-denon.

WIllis had to clear his throat several tines to get the attention of the
contractor and the governor. Wen at |ast one of Rockhurst's eyes turned
toward himand Asque's head was at a forty-five degree angle to both Anathae
and WIlis, he decided that was about as nuch as he coul d reasonably hope for
and said, "I'll have to take Ana to a room adjoining the one where we're to
perform"”

While it actually did not matter where Anathae went, WIlis had al ready
deci ded that placing her in a nearby roomwould give their act of nmagic the
appear ance of being part of a magic act.

"I'"ll be happy to escort her," Rockhurst said.

"Nonsense, " the governor insisted. "I'Il do it."

For the briefest of nmonents one could al nost see, in Rockhurst's eyes,
the forces of avarice beating down the forces of lust. He did not, after all
really need the contracts the Conmonweal th gave himevery year-it wouldn't be
that hard to replace them On the other hand, he had al ready spent thousands
in bribes and for parties such as this one just to obtain themagain, and it
did not seemwrthwhile to throw away all this work sinmply because he felt
i ke gai nsaying the governor on this point.

"OfF course," Rockhurst said. Then, turning to WIllis, he said, "Join ne
in a drink?"

WIllis | ooked at Anathae. "You'll be all right?"

"l can handle it," she assured him

WIllis and Rockhurst wal ked into the parl or

Asque followed themwith his eyes, turned to Anathae, then turned back
toward the parlor again-as if some previously half-registered detail about the
room had at |ast made an indelible inpression on him

"Excuse me, | won't be but a nmonent," the governor said to Anathae, and,
| eavi ng her where she stood, he stepped beyond the threshold of the parlor
"Norman," he called to Rockhurst's back, "would you come here a m nute?"

Rockhur st heard; he pointed WIllis in the direction of one of the bars



and canme back to where the governor was standing.
"What is it, 1zzy?" he asked.
"That girl," Asque said, not pointing but indicating with a quick

nmoverrent of his eyes that he neant one of the young ladies, "is she
col ored?"
Rockhurst turned casually to | ook at the woman in question, then turned
back to the governor. "I don't believe so," he said. "I grant you she's
dar k- conpl ected, but | know your feelings. | think she's South American."
Asque, his distaste made obvious by the curl of his lip, said, "Wll, in
any case, | really don't think it would be wise for any of us to consort with
her. In fact, | think she should be renoved."

"I'f you wish."

Rockhur st shrugged and turned about, and Asque returned to Anat hae.
"Sorry," he said, trying but failing to put one of his hands on her
lithe waist again. "I really have nothing against coloreds in their place, you
understand. But nost of themlive like pigs. This One, | think, should be

taught a |l esson for her presunption.”

"Pi gs?" Anathae said as she brushed past himtoward the adjoining room
"Ch, | quite agree with you-sonme people should be taught a | esson.”

He followed in her wake, thought of sonething that m ght get her
attention again, and spoke to her back

Since she was slightly ahead of him he could not see the change in her
expression as her eyes narrowed and her hands nmade a few qui ck gestures. He
t hought she was saying sonething in response to his little joke, but her words
were too low for himto make out.

In the parlor, WIlis Baxter was too deep in his own broodi ng t houghts
to listen to what the governor had to say to Rockhurst.

H s own quick appraisal of the clothing and expressions worn by a good
nunber if not all the |adies present, however, left WIllis in little doubt as
to just what kind of party this was likely to be. H's worst fears were about
to be realized

The professor stopped at the self-serve bar, a short distance fromthe
doorway, and turned back. Despite the distance between them he thought he
heard the governor's tenor voice saying sonmething to Anathae, although the
only words he could nmake out were "mmgic acts" and "cunning stunts."

He saw Rockhurst return to the roomto sunmon a servant and say
something into his ear. The servant crossed the roomto a dark-skinned
raven-hai red beauty and said something to the young woman whi ch apparently
surprised her. WIllis was not altogether sure if her expression was one of
anger, so quickly was it replaced by a | ook of icy hardness. She took an
envel ope fromthe servant and, after setting her drink aside, got to her feet
and wal ked fromthe room |ooking neither left or right.

Wondering what it was all about, he turned to survey the rest of the
room and collided with the bar, causing several bottles to ring together. He
caught his bal ance and barely managed to grab the one which was in nost danger
of falling. The jangling had caused a few heads to turn in his direction, so,
al t hough he had planned to drink little or not at all at this particular
party, he picked up a large glass, poured sone of the contents of the bottle
he had caught into it, and drank it.

Strai ght bour bon

WIllis replaced the bottle, grabbed a napkin, and tried to wipe his
tongue. "Ach," he said to hinself, spitting bits of paper napkin into the air,
"this'Il never do."

"Baxter." It was Rockhurst. "I have your equi pment set up at the front
of my little theater. W'll be ready to start as soon as the governor
returns.”

"OfF course," WIlis grated, feeling as though an army of Janissaries had
ri dden through his nmouth, throat, and esophagus, hacking with their scimtars
all the way down. "Let ne get another drink."

Rockhur st nodded.



WIllis grabbed a bottle, poured, and gul ped. Unfortunately, the bottle
was not the one he had had before-this one containing Scotch

Thus, WIllis was quite blissfully unaware of the passage of any tine.

Presently, however, he saw Rockhurst walk into the center of the room
rai se his hands for attention, and say in a commandi ng voi ce, "Gentl enen!
Gentl ermen and |l adies, the live entertainment is about to begin. For that, we
must nove into ny private theater, since we'll want to start our novies after
that. | regret to say that ny theater's rather small, so we'll be a bit
crowded-a few of you may even have to sit on each other's laps. But | trust
there'll be no objection to that?"

The nmen roared their approval while the wonmen smiled their acqui escence.

WIllis hurried into the small theater as the others were getting out of
their seats to follow

9

As noted, in the week during which WIlis had been uncertain as to whether or

not he and Anat hae woul d attend Rockhurst's party, he had checked out books on
parlor magic fromthe library and practiced, before his mirror, the tricks he

had purchased, since Anat hae had convinced himthat if they did attend, he

m ght reasonably be expected to performnore than one trick, however

i npressive that trick m ght be.

He had not, however, been very good at it. But Anathae had reassured him
on that score by hel ping himspice up his "patter"-the |ine of hunmourous talk
whi ch goes along with the perfornmance of feats of |egerdemain-and had even
prom sed to help by covering any m stakes he m ght nake with real magic.

And at first, everything went as pl anned.

The stage, such as it was, was only a small riser at the front of the
l[ittle indoor theater; a magician's table had been set up there for WIlis's
use. The lights dimred as the governor was taking his seat beside Rockhurst,
and WIlis was suddenly in the center of a spotlight. The faces which | ooked
at himfromthe audi ence were eager, but the spotlight kept himfrom seeing
them or feeling stagefright.

He | aunched into his patter and relaxed as soon as his first joke
brought a gratifying response of |laughter. He handl ed the rings and balls and
boxes and chains quite well, he thought. The audi ence was with him

But then, as the di mshadow of another |ate-coner was taking one of- the
two remai ning seats down front, WIllis unwittingly exposed a mirror which
shoul d not have been exposed.

Al t hough the audi ence | aughed both with and at him he felt annoyed and
wondered if this was how Anat hae kept her promises. Then WIlis gave away a
punch line too early in his patter. He was so disconcerted by this that he
realized, too late, that fully three-quarters of the audience could see he was
renovi ng the bouquet of flowers fromhis sleeve.

Wonderi ng what coul d be occupyi ng Anat hae and deci ding he wanted to be
out of this place as quickly as possible, he deftly inprovised a quick cut in
his patter to bring hinmself to the trick before conjuring her-and then groaned

when the cards slipped out of his hands, losing their all-inportant crinp in
the pile they made at his feet.
Si |l ence

He smiled and said, "Conjuring up a denon is serious business-not
somet hi ng whi ch should be tried by a bunbling magician-but for your sakes |
will attenmpt it." He swall owed; the audience seened to be with himagain to
the extent of being willing to accept his m stakes as having been pl anned.

"The first thing | have to do is make a pentagramwi thin a circle. It
i s, when conjuring any denon, very inportant that the |ines be solid-otherw se
t he denon we sumon woul d be able to work through and control us, rather than
the other way around. |I'msure we all have our own denons, as it is, wthout



needi ng any nore."

The audi ence provided a few tol erant chuckles for this totally
i mprovi sed line.

WIllis | ooked on his magician's table but failed to see the chal k he had
requested be placed there. To his surprise, the late arrival quickly stood and
handed hi m a piece.

"Here you are, Professor."

If the man's features were still indistinguishable beyond the spotlight,
hi s voi ce was not.

It was Larry Hawt hor ne!

"What are you doing here?" WIIlis whispered, taking a step backward. For
an instant, forgetting what Anathae had said to him he pictured police
surroundi ng the mansion to make arrests that could well result in the scanda
of the century.

Hawt horne nmerely said, with a smle which was nalicious even through the
di mess, "l couldn't mss this chance to see you perform"

WIllis wanted desperately to announce that he was ill and could not go
on, but it was already too late-his m stakes had made the audi ence restl ess.

So he drew his pentagram and circle, accurately enough, but then rose,
pocketing the chal k, and began the wong chant: "Eiris sazun idisi, sazun hera
duoder . "

This was of no consequence, however, since this was not, of course, to
be a real conjuring; Anathae would sinply appear when WIllis reached the end
of this old pagan charm and WIllis now felt that this was just as well, since
he didn't want Hawt horne to hear the authentic version again anyway.

"Suma hapt heptidun, suma heri |ezidun."

"That's not right!" Hawt horne's voice cut through the silence.

"Shut up!" came Asque's tenor. "He knows what he's doing!"

"Suma cl ubodun unbi cuoni ouui di

"I nsprinc haptbandun, inuar uigandun."”

WIllis waited.

The audi ence wait ed.

Hawt horne waited with bated breath.

Not hi ng happened. Nothing. No blinding flash, no cloud of snoke, no nude
Anat hae sweeping out in horns and tail

Hawt hor ne stepped onto the stage and shoul dered past WIllis to take the
spotlight, eyes gleanmi ng. "Since Professor Baxter cannot summon up his denon,
it is nowtime to consign that denmon's spirit to Hell forever. | have the
i ncantation witten down here-and if he won't read it properly, | will!"

But as Hawt horne fini shed speaking, there was a blinding flash of |ight
and a billow ng of snoke that enconpassed a good part of the audience.

Better late than never, WIlis thought.

Yet, as the snoke cleared a bit, there was still no nude Anathae to be
seen in the pentagram Instead, there was a two-hundred-pound pig, wearing, or
at least lunped up inside of, a man's pearl-gray suit.

"What the hell ?" someone exclained. "Were's the girl?"

"You' re supposed to give us Sweet Anny!"

Anot her voice: "Is this some kind of joke?"

Hawt hor ne cur sed.

The lights came back on to reveal that nost of the audience were trying
to get out of their crowded seats and |l eave in disgust.

WIllis could hear Rockhurst's voice saying, "lzzy? lzzy? \Were are you?"
"Look out!" somneone yelled, adding, "The pig!"-as if that explai ned
anyt hi ng.

The pig in the pearl-gray suit was not to be seen-at |least, not in the
flesh.

Because the pig, after a bewildered look to its left and right, had
qui ckly scanpered off the riser and, in the first nonents of confusion, where
many people in the audi ence were crowding into the narrow aisle, tried to make
its escape. The progress of the pig was easy to foll ow as guest after guest,



and | ady after |ady, began to scranble out of its way. But, like the majestic
redwoods, sabotaged from bel ow by a trusty woodsman's ax, or at least a
scurrying pig in a pearl-gray suit, many of these persons now toppled forward
and back, falling over each other and the seats w th acconpanyi ng crashes.
Rockhur st shoul dered his way through themall and grasped WIlis by the

Wi st.

"The governor," he said. "Were's Governor Asque? If you've offended him
with this stupid prank-putting that pig in a suit like his-1'll have your
head! "

"Don't push!" came a wonan's voice fromthe crowd. "Don't push.
Goddammit, | said don't push!™ This was foll owed by a sound which is unlike
any other-that of a balled fist connecting.

Then for sone reason the crowd-flailing arms, rushing feet, crushing
torsos-surged in a new direction, and both WIllis and Rockhurst were pushed
asi de. Rockhurst lost his grip on WIllis's arm and the crush of the nmen and
worren pushed by others wanting to get out, wanting to get back in, wanting to
avoid the pig and wanting to be anywhere but where they were, easily parted
the professor and the millionaire.

WIilis was slammed to the wall, lost his footing, and sank beneath the
waves of noving people like a ruptured duck

It was not so bad, really, down below H s head was sw mring nore from
the bl ows he had received than the drinks he had consuned. In fact, he felt
al nost sobered. Instinctively, he rolled hinself into a ball, for fear that
the herd of people would tranple him and cl osed his eyes.

He opened one of them again when this did not occur to see what was
protecting him The first thing he saw was a big brown | oaf er-which seened to
be on the back hoof of the pig. Most of the nob were trying to get out the
door, which was at the back of the theater, with considerabl e pushing and
shovi ng- and whenever a clunp of people were pushed in their direction, the pig
braced itself, put its weight behind its hooves, and pushed back. Being
between the wall and the pig provided WIllis with something of a shield.

Then the pig turned its snout in Wllis's direction. "Hey," it said,
"are you responsible for this?"

Funny. WIlis shook his head. Only a noment before, he would have been
prepared to accept a bet for any anobunt of noney that the evening' s series of
unexpected events had |left him stone cold sober. But apparently not.

"Did you do this to ne?" the pig asked, trying to raise an unpickled
pi g's knuckl e threateningly. The pig seened al nbst to be crying.

WIllis opened his eyes to study the pig as an idea occurred to him "No,
Governor," he answered, in part testing his thesis. "lIt's not ny fault.
Bel i eve ne!"

"Fault?" the pig replied. "I don't give a good goddam whose fault it is!
You turn me back to ny old self imediately or I'Il initiate proceedings to
restore the death penalty in this state, and |l et you guess who will be the
first to pay it! I'll have your returns audited and your taxes reassessed
"Il have you investigated, harassed, and hounded until-"

WIllis put his hand over the pig' s nouth.

"Just keep quiet and I'll do what | can. The first thing is to find
Anat hae - she could undo this in an instant."

The governor freed his snout fromWIIlis's grip. "That girl of yours?
She' s-gone of f with your assistant, Hoffbug."

" Hawt hor ne?"

"Yeah, Hawt horne. | saw him|eadi ng her out the front door when | al nost
made it out of here.”

WIllis didn't know what to think. Wiile it seened unlikely that Anathae
woul d fol |l ow Haw horne anywhere, for any reason, why should the governor-the
pig-lie to hinf

Several menbers of the crowd, seeing the egress totally janmed, now
surged back toward the front of the little theater, and the pig-the
governor-had to put his back into keeping them away. "How does Hawt horne fit



into this?"

As quickly as he could, WIlis told the governor about Hawt horne, about
Anat hae, and offered a tentative theory-that Hawt horne, for sone reason yet to
be fathonmed, had turned the governor into a pig. The H gher Forms of nagic,
WIllis realized, needed a magi cal being such as Anathae to performthem but
there were feats even a human could perform and, with the evidence of the
governor before him he could only conclude that Hawt horne had found such a

spell in one of the books he had been reading.
"That's the best guess | can make," WIlis said, "although he was
probably aimng it at me. |'m puzzled, though, as to why Ana went along with

Hawt horne. He's not a friend of ours.”

"Then why'd he give her the necklace back?"

"Neckl ace?"

"When | was taking her to the other room" the hog explained. "He cane
up, put it on her, and said, 'Here, you forgot this.' At first | thought she
wasn't going to accept it, but when he put it on her she kind of settled down.
Then he said he was your assistant and told her to go into the room which she
did."

WIllis tried to puzzle this out but couldn't. "Well, whatever happened,
we have to find her. She's the only one | know who m ght be able to help you."

"She went with him so I guess we look for himfirst. Know where he
[ives?"

WIllis said he did.

The governor eyed the not-much-di m nished crowd. "You hit "emhigh, I"'lI
hit "emlow " he said and, giving forth a high-pitched squeal, plunged into
them Several wonen joined in with high-pitched squeals of their own.

WIllis, rising both to his feet and the occasion, staggered after -the
hog, stepping over the men and women it had knocked aside in its rush. He
[ urched through the door into
the next room collided again with the portable bar, and then scranbl ed past
t he peopl e who had made it out ahead of him and headed for the front door

"The pig! The pig!" someone yelled. "The pig's getting away!"

"So's the guy responsible for this," soneone el se bell owed. "That
magi ci an-1 ook!"

WIllis pulled open the front door. Before he and the pig ran out into
t he darkness, he saw a nunber of the conpany (how many nake a posse? how many
a lynch mob? never mnd-a nunber of the conpany) were following, with the
obvious intent of seeking restitution for the wongs done them

WIllis slamed the door and funbled in his pockets for the keys to his
ear before he recalled that he had not cone to the party in his little green
Vol ks- Anat hae, with her denoncraft, had transported them both to Rockhurst's

door st ep.
"d ug," he said.
"What ?" the hog asked.
" Not hi ng. "

"Sounded |i ke you said 'glug," t he governor said.

"Never mind. We're going to have to run for it."

And with that, WIlis started off at a | ope toward the front gate of the
Rockhurst estate, far off in the distance. The pig followed right behind.

Scant seconds later, the front door of the mansion sl amed open and a
smal | but angry bunch of nen and even a few wonen poured out. "There they go!
Get 'em’

WIllis continued running toward the gate. The hog al so continued runni ng
but turned his head over his shoul der-not an easy thing for a pig to do-to
| ook back.

"They're after us," Asque said, redoubling his speed and passing WIlis.
"I think that's Norman swinging a bottle over his head."

"Good grief,” WIllis replied as he passed the governor

"Where's your car, Baxter?" the pig inquired as he was com ng by.

"That's what | was glugging about-1 didn't bring one," WIlis answered



as a new burst of speed put himout ahead.

The gate was in front of them The hog was waiting, none too patiently,
as WIllis cane up and pushed it open. "Here they come," Asque said. "Run for
it. Along Seneca. Traffic's got to thin out in a mnute-then we can cross and
hi de in the woods."

WIllis and the hog, both badly w nded, ran between the hedge and the
street, looking for a break in the cars and trucks whizzing by. WIllis glanced
back toward the gate just
as the vigilantes cane through it.

"There they are!" canme a shout.

"Into the street!" WIlis yelled, junmping out into the glaring
headl i ghts of an oncomi ng car. Horns sounded, brakes squeal ed, and a taxi cane
to an abrupt halt just inches short of the unlikely pair. The driver-a dark
shadow behind the |ights-leaned out his w ndow and shouted, "You trying to
kill yourself, or what?"

WIllis didn't answer. He ran to the side of the cab, opened the door
and gave Asque a boost in. WIlis turned to see the mob running in his
direction, then hopped in hinself. "Drive!" he yelled, |ocking his door

The driver, in no particular hurry now that he'd been forced to stop
turned in his seat. He was a twentyish man with long hair, a Fu Manchu
must ache, and a beard. "Sorry," he said, "can't do it. I"mon call. You'l
have to get out."

WIllis, his heart sinking, |ooked out the wi ndow and coul d di stingui sh
features on the faces of the angry nmob closing on them Rockhurst, he saw, was
still brandi shing a nean and heavy-1 ooki ng bottle.

"dug," WIlis said again.
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"Hey," the cab driver said suddenly, "is that a pig?"

"Yes," WIlis said.

"Far out," the driver replied. "Never mind, then." He turned around and
pull ed his cab out into traffic, forcing his way into the left |ane. "The guys
aren't going to believe this one. Unh, where you want to go?"

WIllis let out a sigh of relief Mst of the pursuing crowd had stopped;
a few of the heartier-or perhaps only angrier-menbers continued the chase for
a bit, but even they gave up as the cab cruised blithely through a red |ight.

"Or do you just want to ride around?" the driver asked when Wllis did
not reply. "Just you and your pig?"

"Ch, no," WIlis said. "Take us to the Idylwood Apartnents, just off the
P.U. campus. The best way to go-"

"I know the way," the driver said. "A pig. This is the first tine | ever

carried a pig in ny cab. | bet there are guys hack twenty, thirty years and
never carry a pig." He seened to be nmaking the last statement to hinself.

But then, to WIlis, he said, "It'd be sonmewhere between twelve dollars
and thirteen on the nmeter-but 1'Il high-flag you nine."

"Fine," WIllis said

The driver picked up his hand m ke and spoke into the receiver noise.
"Twel ve, twelve," he said.

"Twel ve, c¢'non," the radio sputtered

"Turn me around on that Arrowhead Avenue-l picked up a nag."

"Sure thing, dirty dozen," the receiver said.

They rode in conparative silence for a while, the only sounds being the
squawk of the radio, the rush of nusty heat fromthe vents under the dash, and
t he occasional murmurings of the driver: "A pig! If | can't believe it, how
can | expect themto?"

Fewer and fewer cars passed by until, at last, the cab pulled into
| dyl wood Avenue.



"Whi ch building?" the driver asked, sl ow ng.

"Here will be fine," WIllis said, peering through the mst on the
wi ndow. "In fact, this is just perfect."

The driver stopped the cab, switched on his flashers, and turned around
to face Wllis. WIlis dug around in his pocket and at last pulled out a clip
of bills. "You said nine dollars?"

"Right," the driver replied. Then, in surprise: "Hey, he's got a suit
on-pretty ragged and dirty, but your pig's got a suit on. He a trained pig?"

WIllis handed the driver a ten-dollar bill and said dryly, "H ghly
trained. This pig could be governor."

The cabby | aughed. "Any pig could be governor of this state,” he said
loudly as he turned back to get a single in change. He laid the bill on
WIlis's hand expectantly.

"We' || just keep the change," Asque said. "Qpen the door, Baxter-the

conpany in here's not fit for pigs.”

The cabby did a double take, but WIlis didn't wait for the exchange of
any further repartee.

He jerked open the door and nearly fell onto the pavenent as Asque
pushed by himto get out of the cab. There was a thud as the governor junped
to the sidewal k, and WIllis turned quickly to shut the door

The driver stuck his head out the window. "A ventriloquist. |I shoul da
guessed by your tux, right?"
"Right," WIllis said, putting the dollar bill in the cabby's hand.

"Even pigs should get a little respect,” Asque shouted. "Especially this

pig!"

"You don't even nove your lips," the driver marvel ed.

"Years of practice," WIlis replied.

The cab pulled away wi th, perhaps, unnatural speed- although, with a
cab, who's to say?

Asque, sputtering and nunbling, turned in time to see WIlis going down
the Iong wal k toward one of the high-rises. The hog scanpered after him
yelling at the top of his lungs, "You re not going to | ose ne, Baxter!"

WIllis rounded on himso quickly that the governor's hooves skidded on
t he pavenent as he came to a stop

"Be quiet!™ WIlis said. "W don't want to draw attention. This is where
Hawt horne lives, and fromwhat you said | guess he has Ana with him She's the
only one | know who can possi bly do you any good-and if you get us caught
before we get to her, well..." H s unspoken words were om nous.

Asque shut his nmouth with a snap and | ooked mournfully up at Wllis.

The governor didn't have just any pig's face, WIllis realized. There
wer e recogni zabl e features about it-a certain scul pturing about the
cheekbones, a kind of fullness under the eyes. To anyone | ooking for the
resenbl ance, it was blatantly obvious that this hog-this mountain of pink
flesh in the tattered shreds of a pearl-gray suit-was CGovernor |sador Asque.

WIllis wal ked to the outside door of the apartment buil ding and opened
it; he held it for the governor

"Not a sound,"” he said, his fingers to his |lips. Asque nodded so
contritely that WIllis was tenpted to pat himon the head, but he resisted the
tenpt ati on.

Al though Wllis was still as confused as ever about what was goi ng on
he was beginning to worry about Anat hae, recalling what Hawt horne had said
when he had nounted the stage back at the mansion: "Since Professor Baxter
cannot summon up his denon, it is nowtime to consign that demon's spirit to
Hell forever. | have the incantation witten down here-and if he can't or
won't read it properly, | will!"

WIllis was very well aware that Hawt horne mi ght be doi ng precisely that
at this very nonent.

"It's three steps up the foyer," WIlis whispered to the governor. "Can
you make it?"

Asque snorted. "Just because |'ma pig doesn't nmean |I'man invalid."



WIllis started up the stairs, the pig behind him and thanked his |ucky
stars that no one was around to ask what a man and a pig were doing tiptoeing
t hrough the foyer.

"Did you say sonething, sir?" an unfaniliar voice asked.

WIllis started.

There was a room off to the side, with a | arge archway cut out over a
| ong countertop. This would be, he realized, where the high-rise dwellers
collected their mail. Behind the counter was a switchboard, and behind the
swi tchboard was a man, obviously the source of the unfaniliar voice.

Fortunately, WIlis realized, the man, provided he did not get up from
where he was sitting, could only see WIllis fromthe wai st up. Wich neant he
could not see the governor at all

"Uh," WIlis said, "just munbling to nyself. \Wich way are the
el evat ors?"

"Are you a resident, sir?" the nman asked, putting aside a nagazi ne he
had been readi ng.

"No," WIlis answered, "I'm an associate of Professor Hawthorne's."

"Ah," the man said. "He just cane in with one of his students, |
believe. Shall | ring himand tell himyou' re com ng?"

"No," WIlis answered, "he's expecting us."

" Us' 2"

"Me. He's expecting ne. Wiich way did you say to the el evators?”

"Down the hall to your left."” The nan seenmed about to say something
el se, but WIlis turned and wal ked down the hall indicated and out of view

Asque, who'd frozen at the sound of the man's voice, took a few cautious
steps. Not hi ng happened, so he took a few nore. As he rounded the corner, the
governor alnost collided with WIlis, who was tiptoeing back

WIllis peered around the corner. The man was once agai n absorbed in his
magazi ne.

"That was cl ose," the hog whi spered.

WIllis said nothing but turned back down the hallway, and the pig fel
in behind him The hall was carpeted in worn yell ow Hercul on which nuted their
foot and hoof st eps.

There were two elevators. WIllis pushed a button, and the one on the
| eft opened inmedi ately. Seeing no one inside, he gave a sigh of relief and
st epped in.

When Asque was safely inside with him WIIlis pushed the button marked
11, and the door closed. The light over the inside of the door went fromL to
2 with a few acconpanyi ng squeaks and shudders, but then the el evator picked
up speed and the light went from2 to 3 and from3 to 4 quickly, slowed on the
way past 5, and stopped-"OCh, no," WIlis nuttered-on 6.

Three people, two men and a thin woman, were standing in front of the
el evator on the other side of the door when it opened.

"Down?" the worman asked WIlis.

"No," said one of the men, with a lopsided grin. "See- the arrow s up.
W'l have to wait for the next one going down."

The second man, whose untrimed beard and nmustache made his grin al so
appear |opsided, although in fact it was straight, pointed an accusing finger
at Asque and said, "Now what the hell's that?"

WIllis tried to assune the air of an uninterested, if not precisely
bored, el evator passenger; a comon, ordinary, unremarkabl e passenger in a
tuxedo sharing an elevator with a pig. Wen the man pointed, WIlis | ooked
down at the governor but then turned back to | ooking forward as though pigs in
el evators were so comonpl ace as to be unworthy of mention

"Goodness," said the thin woman, "I do believe it's a Pig!"

The first man bl ocked the closing of the elevator with his hand. He eyed
WIllis keenly. "That your pig?"

WIllis | ooked down at the pig again, as if to ascertain whether or not
it mght in fact be his pig, before he said, "Heavens, no.. He got on at the
Second fl oor."



Asque, taking his cue fromWIIlis, sat on his haunches in the m ddl e of
the elevator, staring at nothing in particular while trying to radiate
nonchal ance.

"Ch," said the man, taking his hand fromthe door

"What did he say?" the woman asked.

"He said the pig got on at the second floor."

Mercifully, the door closed and the el evator ascended.
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A few nonents later, WIlis and the governor stood outside apartnent 1102.
Wthout ado, WIlis put his ear to the door and quietly tried the knob

"I can hear crying in there," WIllis said, his face darkening. "It's
probably Anathae. And the door's |ocked."

"If she can do what you say she can, you have the governor's perm ssion
to break down this door." Asque's tiny gray eyes glittered.

WIllis thanked himfor his perm ssion but pointed out that the door was
solid and he was not exactly built for breaking it down. Then he searched
t hrough his pockets and came up with a pen, a clip of bills, a piece of chalk,
a package of gum (with two sticks still in it), a handkerchief, a matchbook
with five matches (people frequently asked himfor lights), half of a theater
ticket, and finally, his wallet.

"You got a key?" Asque snorted.

"Somet hi ng al nost as good," WIllis said, flipping through the plastic
pages of his billfold. "I read about this in a nystery novel," he added. He
drew out a card. "BankAnericard cones in handy, even if you're not paid up."
He pushed the plastic through the crack between the door and the latch in the
nmol ding and smiled with satisfaction as it eased open with a click

Larry Hawt horne sat in a fetal position on the floor in the corner of
his living room sobbing hysterically, his face pasty-white, his whol e body
trenbling, his white shirt and bl ack pants soaked with the sweat of fright and
his long black hair drooping in disarray. The roomitself was bathed in
abnormal Iy bright Iight, and even through the snmall crack in the door, WIllis
could feel intense heat.

The door wasn't even half opened before Asque slipped past WIlis and
into the roombut then he junped back squealing with fright. "Don't go in!" he
yelled to WIllis and pronptly wet what was |eft of his pants.

WIllis | ooked at the sharp shadows cast on the peeling paint of the
wal | -and then realized the paint was in the process of peeling before his very
eyes. Heedl ess of the governor's warning, he flung open the door and saw, in
the mddl e of the room the source of that |ight and heat.

It was a flow ng, congealing giant glob of Hellfire, a denon figure nade
of living flame, standing in the mddle of the pentagram whi ch had been
chal ked onto the bare parquet floor. The fiery denmon's eyes were w de-the
staring eyes of a madman. In themwas an irrational hatred of all living
things, a hint of gleeful amusenent at the prospect of torturing and mai m ng
for its own sake. Those eyes, ebon voids in a face of red flanme, bespoke a
prom se of pain and death; they seenmed to see the certainty of the triunph of
mal evol ence and evil over kindness and good.

The apparition swayed and fluttered |ike a candle, reaching out for
WIllis with its long sinuous fingers.

Hawt horne, seeing WIlis, slithered across the floor and grabbed him by
the ankles. "I can't do it," Hawthorne babbled. "I tried to send hi m back
bef ore, but he was here when |I came back! He says he 'worked through' and
can't do anything about it! Send himback, Baxter, and | promi se, | swear,
["lI'l never try to conjure again! Never! | swear!" He let
go of WIlis's leg and cringed, as if he were afraid WIllis mght kick him

WIllis | ooked wildly around the room and caught sight of Anathae |ying,
turned away fromhim on a couch beyond the pentagram She still wore the
sparkling red dress, but around her neck was a silver chain bearing an



i nscribed silver disk. At first, he thought she was sl eeping.

"Anat hae!" WIllis yelled.

Very slowy, she turned her head. Her red curls spilled over the edge of
the couch, and WIllis saw that her eyes were and had been open all al ong.

"WIl." She smled weakly, and her voice was strained, as though she
spoke with difficulty. "I can hardly . . . nove with this . . . medallion on.
Can't do anything. And look at ... the pentagram| ook at the pentagram"”

WIllis | ooked. Aline in the pentagram was broken- snudged.

"Ch, no," he muttered. WIIlis surm sed that Hawt horne's unwary foot mnust
have stepped or even slipped on the |line, causing the break

"Ch, no," he said again as a tentacle of fire grew fromthe flam ng
apparition and edged toward the place where the |line of the pentagram was
i nconpl ete. But then he realized he was still holding his BankAmericard, his
wal l et, half a theater ticket, a matchbook, a handkerchief, a package of gum
aclip of bills, a pen-and a pi ece of chal k!

WIllis dropped to his knees in supplication. "Spare ne, Evil One! 1'Il
make a deal with you-lI don't care about these people. Just spare ne!"

A stench filled the roomthat nade WIllis gag as the denmon spoke. "I
will take your soul Down with ne as | go-of what other use could you be to ne,
petty nortal ?"

"Humans have served you before, O Prince of Darkness," WIIlis said,
bowi ng i n what he hoped ni ght be considered a worshi pful manner before the

fiery apparition, trying not even to think of what he planned. "I only ask
that you spare nme-spare nme and let me serve you as they have."
The bl ack abysses in the flickering fire glared at Wllis. "I have no

use for you."

However, WIllis, the sweat fromhis body wilting his collar, continued
to make bowi ng nmotions, inching closer to the pentagram It was not hard to
focus his thoughts on the fear he felt. Then he reached out to the snudged
line and quickly rmade it clear and distinct again with his piece of chalk.

"CGotcha!" he yelled

The fiery formhow ed so that even a banshee's cry mght seemlike a
baby's coo; every square inch within the pentagramburst into a flane so
intense that it knocked WIIlis over backward. He saw, even as he toppled, that
t he pentagram was snudged in yet another place-one closer to the couch where
Anat hae | ay hel pl ess.

WIllis, without any plan of action beyond the hope that he mght attract
the denon's attention, hopped to his feet and sprinted |ike a quarterback
toward Anathae. At the last minute, he dodged the fiery fingers which had
slipped through the snmudge and were reaching for him But then he slipped on a
t hrow rug, al nost caught his bal ance as he stunbled forward, but fell ful
over Anathae and the couch to catapult headlong into a pile of dirty laundry
on the floor; he turned a sonersault and | anded of f his back

"I didn't know | could do that," he said to no one in particular

"The medal lion." Anathae's voice was strai ned al nost beyond recognition
"CGet ... the ... nedallion.”

WIllis pulled hinself to his feet in tinme to see flane reaching toward
Anat hae.

"No!" he yelled. He grabbed the medallion and yanked; the chain broke.
Wth a pitching notion, he tossed it directly into the fiery form

There was a puff of snoke.

And then, all at once, it was quiet. Very quiet indeed. The apparition
had vani shed.

But evidence that it had been nore than illusion renai ned- peeling
pai nt, burned spots on the floor and ceiling, and the strong snell of
bri mst one.

Anat hae sat up slowy. Then she got to her feet and stood statuelike for
a nonent before pointing at Haw horne, who still lay sobbing. "He did this,"
she said inmperiously, "and he'll pay. He had it all set up, thinking you'd
have to consign ne to Hell forever-"



"I know," WIIlis interrupted.
Anat hae's fingers and hands nmoved like a karate fighter's in Hawt horne's
direction, save that they renai ned w despread, as she whi spered a few words.
Wth a flash, Hawt horne vani shed-and, in his place, a large slug
appeared. The light, dinmer by far than the |light which had so recently
illum nated the room nonethel ess gl anced off the slug's shiny body as it
oozed along the floor, which it touched occasionally with its feelers.

WIllis stunbled around the couch. "Larry!" he yelled. "My God!"

"And now," she said, turning toward the doorway, where the hog stil
stood shivering with fright, "it's time to take care of this pig of a
governor."

Not |iking the tone of her voice but unable to nove, Asque said, "No!
Pl ease! Don't hurt ne!"

Anat hae went on; "This uncouth, vulgar, ungentlemanly, racist,
i nsulting, bigoted, degrading pig of a governor."

She nuttered again and pointed a |ong slender finger at the pig, and
then he, too, was gone, vani shed, but with nothing in his place.

As if in answer to WIIlis's unasked question, she said, "He's honme. And
we shoul d be, too."
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I mredi ately thereafter, WIlis found hinself holding Anathae close to himin
their bed. In his old famliar bedroom Wth the cluttered mahogany chest of
drawers and the | ace panties on the night table.

"Ana," he said, his heart pounding, "the governor-"

"-is back to his old self, with a stomach full of whiskey. R ght now
Rockhurst is trying to slap himawake to get himhone before the governor's
wi fe calls and makes a big stink.

They just found himin one of the upstairs bedroons. In a bit they'Il find
some enbarrassi ng photos of Asque and the wonman he had sent away fromthe
party. But he's com ng around and Rockhurst's telling himhe shouldn't have
made such a pig of hinself."

Wllis propped hinself up on his el bows.

"There's sonmething | don't understand, Ana. Wy did Hawt horne want to
turn Governor Asque into a pig?"

"He didn't turn Asque into a pig," Anathae said. "I did."

"You? But why?"

"I thought maybe a pig' s-eye view of the world m ght inprove certain
aspects of his personality." She sighed. "It probably won't, though. He won't
recall much of this in detail, and what he does renenber he probably won't
bel i eve- one tends to think of one's drunken experiences as well, one's
drunken experiences. But it'll be there, like a hard-to-forget nightmare. So
it mght do some good. Anyway, |'mpretty sure he'll be uneasy enough about it
that he'll keep Rockhurst from maki ng any conpl ai nts about our performance."

"Well, that would be a relief, anyway," WIIlis said, touching her
shoul der softly. "But, really Ana-a pig! You should be ashamed of yourself!"

"I"mnot, though," she said, as her fingers began to tickle the hair on
his chest. "You forget, if it hadn't been for that, Haw horne woul d have had
what he wanted-that medal lion nade ne quite powerless, you know, and he wanted
our trick to fail because he thought you'd then be forced to read the rest of
the incantation. You weren't doing the right one,
of course, but it just didn't occur to himthat there was no reason for you to
use it again. If you refused to say it, he would have done it."

"Even so," WIlis said, "I'd still have to send you back before that
coul d happen-and |I've no intention of doing so."

"But no, WIlis, he could have brought ne in and put ne on your
pent agram and sent ne back hinself, right in front of you-and with that



nmedal | i on around ny neck, | would have done it. That nedallion made himthe
one in control of me, not you. Luckily, 1'd already tied ny spell on the
governor so he'd appear as a pig in the mddl e of your pentagram when you
fini shed your chant. Wi ch caused the havoc whi ch made Hawt horne decide to
cone back to his apartment-he had the pentagramthere which he'd used to cal
up the Boss in the first place.”

"Why didn't he do it, then? I mean, why did he stop to conjure up the
Boss agai n?"

"But he didn't, WII. He nust have nmade that srmudge before he conjured
the Boss. In a way, Hawthorne's extremely | ucky-since he brought the Boss up
into an inconpl ete pentagram he could have been destroyed right then. But |
suppose the Boss knewwell, really, there's no way the Boss couldn't have
known-what Hawt horne intended. So he gave Hawt horne what he asked for and when
Hawt horne ' di snissed" him he just disappeared and stayed there in the
pent agram Because that way, when Hawt horne canme back, the Boss woul d have us
bot h." Anat hae shudder ed.

WIlilis allowed hinself to |lie back in bed w thout renoving his hand from
her shoul der-which, he realized, she needed for confort at the nmonent. But
eventually WIlis said, "Ana, there's just one nore thing."

"What ?"

"Larry," he said. Wen the girl-denon did not reply, he added, "You just
can't leave himlike that."

"A slug? Wy not? Don't you think it suits hin?" She snuggled closer to
WIllis and put her arms around him

"Ana," the professor said, his hands savoring the soft, snmooth warnth of
her back, "Ana . . . you ... we ... just ... can't."

Anat hae si ghed.

"All right, WIIl. 1'"ll turn himback-but only because you want ne to."
She paused before continuing, "But at the same tinme, if it doesn't seemtoo
extreme for you, I'mgoing to make it so that the next time he tries to ness
with magic, in any way, shape, or form he'll have to put his index finger on
top of his head and start singing an aria from Madanme Butterfly. Okay?"

WIllis | aughed.

"Sure," he said, drawi ng her closer still.

Anat hae si ghed again. "Anything for you, WII." She snapped her fingers,
munbl ed a few words, then slipped a hand behind his neck. "Anything."

Wth her free hand, the girl-denmon made a gesture at the bedroomlight,
whi ch went out just as her l|ips found his.

Part Three
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Consi der, dear reader: Life and Death. Good and Evil. Law and Chaos. Bl ack and
VWhite. Sex and Oblivion. Al the veriest stuff of Life whose churlish
churnings and infinite interweavings, confusing conm ngs and |inear |eanings
constitute the essence of the universe's febrile fecund fabric.

Al of which, alas, really have very little to do with this section of
our saga.

No. Rather, dear reader, consider ice creamand bitter strawberries,
Pi ng- Pong balls and chal ky halls, yin and yang, a cozy college and the
frazzled civilization in which it is entonbed, magi c and boredom | ust and
dust and how the best-laid plans of mce and nen, both in and out of academ a
gang aft agl ey.

Anat hae and Professor WIlis Baxter, dear reader-consider them for
they, after all, are our protagonists.

Fi rst, Anat hae.



Where does one begin a suitable description of this cuddly vixen, this
seem ng Lolita of Powhattan University who has nmade WIIlis Baxter appear her
Humbl e Humbert and nade himlove it? How shall we outline her to you as she
stands, at the beginning of this our (unlucky?) thirteenth chapter, in the
good professor's office? Shall we call attention to the flame of tawny red
hai r which covers her head, fram ng the story-book beauty of her apparently
teenage face, and licks down her classically formed shoulders to end just even
wi th her eighteen-inch waist? Shall we point out other aspects of her
lithesonme figure, poking out and in and curving provocatively and
cathartically under the dreany creany silk of her dress- surely a prototype of
pubescent perfection? Shall we alliterate until we are illiterate, pulse and
pound with our prose, purple with our passion over her full lips, full hips,
sparkling eyes, and sparkling teeth, her short dress and that which lies
beneat h?

No agai n.

Rat her, let us catch our breath, contain our enotion, and explain that
this little hal f-denon, half-human is older than she | ooks. (O course, if
you' ve been reading this Very
Cl osely, dear reader, this will cone as no surprise to you at this point. But,
what the hell.) Rip off that short silky dress she wears there in WIllis
Baxter's office on the P.U canpus and you will find a cute, very expressive
tail curling out fromthe base of her spine; take off her gleam ng calf-high
boots and you'll see curly hair a slightly lighter red than her tresses
| eadi ng down to genui ne Satan-patented cloven hooves; push back the bangs of
her fire-engine hair and you'll note two pert horns.

Yet take warning, dear reader, if you are at all literal- mnded-for rip
of f her dress, take off her boots, push back her hair w thout her expressed
perm ssion and chances are quite likely that, unless your nane is Wllis
Baxter, you'll end up bare-bottoned at the South Pol e before you can tw st the
curls of your handl ebar mustache and say, "Ah, ne proud beauty!"

Enough of Anathae- and on to WIlis Baxter

You may think you' ve sized himup ere now, and, indeed, you may think
you' ve seen his type before. The Runpl ed Young University Professor w th Chal k
Dust on H s Hands. The Absentm nded Bunbling Booki sh Boob a Bit Too Frequent
in H s Ue of the Sauce.

O, in awrd, a klutz.

But scratch the stereotype and find, beneath, the man.

As he sits before us nowin his new position as Chairman of the Arts and
Sci ences Division of old Powhattan University, let us remenber that it was
this seem ngly nmeek- mannered man who precipitated these adventures by
perform ng a drunken invocation at a party which brought the nubile Anathae to
our attention. Let us also not forget to recall, dear reader, that just a few
short chapters back the supposedly meek and nild WIlis Baxter, for the sake
of his beloved, unflinchingly faced the Dark One Hinself.

So, although he may yet be a bit of a bunbler, sonmething of a bookish

boob, a man given to a bit too rmuch drinking, and still a klutz nuch top
humanly prone to err, let us keep sight of the fact that he is |l earning
somet hing of the verities of Life-for he is, above all, a man of good

i ntentions.

Thus, we reach a quick end of this "unlucky" chapter

Had anyone but asked your humnbl e author, he would have opined that this
wor k coul d have just as readily done without a thirteenth chapter-after all
practically every damed book you read has one.

But there are Conventions and Forns and Standards to which Al Mist
Conform and your author has too many troubles, nore than you, dear reader
can ever know, to bother wasting his valuable time trying to argue this point
with an editor.

Pausing only to reflect soulfully on this sobering thought, your author
proposes to make the best of a sad business, keeping this as brief as his
style will allow and then pushing on



Shall we push on together?

14

"I won't do it," Anathae said flatly, her delicate hands on her hips.

"What do you mean, you won't do it? A few weeks ago it was 'anything for
you, WIIl." Wat's different now?"

WIllis clanmped down his teeth so that his jaw nuscles twitched to show
hi s exasperation-a trick which had served himwell in the classroomand rose
fromhis seat, dislodging a sheaf of papers which fluttered to the worn car pet
of his office and were ignored.

"Not hi ng's changed, WIIl. It's just, of all the hare-brai ned schenes-"

"You're a denon brought into this world by my magic," WIlis
interrupted, "so you're supposed to do whatever | ask, aren't you?"

"Yes," she admitted. "Let's just say, then, that | don't want to do it,
that the denon part of me nmust do as you say but the human part is asking you
not to ask Ms."

WIllis's features softened visibly. He was much aware by now t hat
Anat hae had a human side.

"Ch," he said. "Wll, | think |I can understand that." He crossed the
office to take her in his arnms. "But Ana, dearest, don't you realize that
regardl ess of how beautiful your magic may make Gertrude | ook, it couldn't
possibly dimny affection for you?"

"That's not what | neant!"

"Then," he said, "I guess | don't understand."” He let his arns drop to
his sides. "Or maybe | do. Maybe it's really the denon in you that doesn't
want to do this-because it would be the charitable thing to do."

Anat hae' s green eyes-eyes with which WIllis Baxter had not yet cone to
"terns-narrowed. Her eyes were ageless, like the land of Egypt in which she
had been spawned and from whi ch she had been taken into Hell thousands of
years before by her denobn parent.

She said, "lIs that what you think? Is that really what you think?"

"I . . . don't know," he said hesitantly, backing away.

Wil e he realized she was grow ng angry, he did not as yet know her well
enough to recogni ze the signs for when he should seek a graceful retreat. "It
certainly seems . . . well, suppose you tell ne."

"Because it isn't charity, WIllis Baxter! And who the hell are you to
give Gertrude charity, even if it were that? But it isn't-it's guilt, pure and
sinmple guilt. You let her keep you under her thumb for eight years, then
dunped her when | cane into your life. So now you want to 'make it up'-as if
you had anything to make up to her-by having me make her beautiful.”

"Just a dammed minute," WIlis said. "Maybe you're right. Maybe it is
guilt. 1'"ve been a dunping spot for it all nmy life. My parents wanted ny
brothers and sisters to grow up healthy and guilt-free, so they dunped it al
on me. The very words 'judge' and 'jury' used to make me cringe wth paranoia,
and whenever | heard about horrible crines in nmy nei ghborhood | used to wonder
if maybe 1'd commtted themin nmy sleep

"But so what? Ana, dearest, |I'mon top of the world! | assume, with the
aid of your powers, | could have fabled wealth or trenmendous power, if |
want ed-but |1've asked for neither. |I have you and"-he turned to gesture toward

his desk-"a position which exercises ny best qualities and requires ny
talents. So why shouldn't | do sonething for Gertrude?"

If the demon-girl appeared to have softened sonewhat fromthe
professor's description of his newlife, she tensed at his final sentence.

Because-" she started.

"No, no, dearest, let nme finish. The fact is, Gertrude was the cl osest
thing I'd ever had to a girlfriend-until you cane along. | 'dunped her after
ei ght years-and | feel bad about that. So maybe |'ve decided that the |east |



can do, the very least, is to have you use your magi c so she can have a better
life and get another nman. What's so terrible about that?"
Anat hae | et out a pent-up sigh of exasperation. "You really don't know,

do you? No, | guess you don't. WIIl, you know where | cone from don't you?"
"Certainly," he said. "Egypt."
"No," she said. "I mean the other place.”

"Ch. You nmean the Other Place. Hell."

"That's right. And do you know what they say the road to Hell is paved
with?"

WIllis smled. "Good intentions, |I've heard. But, you know, | suppose
really must nmeet your father sometine. And on the way down, | can tell ny
fellow travelers | hel ped provide sone of the road' s building materials."

Anat hae stanped her delicate hoof. "Very funny, WIllis. Don't you see
that while your intentions are good, your notives are base? You just want to
sal ve your conscience. But if you' d stop to ask yourself why your conscience
is bothering you and whet her there's any good reason to feel that way, and
consi der the consequences of-"

"I'"ve done that already,” WIllis interrupted. "I don't care to do any
nmore. As for "consequences'-aside fromthe fact that you'll have a little
conpetition for the whistles and stares of the underclassnmen-1 fail to see how
maki ng CGertrude | ook beautiful could harmanyone. And |I'msure it would do her
a world of good. So I'm beginning to wonder, Ana, if you dislike the idea so
much only because you're jeal ous-"

"Huh! Jeal ous? Me, jealous? OF Gertrude? Now that's the last straw"

"What else am | to think? You certainly have no conpetition-as |ong as
Gertrude | ooks |ike Gertrude. But what if she | ooked better, eh? What if she
| ooked |i ke, say, a conbination of Marilyn Monroe and Raquel Wl ch, eh? Yes,
Anat hae, | really think I am beginning to understand things a little better
now. "

Anat hae stood for a nmonent in sulky silence. While she knew WIlis was
goadi ng her deliberately, she seemed unable to resist responding. She took a
deep breath and tried to speak calmy. "It's not right," she said, "to ness
with Mdther Nature."

"Hah!" WIllis retorted. "You're a fine one to talk about nmessing with
nature, after turning Governor Asque into a pig and Larry Hawt horne into a
slug!"

"I changed them back," the girl-denon said defensively.

"Only because | insisted. And poor Larry still can't say so nuch as
'Goddammit' without putting his finger on his head and singing something from
Madame Butterfly." (For what indeed, dear reader, is even the nost sinple
curse-from"Go to Hell" to "Goddammit"-but an inploring of H gher Forces to
act as we would wi sh? And what is that, dear reader, if not an attenpt to
"practice" nmagic?)

Al t hough he was trying to use this as a point against Anathae in his
argunent, WIllis could not help but smle and add, "It wouldn't be so bad if
only he didn't try to sing the soprano parts."”

"Now, WIlis, you knowthat little spell | put on Professor Hawt horne
was for everyone's protection. But all right, have it your way. |'ve tried to
warn you. If you won't listen to it, you're quite right-1'lIl do what you want
because | nust."

WIllis took her in his arns again. "You'll change Gertrude?"

Anat hae nodded. "1'll do it carefully and slowWy, over a period of a
week or so, so it won't look like magic. Alittle here, alittle there,
| ooki ng better every day, until it all falls into place. That what you want?"

"Yes. | knew | could count on you."

"Just one thing," Anathae nodded om nously.

" Ch?"

"No matter what happens, no matter what the consequences, | want your
sol emm oath that you won't ask me to fuse my magic to help her-or you, in this
ci rcunmst ance- again. Do you understand? Once |'ve changed Gertrude, that's



it."

"Al'l right," he replied. "I think I can understand that. You have ny

promnm se."

"Very well."

Anat hae nade a few circling gestures in the direction of the front office. She
al so said sonething which sounded to Wllis a little Iike "Woop-dee-doo,"

al t hough he wasn't sure, despite the fact that she was still in his arnms. But
to himshe said, "lIt's begun-nothing can stop it now. "

WIllis kissed her warmy; she returned his kiss with a peck on the
cheek. And before she vani shed, she said, "Renmenber Epinethius? He couldn't
return a gift once he took it. This kind of deal works the sane way. For your
sake, | hope the tine will not cone when you'll regret this-but if it should,
| trust you'll recall that | gave you plenty of warning."

Now, dear reader, as painful as it mght be, before we exit this chapter
| et us consider Gertrude Twill, department secretary, "jilted girlfriend" of
Prof essor WIllis Baxter

Muich time woul d be saved by going back to read the description of
Anat hae in Chapter 13 and pondering its opposite nunber. Suffice it to say
that Gertrude Twill, fromthe tip of her nud-colored hair to her often
tenni s-shoe-cl ad feet, denonstrated to nost who bothered to ook that it
simply wasn't worth bothering to |l ook at Gertrude Twill.

It was true that the braces on her teeth nade her ki sses sonething only
a masochi st could enjoy. It was true that she had often been voted by students
and faculty alike as Most Likely to Be Traded to the Los Angeles Rams. It was
true that while she had been WIlis's girlfriend, the conbination of his
shyness and her repressive attitudes had forced intinmate caressing to stop
upon reaching the el bows. It was true that she had mai ntai ned her hold on
WIllis through nmost of their relationship by harassnment and intimdation. It
was even true that while no one had ever used the words "cute" and "cuddly" to
describe her, it was equally true that - in her present form- no one with any
respect for the neani ngs of words would ever want to.

And yet, what of that?

Whi ch of us, dear reader, are such Adoni ses or Venuses that we can | augh
at physical ugliness?

Whi ch of us has such a perfect personality that we cannot overl ook
another's faults?

What sheltered individual anmongst us has never known beautiful wonmen or
handsome nmen so tw sted by their own beauty that we would gladly trade their
conpany for that of a
Quasi nodo wi th nary a qual n?

And who of any sensitivity whatsoever has never seen true beauty in a
form whi ch nonet hel ess of fers no physical conpetition to the Playboy and
Pl aygi rl pi nups?

Eh? Eh?

Thi nk about that, dear reader. And at the sane tine, ponder one other
guestion, while keeping in mind that it is one which has been taken up wi thout
resol ution by the G eat
Thi nkers ever since there have been G eat Thinkers: Wat is beauty?
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It was Day Three.

If Gertrude Twill had noticed a certain firm ng of her |egs, stomach,
and breasts, an added luster to her hair, a softening of her facial
features-and attendant attention fromthe mal es around her-they were not hing
she coul d not herself explain.

Years of nmental discipline-always getting to sleep and rising at an



early hour, attuning herself to office routine-conmbined with plenty of
exerci se and |iberal doses of broccoli soup were doi ng what she had | ong known
they woul d; they were beginning to pay off.

It was Day Three, a little before her usual rising hour, and her phone
was ringing.

She pulled the covers off herself, noting as she did that her nails were
begi nning to curve and taper, although she'd never had a manicure in her life.
She got up and, wal king with a grace which had been deni ed her ere now,
reached t he phone and picked it up.

"Hel | 0?"

"Uh, hello, Mss Twill?" The voice was fenm nine and unfamiliar to
Ger trude.

"Yes."

"I"'mreally terribly sorry to disturb you so early, Mss Twill. I'"'m M ss
Townl ey, Dr. Henderson's assistant."”

CGertrude was still not awake, but she recogni zed the nane of her

dentist. "Yes?"

"I really don't quite know how to tell you this," Mss Townl ey said,
"but we've recently discovered a mstake. Do you recall, Mss Twill, several
years ago, you came to us when your orthodontist, Dr. |saknof, died?"

Gertrude said she did.

"Well"-and fromthis point on Mss Townley went on in such a rush that
Gertrude could not interrupt her-"it seems Dr. |saknof kept his records-which,
of course, we sent for when you cane to us-in a rather peculiar fashion. He
i ndi cated your braces were to be renmoved-in fact, he indicated they had been
renoved. And yesterday we had sone tenporary help and one of the girls we
brought in had worked for
Dr. |saknof and she noticed, going over your file, that he'd renpved the
braces two days after he died, which she remenbered because he died the day
after her birthday."

"But that's inpossible," Gertrude said. "I mean, he never did. Renove ny
braces, that is."
"That's my point, Mss Twill," Mss Townl ey said. "W know t hat now.

She-M's. Rolfe, the one who used to work for Dr. Isaknof-Ms. Rolfe told us
that often the doctor couldn't get office help and sometines he nmade his
notations in advance. As, apparently, he did in your case.

"But anyway, when | asked Dr. Henderson about this, he said he was
certain he'd told me or one of his other assistants to nake an appoi ntnment for
you with his associate, Dr. Wiite, so your braces could be renoved.

"But the thing is, Mss Twill, as best as we can figure it out, whoever
was supposed to do this would check your file-that's standard office
procedure-and when they saw Dr. |saknof s note about renoving your braces, it
didn't nake sense to make an appointnent to do sonmething that had al ready been
done. ™

There was close to a full mnute of silence before Mss Townl ey went on,

"I'f you have the tinme, | could squeeze you in at ten-thirty tonmorrow. Dr.
Hender son doesn't ordinarily have anything to do with renoving braces, but
he'll do it hinmself-he says this time he wants to be certain that it's done.

Under the circunmstances, considering that this is a terribly enbarrassing
m stake and it nust have been quite inconvenient for you over all this ting,
there will be no charge.”

"What? Ch. Al right. Tonorrow at ten-thirty."

CGertrude put the phone back on the hook, eyed the al arm cl ock, which was
within a few moments of going off, and shrugged.

She had a little difficulty getting dressed. Her pants suit was baggy in
some places, too tight in others. She had been noticing that of late and
telling herself she would have to dip into her savings to buy herself some new
clothes if the trend continued.

The trend, evidently, was continuing.



Day Four.

"Startin' rather early, aren't ya, Doc?" asked Mke Schultz, the
bartender at O Leary's Bar & Restaurant.

Dr. Henderson nodded in acknow edgrment. "But | really need it today,
M ke, " he said.

"Well," the bartender replied as he mxed the doctor's daiquiri, "I
ain't here to knock the business. \Wat's the probl enf"

The dentist let out a sigh, as if by preparing to talk about it sone

great weight were dropping fromhim "I think I'mflipping out. Losing ny hold
on reality. Flipping ny cork. And going crazy."

n O,]?Il

"Yeah. M ke, | see ten, sonetimes twelve people a day- but |'ve stil
got ... no, | used to have a pretty good nmenory for faces. | had this |ady
patient today, though. As | remenber it, | used to have to constantly renind

nmysel f that she was a secretary down at the university and not, say, a truck
driver."

M ke, knowi ng better than to comment, poured the doctor's drink

The dentist picked it up and took a long draft before he continued.
"Only, see, | was wong-wong as | could be. | nean, yeah, | had the face
right, sonmehow, and even the person right, sonehow but Christ, at the sane
time | was wong because she was beautiful! No, not beautiful -gorgeous! No,
not gorgeous-fantastic! Skin |ike peaches and cream a figure you wouldn't
bel i eve-1i ke a goddam novie starlet!"

M ke just nodded.

"You've seen nmy wife, haven't you Mke? Sure - we've eaten together here
a fewtimes. We've been married going on six years nowand if there's any
doubt about it, | still think she's lovely. W have no problens to speak
of -1've got a good practice, a nice home, | love ny wife, our sex life is
wonderful, and | couldn't be happier; |'ve never cheated, or even wanted to
cheat, on her.

"Ch, yeah, sure, | can appreciate a good-looking woman as easily as the
next man-but |'mquite happy with what |'ve got and don't want to ness it up
Didn't want to nmess it up. But Mke, honestly, it was all | could do to keep
nmy hands of f this |ady.

"Let me have another, will you?

"Well, fortunately, | couldn't talk to her-wasn't able to. | guess it
was fortunate. | nmean, | tried to make small talk but all | could say was
"Uhhh,' and ' Ahhh,' and ot her meani ngl ess nonsense like that. | couldn't take
nmy eyes off her, and | was so nervous | cut nyself six times taking out her
braces. Luckily I"'mthe only one who got hurt.

"And that's a funny thing, too. | nean, | took off her braces and her
teeth were perfect. Well, hell, | know our office records were screwed up-had
to be or she'd ve had those braces off |ong ago-but there wasn't anything
wong with her teeth. Not anything! Now, as | said, | renenber her, and even
if my menory is shot all to hell and gone, | know I've worked on her before.
But nothing's there - no fillings, no cavities, nothing. It's not often | can
say it, but that |ady needs a dentist about as nuch as Al exander the G eat
needed sonmeone to plan his mlitary campaigns. | dunno, MKke-I just don't
know. "

M ke wi ped the bar as the doctor took a sip fromhis second drink
"Lucky for you," Mke said. "I nean, that way, you won't be seeing her again."

"I"'mafraid that's not the case,” Dr. Henderson said after downing the
rest of his drink. "I've made appoi nt ment s-one
a nonth for the next year-to clean her teeth.”

He | ooked up pitifully into the bartender's eyes and added, "Free of
charge. | think I"'mreally flipping out."

Day Seven
It was so short a walk fromWIIlis Baxter's apartnent to the icy



si dewal ks of Powhattan U that, on these bracingly cool nornings, he disdai ned
driving over in his trusty VW

WIllis had been working very hard with the Finance Ofice over at North
Admi ni stration, in any event, and it was easier to wal k the distance than it
woul d have been to drive the nmeandering and often student-packed road which
twisted lazily in and out between the buil di ngs on campus.

In his zeal, he'd met with every official affecting nmonies to A&S,
arrangi ng appointnents fromearly norning until late in the evening for every
day of the week-except Wednesday, when he "kept his hand in" by teaching a
class of grad students-since he had extracted the pronise from Anat hae.

Thus, he had not seen Gertrude in the interim he m ght have stopped by
on Wednesday had he not suddenly gotten a |ine on what seened to be troubling,
some of his students and spent half the day wonderi ng what he could do about
it.

But today, he decided, he was going to see his handi work.

WIllis smled at everyone he net-even | ong-haired boys, at whom
habi tual Iy he had previously only thrown di sapproving stares.

The worl d i s changi ng, he thought as he adnired the graceful
snow covered firs that lined the wal k. He was goi ng through his own spring, so
the winter could have no effect on his feelings: Everything seened new and
beautiful, and life was worth |iving.

At last he attained the creaking doors of the snowy-pillared
Admi ni stration Building and marched down the tiled hallway.

He paused nmonmentarily before the reinforced oak doors of the Division of
Arts & Sciences and tried to peer through the wired glass. But the view inside
was obscured by peeling gold letters which boldly stated Dean and Depart ment
Heads- A&S, with his own nane i medi ately bel ow t he dean's.

So he took a deep breath, pushed open the door, and walked in, and it
hit himin the stomach-a seenmingly invisible pile driver.

"Uhhh," he said, as the breath he had taken was forced out of him

Gertrude Twill, beautiful-no, gorgeous; nay, fantastic- fromthe tip of
her dainty toes to the top of her rich brown wavy hair, seened to broadcast
sensual sexuality with the slightest of her novenments.

She | ooked up

"Prof essor Baxter," she said, acknow edgi ng his presence.

"Ahhh," he said noddi ng.

She smled, her teeth a flash of even-sparkling whiteness.

"The dentist took themoff this week," Gertrude said, tilting her head
provocatively. "As | was sitting there getting nmy mouth in shape for the first
time in years, it suddenly occurred to nme that | should probably sue the
bastard. | may still do that-but first | think I1'lIl let himclean ny teeth
free for a while." She laughed. "I feel great."

"Uhhh," WIlis said, again nodding dunbly, his retinas suffering severe
overl oad as he noted the new strain at the front of her |lacy white bl ouse and
the smooth sweep of her legs as she turned in her swivel chair. Finally,
finding the remmants of his voice, he whispered hoarsely, "You |ook great."

Gertrude's smle tw sted, becane al nost a sneer. "Not as great, |I'm
sure, as a certain teeny-bopper | could nmention. But thanks." And she turned
back to her desk, ignoring WIllis completely.

Now t hat she was turned away from himhe was only mildly disturbed by
her suppl e back and the rippling waves of her hair, and not by her wide liquid
eyes with the heavy, sultry lashes, or her moist red |ips.

"Ahhh," he said, "I guess I'll be going. | have, uhhh, lots of work to

do."
"I"msure you do," CGertrude said wi thout turning back to him She began
sorting the norning's mail and slicing it open with a letter opener-and it
occurred to WIlis that she could have done just as well with only her | ong,
red nails.

At last he tore his eyes away and | unbered past her down the hall way

toward his office.
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After his week of appointnments with finance officials over at North
Admi ni stration, it was a long and lonely norning for the professor. He
shuffled through the routine reports which had accumul ated, and he read and
approved the new curricula for Physics and French Language, although he did
not really feel qualified to nake the decision on the fornmer.

Then he found the foll ow ng neno:

To: WIllis Baxter, Chairman, A& D v
From Crommell Smth, Dean
Re: Duti es of A&S Chairnman

Dat e: February 12

It has been brought to nmy attention that the spectrum of duties which
have been ascribed to the Chairman of the Arts & Sciences Division requires a
broad understandi ng of each departnent. Therefore please submit to ne, no
later than 2/20, a detailed analysis of each departnent and suggested changes,
i f any.

CS: gt

WIlilis let the meno fall fromhis fingers onto the desk and sat in his
chair for a long time staring out the open door of his office. The holl ow echo
of distant footfalls brought himback to hinself.

It was a sinple enough matter, he decided. He could easily request
reports fromall department heads and conpile the data. Wth all the ideas
he'd had and never been able to inplenent in the ten years he'd been with the
uni versity, "suggestions" would al so be no problem

But why?

Why had this "understandi ng" been brought to the dean's attention-and
why had Smith seen fit to add that little fact to the neno? Had it al so been
brought to the attention of President Mellon? Was there perhaps sone inplied
threat here? Was his conpetence bei ng questioned before he'd had a chance to
denonstrate it? Had there been some conpl aint from sone source consi dered
uni mpeachabl e? O was he just being paranoid again?

WIllis noted that Gertrude had typed the neno but knew t here was not hi ng
unusual about this. CGertrude did nost of the dean's typing, as well as his own
and that of a few others, when she was not overseeing the work of the other
worren in the office. Indeed, there was nothing of inport to be noted here,
other than the fact that Gertrude was-and al ways had been - a superlative
secretary and of fi ce manager

WIllis took up a Bic and a yellow pad and started drafting a letter to
all departnment heads. But it was hard to concentrate - someone was | aughing
out in the hall, and the echo multiplied the sound di sproportionately.

He nuttered a "Dammit," and threw down his pen, and wal ked across the
worn yellow rug to the door, intent on adnoni shing whoever it was who was
| aughi ng.

But as he reached the doorway he saw Gertrude Twill in the hallway -
standing, so that he could see that her dress not only clung but was much too
short for February-with her arns w apped tightly around Dean Cromael | Snith!

WIllis drew his head back, his breath quick and shall ow, and eased his
door cl osed.

Coul d he believe what he'd just seen?

Had Dean Smith's hands really been where they had appeared to be?

WIllis staggered back to his chair and dropped down. He spent a |ong
time staring at his hands. He kept hearing laughter long after it had
di sappeared; the sound of it hung in the air |ike an obscenity uttered during
Mass.

Then, with a sigh, pushing the incident out of his mnd, he got back to



work on his letter.

Noon trudged by on | eaden feet. His letter finally finished, he shuffled
nore papers, skinmmed nore reports. There was the usual afternoon slunp at
three o' clock. He took a drink fromthe bottle he kept in his desk, and, after
what seened subjectively to be several hours, four o'clock finally arrived.

Wllis packed his briefcase and was striding down the hall toward
CGertrude's office by four-ten. He was hopi ng-despite what he'd seen in the
hal | way earlier-that she had not left for the day; he knew she often stayed
until six or six-thirty to finish up

He did not want to hurry, since he still was not certain what he would
say to her if she was in-although, for sone reason, he had to adnit that
"Ahhh" and "Uhhh" seenmed to have been used overly nuch, and therefore felt he
should try to think of something new

But WIllis found as he approached her office that while coherent
t hought s about what he m ght say to her dimnished, the pace of his steps
nonet hel ess i ncreased.

When he stepped out of the hallway onto the plush green rug which
decorated her office, his heart |eaped and his brains seemed to scranble as he
| ooked in her direction. There she was, a vision of |ong-Iegged slinkiness,
her skirt clinging to her like nylon pulled froman electric dryer and her
bl ouse seem ng to have becone so small that the four top buttons had to be
undone to allow room And on her desk sat his old archrival, Professor Larry
Hawt hor ne.

"Baxter!" Hawthorne junped up somewhat guiltily. "So how s the job?"

WIllis | ooked fromHaw horne to Gertrude, then with difficulty back to
Hawt hor ne agai n. He pondered Hawt horne's furtive junp when he'd entered and
wondered if the two of them had perhaps been tal ki ng about him

Stop it, WIlis, he told hinself. This way |ies paranoia.

"Uhhh," WIlis said, "fine. What're you doing these days?"

Hawt hor ne drew back his long black hair with a flick of his head and
pulled hinmself up to his full six feet, two inches. "I assunmed you knew. |'m
back on the staff. My curriculumreports are probably on your desk right
now Survey of Renai ssance Lit."

"Yes," WIlis said, nodding, mentally checking the clutter on his desk
and sifting the course outlines he'd reviewed that day. "Of course, Larry. |'m
uh, glad to have you back on the staff-glad to hear your troubles have cl eared
up. "

"I"'mgrateful," Hawthorne said, "that your lady friend never pressed
charges." He glanced at Gertrude, realized she woul d not understand him as
WIlis wuld, and added, "And for other considerations, too."

"It was a conpl ete m sunderstandi ng, and an unfortunate one," WIlis
sai d. "Anyway, you have a lot to contribute.”

"I ndeed he does," Gertrude said, standing up. Her hand traced
Hawt horne's sl eeve and cane to rest at the nape of his neck. "You'd be
surprised at the innovations Larry could have inplenmented if he'd been-" She
bit her ruby lips in concern, apparently having said nore than she'd intended.

Al though Wllis felt a sense of foreboding, it was all he could do to
keep fromreplying with another "Ahhh" or "Uhhh" and say instead, "If he'd
been appoi nted chairman i nstead of ne?"

"No hard feelings,"” Hawt horne said quickly. He put an arm around
CGertrude, his hand nearly cupping her left breast, and smled. "You wn
some-you | ose sone. "

"That's true," Gertrude said sardonically. "Even you | ose sonetines,
WIllis." She noved cl oser yet to Hawt horne.

"It's late," Hawthorne said, making a show of checking his watch. He
gave Certrude a kiss and said, "Pick you up at eight?"

"Of course,” she answered

He di sengaged hinsel f and wal ked off down the hall as WIlis and
CGertrude stood | ooking after him

Gertrude put her purse over her shoul der, a delicate hand on her shapely



hi p, and turned back to Wllis to say, alnost conversationally, "He's afraid
of you, for some reason. | know because | tried to get himto come in with nme
on ny little . . . project. But I'mnot afraid of you, WIllis Baxter!"

"Why, Cert," WIIlis said, aghast, "whatever do you mean?"

She smled sweetly. "Watever do | mean? Wiy, only that whether he wants
it or not, whether he's afraid of you or not, |I'mgoing to nmake hi mthe next
Chai rman of the Arts and Sciences Division. And at the sane time, of course,”
she fluttered her eyelashes at Wllis, "utterly ruin you!"

"What ?"

"I"ve already got the dean wapped around ny little finger," she said.
"He's already | ooking-critically, | assure you-at each and every thing you
do." She laughed. "But that's only 'harassnent,' just sonething to amuse ne
until | can really go into action. You see, Norman Rockhurst's delivering his
check to the university in the next few days-and you know what sort of nan he
is. Frankly, | don't think there's a damed thing you can do to prevent the

kind of influence | can wield on a man |like him Wat have you got to say to
that? "
“Uhhh," WIlis said.

"I thought so."
And as she wal ked away from him her hips undulating in a notion that
WIllis still found disconcerting, he began to understand, too |ate, Anathae's

war ni ng. Li ke Epi et hius, who had wed Pandora and accepted a nonreturnable
gift, there seened little he could do but await whatever hand Fate dealt him
havi ng given Fate a free wild card.

Wllis Baxter knew he had delivered a powerful weapon into the hands of
an eneny and realized, reluctantly, that only Anathae - promi se or no prom se
- could help him

17

"I told you!" Anathae said, flinging herself down onto the couch. "You gave
her the ability to do sonething she'd wanted to do all al ong-she's been
through a lot of humiliation. The thing is, WII, despite her faults, despite
what | said about her before and despite how she mani pul ated the rel ationship
she had with you, she has sone beauty inside-but it's been so bruised by this
sudden physical manifestation of beauty that she's just not prepared to handle
it. But enough |-told-you-so's."

Anat hae roll ed over onto her stomach and peered over the arm of the
couch at him WIlis sat slunped in his old purple easy chair; his face was
creased into a frown, and he stared at sonme unresol ved poi nt beyond her

"l didn't know she could be so vindictive," he said.

"Come now, " Anathae said. "You wouldn't be saying that if she'd fallen
into your arnms after 1'd conpletely fulfilled your wish."

WIllis bristled and then slunped back down again. "Yeah, | guess you're
right. | mean, | did sort of go off today with the idea running around in ny
head that she'd be grateful for what |I'd done."

"Even without having been told you were responsible," Anathae said.

"Right. Crazy, wasn't it? And you did nmake her, uh, quite beautiful."

Anat hae rose fromthe couch and put her soft hand on WIlis's cheek. "I
don't mind if you desire other wonen, WIllis. It's conpletely normal."

WIllis waved a distracted hand at her. "I know. |'mglad you' re not
seriously annoyed-al t hough, if anything, |I'd have to say |'m nore annoyed at
nmysel f on that score than you could ever be. But where you can help ne . . .
Here WIllis paused, took a deep breath, let it out, then continued, "Where you
can help ne is by changing her back the way she was. If she | oses her beauty
she'll be no threat. Maybe you could fix it so she lost her job."

"Now | am di sappointed in you."

He had expected this reaction and had tried to steel hinself against
letting it affect himbut the steel nelted and he felt dismal. Yet, by virtue



of feeling so low, he was able to force hinself to go on. "If there were any
other way, Ana, | wouldn't have to demand this of you. If there were sone way
| could do it on my own-but there isn't. She's got the dean on her side. She's
wor ki ng on Larry Hawt horne, who's afraid of what you mght do to himright

now. But if | don't use you against her, that won't last for long. And | have
no doubt she'll find Rockhurst an easy conquest. | need a weapon to use

agai nst her, and that weapon, unfortunately, is you."

"Demand? Did | hear you say demand!"

"Yes, Ana, | ... | guess | did. | know that's breaking ny solemm prom se
to you, but frankly | don't see any other way out of this."

"No. | won't do it. |I refuse to help youu NNO. No. No help."

"I ... was hoping you wouldn't refuse," WIlis said, "because, if you
won't help, 1'll have to send you back to you-know where."

The nmonent he said it, he wished he could take it back. But she had, he
rem nded hinmself, told himearly in their relationship that one of the things
he | acked, one of the things she had hoped to instill in him was
f or cef ul ness.

She didn't say anything for a while. She stood in front of him
searching his eyes-and her eyes, for once, alnost |ooked her age. "If you
could do that," she said, "then | don't think | could mss you."

"You realize, of course, if anyone's cone across your nane in Wlheims
book and tried to sumon you, you'll nobst |ikely never be able to conme back
here again."

"That, Professor Baxter, could be a blessing in disguise."

"I's that your answer?" he asked. "l guess it is. Well, all right-1"11
show you | mean what | say."

WIllis went to the closet, pulled sone chalk froma coat which hung
there, turned, threw back the rug, and expertly drew a pentagramon the floor.

"Your place," he said, pointing, "is over there."

She took her place in the pentagram "I'mready," she said.

WIllis swall owed hard. She wanted forceful -he'd give her forceful. A
worman who | oved you should do what you wanted - wasn't that what she herself
bel i eved, what she'd inplied when she'd admired his forceful ness? But then

damm it, why did he feel like such a |ouse?
"Ubele . . ."he began the incantation
She cl osed her eyes.
He went on, ". . . Canet minen ..."

WIllis could not help but recall the last tine he'd done this and how
fortunate he had considered hinself at having been able to sumon her up
again. But this tinme she'd really forced his hand, blast it-how could he stop
now?

" Teryae . . ."he continued.

She'd practically been in tears the tinme before, protesting that she
really cared for him Were were tears and protests now? And why did
everything he do feel so damably w ong?

"Exconae chanet!"

If she didn't believe he'd really do it-well, he was comng to the end
of the chant now. Let her speak or forever
" | snel "

Damm, doubl e-damm and bl ast it! She knew the words as well as he did-but
she woul dn't even open her eyes to look at him One nore word fromhim just
one nore, and she'd be back in Hell-probably permanently. Well, why didn't she
speak? Say something? If that's what she wanted, then ... if eternity in Hel
was what she really preferred, why then by God he'd . . . he'd . . . he'd.

The wave of guilt and self-disgust which washed over himsent a cold
frosting over his back and chest, and his shirt clung clanmy agai nst his skin.

Very gently, WIIlis pushed Anat hae out of the center of the pentagram
Once again he swall owed hard, then erased the features of the pentagramwth
his foot. "You knew | couldn't do it," he said. "You knew it all along."



"No, WIlis," she said, opening her eyes to reveal two tears, "I didn't.
I"mglad you find you can't, just as | couldn't willfully do anything to hurt
you. But | didn't know it in advance, until you proved it just now | hoped
you wouldn't, but if you didn't feel that way |'d' ve been better off in Hell."

WIllis wal ked slowy back to his chair, nodding to hinmself. "I
under stand now why you didn't want to make the change in Gert in the first
pl ace. But maybe you'll tell ne, since | can't figure it out, why you
extracted that promise fromne, why you' re so insistent on holding nme to it."

"Because it's always wong to force a change on any human being, WII.
An internal change is the worst, but even an external change is bad. And
because the real answer to your problem WIlis, is in you, and in Gertrude,
and, yes, in Larry Hawt horne too - in your power and in theirs. In your
beauty, if you will, and in theirs. Do you understand?"

"No. The first part, maybe, but not the second. Not really- but 'l
think about it," WIIlis said.

Anat hae sat down opposite himon the couch. "WIIl, look at ne."

WIllis | ooked at her seemingly youthful freckled face and into her eyes,
t hose deep green eyes into which he had tried too often not to | ook directly;
the disturbing quality about that icy green which usually made hi m shiver was
not in them now

"I"'mfour thousand years old," she said, her voice seenming to echo
i nside his head. "I've known nmany people in this world and the other, and few
of them possess the power. But Gertrude has it - she's an excellent secretary,
a credit to the university. She may be shallow, petty; she's not grown up with
t he physical beauty we've given her, and she's trying to use it in a
despi cabl e way agai nst you because of the hurt you caused to her pride. These

are not good things, but don't confuse not being good with being evil. | have
known evil, WII."
"And Hawt horne?" WIllis asked. "I suppose he's a credit, too, and naybe

shoul d have gotten that appointnent instead of ne? Is that what you're
t hi nki ng?"

"He's not much of a person, WIIl, as a person," she answered. "He's
vain, ignoble, loud, and a bore. He's frightened of us - of nme, really - but
can you blame hin? And his fear bothers Gertrude, whatever she m ght say,
because however nmuch he wants your job and despite the lures she's thrown out
to himin an effort to get himto do it, he's nuch too scared to join her

"But, in answer to your question, yes, he has his own beauty. Besides
bei ng a good Professor of Renai ssance Literature, he spends every free noment
studying the psychol ogy of the notivation of |earning. Teaching is his life,
just as it's yours, and for all his personal defects he can't help but want to
inspire others. He may bore the socks off el ephants when he tries to be the
life of the party, but he doesn't bore his students. He's the best student
counsel or in your whole division, and you know it.

"And what about you, WII? Despite your tenptation to send nme back a few
m nut es ago, you had the courage to realize you were wong and to act
accordingly. You've got nore character and integrity in your little finger
than both of them put together. You'd step aside if you thought Hawthorne - or
anyone else, for that matter - could handle this job better than you. And for
all that you' ve asked ny opinion, you know you're the only one really capable
of handling the whole picture, and it's your opinion of yourself that really
matters. Your ideas about education have scope-the kind that's needed if

Powhattan isn't going to turn into a diploma mll, the kind that no one el se
at the university has, not Joel Mellon, not Crommell Smith, not Larry
Hawt horne, not Gertrude Twill. You're also a scholar, top-notch in nedieva

literature - and though no one knows it, you're the forenost authority on
denonol ogy; your books are the |ast word on the subject, and you've proved
yoursel f best by co
njuring up the last available denon in Hell - ne.

"You think you need a weapon to use against Larry and Gertrude? Vell, |
can conjure up one, if that's what you really want."



So saying, she said a few words WIllis did not understand, gestured,
then reached into the air and pulled fromit a tape cassette, which she handed
to WIllis. "But before you use it, know that it also will place you on the
horns of a dilemma - for if you do use it, it will inplicate Hawt horne, even
t hough he's really not a part of this. Take sone advice from ne,

W11, and | ook inside yourself. You are the answer. You're the needle; they're
the thread. It's not a magic spell but a whole cloth you want to weave."

"But what about my job?" WIlis asked in dismay. "I can't do it if |
have to be constantly on guard against the next stick they may try to thrust
in my wheel spokes. Especially since Gert's so strong with Dean Snith that-"

Anat hae drifted cl ose enough to lay her fingers against his lips. "The
power must be preserved wherever it is found," she said. "When | perceive it,
| cannot destroy it. W' ve weaked a sort of havoc in Gertrude's life by
maki ng her beautiful - it would be a double cruelty to take it away from her
no matter how she msuses it, now that we've given it to her

"Besides," she said as she landed in his lap and slid her arns around
his neck, "inside, you know the real solution. You don't need any help from
ne."

Anat hae's dress vanished. And for a while WIlis did not think about his
problemat all.
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It rained when it did not snow for all the next week, and twi ce the
temperature fell below zero

WIllis sat staring out his office window at the gray sky that seened to
clanmp onto the horizon like a helnmet. He was al one, but by the way he sat
tappi ng his pencil on the desk, it was obvious he did not expect to be al one
for |ong.

I ndeed, there was a knock at his door

"Come in," he said firnmy

The door swung open, and Gertrude Twill, the |latest epitone of female
beauty, and Larry Hawt horne, erstwhile slug, entered together. Neither sniled;
Gertrude | ooked grim Larry wary.

"I'"ve been expecting you," WIllis said.

Hawt horne' s hand fl oated across CGertrude's back as she sat down, as if
he were seeking sone kind of reassurance fromthe contact. Then he slid into
the chair next to hers. "Wat's this about, Baxter?"

"I'd like to think of this as a continuation of a discussion Certrude
and | had |ast week."

CGertrude started to rise. "I have nothing to discuss-and Larry isn't
i nvol ved. "

WIllis waved her back into the seat. "Sit, CGertrude." And niracul ously
she did. "I rather think we do-all three of us."

"If you're looking for a bargain," Gertrude said, "I suppose |I'mwlling

to offer you one. Al you have to do is admit your own inconpetence in that

report you're witing for the dean, which you' re being so secretive about, and

recormend that Larry be naned in your place. If you do that, then as far as

' mconcerned you can continue on here as a Professor of Medieval Literature."
Hawt hor ne | ooked horrified at the suggestion, but before he could

protest that this idea was not his own, WIllis said to Gertrude, "No. | won't
do that, Gert."

Gertrude unpursed her pouting, Cara Bow lips. "Then I'l|l break you the
hard way. | already have a nmeno from Norman Rockhurst stating that he would be

just as pleased to see Larry in your position. You really shouldn't have
of fended Rockhurst, WIlis."

"I suppose | must agree,"” WIllis said. "However, | didn't call you here
to di scuss what you have planned for nme. Hah! Al though, you know, maybe | did,
at that. But the thing is, | don't need you to tell ne what you' ve done, Cert,
because | have it all here." He held up a tape cassette. "Wuld you care to



hear it?"

Al t hough for different reasons, the two shared the same expressi on-one
of bew | derment.

Not waiting for their answer, WIllis put the tape on a cassette player
and turned it on. Then he sat watching their expressions as, slowy, it began
to dawn on them precisely what they were hearing. The fidelity was not very
good, but it was clearly Haw horne's voice that first came fromthe nachine:

" can put the screws to you if you don't do as we say.

CGert's got Dean Smith wapped around her little finger, and she's
wor ki ng on Rockhurst. You can say what you want about us, but the Dean won't
hear a word ..."

"But | never said that!" Hawt horne protested.

"I know you didn't, Larry. | realize you know how | came by it, though
even if Gertrude doesn't."

The two exchanged gl ances, and Wllis felt a little sorry for Haw horne,
who knew the truth of the matter but could scarcely tell it to Gertrude, since
if he did she'd believe himto be crazy.

The voice coning fromthe tape player was now Certrude's:

". . . 1"l do whatever | have to to make Professor Hawt horne the next
Chairman of the Arts and Sciences Division, so you mght as well give in.
suppose I'mwilling to offer you a bargain. All you have to do is admt your
own incompetence in that report you're witing for the dean, which you're
bei ng so secretive about, and recomend that Larry be naned in your place. If
you do that, then as far as |I'm concerned you can continue on here as
Prof essor of Medieval Literature."”

Gertrude | ooked fromthe machine to WIllis and back at the machi ne. She
knew t he tape had been in his hand, and therefore that he could not have used
it to tape her remarks of just a few m nutes before, so the | ook she turned
back to WIllis was alnpbst as horrified as Haw horne's had been pl eadi ng.

Wth a swift novenent, WIllis clicked the tape player off. "See? |I admt
the fidelity's not the greatest, so if it were all up to the dean, | suppose
he could believe it wasn't you-or at |east say he believed it wasn't you."

Gertrude slowy smled. "There's always that possibility, Professor
Baxter."

"Unfortunately, Gert," WIlis went on, "the matter isn't up to Dean
Smith. You seemto have forgotten that |I'ma tenured professor here-and if |
chose to protest it, he'd have to take it before President Mellon and the
Board of Governors." WIlis paused to let this sink in before he continued. "I
woul d be a fool to deny that you could, in all probability, tenpt sonme of them
as well-you' ve really turned into quite a beautiful woman, Gert. But there are
some fifty of them altogether, and sone are old, others remarkably
straightlaced, a few of them are wonen, and surely not all of them can be as
weak-wi |l ed as the dean or as crude as Norman Rockhurst. And you'd only have
two weeks to do it."

WIllis renoved the tape fromthe nmachine. "OfF course, it's possible
enough of themwouldn't believe this tape. They might think I trunped up the
whol e thing-not too likely, but a small hope that you m ght save sonething of
your careers here. What do you think?"

Hawt horne protested, "But | didn't have anything to do with this! You
know | didn't. And you know why | wouldn't!"

Gertrude glowered at both of them

WIllis held the snmall tape between his thunb and index finger. "Yes,

Larry, | amaware of that. My question was rhetorical, in any event-we'l|l
never know what the board m ght nake of this, because | have absolutely no
intention of ever using it. | just wanted you both to know that | could have

pl ayed your game if | wanted to." He tossed the tape to Hawt horne.



Hawt hor ne, al though startled, caught it, then held it up and | ooked at
it in disbelief. "I don't understand."

"You wll,"” WIlis said, "after you' ve read ny report. It's already been
approved by Dean Smith, by the way. | suppose he'll be wanting to talk to you
fairly soon."

"Wha- what about ?"

"I shouldn't tell you, but I will. Dean Smith concurs with ne that
you're the best man to head up our new Department of Student |npetus."”

Hawt horne' s mout h dropped open in surprise. "Well, uh, thanks. | suppose
"Il be reporting to you-"

"Ch, no," WIllis said with a smle. "The departnent will be
uni versity-wide-not just A&S. |'Il be glad to cooperate with you in any way |
can. WIIl have to, in fact-the position will carry the title of assistant

dean. This could be the begi nning of el evated acadeni c achi evenent for our
students-all our students."”

Hawt hor ne | ooked bewi | dered. "I-but-that is-why?"

"Why? Well, actually, Larry, there are a couple of reasons.

"First, if you were under ne, you' d keep bucking for ny position-or, if
not bucking for it, at |east keep on believing that it should be yours. And
quite frankly, | don't think you can handle it. You' d get swanped in the
paperwork; you'd focus on your narrow i f useful band of interest and
everything el se would fall by the wayside.

"Second, | think it's high tinme we called an end to this usel ess
rivalry. There m ght have been sonme point to it back when we were both just
prof essors conpeting to give our students a better education. It mght even be
to the sane purpose if we were still in conpetition for this job-the best nman
woul d win and the students would be the beneficiaries. But that's just not the
case here

"So what it boils down to is that | want you out of ny hair so I can do
my job but in a place where you'll be of nobst benefit to the students. | don't
find it all that unfortunate that the 'place' puts you in a position higher
t han m ne. Under st and?"

Hawt hor ne seened al nost on the point of tears. "Yes, | ... | think | do.
And | agree. WIllis, | don't know how to thank you. But may |lightning strike
me if | ever..."

A strange expression crossed his face. "On, no, not again! I-"

He rose and placed his right index finger on top of his head, then began
to sing a soprano aria from Madanme Butterfly. He went out the door, his hand
on his head, still singing.

WIllis turned to face Gertrude. "And then there's you."

CGertrude was distracted. "He keeps doing that." But when she focused on
WIllis, her expression returned to a glower. "What about ne? You can't buy ne
off with a fancy position. Nor could you blackmail nme with that tape even if

you still had it. I'mstill out to get you, WIllis, and if Larry Hawthorne
won't take your job I'Il just find soneone else who will. And you can put that
on one of your tapes and send it to Dean Smith for all | care!™

"Did | really hurt you that rmuch?" WIlIlis asked.
Gertrude sneered. "You? Hurt me? Wiy, that's the nost ridicul ous-"
"Not so ridiculous, Gert. Wy el se wuld you be working so hard to hurt

ne?"

She did not deign to reply.

WIllis sighed. "I alnbst wi sh you were one of ny students-because then
I'd have a right to lecture you. | can't even claimthat right out of

fri endshi p-because while |I think you thought I might marry you and | think
t hought you night be right, we really weren't very good friends, Gert, even
when we were going out together. | suppose | disliked letting you bully ne
al nrost as much as you nmust have despised me for letting you. I was grateful to
you for paying any attention to ne at all-and | probably woul d have married
you if | hadn't net and fallen in |love with soneone else."

WIllis sat up a bit in his chair, considered what he had said, but then



went on, "And | suppose it nust have seened that | rejected you. But |I'd just
like to suggest, Gertrude, perhaps that wasn't the worst thing that could have
happened.

Maybe soneday you'll look in a mirror and see the | ovely woman | ooki ng back
at you and you'll wonder why it ever mattered to you that | went to someone
el se. | think you have an inner beauty that will someday far outshine the
ot her one, and when you find it you'll discover you can have any man you want.
If you want.

"In the meantime, | hate to see what you're doing to yourself. I'm not
worth it. CGetting your vengeance on me isn't worth it, if you have to degrade
yourself to do it. Larry Hawthorne. Dean Smith. Norman Rockhurst, for God's
sake.

"Ch, hell, | wasn't going to lecture.”

CGertrude let her now tear-brimred eyes slip fromWIlis to the stained
yel l ow carpet at her feet. "No, Professor Baxter- WIlis, | nmean. | think you
may be right. 1'll need time to think."

"I hope you do think about it, Gert," WIlis said gently. "I hope you
do. W have a university to run here, however, and let's hope sone of the
young nen and wonen who comre through here will |earn something and nake al

our lives better for having been here. W really need you, Gert-Dean Snith,
nmysel f, Larry. You know as well as | do that this place would run down
conpletely without you. But if we can't work together, you and I, if we're
going to be at each other's throats . . . Gert, if we can't work together as
friends, I'll have to-"

"-have ne fired?" Anger flashed across Gertrude's face again. "You just
try it!"

WIllis shook his head. "I'Il have to give you this." He handed a paper
to CGertrude across his desk, and she crackled it smooth before her and began
to read.

She | ooked up suddenly. "Your resignation?"

"Not because of your threats-1 played that tape just to let you know I
could answer your threats with threats of ny own, if that were what | wanted.
And not because you can get the dean or Rockhurst or any nunber of influential
individuals to arrange it. I'mgiving it to you because you seemto want it
and because a house divided cannot |ong stand."

Gertrude's eyes softened. "WIllis, I-"

"You've got it-keep it until you've thought this matter through. As you
can see, |'ve signed it, addressed it to the dean, and given other reasons-|
didn't nention any of this. | owe you at |east that nmuch."

CGertrude had grown very solemm. She crunpl ed the resignation paper and
tossed it in WIlis's wastepaper basket. Rising, she said, "If you don't m nd
Prof essor Baxter, | have nore inportant things to do."

She turned and left his office before he could say anything nore. Wllis
turned back toward the w ndow behind his desk, contenplating the | eaden sky
and the wi nd, which had begun to send the powdery snow into deep drifts. It
woul d be a cold wal k hone.

It was only for an instant that he saw the reflection of his own face in
the glass and Anathae's inpish smle superinposed over it. She seened to be
gesturing and nout hi ng words.

There was a snapping of fingers.

Then WI1lis Baxter disappeared.

PART FOUR
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"That's it," the skinny young mal e passenger in the backseat of the VWsaid,
pointing, a nervous tremor in his voice. "The one with all the bushes. That's



Rudy Narner's place. The party's already started.”

The ' 75 VW had stopped in front of an old house shrouded by anci ent
| eafy oaks. The driver, a thirtyish fellow, sw tched off the engine and put
out its lights with a brisk slamof the heel of his hand on the outthrust
knob.

Ni ght sat softly on the woodsy suburban nei ghborhood in which the house,
a nodern gothic menory of slower dreamier tines, was situated. The bushes cane
close to constituting a hedge, but the house was all nuffed up in ivy against
the snow, and through it nere patches of brick and wood coul d be discerned.
Behind this air of antiquity, lights were shimering dimy through partially
curtai ned wi ndows, and nuffled but wild nmusic was throbbing fromone section
of the house and hanging in the cool night air.

"You're certain," the driver said, "this Narnmer guy's the reason?"

The young man nodded his head up and down enphatically, his snile hidden
in the darkness. "Yes, Professor Baxter. It's the stuff he passes around at
his parties that does it."

" Speaki ng of which," said the apparent teenager sitting beside the
driver, "how about a couple of tokes of Col onbian before we check all this
out ?"

She picked a perfectly rolled joint out of the air-but so that the
backseat passenger woul d not see her, since only a select group of people at
Powhattan University knew she was a denon who had been conjured up from Hel
by Professor WIllis Baxter during a faculty party. (Well, a select group from
ad P.U and, of course, you, dear reader!)

"No, uh, I'"'mdoing all right," said the youth.

"Ana," said WIlis in a kind but firmvoice, "this is not exactly the
best time to be getting high."

Not that WIlis snoked marijuana anyway, despite Anathae's infrequent
urgings. Wiile fromhis ivory tower he had noted that use of this drug seened
to cause little or no harmto his students, he nonethel ess shied away fromits
use hinmself. He had even nmade sonething of a joke of it: He wouldn't want
other teachers using it during classes, and he had to provide sonmething in the
way of noral |eadership. "That way," he had punned, "I retain control of al
of ny faculties.”

Anat hae tossed back her tawny red mane, careful not to reveal her two
little horns. "Ckay, okay," she said, shrugging her shapely shoul ders. "Just
trying to cheer up this dreadfully dull atmosphere, WIlis. Gee, you'd think
we were going to a wake or sonething instead of a party!"

"It's not a fun party, Ana," WIlis said.

The grad student in the backseat said, "You don't know what it's doing
to some of ny friends-coming to this place, freaking out on Rudy's stuff.
That's why | volunteered to cooperate with Professor Baxter on this, even
though it mght be dangerous for ne." On this last note, his voice dropped to
a whine. "I want ny friends back the way they were-they' ve really gone through
some heavy changes lately."

"I didn't give Ana the entire story, Neal," WIlis explained to the
younger nman. Staring ahead at the cars parked along the street in the
driveway, WIllis added, "It's like this, Ana. | told you | wanted you to help
me check out this character, Rudy Narner-"

"He's from Turkey," Neal interrupted. "That's where he gets his drugs."

"Right," WIllis said. "And these drugs seemto be nessing up a | ot of
students at Powhattan, including a couple who, Iike Neal here, are in a
graduate sem nar of mne. They seemtotally out of things nowno interest in
their studies. You really should have seen the results of the |last exam|
gave! "

WIllis could not help but recall the incredulity with which he had read the
papers they had turned in: "Define courtly |ove" answered with "Making love in
court;" "Discuss Siegfried" alternatively with "A German salute” and "A
breakfast nade with matzoh"; and "G ve two interpretations of the |ove potion
in Tristan" answered by "Powdered rhino horn; Spanish fly." Until Neal Barsk



had shown up with a better expl anation, Professor Baxter had wondered if
perhaps it had suddenly becone fashionable not to pass his course.

And even when Neal had conme forward, WIlis had been so caught up with
his own problens that he had considered sinply turning the whole matter over
to the police. But he also felt he owed these once-prom sing students his best
efforts-he could not just wash his hands of them At sone earlier time in his
life he might have been forced to do so with the realization that it was the
only thing he could do to help thembut with Anathae's aid, he knew he could
find out if this was the cause or only a synptom of what had been happeni ng.

Anat hae said, "And you're pinning the blanme on the drugs this guy's been
deal i ng? Never heard of any drugs like that."

Neal | aughed without hunor. "Sure, you think you' ve heard of drugs, but
Rudy's stuff is different. It does things you wouldn't believe."

"Li ke?" Anat hae asked.

"I did sonme once," Neal adnmitted, shifting unconfortably. "But the
ot hers've been doing it every night since Rudy came. That's why they haven't
studi ed-why they don't want to study, even if it affects their grades and the
rest of their lives. Anyway, it's not just the drugs-it's Rudy, too. He has a
strange effect on a ot of people, and the drug just seens to intensify it.
You can feel his presence in a roomcharismatic, you know, but sort of
sinister too."

This was foll owed by such a dark nonent of silence that Anathae, |ooking
back and forth at the two nen, suddenly stuck her thunbs in both ears,
wriggled her fingers, nade a face, and yelled, "Boo!"

Both nmen junped in their seats, and Anathae giggled. "You see," she
said, "the two of you are too keyed up. Maybe you're right about this Narner
guy and maybe you're wong. But relax! You' re not going to get anything out of

anyone if you're all nervous. People will tune you out."
"Yeah," said Barski, sucking in sone fresh air. "She's right."
"W have to be cool,” WIlis acknow edged. "(Cbservant."

WIllis sought to adopt the proper men-sonething, he thought, between
t hat of Humphrey Bogart in The Big Sl eep and Basil Rathbone in Hound of the
Baskervilles. He refrained, however, fromeither checking to see if he had his
gun or pulling down the brimof his peaked cap, both of which were entirely
i magi nary in any event, and clicked open the door on his side of the car. He
put a foot on the pavenent, stepped out calmy, coolly, observantly, and
clunked his head smartly on the top of the door opening.

"Quch, damm, ouch!"

He heard Neal snickering in the backseat.

Anat hae, out on the other side of the VW asked, "Wat happened?"

"Not hing," WIlis said, grasping his head, "nothing." He asked hinsel f
what Philip Marl owe or Sherlock Hol nes might have done in such a situation but
coul d think of no answer.

Neal clanbered out of the backseat, and they made their way to the front
door of the Narner residence without further incident.

Wllis paused outside the entrance and gl anced at Anathae. "Do | | ook
all right?" he asked. "I just don't feel natural in this old T-shirt. And
these jeans are all faded and-"

"lIt'1l do, won't it, Neal?"

Neal nodded, gesturing toward his own casual outfit. "If you wore

anything formal, Professor Baxter, you' d look like an el ephant in church."
WIllis sighed and rubbed his aching head. He had to admit that Anathae
| ooked rather good in the loosely tied halter and hip-huggi ng jeans. Yes, he
rather envied those jeans at the nonent-there was just enough about her figure
left to the inagination that one inmagi ned everything about her. And her nagic,
to WIllis, at |east, had nade her all the nore alluring, nysterious. He was
even tenpted, for a nonment, to call the whole thing off, forget about this
busi ness, let his students do what the hell they wanted to do, while he went
back to his apartnment with Anathae to | ose the day's tensions and headaches in
her arns.



But no, he had responsibilities. He had a duty to his students as a
teacher and as the head of the Arts and Sciences Division, and he braced
hinself to performit. After all, he told hinself, what nore could be invol ved
than nmeeting this Narmer guy, getting a look at his drugs and what they did to
peopl e, and havi ng Anat hae | ook at what was going on inside the guy's head?
Dependi ng on what was notivating himand how successful he was with it, they
could then decide whether it was worthwhile to talk sense to himand get him
to lay off Powhattan U and its students, or have Anat hae use her nmgic powers
to di scourage him

So WIlis rang the doorbell, the sound of which was all but drowned in
the steady throb of nusic conming frominside. A throb, WIllis noted, which was
nore than echoed in his head.
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After a noment, the screen door opened slightly and a tall dark young nman
slipped through and stood on the step before them He was perhaps twenty-four
or -five, with olive skin and blue-black hair, and his steely blue eyes held a
ki nd of intense gaze, as if they were constantly anal yzing everything they

vi ewed. Perhaps because he had been thinking of nmovie stars earlier, WIlis
could not help but think of Omar Sharif.

The voice, which was deep and slightly accented, however, made hi mthink
of Topol .

"Hell o, Neal. W haven't seen you for quite a while. Who are your
friends?"

The young man's snile was warm friendly, even disarning, but he | ooked
at WIllis suspiciously before turning to Anathae. Then his eyes seened to
soften and his voice began even nore suave. "l'd renmenber you if 1'd seen you
before. "

WIllis could al nost feel Anathae step up her sexual presence, either to
match this guy's or to inpress him WIIlis hoped it was the latter, since he
felt there was not much which he-or, for that matter, al nost any ot her
mal e-could do to match this fellow s obvi ous sexual attractiveness.

"Hi, Rudy," said Neal calmy. "This is WIlis Baxter, a pretty hip
prof essor at the Pow How. And his ward, Anathae-"

"Ana," the girl said breathily, her eyes wide, pupils large even in the
light. "Please-just Ana."

"Ch," said Rudy, obviously very taken, "but Anathae is such a, well,
such a charm ng name really, redolent of sensual perfumes and nysterious
musics. Can't | be allowed to call you Anathae? It feels so good in ny mouth.”

That rmouth in which it felt so good to say her nane curled up in an even
broader smile that would steamthe pants of f nbst wonen and that had no little
ef fect on Anat hae, obviously.

Good in your mouth, huh? thought WIllis, fisting a hand behind his back
| have something right here 1'd like to put in your nouth.

But he held hinself in check: Anathae had her little games, there was no
doubt of that, and she was playing one right now Had this Rudy Narnmer right
where she wanted him That nust be the case, WIlis told hinself. She couldn't
really have the hots for this . . . this dope deal er. This handsone,
sophi sticated, Qmar Sharif-1ooking, Topol-talking, friendly, smling dope
deal er.

Coul d she?

"Entrez," invited Rudy, eyes half |idded and focused on Anathae's
| oosely wrapped figure. "Tonight's party is holding forth quite nicely in the
den, mostly. Everyone's very much into nusic at the noment. It would be a
not abl e pleasure to enjoy it with two new people.™

The interior of the house was an interior decorator's delight, fitted
with only the nost nodern of furniture, paintings, |anps, and rugs-clean,
neat, perfectly arranged.

"I"'mvery much a man of the noment, a creature of now " explained Rudy,



alluding to the entirety of the house with a single graceful gesture. "Tel
me, Anathae, does it suit your taste?"

"Ch, yes," said Anathae. "Definitely."

"Good. | take pleasure principally in the pleasure of others. But the
entire house is not done up in the style you see here. The den, as you'll soon
observe, is nodern in different ways."

So saying, he effortlessly swng open a door in front of them Loud
musi ¢ pul sed t hrough-churning electric guitars stitched tightly with a snooth
nmel ot ron backi ng, grounded with thick base and delicate drunm ng.

"Italian group,” Narner conmented. He nodded his head to the conpl ex
rhythns. "Lovely stuff."

The | arge room which was the den had a twilight effect, brought about by
t he absence of electric lighting and the presence of candles. On the obviously
confortable antique furniture | ounged various students of Powhattan, sone
twenty strong. Sone WIlis recognized, some he did not.

Here and there on the baroque wall paper were weird and fantastic works
of art, and an al nost pal pabl e cl oud of snoke hovered over everything-clear
enough to see through yet dense enough to be plainly discerned as snoke.
Conversations buzzed mldly below the rmusic and through the snoke, barely
audi bl e.

WIllis had to adnmit the atnmosphere was nost intriguing.

"Drinks?" asked Narmer, obviously well practiced as the graci ous host.
"I"ve got the full run, so don't balk at anything."

"Pepsi," said Neal

"Yoo- Hoo?" asked Anat hae. Narmer smiled and nodded.

"Rum and Coke," said WIlis absently, |ooking about for his students.

"Certainly. Make yourselves confortable. I'Il be but a brief nonment,"
Narnmer turned and strode gracefully fromthe room

"Goodness, " said Anathae, hugging WIllis's arm "he seens nice enough
doesn't he, WII?"

WIllis made a grunbling sound in his throat, then bent over to whisper
in her ear, "Have you tried | ooking inside his head yet?"

Anat hae appeared nonpl ussed for a second, then smled with a touch of a
bl ush on her cheek which all but made her freckles disappear. "Sorry," she
said. "He was so nice | just, uh, forgot."

"What ?" asked Neal .

"Not hing," WIlis said

Neal plopped down into an enpty chair, and WIllis eyed the group of
peopl e playing cards in one corner of the room Two were in his Chaucer
sem nar Linda Weinstein and Rich Schwartz.

WIllis asked Neal who the other two were.

"Ch-the guy in the funny shirt's Dan Stuffing; the other's Dave
Cardinal. Al four of "emare heavy into Narner's stuff- 'powder blue,' they
call it. They mix it with their drinks-tastel ess but heavy stuff. And they've
been into doing strange things lately."

"Playi ng cards is strange?" Anathae asked.

"That game is. They're playing Broken Hearts-a variation of Hearts in
which the winners get to whip the others. Literally."

"Bl ecch!" said WIIlis.

"Well, they don't actually draw blood or anything. It's all very
ritualistic. But it's pretty strange anyway."

"Il say," WIlis said.

He watched in amazenent as a young girl in the mddle of the room opened
a large bag of potato chips and set to work eating them casting furtive
gl ances over her shoul der at others nearby lest they might try to take them
fromher, until in record tine the bag was enpty. Wth hardly a pause for
breath and wi t hout wasted notion, she ripped open a package of Oreos and began
eating themin |ike fashion, stopping only to pick themup and clutch themto
her if anyone cane near

"Don't get too freaked by Laura,"” Neal said, indicating the girl. "She's



on powder blue too. It affects everyone differently. She'll go on like this
for four or five hours, but don't worry-lI mean, when she comes down, she'l
eat hardly anything at all."

Wllis nodded but noted the tone of disgust in Neal's voice. He doesn't
bel i eve what he's saying, WIlis thought. He knows this girl's turning into a
glutton but not only won't cone out and say so but defends the practice. Wy?

Suddenl y, above the sound of the nusic, soneone screaned, "Duck!"

Wllis ducked, and the others |aughed.

"Don't worry, Professor Baxter," Neal said with a grin, "that's just

Dan. Dan's into a duck trip. | just hope he doesn't get too freaked-"

Cards flew up above the coner table, then fluttered down over the head
of one of the players. "Ducks on the wall!" Dan said loudly, holding a hand to
the side of his face and pointing with the other toward a bare wall. "Ducks on
the ceiling! Ducks everywhere! | gotta get out of here!"

"Uh, oh," said Neal. "Dan's done too nmuch blue. | hope he doesn't create

a scene. Rudy doesn't like it when someone does that-particularly when we have
new guests in the house."

Dan Stuffing was a large, rotund, friendly-1ooking fellowa giant teddy
bear. He turned around and wal ked-no, waddl ed, |ike a duck-toward the center
of the room quacking to hinself.

But then he espied WIllis, and his eyes |lit up. "Donald!" he cried
happily. "There you are, Donald! |'ve been | ooking all over for you."

Dan waddl ed excitedly toward the professor, comng to a stop just before
crashing into him "Ch, wow, Donald, really glad to see you. Walt died ten
years ago, and, if | do say so, the studio's really been nessing up your
i mge."

WIllis started to say something, stopped, and before he could get a word
out Dan was gushing hurriedly onward. "I was just speaking to Mckey at the
Seven Dwarves' cottage the other day and he was saying that he hasn't seen you
for years and years, and for all he knew you'd been shanghai ed by t he Chinese
to make Peking Duck. And oh, wow, it's just great to see you again. Huey,
Dewey, and Louie are going to be very pleased..."

"Say, Donald, you recognize your old Uncle Scrooge, don't you? Sure you
do. Yeah, ne. Hey, Donald, where's your sailor suit? And how cone you're
wearing pants, eh? And-"

Abruptly Dan halted, |ooked over WIllis's shoul der, and froze.

WIllis turned to follow his gaze

Rudy Narner stood in the doorway, eyes aflane; WIlis had never seen such an
i ntense, sinister stare fromthe eyes of a hunan before. Shivers marched down
his spine. Very cold shivers

"Dan," said Narner in a cool, steady, commandi ng voice, "Dan, this is
not Donald Duck. This is my very special guest, WIlis Baxter. There is no
need- no need whatever-to trouble him ny good friend Dan."

"Uh, sure, Rudy," said Dan in a soft voice. H s gaze returned to
WIllis's face and he asked pitifully, "Spare change?"

Startled by this non sequitur, WIlis absently reached down and pulled a
quarter fromhis pocket and dropped it into Dan's pudgy outstretched hand.

"Hey, duck-man, | nean-thanks!" Dan turned and waddl ed slowy off to
rejoin the gane of Broken Hearts

"I apol ogi ze for Daniel," said Narner, his eyes cooling down
considerably. "He gets a bit enthusiastic, and therefore rather annoying,
about his illusions at times. If you'll excuse ne, |'ve got your drinks on a
tray, which I'll bring along in just one second." And again he was gone.

Whi |l e Anat hae, it seenmed, was staring wistfully after him

WIllis wondered idly what had brought Narner back to the room wi t hout
the drinks just when Dan Stuffing was going into his act. WIlis put a hand on
Anat hae' s arm and agai n whi spered in her ear. "Have you taken a peek at what's
going on in Narner's mnd yet?"

Anat hae | ooked perpl exed again and then a little annoyed. "I'Il get to
it," she said.



Turning to Neal, she asked, "How conme Dan asked for spare change? He
doesn't |l ook like he's exactly starving."

"He's not," said Neal with an inappropriate grin, as if he were really
tal ki ng about someone or sonething else. "Dan's the son of one of the richest
men in the state. He's got a huge allowance. But he's also on this great mser
trip. Getting very bad. That's why he fancies hinself Scrooge MDuck. You
shoul d only see himwhen he's Ebenezer Scrooge, not to nmention his King M das
thing. Wth that, he just goes around touching things and giggling to
hi msel f."

"I"'mreally not sure if 1'mgoing to be able to handle this evening,"
WIllis said, |ooking to Anathae for support.

But Anat hae's eyes had gone back to staring at the door through which
Rudy Narner had |left the room Wat the devil was wong with her?

"You're not thinking of |eaving?" Neal asked, seeming truly upset. "It
woul d spoil-1 nean, you know, what we've planned and all. "

"No," WIlis said, waving an assuring hand distractedly at Neal
Thi nki ng hal f about Anat hae and hal f about what Neal had said about Dan
WIllis asked, "And do all the people who do this powder blue stuff act |ike
ti ghtwad ducks?"

"Uh-uh. No nore than it makes 'emall scoff down cookies and potato
chips. Like | said before, it affects each individual differently-you know,
you' ve seen what it's done to Rich and Linda."

Yes, WIlis acknow edged to hinself, quite true.

Li nda Wi nstein had been one of his nmpbst Serious, studious pupils. Once
quite reserved and given to wearing sedate nodest clothing, shy and
sof t - spoken, she had becone a brazen tenptress, flirting outrageously even
with WIlis when she showed up for his class. And when he had called her in to
di scuss her recent performance in the class, for no reason at all she had
started to unbutton his shirt and tell himshe would "do anyt hi ng-anythi ng at
all!'" to get a good grade.

And Rich Schwartz! Rich, at the beginning of the senester, had been
cl ean-shaven, sharply dressed, alert, and ninble- wilted; now he wore his hair
| ong, shaggy, and unruly, had an unkenpt beard and a straggly nustache. He
slept during class all the time. H's clothing not only | ooked slept in; WIlis
knew it was slept in.

Two prom sing students turned into extreme parodies of faults previously
hi dden to the point of inversion deep within thenselves. A conpletely puzzling
nmystery-until Neal Barski had cone to explain how these changes coul d be
attributed to a strange drug call ed powder blue and an even stranger man naned
Rudy Nar rer .

no.
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As the name entered WIlis's thoughts, the nan hinself popped into the room
bearing a tray of drinks.

"Sorry about the delay, my new friends,"” Narmer said as they hel ped
t hensel ves to their respective glasses, "but | think you will enjoy the
drinks. Please do make yourselves confortable if you have not already done so.
W are not very formal at these affairs. W just get together to enjoy each
other's conpany, listen to sone good nusic, and do sone drugs. Speaking of
whi ch"-he slipped a hand into the large right pocket of his bright yell ow
| oungi ng robe, which he nust have donned, plucked out a marijuana cigarette,
fitted it into his mouth, produced a Cricket lighter fromthe other pocket,
lit the joint, and puffed-"how about a hit?"

Narner offered the cigarette to Wllis, who took it, drewas little
snoke fromit as possible, then passed it on to Neal. WIlis inhaled through
his nose and then |l et the snmoke he'd sucked into his nouth go a few seconds
| ater, hoping he'd convinced Narner he had taken the smoke into his |ungs.



Finding the taste of the snmoke mildly unpleasant, he took a large gulp of his
rum and Coke-which seemed to be nostly rum Al the better; he much preferred
booze to other sorts of intoxicants.

Then, | ooking around, he found an enpty chair and sat down on it. Across
fromthe chair was a couch; Narner seated hinself on this, and Anathae sat
down besi de him

"I take it you do not entirely approve of drugs, M.-

Pr of essor ?- Prof essor Baxter," said Rudy mldly, not really looking at WIIis.
Rat her, he regarded Anathae with a gaze which, if one were of a mind to
describe it with understatenent, one mght dub "desirous."- "I am heartened to
see, however, that your lovely ward seens to take the delight in cannabis
which it affords to those who savor it properly."

"I indulge only when it seens socially expected of me," WIllis admitted.

Bl ast the man! If Rudy Narmer's eyes were hands, Anathae's clothes would
be peel ed of f by now

"Drugs, Professor Baxter," Narmer continued in his offhand manner
"properly used, are nerely utensils to a greater, nore far-reaching
consci ousness. They are not ends in thenselves. It is the mind - indeed nore -
t he essence of the individual using the drugs which is inmportant, not the nere
ef fect of the drug.”

Narnmer took a long drag off the joint, inhaled deeply, casually gazed
about at his ongoing party, then blew a stream of snoke that rose slowly into
the greater cloud of snpke hovering over everything. He said, "Just as that
cl oud of snoke connects the physical bodies of ny friends and nysel f
i ntangi bly, so does the effect of the snoke connect our ninds and essences.
Wth greater drugs, it is even nore so. There is a oneness devel oped between
i ndi viduals which is invaluable in this lonely, solitary existence. Don't you
find that so, dear girl?"

He gazed fondly at Anathae, a snooth snile saying so much nore. He
delicately brushed her forearmw th his finger. "Contact, whatever its form
is both very basic and very inportant, is it not?"

Anat hae seemed entranced.

What's going on here? WIlis wondered, feeling troubled. Wat was this
clown doing with his denon? And why didn't she protest?

The fury slipped upon himslowy; things seened to take on a green
shade. And al t hough jeal ousy seized WIllis, so did a sudden strange
overwhel m ng nunbness. He felt as though all his consci ousness had been
gathered in a tight furious little ball sonewhere behind his eyes-and the
arms, |legs, and body that surrounded it were sonehow not his own. He could
call upon themto perform sone service and they would turn to himas a
stranger and ask, "Now, really, sir, | nust protest-just who are you to tel
me what to do?"

Cone to think of it, who was he?

He watched, feeling incredibly detached, as Narmer slowy began to
caress Anat hae's bare shoul der. The handsone young man seened utterly alien
unearthly, yet enconpassing the whol e atnosphere with his presence. H s hand
flowed naturally down to cup Anathae's breast.

Abruptly, WIlis realized why his students had turned to Rudy Narner,
and with the realization came the sensation of relaxation

It was all so sinple, so obvious. Rudy Narmer was not nerely handsone
and charmng and well-off, he was as fascinating and marvel ous an i ndivi dua
as any human coul d ever hope to be-the nost dynami c, nmagical, charismatic,
interesting . . . yes, Rudy Narmer was al nost godlike. Except, of course, that
even this conparison would have to be judged a disservice to Rudy.

Nar ner | eaned over, whispered sonething in Anathae's ear. The denon-girl
nodded sl owly, her eyes far away. Narner rose, extended a strong hand to her
hel ped her gently to her feet. And together, armin arm they drifted out of
the room

The little ball of WIlis's consciousness was at war with itself.

On the one hand, everything seened perfectly normal and as it should be.



Rudy and Anat hae obviously |iked each other, and Wllis felt conplinented and
happy to pl ease both of themby letting them both pl ease each ot her

But, on the other hand, he was in a murderous jeal ous rage.

His |l eft hand said, "How wonderful that the two of them should find each
other through nme." His right hand responded, "Bunk! Let ne but grasp his
throat and tear his head off!"

H s right foot said, "Savor the beauty of this nmonent! Consider, wth
hum lity, bliss, and grace, how two people whom you | ove al so | ove each
other." But his left foot replied, "Let me strap on a steel spike to gouge in
his groin, his kidneys, his eyes, drawing rich red bl ood, slashing veins and
ripping out entrails."

H s eyes, his ears, his blood vessels and internal organs vied with each
ot her, sending contradictory nessages to his brain as he sat on the couch
stupefied. The jeal ousy and acceptance battl ed each ot her-changi ng positions,
attacki ng, then defendi ng agai nst attack. Sinews rippling, they gripped each
other in sure fingers and strong hands. They duel ed. They hurl ed grenades.
They dropped atomi c bonbs-all in his brain.

Eventual ly, his own augnmented rage rather than what Narmer had intended
proved to be the victor. WIlis suddenly junped to his feet and cried out,
"Narnmer, you lay off ny girl!"

He woul d have bolted after them had he not been junped from behind and
pull ed down to the floor. H's head hit hard, and consci ousness swirled away,
only to drift slowy back again.

When it did he felt quite normal, except that his head hurt and his arms
and | egs were nunmb because four of the students who had been attendi ng the
party were now sitting on them effectively pinning himto the floor

Though his vision was blurred, WIllis recognized them Rich Schwartz,

Li nda Wi nstein, Dave Cardinal, and Dan Stuffing. The Broken Hearts players.

"Neal ," WIlis cried out. "Neal! Help!" He tried to struggle, but the
four students had no probl em keeping himfast to the floor

Then, |ooking up at the drugged expressions on their faces, he recalled
that gluttonous girl and suddenly realized he could nane simlar basic sins
for at least three of the four who were holding him avarice (Dan), |ust
(Linda), and sloth (Rich). And even as he was thinking this, he heard Dave
conpl ai ning, "Why do | have to hold a foot instead of an arn? Wiy do ot her
peopl e al ways get the easy part?" Envy! And WIlis hinself had been furious
wi th jeal ousy.

Nar mer had put powder blue in their drinks!

But at least, WIlis thought, it had partially backfired in his own
case, working on his natural reaction to Narner's attentions to Anathae. The
direction Narmer had wanted the drug to take himand the direction WIllis had
been inclined to take had been at cross purposes-and the two had cancel ed each
ot her out.

Because now WIllis was all right. Normal, even, if having four strong
(and in sone cases, heavy) college students sitting on his arns and | egs was
nor mal .

"Neal!" he cried again. And then he saw that Neal Barski's skinny frane
was | eaning over him hands on hips, and Neal was smling.

"Sorry, Professor Baxter," he said, not sounding a bit sorry as his
smle turned into a lopsided leer, "but | seemto get quite a kick out of this
sort of thing since | met Rudy."

Barski's eyes glazed over, and his hands reached out to gesture in the
enpty air, as if they could grasp and help formhis neanings there. "It's
really just so great, you know Taking truths and shadi ng them and shifting
them balancing themall in such a way so that they hide truths fromthe
seekers of truth. Bending reality to unreality and making unreality the
master. Ha ha! | mean, it's really great!™

Deceit! Another nortal sin

"Wy, Neal ? Why?"

Neal shrugged as his eyes lost their glaze and focused on WIlis. "Rudy



told me to do it, sol didit. I, we, don't ask questions of Rudy-after all
he's given us the neans to focus on what we really are. Anyway, when we do our
thing on our own, it's never as much fun as when we do it because Rudy wants
us to. Like now. What ecstasy!"

"Ecstasy!" Dave Cardinal snorted. "Everyone el se gets ecstasy, while
get left holding someone's legs. It isn't fair!"

Dan Stuffing tightened his grip on Wllis's arm "Sorry, Donald," he
said. And, for what little confort it mght be to Wllis, the big fellow did
sound as if he were sorry. "But we gotta take care of you," he added in
expl anati on.

"Let's get himup," Linda said.

"Fine," Dave said. "Then ny help's not needed-not that it's likely to be
appreci ated anyway. Wth everyone else, it's 'Thank you, Dan,' and Thank you,
Neal .' But not for ne, no." Cardinal got off WIlis's | egs and wal ked over to
sit in an easy chair as Dan, Linda, Rich, and Neal stood WIlis on his feet.

They continued to hold himtight. A nedallion R ch had been wearing
under his stained T-shirt slipped out in the process, and he let go with one
hand to put it back inside. But not before WIllis had caught a glinpse of it-a
goat's head, one of the synbols of denobn worship.

But this only confirmed what WIllis had already started to suspect. The
i ndi cations were certainly clear-for if the sins he had identified were not
enough, there was the sinple fact that no nere drug could have had such an
ef fect on Anathae. |If the understanding taking forminside WIlis's head was
correct, it would explain why she had never been able to | ook inside Narner's
t hought s, why she had been so hel pl ess under his gaze.

"Linda, Neal, Rich, Dan! Don't you realize? Narner's an agent of evil!
He's a denon!”
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"Evil?" said Linda, the perplexity comng to her eyes in sharp contrast to the
sophonoric snile she had worn all evening. "No! Rudy is |ove."

"Besides," Rich said lazily, "we're not going to do anything evil to
you, Professor Baxter. We're just going to give you sone nore powder
bl ue-you're so full of hate, you need sone of the |ove drug."

WIllis could see no point in trying to argue with them What he needed,
he realized, was sone sort of a weapon.

But, wait! He had a weapon-each of themrepresented a sin, and every sin
is, in fact, a weakness. He would only have to find a way to use what he knew
about themto their disadvantage.

"I appreciate that, Rich," WIllis said, his mnd racing, "but | really
do think you're holding me a bit too tightly. Not because it hurts, mnd you,
but | have to wonder why you're expending so nuch effort when others here,

i ke Dan, are much stronger and capabl e of holding me much better. It's not as
if 1'"'mnot bright enough to see how fruitless it would be to try to escape.
Real |y, why exert yourself so nuch?"

Rich, all at once cross-eyed and sl ack-nouthed as he considered WIlis's
statement, could only nod; while he did not release his grip, it eased
noti ceably.

Li nda was al so hol ding that hand, but farther down, yet she did not
resist as Wllis turned it so that he cupped her breast. Her eyes al nost
cl osed as she began to breathe slowly and deeply.

Turning to Stuffing, WIlis said |oudly, "Quick, Dan! Look out! The
ducks are at your feet and they're after the noney in your boots!"

Dan let go of WIlis's other armand junped back across the fl oor
fright welling up in his eyes.

Now only Neal Barski held WIllis in a firmgrip. It was but the work of
a second to withdraw his other hand, his right, fromLinda s breast and jerk



free of Rich's halfhearted grasp

"Hey, Neal ," WIIlis said, "your shoelace is not untied." Neal |ooked
down at his sandals, perplexed. WIllis, who was not very strong but was
nonet hel ess stronger than the slimstudent, hit himhard on his nose with a
bal | ed-up fist, and Barski let go of WIlis's hand to clasp his wounded
probosci s, which began to bl eed profusely.

Had he been quicker on the think, WIlis knew, he m ght have maneuvered
hinself into a better position. Even though he was now free of the four who
had been holding him he realized several others were between hinself and the
exit which Narmer and Anathae had taken. Wile the four who had held himwere
shaken and confused, WIlis knew the others could stop himshould he attenpt
to rush in that direction.

H s only hope-and Anathae's-lay in escape.

A hal lway, a kitchen, then another hallway seened to fly past him
Excited shouts behind himtold himthat the pursuit had begun, and he cast
about desperately for an escape route.

When he saw t he open wi ndow he didn't think, just junped straight
through it; he ripped his T-shirt on a bush and | anded heavily on the slushy
ground.

He scranbled up instantly and charged straight into the bole of an oak
tree. Dazed, he picked hinself up again and staggered forward to where his car
shoul d be. Tripping, stunbling, puffing, and panting, he finally reached the
edge of the | awn and pushed through the bushes to where he could see his
Vol kswagen.

Only then did WIllis | ook back at the house to see his pursuers boiling
out of the doorway and scattering in his general direction

He funbl ed his keys out of his pocket and nmade the final dash to his
car, opened the door, and was just getting in when the first pursuer pushed
t hrough a coupl e of bushes.

"He went thataway!" WIlis yelled, pointing down the street.

The boy nodded, said "Thank you," and turned in the direction WIllis had
poi nted. He halted suddenly, angrily, and whirled with a snarl of rage on his
lips. But WIllis was in the car, had the engine revved, and was in first gear

Ei ght nore pursuers spilled out onto the street; no exit there. They
began to run toward him WIIlis popped the clutch, spun the wheel hard, gunned
the engine, and in a split second was over the curb. He whi sked between two
bushes, and his tires spun up nmuddy divots fromthe grass. He cane al ongsi de
the driveway, turned out onto the open street, and |left the students screamn ng
behi nd hi m

He knew this would be a night which would feed his paranoid feelings
about students for years to cone.

He had to think. He had to figure out some way to rescue Anat hae.

WIllis glanced into his rearviewmrror to see if anyone was foll ow ng.
He didn't see any cars behind him he saw the shadow of Rudy Narmer sitting in
hi s backseat!

But when he turned to | ook over his shoul der the backseat was enpty.
When his eyes returned to the road, he saw he was going through a red
light-and a | arge diesel truck was blaring its horn and com ng down right on
top of himfromthe left. Pani cked but gal vani zed into action, WIllis tronped
down hard on the accelerator and felt as nmuch as he saw the big truck, its
brakes screeching, whiz by inches behind him

He kept on going. He had to think and act in such a way as to secure
Anat hae' s rel ease as soon as possi ble-and staying to explain to the truck
driver, and possibly the police, didn't fit in with such plans. Besides, what
could he say? "Sorry, officer-you see, | thought I had this dermon in my car."

No, that woul d never do. It would only conplicate an al ready conpl ex
si tuati on.

WIllis checked his rearview nmrror again and gul ped. This tine it was
not a nmere shadow which he saw. It was the distinct features of Narner's face.

"What is it you want?" WIIlis snapped.



"What |'1l eventually get, Professor Baxter," Narmer said snoothly,
"what I'Il eventually get. But for now a bit of rational discussion wll
suffice.” Narmer's voice had an odd hollow quality to it, as if he were
talking frominside a tin drum

"I"'mlistening," WIlis said. Not that | have any choice, he thought.

"You have escaped ne for the nmonent, Professor, but for the nonment only.
You know soret hing of Anathae's powers, and it shoul d be obvi ous from what has
happened that mine are even greater. Wre ny presence not required here at the
monent, | could as easily transport ny physical self into the backseat of your
vehicle as this apparition you see in your mrror."

So. Somet hi ng unnaned "required"” Narner's presence at the house.
Anat hae, perhaps? It could be that Narner feared to | eave his residence unti
he had her conpletely under his sway. That seened to jibe with what little
W1 1lis understood about one denon's power over another

WIllis said, "So?"

"Uni npressed? So be it. Underrate ne, | don't care. It'll just nmake it
that rmuch easier for me when | can turn ny full attention to you. You are but
a minor thorn. After all, it was Anathae | was after, and in that | was
successful . "

"I wondered about that," WIlis said, noting that his own voi ce renai ned
remarkably firm and steady. "Wiy you did all this, |I nmean."

The face in the mirror smled. "Trying to punp ne for information
Professor? Well, all right. | don't mind telling you. At first it was just

because | was aware that another denobn was nearby. Quite sinply, she could
have been quite a bit nore than a nere thorn in ny side, so | stayed hi dden
until | found out what she was and what she could do-"

WIllis had abruptly turned a corner, and the face in the mrror had
di sappeared; the voice stopped as if WIllis had turned off his radio.

He continued on for a few bl ocks before the face reappeared, stil
smling. "Ah, there you are,"” Narner said. "Don't do that, Professor. You' ve
no idea howdifficult it is to acconplish this projection."

"Far be it fromme to do anything to nmake your life nmore difficult,
Narmer," WIllis said sarcastically.

"I said there were two reasons,” Narner went on, ignoring WIllis's
comment. "Actually Anathae is quite |ovely, as you yourself know 1've grown
tired of human wonen-1 need one of nmy own kind."

"Anat hae's hal f human, too, Narnmer."

"Yes, it's unfortunate-but being the only choice I have, I'Il make the
best of it. It's also unfortunate that Anathae should want to resist ne, but,
being the stronger, | will bend her to nmy will and it will be as if she wanted

me. And really, there's nothing you can do about it, although it would anuse
me no end to see you try."

"That's me," WIlis said, "nothing but a clown, a buffoon, sonmebody for
you to toy with. Only you know what, Narner? It seens to ne that you're the
one who's going to all this trouble to talk to ne with this 'projection'-which
makes me wonder, if |I'msuch a 'minor thorn,' why you bother."

"Like all nortals, you're a fool, Baxter. 1'd thought to offer you your
life. Quite frankly, if you put your foot to the floor and kept going till
sunrise, you'd be beyond easy reach and 1'd let you live. Wiy not? Ana would
be m ne and you woul d be far enough away that it would be nore bothersone than
not to go after you. Surely you understand. Wuld you stop naking love to
chase a gnat, no matter how it nay have bothered you, after it had left your
house?"

"I"'mnot a fool, Narner," WIllis said, "and | wouldn't buy nmy life at
that price. And even if | did, | would be a fool to trust you."

"Then I'1l hear fromyou again. Very well, let ne get on to ny rea
reason for visiting you in this way. It's to deliver a sinple warning. |If you
should try-"

WIllis swng his VWWsharply into a driveway, slamed on his brakes,
threw his car into reverse, and burned rubber backing across the street



(narrowmy mssing a car that had been half a block behind him Narner's
"projection" having obscured WIllis's view). He alnbst |ost control on a patch
of ice but veered slightly again to back into the nouth of an alley he had
seen.

Narner's face was no longer in the mrror

Wllis kept backing through the alley, knocking over occasional unseen
but noi sy trashcans, until he reached a street which ran parallel to the one
he had first been traveling. He turned his VWhback in the direction from which
he had come, turned sharply left again at the second corner, floored it for
ten bl ocks, turned right, then left into another alley, and finally |eft
agai n.

The face still had not reappeared in the mrror

WIllis stuck out his tongue and gave his rearview nmirror a resounding
Bronx cheer. "Stick that in your hookah and snoke it!"

Then he felt truly juvenile. He'd given in to the inmpulse to try to
shake Narner because he was tired of Narmer's having both the upper hand and
the last word. He'd played the hero but nowrealized that if he'd only held
hi nsel f in check, Narner might have said or done sonething which WIlis could
use.

For right now, WIlis Baxter knew precisely what kind of hero he felt
i ke: Theseus wi thout Ariadne.
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It was the first tine WIllis had ever yearned for the sight of Larry
Hawt hor ne' s corpul ent face.

WIllis had spent sone time driving around ainlessly, telling hinmself he
was doing a fine job of "losing" any students who mght have tried to foll ow
him("If I'mlost, they nust be").

He di scovered he was on Idyl wod Avenue, and a familiar-I|ooking
hi gh-ri se apartnent | ooned ahead. Familiar |ooking in part because it | ooked
like all the other high-rises on |Idylwod Avenue but al so because it was the
one in which Larry Hawt horne lived. WIlis had known he woul d need hel p; his
subconsci ous had answered the question "Wo?"

He had al ready di scarded the idea of going to the police. He knew he
didn't have to say a word about denons-he could sinply conplain about a wild
drug party or claima young girl had been dragged kicking and screaming into
Narner's residence. But Narner, with his charmand snmooth tal k, could probably
convince the police that black was white or green or brown or maroon or any
conbi nati on of the above. And if he couldn't, his magic could.

Wllis pounded on the door of Larry Hawt horne's el eventh-fl oor
apart ment.

Had the students tried to follow himin their cars?

He pounded agai n, harder

Were they even now searching the streets of the city, |ooking for himor
his car?

O had they already sighted hinf

If so, when would they spring their trap?

At |east, he thought, | didn't go back to my own apartnent.

They could be counted on to | ook for me there.

Was that the el evator door opening?

WIllis turned to | ook, at the same time bringing his fist up once nore
in front of the door.

Larry Hawt horne opened the door and got the knock square in the nouth.

"Ummph! " said Hawt horne, stunbling backward away fromthe door. "Arrgh!"
he said as he backed into a chair, the arm of which caught himneatly behind
t he knees, causing himto topple into the seat. "Blurgh!" he exclainmed as the
chair, in reaction to the nonentum he had inparted to it, rose up on two |egs
under himand carried himdown with a resoundi ng whunp to the floor, knocking



the wind out of him
"Ch, damm, Larry," said WIlis, horrified, but not so upset as to forget

to dash in and slam and bolt the door behind him "I'msorry, | didn't nean-"
Hawt hor ne worked his mouth, but only wheezes issued forth.
"Listen, Larry, I'min big trouble.” WIllis gestured so wildly with his

arnms that Hawt horne cringed back. "What's the matter with you?" WIIlis asked
bef ore stopping to consider his own actions. Then: "Ch, no. No, |'ve not cone
to 'get' you or resune our-m sunderstanding. That was just a klutzy m stake.
No"-he pointed to the outside-"it's just that there are students after ne."

"I't nust have been that exam you gave, Baxter," gasped Haw horne,
recovering his conposure sonewhat. "If | were them |1'd be after you too."

"You don't understand," said WIlis. "These students are under the
i nfl uence of a denon!"

Hawt hor ne had shifted his bulky frane into a nore confortable position
so that he could pay better attention to what was being said. At the nmention
of the word "denon," his eyebrows shot up. "You got Anathae mad at you?"

"No, not Ana. Another demon - a very evil denmon. Are you okay?"

Hawt horne felt his jaw as if assuring hinself that it was still there.
"Yeah, | guess so. You ever think of becoming a prizefighter? You nay have
m ssed your calling." Then what WIllis had said finally registered with him
"I's that possible - another denmon? Except for the Boss, | thought Anathae was
supposed to be the last one who could still be sumoned."

"So did I," WIlis said. "But evidently I was wong."

As WIlis hel ped Hawt horne to his feet the latter asked, "Wen did you
take up dressing like that?"

WIllis | ooked down at his jeans and now somewhat nuddi ed and ripped ol d
T-shirt. "I'Il tell you about it," he said and then picked up the chair.

When they had both seated themselves, WIlis launched into his story,
telling all that had happened up to his escape, hardly pausing for breath.
When he finished, Hawthorne said nothing. The big man sat with his chin on his
fist, thinking.

Then he started to ponder aloud. "The thing that bothers ne is that if

anyone shoul d know what conditions prevail in
Hell, it should be Anathae. And she assured you she was the only denmon who
could still be sunmoned?”

"That's right," WIlis said. "She told ne the de la Farte theory was
correct."

Hawt horne said, "So doesn't that nmean this Narner character can't be a
denmon?"

WIllis thought for a long tine before answering. "No, Narner's a denon,
all right-he acknow edged as much when he said he wanted Ana because she was
"one of his own kind.' So, even though Anathae said-"

He stopped as if hit by a sudden thought.

"What ?" Hawt hor ne asked.

"COf course! Narner's a demon who never went back! Sonehow Narner was
sumoned by a sorcerer or mmgi ci an who was carel ess, and Narner's never been
back. The consignment of a denon's soul to Hell forever takes effect only if
the denon is in Hell or returns to it."

Hawt hor ne yawned. "Sorry," he said, |ooking at his watch. "You' re not
boring nme, but it's one a.m You mght be right-it's a good enough theory to
work from Alnost puts you in de la Farte's class yoursel f."

The big man got up fromhis chair and stretched. "You know | can't help
you with the performance of any ritual, but 1'll tell you what. First I'lI
make sone coffee, then we'll both hit the books. If we can find Narner's True
Narme, maybe you can do sonething."

Hawt horne's library of denpnol ogical |lore was not as big as Wllis's,
but it was quite large. And although they confined thensel ves to Mediterranean
countries-"He said he was Turkish, and while his accent and features fit, who
knows?"- by five in the norning the pile of discarded volumes stood quite



hi gh: Sol onon in Egypt, the Hittite Conspiracy, Daenmpns of G eece, Gods of
Asia Mnor, Denpons and Spirits on the Continent, The Road to Antioch, etc.
etc. The words were blurring on the pages, while between themthe two nmen felt
as though they had consumed enough coffee to fill a waterbed.

WIllis continued to read, scow, and turn pages as if it had becone
something of a ritual. Fromtine to tine he sipped the whiskey-laced coffee
Hawt hor ne had provided, but it did nothing to keep his eyes fromfeeling Iike
marbl es resting in their sockets. Seeing had becone an obligation instead of a
natural function; he hardly noticed that day had dawned.

Hawt horne sat in a confortable chair, a volume in his hand, resting his
eyes. "Hey, wait a minute, Baxter," he said.

WIllis turned his bl oodshot eyes away fromthe book at which he had been
scow i ng and gave Hawt horne his attention. "Huh?"

"You said sonet hing about drugs?"

"Right," WIlis acknow edged. "Narner uses this stuff called powder
bl ue. Makes the kids subservient to his huge, powerful ego and enphasi zes
nortal sin in each of them"

"Drugs. I'mso stupid | could shoot nyself. You ever hear of the
Shasti s?"
"OfF course. That is, |I've seen references to them"

"The Shastis were a clan of denons. They augnented the spells they cast
on the mnds of humans with drugs. Operated in Turkey around the eighth
century. And very, very clever."

"Yes," WIlis said, "that mght be it."

Hawt hor ne chewed on his lower lip. "For your sake, | hope he's only a
m nor one; the major ones were sonme kind of hairy. | could tell you a story
about what a Shasti did to a sultan through his haremthat woul d make your
short hairs fall out."

"I wouldn't even want to have Ana mad at ne-and she's a minor denon,"
WIllis said. "But | don't suppose | have any choice."

"Well," Hawthorne said, "if he's a Shasti, | think | can get a peg on
him"

The big man rose and pl aced the book he'd been readi ng face down, pages
open, on a nearby table. He pulled a huge volunme from his bookshelf. "I've got
a rather conplete history on '"em Characteristics, names, everything."

Hawt hor ne pl aced the ornate, musty volunme on a desk and began pagi ng
slowy through it. "Hmm" he said every once in a while as he paused at a
page, punctuated alternatively with "Nope" and further pagings.

About three-quarters of the way through he became absorbed in his

readi ng. He | ooked up at WIllis. "I think I've got it."

"Are you sure? If you're wong, you'll never see me or Ana again."

H s ex-eneny sniled. "A nonth ago, Baxter, and |'d' ve been tenpted. But
no, I'msure. First, he's the only one who uses this particular drug-the
translation fromthe Turkish is 'blue powder.' Eh? Second, says here he's got
a very powerful ego, very vain, likes the attentions of young people. Feeds

off them Iikes themaround. Right? O her stuff too - dashing appearance; his
not her was a succubus."

WIllis nodded. "Yeah, that would have to be either Narnmer or his twn
brother. Let's assume he doesn't have one."

"He's al so one of the major ones," Hawthorne said.

"There's an account here-well, a magician claimed he had conpl ete nmastery over
this demon. Rose fromrags to riches; lived in a castle, all that. And then he
went quite mad-fits in with your theory, doesn't it?"

"Mpajor or mnor, |I've got to deal with him" WIllis said with a sigh

"Gve nme his True Nane, Larry."
"Right," said Hawt horne. And he told him

* * *



WIllis borrowed Larry Hawt horne's Volvo for the drive home; it was
critically inportant to his plan that he get as far as his apartnment, and he
knew his own VWcoul d be recogni zed by al nost every student on the Powhattan
canpus.

As he eased Hawthorne's car to a stop less than half a block fromthe
entrance to his garden apartnent, WIllis saw two students |oungi ng around out
front-one of whom he recognized from Narmer's party.

But they had apparently been watching for himfor nost of the night, and
t he conbination of the Iong hours of waiting and the bitter cold of early
morning in winter had taken their toll on the vigilance of the pair. One sat
on WIlis's neighbors' step, his head between his knees and his hand over his
head to ward off the cold, and was either sleeping or on the verge of drifting
off to sleep. The other, the one WIllis recognized, paced back and forth, nore
to give his blood reason to continue circulating than to keep an eye on
t hi ngs, since he was avoiding facing into the biting wind and had hi s hands
thrust deep in the pockets of his overcoat.

Cot to nake it, WIlis thought, fixing his latch key firmy in his hand.
He did not believe he would make it; his stomach revolted at the thought of a
fifty-yard dash, possibly slipping on the icy sidewal k, and then perhaps a
scuffle with two heavy-set young nen who woul d consi der no holds barred. But
this was no time for indecision
He slipped out of the car and, using others parked on the street for cover,
got within twenty yards of his front door w thout being seen. Then he bolted
for it, running with his shoulder forward, rem niscent of basic training at
Fort Dix.

"Gaaah!" he yelled as he threw hinmsel f past the young nmen, one of whom
turned, the other junping to his feet, both only half awake. Their eyes bul ged
in astonishment as WIllis lunmbered up the walk and slid the last five feet to
slaminto his door.

"Hey," the one who'd been on the steps yelled, pulling his |Iong bl ond
hair fromhis eyes. "Hey, it's Baxter! Get him Bo!"

WIllis had grabbed the doorknob to keep fromfalling back fromthe
i npact when he hit his door, and now he pushed his key into the | ock and
twi sted. The door shuddered for a few seconds, as if it knew tinme was of the
essence and it nust, therefore, stop to consider the matter before concedi ng
to open. But the door gave up its struggle and Wllis rushed in, slanming it
shut and | ocking it behind him

There were shouts from outside, and a heavy fist pounded on the door

"Cone out, Baxter! You have to cone out sometine!”

They coul dn't keep making that kind of racket for long, WIlis knew,
someone - nostly likely Mss Bradnorton-would conplain to the police if they
did. The two must have realized this, for the poundi ng stopped.

WIllis yelled back at them facing his door: "Get Narmer! Get that
stinking crunb bumand tell himif he's not afraid of me I'lIl be right here,
waiting for him"

There was the nuffled sound of discussion outside his door, and then
even that died away. WIllis went to change into nore normal attire and fix
hinmself a stiff drink.
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Narmer woul d come. O that there was no doubt in WIIlis Baxter's mni nd-Narmner
was too proud a being to I et any human chal | enge go unheeded for very | ong.

So WIlis, despite the warnth he felt pouring over himfromthe Scotch
he had had and despite his fatigue fromthe long night, pulled all the
furniture off the rug onto the parquet at the edges of the living room the TV
was the toughest because of its heavy hardwood cabinet. He rolled up the rug,
then the soft brown pad | oaded with about two years' worth of dirt and
paperclips, and on the underside he very carefully drew an X with a piece of



chal k, then around it, with precision, the mrror imge of the proper
pent agram He replaced the pad and the rug, and rearranged his furniture so
that both of the chairs in the Iiving roomwere inside the pentagram

Then he made sonme coffee, hoping that neither his fatigue nor his
present |ack of sobriety had caused himto overl ook anyt hing.

Because if | have, he thought gloomly, not only will | die and Anat hae
remain his stave, but a terrible evil will remain loose in the world
He drew the shades, lit candles for the atnosphere he wanted for

i ncantation, and sank into his easy chair. The old grandfather clock ticked
away seconds, chimed off the half hours.

It was chimng off twelve strokes as he sat up with a start. He realized
he must have dozed off and found this confirmed by the hal f-consumed candl es,
whi ch had been fresh when he lit them But he felt sonmewhat better for his
rest and then al nost chi pper when he realized that noon would be the nadir of
any denon's power-and that he hinmself would need every edge he could get.

WIllis tensed. Sonething was happeni ng.

Al though it was broad daylight, the shades kept the apartnent dim the
candl es cast shadows on the wall. As WIllis peered into the shadows, he could
see glinmpses of whirling smoke holding glitters of bright Iight.

There was a gush of strong wind, the snell of sul phur and brinstone, and
a brief, alnost blinding flash. And out of the shadows and snoke into the
full ness of the gutter and flicker of candlelight stepped Rudy Narner.

He wore a floor-length black gown marked with strange and arcane
synmbol s. The robe was open in front, and Narner was naked beneath. WIllis
could plainly see his hooves, |arger than Anathae's and rougher, wth thick
bl ack hair rising up to his calves. There was the vague hint of a large tai
through the finely nmuscled thighs. Also quite apparent now were Narner's
horns-bi g, thick, dark things curling out fromhis forehead which, Wllis
realized, nust require constant illusion to hide in Narmer's human gui se.
Bel ow t he horns were flashing eyes and a distinct smle.

"Ah, Professor Baxter," boomed the night-throated voice, reverberating
with authority and power. "So happy to see you awaiting your finish. So happy,
so very gratified."

Hands on hi ps, w dening the opening of his robe to reveal nore details
of his superb physique, the denmon chuckled. "But really, Professor, your
choi ce of words to describe ne-'that stinking crumb bum' indeed. Most
di stressing. You've hurt ne to the very quick, as it were." And he threw back
hi s head and | aughed-a | augh which cane fromthe depths of his diaphragm from
the depths of evil itself.

"You seem quite sure of yourself, Narnmer," WIlis said, fighting hard to keep
t he quaver out of his voice. "Perhaps you don't realize that many humans, such
as nysel f, have just as much know edge of nmagic as do the |ikes of you."

A bluff, of course. Discounting sleight-of-hand, at which he was none
too good anyway, WIlis's only act of magic had been to sumon Anat hae. And
whi | e she m ght have taught himsome mnor magic, WIlis had never bothered to
| earn, because he realized it took a nagical being to performreal magic with
true power-a being like Ana, or Narnmer.

Narnmer's runbling laughter rose to a high-pitched cackle totally devoid
of human feeling or hope.

"You propose a match of skills, nmortal? A battle of wits, power,
know edge?" Narner tossed back his thick curls, placed a finger to his chin,
and considered. "Yes. Yes, that would anuse ne highly. Ana has been telling ne
how you rai sed her up, not once but tw ce, from Down Bel ow. Basic parl or
magi ¢, of course, and nost hilarious. Mdst hilarious indeed. You may not think
so, Professor, but you lead a very funny life. A shane it must end with so
little hunor."

"I can see it all now" WIlis said. "You' re going to bore nme to death
with enpty words-quite hunorless, | agree.”

Atwist of the lips, a flash of the eyes, a scow . "You have no idea, |
assure you, Professor, what | intend for you. You, who had the nerve to resist



nmy beautiful powder, you, who had the gall to resist the ecstasies of serving
ne."

"Ch, | have ideas, Rudy. | certainly don't expect anything original from
you- poke out ny eyes with red-hot knives, skin me with a dull penknife, hang
me with my own entrails. Nothing with any imagination."

The scow becane a frown. Narmer pointed a long, sharp nail toward the

floor, "There are those Bel ow who |ike to keep souls, but I-" he swept over to
one of the candles, thrust his thunb downward onto the w ck, and plunged the
roominto deeper shadow"l1 like to snuff themout!"

"Which is what you're doing to those poor kids-slowy snuffing out their
mnds with that drug of yours. Why do you fool around wth drugs when you
obvi ously have nore powerful, forthright magi c?"

"Curious, are you, nortal?" Narner's smile returned. "That's ever been
what is so adm rabl e about humans-their questing intellects, their brief
flashes of inspiration which raise their nmnds to achi evenents which even a
denmon m ght envy. But there you have it, the answer to your question. This
facet of the human m nd and the scope of human imagi nati on make me envi ous- and
at the sane tinme give ne the greatest of satisfaction when | snuff one out.

"Quenching your light will give me no such pleasure. You shrugged off ny
drug; you did not want ne as your |eader; you did not grant your mind and soul
willingly, as did your students. But | will destroy you nonethel ess. You know

too much, and al though you al one have no hope of dealing with me, it is
concei vabl e that you coul d band together with others who mght."

"Li ke Anat hae?"

" Anat hae?" He sni ckered-a soulless |laugh through bared fangs. Narmer's
eyes lit with glee as he began twirling around, once, tw ce, his robe
billowi ng out behind him He abruptly halted his pivotings and thrust his
right armout perpendicular to the Iine of his body, his robe draping
curtainlike dowm to the floor

"You pl ace too nuch respect and confidence in the neager powers of your
she-inp, Baxter. You obviously don't realize the pecking order of the denonic
power structure. Females of the sane order are invariably |ess powerful than
their male counterparts, and Anathae is of a |lower order than mne. No, Ana
was sinplicity itself to deal with-easier than you, | regret to say. (Cbserve."

He lowered his robed armto reveal Anathae, standing where there had
been but enptiness before.

She was as naked as she had been when WIllis had first mdw fed her from
Hel |'s wonb-a perfect collection of human femal e curves and inpish sultriness
that added to a total far beyond the sumof its parts.

WIllis's pul se throbbed faster, but he shivered to | ook into her eyes
now, because they mrrored a soul no longer famliar to himand a heart which
had a new master.

The new master chuckled. "Shall | have her performa fewtricks for you,
Pr of essor ?"

"That-" WIlis's tongue stuck to the roof of his mouth. "That won't be
necessary."

"What woul d you have of me, Rudy?" asked Anathae, unheeding, in a
nonot one so bereft of inflection that it did not sound |ike Anathae at all

"Alittle dance, | think," Narmer said.

He gestured with his hands and suddenly held a violin and bow, he began
to play a sprightly Irish air, to which Anathae began to nove, prancing about
the room quite m ndl essly.

"You see, Professor Baxter-a puppet on the strings of nmy spells." Narner
stopped the nusic, and Anathae halted in mdstride.

"Now, Professor,"” Narmer continued, "you mentioned sonething of a battle
of skills, wits, power. Are you still quite so certain? Wuld you perhaps care
to beg for some thing a little I ess painful for yourself in the way of a
demi se?"

"No, I'mstill willing to have it out with you in a gentle manly fight."

"But good sir," Narmer said with a grin. "I amneither gentle nor a man.



Still, the notion of battle intrigues me. Very well, a battle it shall be."

"Good. I'll sit here-and,” WIlis said, indicating the chair opposite
him "if you'll be seated we'll just see which of us is the nore powerful."

Rudy Narner again shook back his dark | ocks proudly and advanced to the
chair WIllis had indicated. "I do think you are making a-"

He hal t ed.

Dam it, thought WIllis. Wiy's he stopping? He's got to sit in that
chair or-

Narnmer regarded the old chair before him cocked his head toward WIllis,
and grinned. "Very clever, Professor. | commend you. Very clever indeed. You
al nrost had me, but this is a npbst ingenious first-a pentagram chal ked under
the rug, your chair in the proper place and this one over the sign that would
bi nd ne and give you the power to use the only spell you know to send ne
pl umreti ng back to Hell. Mst ingenious."

How did he know? WIllis wondered, rising fromhis chair. It's al nost as
i f he coul d-

-read your mind? enjoined Narnmer's voice in WIlis's head. "But of
course | can, Professor. Anathae could, and |'ve already told you that ny
powers are the equal of hers and nore. Really, |I'm npst di sappointed that you
overl|l ooked that."

WIllis sank slowy and tiredly back into the chair he had chosen for
hi nmsel f.

Al was |lost now, and all because of his own fatigue, and his
al cohol -i nduced stupidity! He wanted to hit himself for being so dunb. He had
the feeling that Narnmer would do nuch nore than that.

Yes, all was indeed |ost.
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Narner's smile of nock pity slowy altered into a frown of deep concern

"A second, a second," he said, apparently struck by something in his own
t houghts. "It occurs to me, Professor, if you truly expected this to work,
then that must nean you know ny True Nane."

H s bottom ess-pit eyes sparkled with anger. "And | do not |ike the idea
of humans knowi ng ny True Name. | do not care for that at all!"

A quick gesture fromNarner, and WIlIlis suddenly found hinself floating
upside down in the air.

Even had he known one, WIIlis would not have tried to nutter a defensive
spell; Narmer's magic was too strong. But he struggled, squirmng in mdair,
battling valiantly to right hinmself, and shouted, "I don't blame you, Narnmer!

I wouldn't |ike anyone else to know it if | had a Turkish name that transl ated
'Dung heap of a canel,' either!"

The denon flushed with fury. "I shall rip that fact out of your skul
along with your brains, human filth!"

"Better than canel filth, Narmer!" WIlis retorted, grabbing onto the
top of the chair below himin an attenpt to pull hinself down out of the air.
But his hands were ripped fromtheir hold and he was hurtled against the wall.
He slipped down heavily to the floor, groaning in his pain.

Nar mer remai ned notionl ess beside the chair. Only his face noved,
withing with rage.

If only I could push himinto the chair, thought WIlIis.

Wth all his remaining strength and despite the protest of every one of
t he consi derabl e nunber of bruises on his battered body, he scranbled to his
feet and | aunched hinself toward Narner, who sinply rai sed a hand, causing

WIllis to smash into an invisible wall. WIlis staggered back, crunpled, then
sprawl ed, dazed, on the floor

"Be still," said Narner, "while | nmanufacture the instrunment of your
grisly death!"

The gestures were augnented by brief spurts of strange- |anguage spells.
WIllis managed to get to his hands and knees and, grappling weakly with



the chair, to his feet. He was then halted by the wonder and horror of what
Was begi nning to appear in the air behind Narner.

Gobs of translucent nuck began to form suspended in nid-room They spun
slowy and sickeningly, noved together with a notion that inspired
seasi ckness, and collected into one | arge scab-encrusted piece which suddenly
began to take on a nauseating conbi nati on of col ors; nauve, slime green, blood
red. ditters began to twinkle at the center as this glob, this anpebalike
t hi ng, began to pseudopod itself, stream ng parts of its nottled form outward.
These pseudopods glinmered, gl owed, then hardened into suckered tentacles
ti pped with razor-sharp claws which gleamed in the flickering candlelight. The
center of the thing transfornmed into a body which was nostly nouth. This
dreadful maw was crammed to overflowing with spikelike teeth, the tips of
whi ch were stained with noist blood, and yet found roomfor a horrible purple
tongue whi ch dri pped gooey phl egm Above the nmouth were huge bul gi ng eyes
whi ch gleanmed evilly in the di nmess, eyes which had not only seen but
delighted in seeing t
hi ngs of unspeakabl e tornent and pain. And incredibly, the obscene lips of the
thing wi dened and then w dened farther yet; the tongue lolled out of the way,
like that of an idiot, allowing a view of the Hell-beast's | ower throat. No,
not a throat - a void. A starless black void of despair, in which-ny god! -
human skul I's and hurman bones fl oat ed.

And . . . were those wails of pain WIlis heard? Screans of tornented,
dammed human soul s w t hout hope of reprieve?

Fear twisted WIlis's viscera, bent his mnd al nost out of shape. The
slithering tongue slipped noisily back into the maw just before the nouth of
t he m sshapen nonster snapped shut, cutting off the incredible sight, but
pushing out a rotting stench which was so foul that WIllis thought he woul d
certainly faint.

Narner folded his arnms and | ooked back over his shoulder at the thing he
had conjured up. "G acious," he said mldly. "I've been reading too nmuch
Lovecraft. Ah well, "twill sufficel”

He rai sed a hand, drawing the thing closer. He indicated with
gestures-for the hideous thing had no ears-that WIllis was to be its prey, and
slowl y, ponderously, the nonster began to nove through the air.

"Real |y, Rudy, don't you think your friend needs some Scope?" asked a
girlish voice

Startled, Narmer turned slightly to find, standing beside himwthout a
trace of stupor, Anathae-who pronptly bopped himin the mouth with her petite
fist.

Narnmer grunted with surprise. "Anathae?"

"And what's this male chauvini st denmon garbage about you being 'better’
than me?" she demanded, her eyes flashing. "You may have nore power than | do,
nmeat bal |, but you're not as smart. Because now you've got nore than poor
WIllis to contend with-you' ve got me." And with that, she kneed himsharply in
t he groin.

At first Narmer reacted as a man nmight if dealt a simlar blow doubling
over with pain.

But then he junped back a few steps and threw off his robe, standing in
his full splendid nakedness, and he shook his curly head as if to shake off
the blow. O fhandedly, he batted aside a fireball which Anathae had seeningly
pul l ed fromnowhere to throw at him

Then Narmer stood tall and seened alnbst to grow. H s barbed tail was
very long and stood straight up over his head with anger

"Admittedly you fooled ne," he said, "and for that you will pay with

much pain. | thought your subjugation was perhaps a mte too easy.
"But now, Anathae," Narner continued, growi ng even taller and nore
nmenaci ng yet, as he stepped back to hurl a potent spell, "we shall see if your

dubious intelligence is any match for ny power. Thanos-ai eeeee!"”
The first of his last two words was but part of the spell Narner
i ntended to cast, but the last was a definite and piercing cry of horrified



pai n.

It would be difficult to say whether the denon's tail, when he had
st epped back the second time, had been thrust into the toothy maw of the
advanci ng Hell -horror, or whether the gruesone beast had advanced upon
Narner's tail. But it scarcely matters, dear reader, inasnmuch as the result
was precisely the sane.

The nonster chonped down and its evil eyes lit up with a glee which
could only be called devilish. It let out a sound |ike a thousand starving
cats feasting on a just-di scovered whale or a hundred col d chisels being
scraped with force and deterni nation across an equal nunber of bl ackboards.

Narner yel ped with pain. "Not ne, dunmb shit! Not ne-him"

But the ecstatic beast, besides having no ears, had closed its eyes with
its joy and continued to suck the tail in, pulling Narner off his feet and
into the air. It floated back and sucked in the denon's tail, dear reader
much as you or | might a strand of spaghetti (although not, of course, in a
fine restaurant, where one mght be expected to behave with a bit nore
dignity).

Nar mer wiggl ed about nuch as WIllis had a short tine before. Finally,
turning to | ook up, he saw that the | oathsonme thing was about to begin
munchi ng upon the base of his tail
The captive denon screaned a few words, and waved his hand desperately, and
t he nonster vani shed in a puff of green snoke.

Rudy Narner plunged downward-directly into the waiting arns of the chair
in which WIlis had invited himto sit.

WIllis had recovered his senses enough to shout out the denon's True
Name and part of the binding spell. "Deve Qubrelik! Ubele Canet Mnert."

"My tail!" cried Narner, feeling the bl oody stunp behind him agony was
plain on his features. "My beautiful tail!"

"Don't worry about your tail, Rudy," Anathae said, moving beside WIlis
and gloating. "W've got your ass!"

"What ?" screamed the denon. Narner shot up out of, then bounced back
into, the chair into which he had fallen as though he had hit a brick wall. He
| et out a hideous bellow and tried again, with the sane result.

"Teryae..." continued WIlis, unperturbed.
"Al'l right. Al right. |I give up. But don't send me back. I'll go away.
["I'l make it up to you. I'lIl go away and make it up to you! Just don't send-"

"Exconae Chanet..." WIIlis continued his slow, neasured chant.

"Anat hae," the denon whose True Nane was Deve Cubrelik pleaded, "talk to
him He'll listen to you, and surely you understand. The, uh, Boss is mad at
me-very mad. That's why | turned on that magici an hundreds of years back
Pl ease! "

Isnel..." continued WIIis.
"Look, | just can't go back. | can't. You' ve no idea what the Boss w |
do to me. He could overlook it while | was Here, doing what | was doi ng, but
if I go back There I'll be no use to him What can | say? I'll do anything to

keep from goi ng back." Hi s snmooth handsone features were inploring, his voice
pl ai ntive and begging pitifully.

| don't know what the Boss will do to you, WIIlis thought, hoping the
denon was reading his mnd, and | don't care. But for what you' ve done to

t hose poor kids, and countless others, you can go to Hell, canel dungheap
And WIlis, pointing his finger at the denon, his voice steady, said
"... Canet!"

Deve CGubrelik turned to black |ightning-shot snoke and bill owed away.

WIllis sat up fromtheir bed slowy, so as not to awaken Anat hae.

He reached for his shorts, found them and put them on, then noved into
a chair where he could sit up and do a little thinking w thout disturbing her

After the battle, Anathae had insisted on using her magic to heal his
brui ses; he had nmade no conplaint. And they had both been very tired-not that
tired, but very tired.



In bed, Anathae had told himshe had never really been conpletely under
Narner's power, that she had suspected sonething was aniss the second tine
she'd inexplicably "forgotten" to read his mnd and so had been sonewhat
prepared for what had followed. She had only waited for the right opportunity,
whi ch showed itself when Narmer's power was occupied with sunmmoni ng the
nmonster and his attention was fully on WIlis.

And none of this had disturbed him then. They had nmade each other even
alittle nore tired. Then they had sl ept.

But now what? WIlis asked hinself.

For he knew that while she had waited for the opportunity she had had to
submit to everything or the subterfuge woul d not have worked. And the picture
in his mnd of Anathae's lithe softness in bed with Narmer's sinewy nuscul ar
body, responding to desires WIllis dared not imagi ne, was not a pl easant one.
Certainly it was no help to WIlis's peace of mind that Narmer not only was
better physically endowed but, with his experience, was probably a nore
skilled | over to boot.

The easy way out of this dilema, he knew, would be to adopt the nethod
of the ostrich-stick his head in the sand and tell hinself it had never
happened. (It was possible, of course, that Narmer sinply had not had the tine
to do anything with Anathae. See? It was easy to do.)

"But not very likely," WIlis whispered to hinself.

What were his feelings?

How did it affect hinP

How did it affect her?

How did it affect thenf

What were her feelings?

Should he go into the kitchen and fix hinself a drink?

WIllis noted that he had left the light on in the bathroomearlier
whi ch expl ained why it was so easy to see Anathae across the room sl eeping
peaceful Iy, nude as al ways, her too-young face nestled in her pillow He had a
nmonentary argument with hinself trying to deci de whether she was nore
beautiful asleep or awake, then decided to call it a draw

Had she enjoyed it?

Did it matter if she had?

WIllis knew he had to be very certain about his feelings, for with
Anat hae there could be no pretenses.

Then WIlis laughed silently to himself. True, he had a | ot of questions
and they woul d require honest thought and searching of his enotions before he
could find the needed answers, but one of themwas not "Do | still |ove her?"

He eased back into bed, pulled a strand of hair from her freckled
childlike cheek. She stirred a little, but when he did not do anything nore
she continued to sleep

I love her, he thought. | suppose, if denmons are capable of |ove, that
she loves me too. And that's what matters. And that's really the only
i mportant thing.

And with that reassuring thought, he had no trouble getting back to
sl eep.

PART FI VE

26

Strange are the ways of coincidence.

Ri ght now there are only five people in O Leary's Bar & Restaurant, just
of f campus from Powhattan University- although this is roughly average for
four in the afternoon (there will be nore people along soon, to take advantage
of Happy Hour, although none of them need concern us here.)



That's M ke Schultz, the bartender, over there behind the bar-he serves
drinks rather than a significant purpose in this portion of our saga. He w pes
the bar and the gl asses after they've been washed-sonetinmes, absentm ndedly,
with the sane rag--and frequently gives the appearance of listening when his
customers tell himtheir problens. Still, soneone has to do the manual work.

At the nmoment M ke is serving a third sweet Manhattan straight up to a
dentist, one Dr. Henderson by name, in the darkest coner of the bar. The
dentist usually prefers daiquiris and to start his drinking later in the day.

But today his favorite patient-a | ovely secretary who works at old
P.U. -did not show up for her appointment to have her teeth cl eaned. The doctor
is certain he is in lust with her, mght well be in love with her, even nore
certain that he could never win her-and, in his drinking, is trying to |ose
the certainty of his otherw se happy marriage to someone el se. Part of the
problemis that this secretary has the nost perfect teeth he has ever seen-and
so, even though he provides his service free of charge to her, he cannot
persuade her to cone into the office every nmonth. So he sits here and, with
the aid of alcohol, fantasizes about filling her cavity.

He al so has nothing to do with this section of our tale. Strange are the
ways of coi ncidence.

But the other three .

Ah, the other three, indeed! Two of themare in the bar drinking
toget her, and they are known to us fromold acquai ntance. They are Professor
WIllis Baxter, head of the university's Arts and Sci ences D vision, and
Prof essor Larry Hawt horne, for close to a nonth now head of the Departnent of
St udent | npet us.

The third, one John Smith by name, sits two stools down fromthem a
sl ender shadow on the edge of their perceptions, noticed but unheeded, a
facel ess face.

Let us join themnow to see if they, in any conbi nati on, have anyt hi ng
at all to do with this portion of our story.

"I absolutely forbade her to cram around in nmy brain!"™ WIlis was
sayi ng. He up-ended his Dewar's, then slanmed the gl ass down onto the bar with
a clack. "She's a doer, Larry. She does what she pl eases."

Hawt hor ne shook his head synpathetically. He gl anced sidelong at the man
sitting down the bar, who sipped his beer and seened oblivious to WIllis's
munbl i ngs. Most people don't |listen to what other people are saying in bars,
so Hawt horne did his best to shake off the feeling that the nman was |i stening
intently to their conversation

Still, the big man put off replying for the nonment, choosing instead to
sip at his rum and Coke.

Two nen entered the bar at this point and found thensel ves a pl ace over
near Dr. Henderson. M ke Schultz went over and took their drink order (a
Hei neken and a draft M chelob), at which point two girls-obviously, by their
books, from Powhattan-cane in and found thenselves a table, and he took their
order (a Pink Squirrel and a Wite Russian) before going back behind the bar
agai n.

"So how, " Hawt horne asked at |ength, "do you know she's been in your
brai n?" He | eaned a | arge el bow on the counter and stared past WIllis toward
the girls.

When one of them Hawt horne was certain he knew her - |eaned over to adjust her
shoe, the decol etage of the top she was wearing exposed the full and creany
curve of her breasts.

One of the two nen wal ked over to their table and said somnething; one of
the girls said sonething sharp back. Schultz | ooked up from m xi ng drinks and
put his hand on the shillelagh behind the bar, but the man | aughed and wal ked
back to his own table. (It should be noted, for the benefit of those who m ght
venture into the nei ghborhood around the canpus and in fairness to O Leary's,
that it generally did not cater to a rough trade but that Schultz-as bartender
and bouncer [soneone had to do the manual work]-was prepared for trouble if it



shoul d arise.)
WIllis, oblivious to everything but his own problem of the noment,

flagged Schultz from behind the bar. " 'nother Scotch, Mke-an' don't thin it
down with so much ice. It isn't right to mess with God's Water." And then, for
the third tinme, he said to Hawthorne, "In vino, veritas; in Scotch, oblivion."

Schultz, a balding man of fifty-one with permanent smile lines at his
mout h and eyes, halted in front of Wllis, two m xed drinks and two beers on
the tray he was carrying; he glanced briefly at Hawt horne, then asked, "How
many have you had now, Professor Baxter? Six or seven since you canme in, isn't
it?"

"Thing is, Larry, | need ny secrets,” WIlis said to Hawt horne, not
really having heard the bartender's questions. "Anyway, sixteen will get you
twenty, or so |'ve heard."

Schultz's eyes narrowed a little, but he went on, "As | count, you've
had about six, Professor, maybe seven. |'msorry, but | can't serve you
anyt hi ng but coffee now. WAit a couple of hours and-"

WIllis's eyes seened to focus on Schultz for the first tine. "What d'ya
mean by that? I'ma perfectly reshpectable citizen. | wanna talk to the
manager - no, the owner-of this joint. | wanna talk to O Leary hinsel f!"

"Now WIlis-" Hawt horne | ooked around nervously. The man he'd thought
he'd spotted listening to themwas staring at Professor Baxter but turned away
when he caught Hawt horne's gl ance.

Schultz pulled hinmself up to his full five feet nine inches. "I own
O Leary's, Professor. Have since 1954 when | bought it from Luigi Mnticollo."

WIllis's nobod changed abruptly. "Really? And you still tend bar
your sel f?"

Schultz's smile matched WIlis's abrupt change. "The way | figure it,"
he said, "someone has to do the manual work. Now, do you have sonething to say
to ne as the owner that you wouldn't say to ne as just the bartender?"

Hawt horne laid his large hand on WIllis's shoulder. "He's got nothing to
say, Mke. Gve hima little while to sober up, okay?"

"And a cup of coffee to help ne do it," WIIlis added.

M ke Schultz wi nked, said, "You' ve got it," then noved down the bar and
out to the two tables to serve the drinks he held.

Hawt hor ne took his hand off WIlis's shoulder, picked up his own drink
downed it, then turned back to WIlis. "Nowtell me what's bothering you,
WIl. What kind of 'problenms' could you have with Anathae? She's such a sweet
and | ovely young thing, and with her magi c you coul d have anything you-"

"Dunno, Larry," WIIlis said, shaking his head sadly.

"Maybe it's that |'m average-not good enough to hold the interest of a sexy
denon. Not that she's ever said or done anything to indicate she's not
i nterested, you understand.

Larry, you and | both know t he ideas about 'denpnic possession' are bunk-but
somet hi ng nmust have possessed ne of |late, because I've . . ."He let hinself
trail off; he'd been about to say he'd been living the Iife of a eunuch, not
because of any disinterest on Anathae's part but because of several recent
"failures" he had experienced.

WIllis realized he had been on the verge of tal king about a subject
whi ch, had he not been so drunk, he would have found acutely enbarrassing.
(Strictly speaking, of course, "drunk" was too sinple a description of
Prof essor Baxter's condition; in truth, no single word could serve to describe
it at this point-"four sheets to the wi nd" being about as close a short
summati on as one m ght assay.)

Virility-particularly a lack thereof-is a touchy subject. Wen one has
probl ems of potency, one does not easily confide about it to another nmale. Yet
it was true that WIllis was suffering fromsuch a problem one which he did
not fully recognize hinself. Anathae's youthful appearance, that of a saucy
si xteen-year-ol d, which had once seened al nbost enticing to him was now anong
the factors which helped turn himoff. It seemed to himthat after years of
hopef ul and ready abstinence, in the crush of plenty supplied by his beautiful



and willing roonmate, and despite the fact that she had engaged his
af fections, his key had suddenly grown too linp to fit the | ock

And, anyway, if Anathae, who could read his mnd until he forbade it for
the duration, could not understand him ("I know you could '"fix it' with magic,
Ana, but 1've got to rise to the occasion nyself, don't you see?"), how could
he expect Hawt horne to do so?

As M ke Schultz arrived with a cup of steami ng bl ack coffee, WIlis's
eyes narrowed to consider the fragrant vapor and al so whet her or not Anathae
had obeyed his w shes.

Did she know t he uneasi ness he felt when he considered their
rel ati onshi p? Was she aware of his trenmbling fear that his inpotence m ght
drive himto underni ne what had been the only loving and caring sexual |iaison
of his Ilife? Did she know how unsure, inept, bungling and, therefore, unworthy
he felt when he approached their bed? Was she cogni zant of how her yout hf ul
appear ance was affecting himnow, making himfeel like a dirty old man
debauchi ng an i nnocent chil d?

To these questions he had no answer.

Hawt horne, two drinks behind WIlis, had |ost the thread of their
conversation; he had been trying to catch the eye of one of the Powhattan
girls but had not been successful. He realized that WIlis had been talking
about Anathae, his denon- his personal denon. He gl anced around, but no one
el se seemed to be taking any note of WIllis's conplaint-no one, that is,
except the man two barstools down. And besides, even he did not appear overly
curi ous.
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Ah, dear reader, if only Larry Hawt horne and WIllis Baxter had but known! And
yet, if they could have known the identity of that nman on the barstool, if

t hey had known this dark-haired man was John Smith-or, as he was known by
mai | - order di pl oma, the Rev. John Snmith-how could they have guessed what was
in his mnd? How could WIllis, in particular, guess howthis man would fit
into his future to conplicate his already conpl ex probl ens?

How, i ndeed?

But you and |, dear reader, are in a special position-we know, herewith,
that the Rev. John Smith was the founder of the Receivers of the Lord, the
nodest congregation of which was made up of students at Powhattan. We know
that the group had funneled a certain amount of funds to Smith-not quite as
much, perhaps, as he had "acquired" when he wal ked off with the organ fund of
a simlar if older group of people down in Dothan, Al abama, nor near again as
much as he had once made selling the same piece of real estate to half a dozen
peopl e-but still enough to live on. Not in the style to which he and nmany of
the rest of us would |love to becone accustomed, alas, but enough to get
by-bread and beans, an occasi onal hanburger, and, even less frequently, a
beer.

As always, the Rev. John Smith was | ooking for an edge. He woul d be the
first to admt that his group, RotL, needed new inpetus-that certainly no new
menbers would be likely to join at its present |low ebb. Smith was not dunb-he
woul d have been in jail several times over if that had been the case-but he
had a tendency not to follow through on his thinking, which linmted even his
nost optimstic operations to the "small con" or one-shot and m nor bl ackmail.

Smith, alittle down in the nouth over the turn of his fortunes and
certainly not willing to stay in the divinity business here if it should
remain on the sane keel, had been listening intently to the overwei ght man two
stools up fromhimat O Leary's and also to his conpanion. It was rather hard
to overhear while pretending to be absorbed in drinking his beer, but he felt
he had taken in a great deal. And the fact that the larger of the two had
al nost caught himlistening and had then spoken nmore quietly, and tried to get
his friend to do | so as well, convinced Snmth there was sonethi ng here worthy
of his efforts.



The | arger man was Larry, the other WIllis. And the bartender had
addressed the latter as Professor Baxter. They were fromthe university, no
doubt. Both nen had used a word he'd sel dom heard in a bar before, although it
was still used often enough anong the Faithful -"denon." And he'd heard Baxter
say he felt as if he'd been "possessed."” But that had been about all he'd been
able to hear clearly, besides the fact that Baxter had apparently nade sone
kind of bet with Larry-and although 16-to-20 odds were a bit unusual, there
did not seemto be anything useful he m ght make of this.

Still, there were possibilities in what he had heard-and Snith was
willing to grasp at alnost any straw if he thought he could find sone profit
init, since at present he was down to (count them) two dollars and a bel oved
coll ection of baseball cards. It was a little hard for himto understand why a
prof essor m ght believe in such bunk-his own followers fromthe university,
with the exception of Arnold Davies, were a pack of lonely hearts and msfits,
and Smith realized better than any of themwhy his "appeal" did not extend to
many of their fellow students, who had inquiring mnds which left themwith a
tendency to doubt, or at |east to question, bold assertions.

But Smith was not the sort of person to look a gift horse in the nouth.
As a forner deprogramrer of religious nuts (which he had given up as being too
much |i ke real work), he knew how to earn noney fromthe credul ous. Gods,
devils, denpbns, spirits, ghosts-they were all the sane. Sone peopl e believed
in such stuff, and it was easy to take advantage of them Smith hinself did
not believe such nonsense, but he could see how this m ght give himthe "edge"
he had been | ooking for

On the other hand, it seemed nmuch nore likely that the professor had
only been speaking figuratively. If it was only an exaggeration, some m nor
probl em he had been referring to, that would be disappointing; but if not, it
could have even nore intriguing possibilities. Despite WIlis's mld-mannered
appearance, Smith realized it could be anything. Drugs? Honosexuality?

W fe-beating? Sleeping around-with one of his students, perhaps? Sonething
which Smith mght use to blackmail the professor or, failing that, the
university itsel f?

It would all depend, of course, on what the professor had been
"possessed” by. And to find that out, Smth would have to follow him find out
where he lived, and nose around until he discovered what it was. Since WIllis
had been deni ed any further drinks save coffee, no doubt he would soon be
| eavi ng.

Smith glanced bl eakly out the wi ndow of O Leary's. March was supposed to
be the harbi nger of spring, and although sone pl easant weather at the
begi nni ng of the nonth had been nice enough to thaw some of the winter's snow,
Mot her Nature had played a little trick by dunping one |l ast heavy | oad over
t he New Engl and states. March was supposed to enter like a lion and exit |ike
a lamb-and if the cold snow outside did bear sone resenbl ance to fl eece,
Reverend Smith could not help but feel that this was not what had been
i ntended by the saying. But while he did not want to go out into the cold
outside, Snmith reflected, he had nursed his beer about as |ong as m ght be
consi dered reasonabl e.

Surreptitiously, he watched WIlis as he contenplated but did not touch
his coffee.

WIllis | eaned his el bows on the bar and stared at hinself in the mrror
behind the bottles. His five-o'clock shadow had begun to sprout, and his
unf ashi onably short hair hung in a diagonal fringe 'across his forehead. Then
he felt around in his inside jacket pocket for his wallet; his hands cane out,
instead, with a neatly fol ded piece of lined yell ow notebook paper

He unfolded it, dimy recalling what it contained. On canpus earlier
that afternoon, with nothing else to do, he had attenpted to enunerate his
troubles, listing themin the order of inportance they held for him He opened
the note and read it:

. Inmpotence w th Anathae.



2. Ennui with respect to job I'mdoing. After only three nonths?

3. The opinion of others, notably Mss Bradnorton, that |I'mcontributing to
t he delinquency of a mnor. (Contributing to " 1" above?)

4. Am | beconing an al coholic? (Contributing to "1"?)

WIllis scomed at the note, pulled a pen fromhis shirt pocket, and wth
no further ado scribbled out item4. He had, of course, intended to outline
possi bl e solutions to these probl ens when he had witten them down, but had
not had time to think of any.

Abruptly he said, "I think I'd better go."

"Il drive you," Hawthorne said, knowing WIIlis had agai n not brought
his car. "It's just a couple of blocks out of my way fromhere."

"No, thanks,"” WIlis said loudly. Then softly: "I need the walk to sober
up. The cold air and ever'thing. 1'd gag on this coffee-O Leary's is worse
even than the Automat's. Any way, for all | know, Ana could be in ny head

right now an' pop, justlikethat, mght decide to jus' whisk me honme at any
second. "

"Now, WIIlis-"

"Nope, nope, won't listen to reason-'m goin' now.
And with that, Professor Baxter wal ked a circuitous path around the tables
bet ween hinself and the door and, throwi ng on his canel-hair coat and
buttoning it up, disappeared through the exit. The fell ow Hawt horne had
t hought mght be listening to their conversation put a dollar bill on the
counter and, not waiting for his fifteen cents change, wal ked out after him
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Forget your wool ens, dear reader? Then let us skip, forth with, to Wllis
Baxter's apartnent, avoiding the chilly trudge from O Leary's, thus:

WIllis slamed the door so hard the entire apartment shook. He stonped
the remai ning snow off his feet, glared at the girl-denmon sprawl ed on his
couch, threw down his briefcase, and stal ked into the kitchen

During his short, cold-but still not sobering-walk fromO Leary's, he
had stopped a fewtinmes to pull the piece of yellow notebook paper fromhis
pocket, snort, shake his head, fold it up, and put it back again. He had been
particul arly bothered by the ridiculous thing he'd had sense enough to
scribble out. Sure, he was perhaps drinking a little too nuch-but, at the sane
time, he had nore problenms now than he'd ever had before, so if he could find
even a little respite fromthemby taking a couple of drinks, that was
perfectly normal. He'd seen al coholics before, and he sincerely pitied
t hem grubby unshaven nmen in greasy trousers who shouted obscenities after
t hose who woul d not give them noney when they were panhandling for drinks.
Even though (he grudgingly admitted) he could use a shave now hi nsel f, he had
sense enough to know he wasn't |ike them

"You lie around naked like that all day?" WIIlis half snarled, half
slurred over his shoulder at Anathae, reaching far into the refrigerator to
retrieve a glass decanter of prem xed martinis. "Got nothin' t' do?"

Anat hae, in the other room sat up slowy and stretched, her long tresses
falling back to reveal her small horns. During the past three nonths she had
shared WIllis's bed and board, his trials and tribulations, triunphs and
victories-and, nost recently, his spate of inpotence and ill-hunor.

"What would you like me to do, WII?" She floated toward himon a cl oud of

sul phurous vapor, her dainty hooves barely brushi ng agai nst the carpet as she
stretched again. "Shall | whisk away all the snow outside? Shall | change the
wal s of Mss Bradnorton's apartnment to glass? Shall |-"

"Anat hae!" WIIlis snapped.

"Sorry," she said

He took a gulp of martini straight fromthe decanter. \Wat the hell
he'd had enough to drink at O Leary's to make hi mdrunk but not quite enough



to provide the warnmth he had needed for that trek through the snow. As long as
he al ready was drunk, he might as well have a little nore to help himthaw
out. He turned, |ooked at Anathae, shrugged apol ogetically, then wal ked past
her back into the living room

"I"'msorry, too," he said. "It's just ny problem And. . . oh, hell,
it's just that things are so, well, humdrum Over at Powhattan. Ever since ny
pl ansh-ny plans for a decent curriculumstarted to be realized and my probl ens
at the division were strai ghtened out-"

Wllis broke off and took another deep drink; he turned in tinme to see
Anat hae come out of the kitchen-fully clothed. Her |ong green dress brushed
agai nst himas she sat down on the couch

"Do you mean to tell me," she asked, "after you' ve realized one of your
life's anbitions-to head the division- that you' re bored?" She curled up
agai nst the armof the couch so that her small firm breasts bul ged appealingly
from her | ow cut gown.

WIllis sank into his purple easy chair and considered his martini. "I'm
top man there an' all | do is push paper. Sonehow, | thought it would
be-di fferent. You know? Back when | was just a professor | thought the problem
with the people who were running things was jusht that they |acked
i magi nati on. Now | unnerstan'. | see what it's like. Mst the stuff | dea
with's got nothin' to do with education. Water pipes bustin', Student Union
activities, registration, makin' sure the student store's got enough erasers.
Nuthin' to do with education

"And the nmenos! Who was it said, 'Blast the menos, full speed ahead!'?
Damed nmenps. People coverin' their ass in paper. Yes, really, that's all it
i s. Nobody can do anything by word of nmouth, gotta put it down in witing in a
goddam neno before you can get anything done. And then it's no guarantee.

I nstead, mpst tines you get twenty nenos back for every one you put out."
WIllis's shoulders drooped as he set his martini on the table beside him He
covered his eyes with one hand and | oosened his tie with the other. "I don't
have tinme to teach. O to learn. O nake |ove."

"I know," Anat hae said-and regretted it imediately.

WIllis | ooked at her, then turned away, teeth clenched, to stare out the
front wi ndow at the frozen | awn which stretched out to the street. His sullen
and angry thoughts chased each other for a while but then | ost thenselves in
the corridors of his mnd, and in a short while he. was sinply staring at the
street.

"My whole life's been at Powhattan," he said. "Ten, going on el even
years, but it seenms like my whole life. Every day |'ve wal ked those canpush
paths, eaten in the Shtudent Union, worried about canpush problens. And
sometines my own." He shook his head and sighed. "An' next week | got to go to
anot her stuffed-shirt faculty party. | got the job and | gotta do it. | just
wonder, sonetines, howlong | can go on like this."

WIllis | ooked down at the tie in his hand; he vaguely renmenbered having
| oosened it and pulled it off. Wth a small disjointed notion, he dropped it
on the carpet and turned back to Anathae. "There's a whole world out there,
Ana! Isn't it mine, too? O is it |ike Thoreau or Pound or whoever it was
said-that we all lead lives of quiet deshperation?”

WIllis gestured toward the wi ndow, indicating all the world outside, and
as he | ooked that way again he saw a rather portly woman coming up the wal k.
Gonna hafta keep ny voice down, he thought, smirking, if I"mgonna lead a life
of quiet desperation. He put a finger to his lips to shush hinself, then
started to search about on the floor for the decanter, which he had put aside
along with his martini.

Anat hae stood up abruptly. "She's going to knock at our door,"
i n a whisper.

WIlis's el bow knocked over the decanter as he turned to Anathae. "Wo
i s? What ?"

"I read her thoughts," Anathae said, tracing a denmonic synmbol in the air
and nuttering those words which WIllis could never recall after she'd said

she said



them Al at once she was dressed in a nodest yellow suit and confortable
patent- | eather boots. Her hair was nmomentarily electrified, then reassenbl ed
itself into a neat bun at the back of her neck; only a few curls renai ned

| oose at the hairline to hide the small horns.

Wth a few nore indistingui shable words and a gesture in WIllis's
direction, the decanter of martinis and the resultant spill disappeared
entirely.

"She's com ng here because of me," Anathae said, trying to pull WIllis
into a sitting position. "Because of that nosy Mss Bradnorton, really, but
never mnd that. Listen, you can't be drunk. She'll-"

The doorbell sounded its three descendi ng notes.

"Coming!" Anathae called brightly, then turned back to WIllis. "Please,
WIl. This could be inportant. She nustn't know you've been drinking. She's
from some county agency and coul d cause grief I'msure you'd just as soon
avoid. Don't say anything. And don't breathe on her!"

"I won't say a word,"” WIIlis assured her. He smiled inanely and settled
back in his chair, which (unfortunately) fell over

"Beel zebub!" Anat hae said. She nuttered and made another sign in
WIllis's direction, righting both WIllis and the chair, then turned to open
t he door.

At the threshold stood a slightly plunp worman of about forty with curled
grayi ng hair, nodest makeup, and a plunb-colored suit one size too small.

"Good afternoon,” the woman said, holding out a gloved hand to Anat hae.
"I"'mglad to find you at home-1'm Ms. Hayward, Julia Hayward, of Soci al
Services."

"Yes?"

Julia Hayward stretched her dark-painted |lips into a smle and, inasnuch
as Anathae was not really barring her way, stepped across the threshold into
t he apartnent and gl anced around.

"Well," she said quickly, "a concerned citizen called our departnent
about your wel fare-Ana? - yes, Ana. You seem ol der than | expected. Anyway,

' msure you can understand one citizen's caring about the situation of
another. This person felt you were perhaps not receiving proper care. |
bel i eve you are the ward of WIlis Baxter?"

"I was," Anathae said, casting WIllis a secretive and threatening |ook
"until | came of age. My parents passed away sone time ago. He's ny cousin,
twi ce renoved. "

"Your cousin," Ms. Hayward said with a nod. Turning to Wllis, she
sai d, "How do you do, M. Baxter?"

WIllis | ooked up at her and smled like a cat who had just raped a
canary and was trying to conceal the fact.

"He's not feeling well," Anathae said, drawing Ms. Hayward to a chair
on the far side of the room "He's been working very hard at the university
all day and had to wal k hone in the cold-you can never find a cab when you
need one. | think he's coming down with flu. Or perhaps pneunonia."

The wonan stifled a gasp that came out as a choke, then hastily pulled a
handker chi ef from her purse.

Ms. Hayward, a well-meani ng woman, had a secret phobia that she m ght
catch some dreadful disease fromone of the people she had been assigned to
hel p-a phobi a which was never far from her thoughts.

But after only a slight pause, she continued bravely, "My! Well, let ne
get right to the point then. Ana, ny department is responsible for mnors who
have problenms. Some minors are in a position where they're too enbarrassed to
admt they have any problens, if you know what | mean." She glanced at WIllis,
t hen gave Anat hae a neani ngful stare.

WIllis | ooked at Ms. Hayward, then at Anat hae.

He smil ed.

He chuckl ed softly.

He | aughed.

He tried to stop



But, uncontrollably, despite dark gl ances from Anat hae, he began to
gi ggl e-sone necessary part of his inhibition had given way. The fact that his
behavior could only lower Ms. Hayward's all-inportant opinion of himonly
made the whole matter seemeven funnier to him and he nelted into hel pl ess
mrth
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"Awk!" WIllis said as he suddenly found hinself standing and then, again
involuntarily, in a stiff-legged shuffle, wal king out of the room Ms.
Hayward' s frowning attenti on had been too much on WIllis for her to notice
Anat hae's gesture in his direction or to hear the words she whi spered.

Anat hae sm | ed unevenly at Ms. Hay ward. "He gets nervous when he has

di arrhea,"” Anathae said by way of explanation. "I think he is com ng down with
sormet hi ng.
"Now, where were we? Ch, yes-ny welfare. WIllis, I'mafraid, is the

victimof the gossip of some malicious busybody-I1'm sure you know the type. He
doesn't share the details of his life with his neighbors, and as a result |

suppose they find themeasy to msinterpret. | know | nust look a bit young to
you-1'm al ways getting carded in bars and suchlike- but, as | said, | haven't
been his ward since | cane of age. Still, he was kind enough to take me in

when | needed it, and since we're related | see nothing wong with ny keeping
house and cooking for him™

"Now, my dear, | never said, never hinted, that there was anything
"wong' with your relationship with M. Baxter-"

"Prof essor Baxter, actually,"” Anathae corrected. "He's head of the Arts
and Sci ences Division of Powhattan-you can check that out, if you I|ike.
assure you, if there's any question as to his respectability-"

"No, no," Ms. Hayward said, "you m sunderstand. | never said there was
anyt hing wong. This was just a report we had, which | am supposed to check
out. Provided you're of age-"

Anat hae sneezed violently. "I have ny birth-achoo! -excuse ne-ny birth
certificate around here sonewhere, if you don't mind waiting while | | ook for
it." Anathae coughed and added, "Sorry, Ms. Hayward, but neither Professor
Baxter nor | took the inocul ati ons when they were of fered-1 hope you're not
going to catch sone dreadful disease fromus or anything."

Ms. Hayward trenbl ed, spreadi ng her handkerchi ef over her nouth, as
Anat hae went to a nearby desk, opened a drawer, and pulled an official-Iooking
photostat fromit. Ms. Hayward had been too concerned thinking about the
gernms she was certain were surrounding her to notice the novenent of Anathae's
lips and fingers before she opened the desk

Anat hae sneezed again, bringing the hand which held the paper to cover
her face. Ms. Hayward knew it wasn't particularly |ogical but she thought she
could feel tiny flu (or pneunobnia?) gerns crawing all over her, so she waved
t he paper away.

"No, everything seens to be fine here. I"'mcertain this is a fal se
report. Besides which, | amterribly susceptible to colds and things |ike
that, and ..." She paused, then raised her voice so that WIlis could hear in

the other room "So nice to have net you, Professor Baxter!" She continued to
Anat hae, "And the synptons for what you have sound absol utely dreadful!"

The girl-denon nodded synpathetically as Ms. Hayward got up, wal ked to
the door, and |let herself out.

Anat hae wal ked to the wi ndow and watched Ms. Hayward start up a
gol d- and- bl ack Opel and speed away at a velocity which exceeded the nmaxi mum
prescribed by law in this nei ghborhood.

WIlis returned, and Anathae turned to | ook at him

"You saved ny tail again," he said, the residue of enmbarrassed anger
underlying his voice, "but what if |1'd wanted to save it mysel f?"



Anat hae sat wearily on the couch. "WIlis," she said, "if you won't talk
sensi bly-don't talk."

He started to reply, stopped, then nodded and nade an effort to sober
up. "Ckay-what do you think caused all that?"

"I already know," she said. "Qur nosy neighbor, Ms. Bradnorton. She
turned in that report. | know, WIIlis, because |'ve been inside her nmind, too.
She told Ms. Hayward- anonynously, of course-that you were screwing a m nor
But she didn't use such delicate terns."

WIllis seemed to be considering this, and so sober were his
consi derations that he hardly slurred his words when he finally spoke. "If she
succeeded in bringing charges or in having charges |ike that brought agai nst
me, the newspapersh woul d al nost certainly get hold of it. Then the university
woul d have to fire ne. I've told themny 'ward' is staying with me, and
whet her they believe it or not they've so far been willing to | ook the other
way. | don't shuppose you know if she's tried to report me to the university?"

"Just a minute, we'll find out,"” Anathae said. She traced a rhonboid
sign in the air and whi spered a few guttural words, and a hol ographic vision
glowed at the center of the room

It was Henrietta Bradnmorton herself! She stood staring as if she could
not see where she was, as though she were in a dark and unfamliar place and
therefore afraid to nove |l est she trip over some unseen object.

"No," Anathae said after a nmonent, "she hasn't done anythi ng about
reporting you to the university-not because she hasn't wanted to but because
she knows she's the unknown quantity there. She thinks the people at the
uni versity woul d not believe her or, if they did, wouldn't do anything about
it. If she could find the handle to the brush, she'd | ove to snear you
t here-but she doesn't even know how to go about it.

"Now | ook at her, WIll-really |look at her." Anathae obviously had to
concentrate to maintain the apparition. "Can you see the lines that have
deepened around her nouth? Even careful tweezing and nakeup don't hide the
sadness about her eyes. She's not quite old but no | onger young-and coming to
realize that older is the only thing she can get, the only way she can nove
t hrough ti ne.

"She's dyed her hair the same brunette it was when she used to deny nen.
The pity is, she'd love to have a man - there are few she'd deny now, but none
are asking. She'd love to go to parties all the tine as she sees us doing, and
she'd love to have a job Iike npst everyone else's-out in the norning and hone
at night. But she's locked into a tel ephone selling job that keeps her in her
apartment all day. So she takes what entertai nment she can.”

"Li ke hangi ng out her wi ndow and tending to our business,” WIlis said as he
sank back down into his chair and | ooked away from Henrietta.

He did not |ike what he saw as an accusi ng expression in her eyes. Her
presence, even in this form seened to say to him Aha! WIIlis Baxter! You
child nol ester and cl oset pervert! Look at that girl-just |ook at her! She's
young enough to be your daughter! You think you' re doing her any kind of
service by-

"CGet her out of herel™ WIlis croaked. He felt very tired and shut his
mnd's ear against Henrietta's whining voice. "It's bad 'nuff she sends
anonynmous conplaints to the county, but every time | go out or come in, just
about, she's peering at me like a bat out of a cave and likely as not
screachi ng sonet hing 'bout inmorality or dishgrace!"

Anat hae waved a hand at the vision, which pronptly di sappeared. She got
up of f the couch, sat down on the armof WIlis's chair, and put a hand
lightly on his shoulder. "It seens | cause you a lot of trouble, WII."

"You're worth any anount of trouble, Ana," he said truthfully, but
thinking of the third point on his list of problens, which he realized could
be related to the first, he added, "but it wouldn't hurt any if you | ooked
just a few years ol der."

But Anat hae, whose eyes sparkled to the hunor of sone inner joke, did
not really hear him "If you want, | could really take care of her so she'd



never do anything like this again."
"No," WIlis said. "Not worth the bother." He realized his chance to

broach the subject had cone and gone. "I just wonder where it'll all end," he
munbl ed. He gave up on the attenpt to overcone the effect of all the liquor he
had consuned, |eaned his head back on his easy chair, and fell into an uneasy
sl unber.
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Take note: Love is alive in the world. And it is witten-right here in front
of your eyes, dear reader, if nowhere el se-that There |Is Someone for Everyone.
And if that means Cupid can be, on occasion, capricious with his darts, so be
it.

Reverend Smith had had no trouble following WIllis Baxter to his
apartment/Well, minor problens only: He had to stop in the cold each tine
Baxter stopped to consult a paper in his pocket. A treasure map? the reverend
wondered the first tinme this happened, his brain being a bit addl ed by the
freezing cold. Then Baxter staggered on and Smith trudged after him On his
way to an assignation? Smith theorized a little later, with a bit nore |ogic,
when the professor seened to be | ooking at the paper again. Smith was
begi nning to wonder which of them m ght freeze to death first-Smth's coat was
undoubt edly the warnmer but Baxter had the advantage of several strong drinks
to his single beer (for which, he reninded hinself, he had been forced to
leave a fifteen-cent tip for fear of |osing the professor)-when WIllis turned
and trudged up the walk to his apartnment.

Not | ost on Smith was the sight of the drapes being pulled back at the
apartment across the way and a worman glaring at the professor fromthe w ndow
thus unsheathed as Wllis did a series of little forward-and-backward
two-steps in an attenpt to get his key into the |lock. The drapes snapped shut
as the professor finally succeeded in gaining entry.

Ah, Smith' thought, soneone who m ght be in the know.

After checking out the name on the mail box, he went up to the door of the
apartment across from Baxter's and knocked. In a short while it was answered
by Henrietta Bradnorton.

"M's. Bradnorton?"

"M ss," she replied.

"M ss Bradnorton," he anended. "My nanme is Smith - the Rev. John Snith.
May | cone in? 1'd like to talk to you about your nei ghbor, Professor Baxter
I won't take nmore than a few mnutes of your tinme. Please?"

Henrietta | ooked at Smith skeptically at first, but then stepped aside.
"Come in, Reverend. For a few m nutes, anyway."

What was that you said? Not exactly lines from Roneo and Juliet, you
t hi nk? Perhaps not. Indeed not, for after extensive research your author nust
report that the protagonists of the Inmmortal Bard's romantic play were ycl ept
Mont ague and Capul et and, further, that no one naned Bradnorton or Snith
appeared in that Elizabethan entertainment, not even as Supporting Characters.
So nuch for that.

And yet fromlittle acorns great saplings growto coin a cliche. Before
passi ng judgment on this inauspicious beginning, we rmust consider how these
two view each ot her-how their psychol ogi es and separate needs intertw ne and
even, if we mght say it without offense, enbrace.

Henrietta Bradnorton was not all that bad to | ook upon, really, although
in truth the bl oomof youth was no | onger upon her. Yet it had not been al
that |ong since men pursued her, were spurned and dropped her |ike a hot
(strike that, make it cold) potato-proving, if that old Russian adage was to
be believed, that they did not really I ove her. (The ol d Russian adage: "Love
is not a potato. You can't throw it out the wi ndow. ") Wile she had never
shown her di sappointnent with respect to the way things had gone in her
| ack-of love life, it did not necessarily follow that she had never felt it:



She had felt, at tines, as if she had been thrown out the w ndow

Mor eover, her activities as a busybody had conme upon her as a result of
her relatively recent isolation-for where, indeed, was she to nmeet a nan of
her own age and inclinations or find entertai nnent while chained to a
t el ephone sales job? And why shoul d she watch The Guiding Light or As the
Wrld Turns when there was real-life drama in the apartnent across from hers?

Now she saw before her a man, as young as she considered herself to be,
who, because of his Calling, she nmight be able to trust.

And that man, a mail-order reverend and at nost times a small-tine con
artist, sawtwo things in Henrietta. As a neighbor of WIlis Baxter's who
seened to keep her eyes open to the activities of the professor, she was a
potential source of information. But as a worman, now that he beheld her up
cl ose, she was sonething nore personal. Smith mght |ack inmagination in sone
quarters and fail to follow through on some of his thinking in some areas, but
t he bedroom was not one of these. He had | ong had a yearning for mature femal e
conpani onshi p-there were nore joys to life, after all, than collecting
basebal | cards-but his true calling, that of a con man, in which he constantly
had to be prepared to nove on beyond the reach of the Iong armof the | aw, had
ere now denied himthe opportunity for a |ong-term nmeani ngful relationship.

Yet John Smith knew, fromthe nonent he first saw her, that somehow he
was | ooking on her with nore than just passing lust-just as surely as he knew,
by the way her hand rested gently upon his as she led himinto the front room
that she had nore than a passing interest in him

Speaki ng of which, let us return:

"M ss Bradnorton-"

"Henrietta, please.”

"Yes. Henrietta. And you nust call me John." Pause.

"Wel |, about Professor Baxter. You see, | was wondering-"

"Imoral . That's what he is. That professor. She lives with himthat
teenage girl. And | can tell, by his eyes, he's doing terrible things to her
Terrible."

"Yes, |'msure. But [|-"

"Terrible things," Henrietta said. "I've done all | can, even calling
Soci al Services. Fornication-1've tried, as God is nmy witness, |'ve tried to
tell them™

"That's why |I'mhere, Henrietta. | want to help."

"Yes," she said, nodding, "you |look |ike someone who'd try to help."

"I am Henrietta," he assured her, noving closer to the divan, daring to
touch her armwith his other hand.

"You know, " she said, "it's not as if she was old enough to handle a
relationship like that. One can understand, as one gets ol der, how things |ike
that are nore acceptable with a little maturity. | mean, there are sone
st andards of decency, after all."

"I agree, wholeheartedly,” Smth said, still touching her arm "You're a

mat ure worman, Henrietta-you understand a | ot about these things."
"Those terrible depraved things they do."

"Yes, | can well inmagine. W can both well imagine."
"Ni ghts they spend together-"

" Al one-touchi ng, holding each other, I|ike-"

"Yes."

Let us draw the curtain here, dear reader, although things are just
starting to get interesting and even though it night be said (and, in fact,
l et us come right out and say it) that dormant passions in Henrietta
Bradnmorton and John Smith have been aroused and both are being swept along in
their wake.

Very wel | .

Dor mant passions in Henrietta Bradnorton and John Smith have been
aroused and both are being swept along in their wake.

And that, really, is all that need concern us, inasnuch as we've al



been through far too many |lyrical descriptions of |ovemaking in our reading
matter to need any nore.
What matter that, in a few nonents, the ersatz reverend and nosy
nei ghbor will begin an enbrace that will end only when both are di srobed and
lustily getting to know each other-in the Biblical sense, of course? Need each
conj ugal push and shove, each joyful shout of "John!"™ or "Henrietta!" or
"Deeper!" or "Harder!" or "This is wondrous delight, my |ovel" be described in
graphic titillating detail? Mist each tender caress of breast and thigh and
face and buttock, each nibble of |ip and ear and throat and areol a be paraded?
| ndeed, not.
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President Joel T. Mellon | eaned forward onto the polished surface of his
mahogany desk from which his graying hair and the lines of his clean-shaven
face reflected in alnobst mirror inage. He eyed John Smith, who sported a worn
bl ue suit.

"Am | to understand, M. Snmith, that you intend to publicize this
i nformati on?"

Smith, who now knew that "sixteen will get you twenty" was not a bet,
pushed his fingertips through the lush velvet on the arnms of his chair. He
felt ill at ease amid all the opul ence of this French-doored office. He could
see snow falling outside.

"Not if you don't want ne to, sir. Well, after all, the university-and
you- have been aware of Baxter's illegal behavior toward this mnor for quite

some time now. It would |l ook very bad in the news-very bad."

Mel I on sat back in his leather recliner. He eyed a cigar which lay stil
wr apped on the desk next to sone papers but made no move to pick it up

Smith paused for effect. "What | really wanted to di scuss with you was .

grant noney. As | see it, a 'grant' to ne for nmy work in anal yzing but not
publishing this story should run somewhere in the nei ghborhood of five hundred
dollars.” Smith tended to think small as well as being unaware of the fact
that regul ar research grants averaged between one thousand and ten thousand.

Presi dent Mellon's glance did not waver.

"Do | et us speak openly, M. Smith. W are alone, so | feel | may speak
frankly.'" Mellon sat forward; his eyes glittered. "M. Snmith, this university
won't pay one red cent in extortion." He pointed a blunt finger at Smth, who
reddened. "You do whatever you like with what you know, but don't ever cone
onto this canpus again-or you'll |eave wearing gray."

Smith rose slowy, then went to the coatrack to get his heavy overcoat.
When he reached the door, he turned in tine to see Mellon lighting his cigar

Smith said, "Think onit, M. Mllon. You may change your nind."

Mel I on puffed on the cigar, then pocketed his lighter. H s face was as
cold as carved stone.

"Cet your ass out of here," he said.

Smith left, so he neither saw nor heard the university president push
the button on his intercomand say, "Sally, | want to speak with ny friend
Chief of Police Daniels. Wuld you buzz me when you have himon the |ine?"

Al t hough he had been disconfited by the i nmedi ate and di sm ssive
response he had received fromthe university president, the Rev. John Smith
was not dismayed. It was al ways possible that the president m ght change his
m nd, particularly when he found out Smith wasn't bluffing. In the nean tine,
what "M. Snmith" had failed to do, "Reverend Snith" mght be able to
acconplish in sonme other way.

Wth a careful turn of the knob, so as not to disturb the badly cracked
wi ndow pane, he opened the door to his basenent flat, a.k.a. the Holy
Tabernacl e of the Receivers of the Lord.

Because it served a dual purpose, it was not the sort of apartnent that
appeared to be lived in-the living roomwas filled with three rows of



har d- backed chairs, all facing a nottled green divan near the door to the
ki tchen. There was al so a John that worked, often as not. The floor was basic
gray cenent, the walls were hung with pictures of large-eyed children staring
up into hazy light and clasping their hands, and the rent was eighty-five a
nont h.

And the people awaiting himin this dimsanctified chanber? They were
none other than the cream of Powhattan's | ost and |onely.
Consi der, dear reader, Sinon Balfour-a senior after five hard years of study
and a notable failure with women. But the latter could soon become a thing of
t he past-since his association with the Receivers of the Lord, he had been
talked into taking a bath at |east once a nonth whether he felt |ike he needed
one or not. He had al so, on RotL advice, cached a half-gallon of Listerine
under his dormitory bed and was now so confident that he was considering
aski ng Susan Gates for a date.

And what of Susan Gates? Had she not, before her association with RotlL,
been terribly downcast? Indeed she had - with no group to belong to or at
| east none that felt the obligation to make her feel at hone, she had known
the I oneliness that only a young girl with thick glasses, pinples, and a size
twenty-ni ne chest could know. Now she could walk right up to any stranger and
start tal king-and although perhaps it mght be argued that it would be better
if she could find some subject other than the Way of the RotL, at least it
nmust be conceded that this was a step in the right direction

Then there was Arnol d Davies, who was perhaps the | east fanatical in
this Gang of Four, although he still had his reasons for liking Snmith. A big,
| unbering, muscled ox of a fellow, Arnold understood sports better than
peopl e, from whom he generally tended to shy away. His lack of a social life
had di sturbed himso greatly that his grades had started to suffer, yet
outwardly there were no mani festations to explain why he was the way he was.
In fact, Arnold was consi dered handsonme in a rugged sort of way and was
extremely well mannered. OF the group, he was the least inclined to agree with
the reverend on strictly religious grounds, although he was tractable enough
to suit Smith's purposes. But only Snmith knew why. In the frenzy of his
initial conversion to "the Way," before he had started to balk at the
reverend' s pronouncenents, Arnold had told himsonething he had told no other
person since he had come to the Powhattan canpus- that he had been a battered
child. The sharing of this secret made Arnold's feelings of friendship toward
the reverend stronger than any doubts he m ght have about the "truth" Snmith
said he wanted to spread to the world.

And | astly, dear reader, consider the fourth and | argest nenber of the
RotL in-group, Al an Bosnan. As his fell ow students at Powhattan got to know
him they began to say he wasn't bright enough to tie his shoelace and chew
gum at the same tinme. Eventually, however, the truth cane out; Al an wasn't
bri ght enough to tie his shoelace or chew gum |ndeed, whenever he sat his
massive formdown to eat in the cafeteria, it was possible to get an
even-nmoney bet that he wouldn't renenber to open his nouth. And yet, sonehow,
he had m racul ously managed to survive his sophonore year-no one, |east of al
his fell ow students, really understood how. It had been specul ated that his
over | argeness m ght have had sonething to do with it-even Arnold Davies | ooked
like a dwarf beside hi mbut since Alan always attenpted, nore so than any of
his companions, to remain friendly and cheerful at no one's expense, if any
teachers had passed himout of fear that Alan m ght sit on them the threat
woul d have
to have been considered no nmore than their own overactive inmagi nati ons. Mre
likely, the teachers had just felt sorry for him

These were the crene de la crene, as it were, of Reverend Smith's flock
they were the four to whom he had del egated the nmpst authority.

And it might be noted in passing that while Smith regarded the flock as
a neans of his own support, he had not altogether short-changed these four-he
had, however peripherally, helped themfind thenselves. At the sanme tine,
realize-as Smith did-that to find maturity, they only needed to break free of



the Receivers of the Lord. And that would, of course, present sonething of a
financial problemto Smith.

"Hey, Reverend, how re you doi ng?" Sinon asked, |ooking up fromthe
group whi ch was huddl ed over a Parcheesi board on the fl oor

Smith gave themall his beatific-that is to say, slightly daffy-smle
and told them "I'mdoing well enough, although I'ma little hungry and
depressed. |Is there anything here to eat?"

Bosnan, who'd brought al ong a dozen bol ogna sandw ches, as he often did,
now of fered a couple of themto Smith. Smth took them

"What's depressing you, Reverend?" Davies asked.

Sitting hinmself down on the divan to do justice to the sandw ches, he

said, "Well, you know the situation here well enough-"

"W need nore publicity," Susan broke in. "Hardly anyone came to our
last rally."

"Mmff," the reverend said around a sandwi ch, "I agree. But that's not
all that's bothering me. I'mworried over the state of this weary world we
live in, and, though | fear to confess it, |I'mbeginning to wonder if Good can
ever triunmph over EBvil init."

If this seened to shock at |east three of the four people sitting before
himon the floor, he knew quite well what he was doing. He let the fire of
practiced zeal conme into his eyes and, in the measured cadences he knew to be
so effective, unfolded his tale of woe. He had heard sone peopl e tal ki ng about
a professor at the university who was "possessed," but fearing not for his own
safety-"for | was then undaunted in ny faith, children"-he had gone to offer
his help in exorcising this demon fromthe "poor sinner." But rather than
finding a "m serable soul" contrite about his wongdoi ngs, he said, he had
found a virtual "den of iniquity"-the professor was "living in sin" with a
"poor, helpless strip of agirl."

If Al an Bosnan's concentration, never too keen, wandered back to the
Parcheesi board at this point, Reverend Snith now had Arnold Davies's
attention.

"A child nolester?" Davies asked. H s face darkened as painful nenories
pushed their way through his thoughts.

"I"'mafraid so, Arnold," the reverend said wearily. "But that's not the
worst of it. The professor wanted nothing to do with me, of course, but being

concerned about the child, | inquired about himanong a few of his neighbors.
And one of them a fine woman, told me she had been concerned about goi ngs-on
there as well. The things she saw and heard-but never mind, it's not

i mportant. She told me she'd reported himto the county. And only today they
sent a wonan out to investigate but"-and at this point Smith bowed his

head-"he... he succeeded in fobbing her off. It appears nothing can
be done."

"The bastards! Excuse ny | anguage, Reverend," Arnold said, "but they're
al ways able to do that. No one will ever believe-" He broke off. Tears were

brimming in Arnold' s eyes.
"There, there," Susan said, patting his shoul der, "there, there."
"That's not the whole of it, either,” Smth went on. "I went straight to
the university myself, to tell themwhat |'d heard-but | was shown the door
I"mnot certain whether it's just that they don't believe me or that they know

about it and don't care. Although, if you nust know, |I'mhalf convinced it's
the latter."
"We can do sonething about it," Sinbn insisted. "W . . . we can hold a

rally-a protest rally. At the university."

Rel axing a bit, Smith et hinmself be "conforted" by his Chosen Few and
finally allowed as how his faith had been restored by them

He told them he had to rest, however, and after a little consultation
with each other, the three of them Al an Bosnan had wandered out of the room
while Smith was tal king- decided to adjourn to the Student Union to do their
pl anni ng. They hoped, with such an issue, to get nore than the twenty- five
menbers of his little "flock" to participate-and possibly get sone beneficial



publicity for the RotL fromit besides.

Wap that around your cigar and snoke it, Smith thought at President
Mellon as they left.

He was taking off his socks when Al an Bosnan wandered back fromthe
John. "Sorry," he said. "Were' d everyone go?"

"The Student Union, Alan. To plan the protest rally."

"What's it about, Reverend? | tried to listen, honest, but it's easy to
forget."

"Just remenber what | said about Professor Baxter, Alan."

"Who?"

"Wite it down, Alan." Deciding to keep it as sinple as possible for the
gi ant, he added, "The man whose denon | wanted to exorcise, only he woul dn't
let ne."

* * *

Al an Bosnhan, |eaving Reverend Smith to his rest, licked his Iips and
concentrated hard.

If Smith wanted himto renenber what he had said about Professor Baxter,
Alan was willing to make the effort-even to the extent of taking his
suggestion and witing it down in big block letters. He wote:

1. Profesor posses by denon.
2. Get profesor for Rev. Smith.
3. Exercise denon

Al an, | ooking at what he had witten, decided that while there m ght
have been nore, he at |east had the major points down. He fol ded the paper and
put it in his pocket.
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Al t hough his nanme was involved, at first Wllis was only anused by the
pitifully small denonstration-or at |east one aspect of it: Wen the canpus
police came on the scene, and the denonstrators decided to | eave peacefully, a
slimfemal e student with gl asses seened al nost di sappoi nted when the tal

young security man had to let go of her

Rawl i ns, the grizzled Chief of Canmpus Security, asked WIllis if he
wanted to press charges; WIllis said no, and Rawins said this was just as
wel I, since then the newspapers probably woul d not carry anything about it.

O, if they did, not anything to be bothered about.

Al though WIllis was not altogether certain about this, he felt curiously
detached until he got into his office, opened his desk drawer, pulled out a
bottl e, and shakily poured hinself a drink

For the past three nonths he had lived in fear that sonething like this
coul d happen, but now that it had, he decided it was nothing he couldn't bear
The tim ng was sonewhat puzzling-he'd half expected sonething like this to
happen when Anathae had first started to live with him but when it hadn't he
had grown to think perhaps it never woul d. How t hese students had gotten w nd
of it, he did not know. But he hoped Rawlins would prove to be right and, if
the papers did pick it up, this would not start people talking.

At the end of the day he fortified hinmself with another drink and wal ked
hone. It was cold and windy, with the threat of nore snow hangi ng over him al
the way; his fingers had grown stiff by the tinme he got to the apartnent, so
he could hardly turn the key in the lock. But at last he did, went in, dropped
his briefcase, pulled off his muffler and coat and tossed them on the couch
"Anat hae! " he call ed.



She came out of the bedroom dressed in pale blue. "I have dinner for
you," she said. She pointed her dainty finger at the dining-roomtable, where
a steak di nner appeared, conplete with | ace tablecloth and three-tiered
candel abr a.

"Well," WIlis said, "it's certainly an advantage to have you around."

She sniled and touched his cheek. "You seemin a better nood, at |east."”

" Appear ances can be deceiving," he said. WIlis saw her smile fade. He
had been trying to work hinself up to the point where he could confront his

problemw th her. He couldn't quite do it yet but he still wanted to avoid
unnecessary and pointl ess argunents.

"Sorry," he nmunbled, sinking into his purple chair. "I didn't nmean that.
It's just . . . well, there was a denonstration at the university

t oday-against ne. Only twenty or thirty students were involved. Sone of them
were carrying signs accusing ne of immorality, although fortunately it wasn't
speci fic enough to nmention you. | can only shudder to think what m ght happen
if it got into the papers that students thought | was living with an underage
girl and that lady from Social Services saw it. She'd probably begin her

i nvestigation all over again, for starters.”

"They were here, too."

"Who?"

"A coupl e of denonstrators.”

"What? Tell ne about it."

Anat hae bent over him took hold of his arm and gave hima gentle tug
away fromhis seat. "Over dinner," she said. "I won't let them spoil dinner."

So they went to the table, and Anat hae slipped smoothly onto her chair;
as she did so, her dress changed to a | owcut black satin gown which clung
hungrily to her supple body.

"I't was nothing, really,"” she said, poking a fork into her Caesar sal ad.
"Four guys came and beat on the door, yelling about a Reverend Smith who could
save your soul. It was al nost anusing."

"What, exactly, did they say?"

"They didn't say-they yelled. But as you m ght expect people to yell if
they're really not sure anyone can hear-your know? They thought you m ght be
here but were pretty sure you weren't. Anyway, they said you were endangeri ng
your immortal soul, that you'd end up in sone special |evel of purgatory
before you broiled in Hell. That was when | started to get annoyed.”

" Annoyed?"

Anat hae nodded. "Not hi ng annoys nme quite so much as people pretending to
expertise when they really don't know what they're tal king about. Maybe they
really believed that nonsense, but it was the fact that they were so
sel f-righteous about it that bothered ne. That's when | turned all the water
toice."

"Water? |ce?"

"Qut in front of the apartnent, around the steps where it's been
shovel ed, " she explained. "They started slipping and sliding and grabbing hold
of each other for support. Then, after they'd fallen down two or three tinmes
each, they started to get angry at each other. To hear themtell it, there's
al so a special level of purgatory where people get broiled for not keeping
t heir damed hands to thensel ves when they can see the other fellow s
sli pping. "

WIllis laughed at the picture Anathae painted, despite hinself, feeling
mrth for the first time in several days. He forced hinmself to be serious. "W
do have a problem though, if this goes on nuch |onger."

"If it comes to that, WIIl, | do have docunents-they'd stand up in
court-to prove |I'myour ward. And the boy who delivers your newspaper knows
you sleep in the living room he's 'seen' you there and heard you snoring."
Seeing the inquiring look in WIllis's eyes, she said, "I've been aware of this
problem for some tine and |'ve been working on it."

"And cone up with part of the solution, if not all of it," WIIlis said.
"I's there any w ne?"



She gestured and spoke a few words, and a bottle of Chateau Ausone and
two crystal w negl asses appeared. WIlIlis poured.

"What |'d really like to know," he said, "is howthey got a line on us."

Anat hae took a sip of her wine. "It seens their 'Reverend Smth'-whoever
he is-heard about us somehow. The kids, at least, are in deadly
earnest-they're horrified that you're 'risking your inmortal soul,' as they

put it."

WIllis shrugged. "So what do they know?"

Anat hae savored the |ast few drops of wine fromher glass, then said,
"You don't sound very convinced, "

"It's not that," WIlis said quickly. "It's just," he went on, "that no
one knows what happens-after death. By what standards are we judged? Is there
a feather of truth against which our souls are wei ghed? You're ol der than you
| ook, so | haven't 'contributed to the delinquency of a minor'-although, on
some grander scale, | mght be guilty of contributing to the delinquency of a
m nor denon. "

Anat hae | aughed at the notion.

WIllis went on, "But the thing is, does our relationship, yours and

mne, fall into the category of 'consorting with denpons'-and, if so, do
automatically go to Hell?"

Anat hae | aughed again-it was a tiny tinkling bell. "Wuld you believe ne
if | answered your questions? After all, WII, | ampart denon."

WIllis smiled too, then | ooked earnestly into Anathae's dark green eyes.
"You wouldn't lie to nme, Ana. W know each other-I think we're coming to
under stand each other- but | have a problemthat affects us both, and we need
to talk about it. Let's start here-if you know the truth, tell ne."

"Al'l right," she said, "I'Il tell you whatever you want to know but |
don't expect you'll believe ne. Anyway, |'m not altogether certain that what
know edge | have could be |l abeled Truth with a capital T." Her eyes got a
faraway | ook as her pink tongue darted over her lips. "Let me give you an
exanpl e. You go off to some primtive country and neet a bunch of natives who
assune, because you can kill a wild beast with a noisy stick from sone
di stance, that you have the inside track on the Truth. If one of them asked
you whet her the idols they worshiped were really gods, what woul d you say? How
woul d you explain the universe to themand would you introduce themto the
nore sophisticated 'gods' of your culture? Your cosnology is nore conplete
than theirs- but what elenents of it are you certain of and what things do you
accept on faith? Do you know the difference between the two, and, if you do,
how do you make t he savage understand that difference?"

"You're saying |'mthe equival ent of a backward native?"

"Not at all," Anathae said. "Humans have a nunber of things which nake
t hem superior to denmons, not the | east of which are their potential to choose
to be for good or evil and their quest for know edge. But particularly because
of the latter, they have a | ot of preconceptions. There are a | ot of things
I"'mreally not any nore sure of than you are, although | have a few nore
certainties.”

"Well, try me with a few of those," WIIlis suggested.

"I"ve lived through a nunmber of civilizations here, WIIl, and each of
t hem had a whol e system wor ked out about what happened after death. Back in
Egypt, they thought a person's ka, the vital force, rejoined the Life Force
when they died. That was cl ose-sort of an 'oversoul' idea.

"The specifics-like the ka crossing the water and a field of rushes to
find an existence just like the one they'd left, or the Greeks' idea of
crossing the Styx to find a gemlit underworld, or the Hebrews' of a great
chasm bet ween Heaven and Hell-they were all wong. But the underlying idea was
sound. "

Anat hae paused to eat a bit of steak and a bite of bread, then went on
"So what, you want to know, are Heaven and Hell? They're all one place. Dying
brings your force back to the oversoul -but does it have anything to do with
the kind of life you led? You'll end up the sane, born blank as any baby.



Heredity and environment will shape you, although you can carry your basic
goodness or badness with you too. So look at it this way - you're basically a
good person, WIIl. Sometinmes your confidence falls and you think of yourself
as a nebbi sh, at which point you start |osing your tenper over nothing and
become a bit of a bastard. But usually you don't deliberately hurt people. You
have intellectual curiosity, honesty, and integrity going for you. I'd say
that's a good underthought to bequeath yourself."

WIllis stared into the candl e flane, which had grown brighter as the

dayl i ght outside the apartnent dwindled. "It sounds good," he said, |ooking
back at Anathae, "except. . . you're a denon, so there nmust be a Hell."
Her eyes glittered. "I told you you had preconceptions, WIIl. Wat you

call Hell and Heaven are just an alternate di nension which touches this

di mrension on the two sides where they match-a triangle and a tetrahedron. It's
possi bl e for inhabitants of that dinmension to cross over, or be barred from
crossing over, to this one by neans of the proper incantation."

Anat hae frowned. "I don't know about humans going the other way. | think
for soneone totally human to get there, it would require making a machi ne of
some sort on the other side-although don't ask me what kind because | haven't
got the slightest idea.

"Anyway, gods, devils, angels, denons-they're just words humans have
used to describe inhabitants of that dinmension. Magic is my dinmension's way of
creating balance in its portion of the nultiuniverse. 'Balance' is the
operative word- the nultiuniversal constant. | know magi c nust seem|ike
robbing Peter to pay Paul-but it's actually taking what Peter owes you, so you
can pay Paul, who owes the sane amount to Peter. O, actually, the ability to
perceive and utilize these bal ancing circunstances. So there are even limts
to magic. But in ny dinension, WIIl, there's a trenendous battle going
on- al ways has been-the nature of which even | don't fully understand. Except
that neither side wants to win it totally, because that would topple the
bal ance. |If what you would call the 'bad'" side |loses a particular battle, the
'good' side waits until the bad recovers to continue the fight. And vice
versa."

"What about,"” WIIlis asked, his forehead creased in concentration
"maki ng deals with the Devil for one's soul ?"

"Ah," Anathae said. "You know what | amhalf human, half denon. In that

di mrension, |'mon what you would call the 'bad' side-but |I'mvery ninor, as
you know, as denons go. My training was in naking mschief, not ininflicting
real harm But there are major denons, WIIl, and they'd gladly make deals for

your soul for a little sinple balance shifting-were all but One not
permanently | ocked into that dinmension now. But the souls they collected were
never tormented-that's propaganda, fostered by the major demons to give hunans
alittle tornent over on this side.”

"What happens to the souls they bargain for, then?"

"Your essence is your own-but you can give it up. If you make a magic
bond with a denmon for your soul, your essence, the denbn can claimit after
you die. They nerely clean your personality out of it, so that it can be
brought into their dinension, and then they use it."

"They 'use' it? Whatever for? Do they wear it, pretend to be human or
sormet hi ng?"

"No. "

"Then what do they use it for?"

Anat hae' s voi ce was al nbst a whi sper: "Wall paper."”

"You woul dn't kid me, would you, Ana? | nean, this isn't the stock joke
denons tell when soneone asks about Hell?"

Anat hae shook her head fromside to side. "I said you m ght not believe
me, WIIl. But think about it. It's either the truth or ariddle - nortals
never could tell one fromthe other. But don't let thoughts of retribution in
the Netherworld or those kids with their half-baked dogma bot her you-your soul
is in no danger fromnme."

WIllis | ooked into her youthful face - a face which all logic told him



was thousands of years old and yet which did not | ook a day over sixteen. The
breasts which peeked fromher satin gown, indeed the line of her slimgraceful
body where it curved in and out, broadcast adol escence. And that was it, the
basis of his Problemif only he could bring it up with her. It was not
somet hi ng, he knew, which could be inproved by the new positions she had
suggested. The probl em he was having with this chil d-woman was deeper

i nterwoven with her slender, alnost childish figure and a resenbl ance he had
cone to note, of late, between her and his niece, Mribelle, who was just
fifteen and who lived with his sister in El kridge.

Anat hae had even, in this conversation, conplinented himfor his
honesty-yet still he could not bring the topic up. It's not her fault, he told
hinself. So he sniled at her, and after they finished their nmeal, they went to
bed. And this tine, because he wanted so nuch to nake love to her, he al nost
made it. Al npst-but not quite.

"Perhaps,"” he said to her in the darkness, unable to keep the
frustration out of his voice, "we're seeing too much of each other."
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John Smith glanced nervously out past the flowered sheet that served as
curtain for the front wi ndow of the Holy Tabernacle of the Receivers of the
Lord, a.k.a. his basenent flat. Qut side it was disnmally cold, and the only
peopl e he saw were sone well-jacketed girls walking briskly in the direction
of the university canpus. The wind was bl owi ng, and piles of dirty snow
nounded t he si dewal ks.

"Must have given himthe slip," he muttered and went to the folding
table that served as a desk as well as a dining table. Smith shivered and sat
down, and al nost junped when a key clicked in the front |ock

But he recogni zed the three bundl ed figures who canme in. Sinon was
recogni zabl e by his Navy peaj acket, although his face was bound by a bright
plaid scarf. Susan, by the glint of her snudged gl asses beneath her hood; she
cane in, stanped around the floor to clear her Adidas, and took off her jacket
to reveal her jeans and waffl e-weave undershirt. And the | arge bundl e of
cl ot hes about the size of a small sail which noved in after themand easily
cl osed the door which was forever jamming with a gentle push of his giant paw
woul d have to be Al an Bosnan

"Did you see anyone outside?" Smth asked.

Susan rubbed her hands briskly and gl anced at Sinobn, who sat on the
floor to unlace his boots. "That guy who was aski ng questi ons about you? No."

Smith got up and began to pace. It had been a | ong tune since he had
been within such easy reach of the law. That the man was a pl ai ncl ot hes cop he
had no doubt, just as he was certain that this occasion was not brought on by
ordi nary coi nci dence.

Never one to admit his own mstakes, even to hinself, the idea that he
had overstepped his bounds in trying to blackmail the university-sown the w nd
to reap the whirlwind, as it were-sinply did not occur to him He saw hi nsel f
as someone's victimsomeone who had sold himdown the river. Not any of his
flock, although he had considered that as a possibility. He'd gone out to make
a buck-and-run into nmisfortune in the formof the man in the black coat who
seened to track himeverywhere. The reverend did not have enough noney to
effect a hasty exit fromthe Conmmnweal th, so he couldn't even run. And who
was really at fault here?

"WIllis Baxter!" Smith growed. H s voice was so gruff that the three
others turned to look at him "He took no heed of your denonstration. And
nmust say you botched the publicity by leaving too early."

The Herald had run nothing at all, the Post only fifteen lines next to a
girdl e advertisement-and the thrust of that had been that a bunch of religious
nuts was attenpting to harass a university professor who was too good-nat ured
even to press charges.

Si mon hung his head. "W tried,"” he said, "but nost of the girls we



tried to convince thought it was too cold to hold a denobnstration, whereas the
guys thought it was 'cool' of the professor to live with that sixteen-year-old
- nost of 'em had seen her around and said they'd be glad live with her, if
they coul d. "

Wien Arnol d Davies was around, Smith tended to use the child-nolester
angle, but with these three he knew it was better to stress a nore religious
aspect. lgnoring the fact that he'd overheard Baxter saying he'd felt
"possessed,” Smith inwardly congratul ated hinself on his sudden inspiration to

change course: "If you nust know, when |I first heard that that professor m ght
be possessed, | was disbelieving. I, who have never doubted the Great Spirit,
doubted H s Adversary. The nore | think about it, though, the nore convinced
becone that this Baxter is evil incarnate, a dealer in dammed souls, a

veritable Priest of the Devil Hinself!"
When he spoke like this, the three got a glazed look in their eyes. He

turned his eyes upward inploringly and said, "I"'mtrying to do Good and he's
using his devilish influence to try to have nme run out of town. He's a Priest
of Satan, | say!"

He sat down wearily on the couch and put his face into his hands. "Who
will rid me of this troubl esome priest?"

WIllis brushed snowfl akes of f his coat, stanped his feet on the wel cone
mat in front of his door, and wal ked into his apartnent. "Anathae!" he
shout ed.

The professor went into the living room the study, the bedroom the
bat hroom and the kitchen-she was not in the apartnment.

"Ana!" he called halfheartedly. "I"'msorry," he said to the enpty
apartment. Then he-found the note in the bedroom on his fol ded trousers.

Dear WIIl, it read. Maybe you're right that we're seeing too nmuch of
each other. | hope you don't mind if | say, even though I'll only be gone for
alittle while, that | already m ss you terribly! Anathae.

Just that norning, a Saturday, he had awakened to find her sl eeping
peaceful |y beside him He'd wanted to wake her, unsay what he'd said the night
before out of frustration at his own failure-but he had to go back to the
canpus to bring hone sone files for review, sonme papers to grade. He had to
busy hinself with something because tonight he had to go to that faculty party
over in the new Bl akely Menorial Building at the edge of the campus.

And now she was not here.

WIllis glanced at his watch. He dreaded going to the party, yet dared
not be late. He-did not feel he could put up with the gossip he was al ways
subj ected to, the kowtow ng and jockeying for position and proni nence anong
the professors and their wives and their pitiful attenpts to make the proper
i mpression. Worst of all, there would be plenty to drink

It was not that he considered the idea of his being an al coholic any
nore seriously, but WIlis had begun to realize that he drank too often and
too much, and that his becom ng drunk often had | ess-than-desirable
consequences.

He moped around the apartment for a couple of hours, not finishing the
nmeager ampunt of work he had assigned hinself. By seven o'clock, Anathae stil
had not returned.

There was no point in worrying. Besides, he decided, if she didn't want
to be with him she didn't have to be.

Now t here, he thought, is the true illogic of ny position. First | tel
her we're seeing too nuch of each other-then | feel rejected because she takes
me at my word. Oh, ny Anal

WIllis sonberly dressed hinmself in a dark suit and went to the Bl akely
Merorial Buil di ng al one.

"Ch, Professor Baxter, do cone in. Everyone el se seens to have arrived
already." Dean Crommell Smith's rotund wife, Adivia, took WIlis's hand and
drew himinto the sparkling chandelier-lit room "Have an hors d'oeuvre," she



sai d, adjusting her silver-gray w g.

WIllis obediently took a tiny hotdog in a bun froma |arge pewter tray
along the wall. He sought desperately for sone ploy to escape AQivia Snmith
who had a habit of grabbing unattached professors and cenenting herself to
t hem
"That's a lovely green pantsuit,"” he said, watching her eyes shine with
the conpliment. "And what a novel idea- you and Gertrude Twill wearing
practically the same thing."

Ms. Smith peered into the crowd of men which had formed, as it always
did of late, around Trudy Twill. "Wy, so we are," Ms. Smith said faintly.

"OfF course, she's much too thin these days-poor girl. Another twenty or
twenty-five pounds and her clothes wouldn't hang so. O course, that |ean
hal f-starved | ook seens to be 'in'" these days."

WIllis | ooked at Certrude to assure hinself that she had not been
wasti ng away; nost nen would call her figure voluptuous, but he had to concede
she might | ook thin al ongside Ms. Smth.

"You go and enjoy yourself, Professor Baxter-but please do ne a favor.

seemto have spilled sonmething on nmy jacket. If you see Cromwel |, assure him
I've not snuck off with the new bi ol ogy professor but have only run hone to
change. "

WIlis nodded as Ms. Snmith hurried toward the cloakroom then anbl ed
forward |l ooking for a friendly face. At last in his wanderings he cane upon
t he corpul ent person of Larry Hawt horne, talking with Peregrin Forsythe
(Mat hematics), Frank Petruccio (Chemistry), and Davi d Rosenhei m (Economi cs).
The wives of the three latter gentlenen-all full professors save Petruccio,
who was an associate professor - were glittering in chiffon-and-sequin evening
attire.

"dad to see you," Hawt horne said, |ooking unconfortable in the jacket
and tie he wore. "You know Professor and Ms. Forsythe - we were just
di scussing the inmportance of mathematics to the general -di pl oma student."

"You al one tonight?" Perry Forsythe asked. "I've heard you have a |ovely

ward." He snoot hed back his thinning hair as though he thought that
Anat hae m ght sonehow appear fromthe woodwork. To hinself, WIlis had to
concede this was possible if unlikely.

"That girl's a bit young," Ms. Forsythe muttered to Ms. Rosenheim The
t hree worren sipped from stemed gl asses, then began to talk in | ow voices to
each ot her.

WIllis, who had intended not to drink tonight, snared a gl ass of whiskey
froma passing tray and tossed it off. He felt an anger so cold that it burned
hi s cheek.

Ms. Forsythe snickered; Ms. Petruccio sneered; Ms. Rosenhei m|aughed.

WIllis took a second glass and, as he felt its contents entering his
stomach, was able to nod at what the professors were saying to Hawt horne, just
as though Ms. Forsythe's renmark had not been heard and the conversation and
| aught er whi ch foll owed had not been about hinself and Anat hae.

The three professors and their w ves nmoved off just the slightest bit,
and Wllis was effectively alone with Hawt horne.

"Easy, WIIlis," Hawthorne said, observing that WIlis was downing his
third drink in quick succession. "You don't want to get as blitzed as the | ast
time | saw you, at O Leary's. If ny nenory serves, you were three sheets to
the wind at the tine."

WIlilis felt hinself relax. "l suppose that's about as cl ose as one could
cone to a quick sunmation-and even there you night be a sheet short."

The ot her professors and their w ves turned back to WIllis and Hawt hor ne
intine to hear Hawt horne asking, "So what have you been up to lately?"

"The usual humdrum stuff,” WIIlis answered, considering taking another
drink fromthe liveried waiter who paused nearby with a heavily | aden tray.

But he had hinsel f cal ned down and deci ded agai nst easing the waiter's burden.
"Everything's so under control at the university, | could take a sabbatica
and there'd be no ripples in the water."



"Didn't know you had any research projects under way," Professor
Rosenhei m sai d conversationally. He held his wife's armrather tightly, WIllis
not ed; she seemed about to say something, but a frown from her husband had
frozen her lips shut. WIlis was sinultaneously saddened and anused; he
real i zed Rosenhei m was hol ding her in check. It was both funny and sad because
it was the sort of truth one does not care to | ook straight in the eye: Even a
full Professor of Econom cs does not want his wife insulting the Chairman of
the Arts and Sci ences Division-and the reason had nothing to do with whether
t he professor m ght agree or disagree with the insults his w fe m ght nouth.

"Actually,"” WIlis said, nmore to cover the silence than because the
conversation interested him "it's been one of ny lifetime desires to travel,
see in person sonme of the German and Bal kan manuscripts. Unfortunately, a |ot
of things have kept nme fromthat."

"Alot of things," Ms. Petruccio whi spered under her breath to Ms.
Forsythe, "or a pair?" Ms. Forsythe reddened.

WIllis managed to keep his own features under control and, after a few
m nutes, to excuse hinself. He made his way toward the exit and al ong the way
got another |arge glass of anber l|iquid, which he quickly downed w t hout
tasting.
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WIllis hardly noticed the cold as he staggered through the snow, he was too
busy imagining all the things he thought he should have done and said. Like,
"And what the hell is that supposed to nean, Ms. Petruccio?" for starters.

He coul d al nbst see her turning to smle sweetly and say, "Beg your
pardon? Are you addressing ne?" and his quick retort that he had not been
aware of any other Ms. Petruccio in the room

And then a | ecture on how those who tal ked behi nd ot her peopl e's backs
did so in an attenpt to nmake thensel ves feel superior-but that the very act
was a revelation of their own pettiness. He could have told her to replace
j eal ousy, spite, and naliciousness with grace, hunor, and goodw || toward
one's fellow human bei ngs.

Al nmost satisfied with that, he mght well have added that his
rel ati onship with Anat hae was none of her goddam busi ness, condemmed her for a
mal i ci ous gossi p, and even pointed out that since he had survived for
thirty-seven years wi thout her approval or good opinion it was unlikely he
woul d need either in his lifetine.

He was within a few bl ocks of his apartment before he thought of another
good one. He could refer to the Biblical Book of Numbers-which was filled with
phrases |ike "And Ezekiel knew his w fe, Rebecca, and she bore unto hima son
Almtar, and Almtar becanme of age and he knew Samant ha, who bore hima son,"
etc.-and then offer her sone advice fromone of the great philosophers. To the
harsh icy wind, WIllis said, "Ms. Petruccio-know thyself."

But by that point the col dness had at | east sobered hima bit and he was
just as glad he'd had enough control to say none of these things. "Because,
Ms. Petruccio," he whispered, "that would bring nme down to your |evel-and
find it hard to inagine anything nore pitiful than that."

VWhile WIlis Baxter was trudgi ng ever homeward, Al an Bosnan studied a
little list.

You do recall Al an Bosnan, do you not, dear reader?

Al an Bosnhan was no Al bert Einstein, nor Manny Schwartz for that matter
but he had heard the reverend say the denonstration run by Sinon and Susan had
been a failure. Alan, studying his list, made a huge intellectual |eap and
felt he understood why this was so. It had not succeeded in getting the
prof essor for Reverend Snmith. It had not succeeded in getting the professor to
exerci se



Deep down inside, Al an Bosnan wanted very nuch to make a good i npression
on Smith. Al his life, Alan had tried very hard to do things for people he
considered his friends- only to have them backfire, usually because he had not
qui te understood what the friend wanted. This frequently resulted in "instant
former friend"-no water need be added.

For exanple, the friend who had unthi nkingly expressed the desire to be
able to fly without an airplane. Al an had picked himup and tossed himthirty
feet and could not understand why, thereafter, he avoi ded Al an's conpany.

O the football coaches at Powhattan. Al an's size and strength had not
gone unnoticed. Although he'd never played in high school, the coaches were
certain he could be turned into a holy terror on the football field.

And, indeed, they were partly right-he was a holy terror on the field.
The coaches had been his friends and he had tried to do what they wanted. Wat
they wanted, they explained, was for himto tackle the man carrying the ball
Whi ch he did. Regardl ess of which team had the ball. Regardl ess of whether the
person carrying the ball had on a football uniformor was wearing a
bl ack-and-white-striped shirt.

Whi ch di scouraged his coaches no end.

Al an sat considering the Iist he had witten in large block letters. He
did not want to make another, simlar mstake again.

"WIl?" Anathae's voice drifted toward hi mon waves of perfunme as he
opened the door. He peered through the soft |light that seened to emanate from
t heir bedroom then pushed the door shut behind him

"Ana!" he said brightly as the grandfather clock struck a single ding,

i ndicating eight-thirty. "You in bed already?" WIllis cane into the bedroom
staggered only slightly, to see Anathae arranged in the enticing altogether

"You can't say we've seen too much of each other today! Did you mss ne
as much as | nissed you, WII?"

WIllis sighed, sank down onto the bed, patted the green coverlet. "Yes,

| mssed you-very nmuch. Jus' foun' out tonight-1 just found out. Don't
care-this is what | jus' found out-don't care what those ninconmpoops think
Think you're a child. Think I"mscrewing a mnor-an i moral, |echerous cad.
CGot sone satisfaction-told "emoff. Well, alnost tol' 'emoff but decided

was better'n that-'cause, pish, talkin" to them tryin" to talk to 'em it's
like trying to explain howto drive a stick shift - to a cranberry."”

Anat hae rose to press her body against his; her creamy face brushed his
stubbl ed chin. "Forget them WII," she said "Let ne help you forget."

She began to unbutton his shirt.

"Them'n' their catty remarks. So | just wal ked out. Because | spent
years-you hear nme, Ana?-years caring What People Thought. Suddenly, tonight,
wham it hit ne- what do they matter? Do | kick up ny heels and die if | don't
have their good opini on?

"Freedomlike that-realizin' | had freedomlike that could nmake me a hero.
could be one, y'know. Mbst people, they just won't let the hero outa

theirsel ves. Just don't believe it's there, is what."

WIllis ranbled on while Anathae slipped his shut off, struggled with his belt,
then pulled his zipper

"Let "embite! | don't care. Let 'embite all they want. They wanna be snakes
i nstead of heroes, let "em|'mimune to their venom"

WIllis got an angry frown on his face. "Only thing bothers nme's when
they tal k about you."

Anat hae sat up fromthe job she had undertaken. "About me? What about
ne?"

WIllis said, "Too young for ne an* follown' me down the path of sin."

Anat hae | aughed nerrily. "Four thousand years doesn't nake ne a spring
chicken, WIl. As for sin-well, sex has gotten a |ot of bad press but so has
al nost everything el se that's enjoyable.”

"So true,"” WIlis said and sighed. "And here we are, steeped in
nmeddl ers, wai st-deep in gossips. On one level it doesn't matter, but on the



other han' it's like spending eternity sloshing around in sewage. There's
gotta be something better. Got to!"

WIllis managed to keep one eye open as Anat hae began to untie his
shoel aces. "Hey, sonmething | been nmeanin' to ask you for a long tine."

"What ?"

"How cone you-l mean, how cone you | ook as young? As you do? |'ve always
wondered. Fifteen or sixteen or seventeen or so."

Anat hae dropped one of WIlis's shoes to the floor and began untying die

other. "l decided on that a long time back," she said with a smle. "I could
use illusion to | ook any way | wanted, of course, but that's a strain. So,
deci ded when | reached sixteen human years that | |iked the way | | ooked and

put a stop to it there."

WIllis closed both eyes again, nodded, lifted his foot. Plop, went the
ot her shoe.

Anat hae tugged and his trousers canme down. She gave hima gentle push
and he fell back onto the bed. She folded his trousers with care, placed them
on a chair by the bed, covered WIlis, and clinbed in beside him tw ning her
arms around him "Don't worry, WIIl. Things will get better - perhaps
tomorrow. You just wait and see." She waited for WIlis to reply.

A few m nutes passed and then WIllis, ever so gently, began to snore.

It should perhaps be noted in passing that the faculty party went on
without WIllis. But if his early departure provoked a few comments, it was as
not hi ng conpared to the gossip which was circul ati ng on the Powhattan canpus
by the follow ng norning about a few others who had been in attendance.

It seens Ms. Forsythe had gone home with Associ ate Professor Petruccio,
Ms. Petruccio with Professor Rosenheim and Ms. Rosenheimw th Professor
Forsythe. Indeed, this was nothing new to them they had been engaged in this
"modern" activity with each other for close to a year

But heretofore their nonmarried pairings had al ways been conducted with
some measure of discretion-and two of the three wi ves had been so quick to
pass on tidbits of gossip about others because they wanted to divert any
suspi ci ons about inproper behavior away fromthensel ves.

They might flirt with one another at parties, and indeed the wi fe of one
professor mght sit on the I ap of another professor on such an occasion
wi t hout anyone necessarily being the wiser. As proof of this, they had done so
many times before.

But begi nning about nine in the evening at this particular faculty
party, something even they could not |ater explain to thenmsel ves had seened to
make themthrow all caution to the winds. All three of the wives were seen to
be giving nuch too passionate kisses to entirely the "wong" professor, while
t he professors were observed being much too familiar with their hands on the
bodi es of entirely the "wong" wives. As if this were not enough, Ms.
Forsythe had made it quite plain, within the hearing of others, what she
i ntended to do with Professor Petruccio when she led himfromthe party, while
Ms. Petrucci o and Rosey had been found totally conproni sed by the Rosenheinis
baby-sitter - the daughter of Powhattan's Assistant Dean for Planning and
Resear ch.

What was it that nade them behave in this way? Wat, indeed?

There is an old saying: "Those who mess with the bull may get the
horns. "

Could it be, dear reader, that the same mi ght be said of denons?
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Don't worry, WIIl. Things will get better - perhaps tonorrow. You just wait
and see, she had said to himthe night before. It had come to himas froma
great distance.



Sunday norni ng, through nothing Anat hae had done, turned out to be warm Gone
was the threat of nore snow, and replacing it were blue skies and puffy
cottonball clouds. Although the norning paper forecast a 50 percent chance of
rain, nowhere was there even a hint of precipitation. So to that extent, at

| east, the day was better.

WIllis stooped to pick up the paper and inmediately regretted the action
- the nmovenent started his head throbbing again. That settles it, he thought.
No nore booze for me. Me closed the door-very gently-and noved as slowy and
soundl essly as he could back into the |lonely apartment. He was frowning,
partly because of his hangover and partly because he realized that Anathae
was, for the second tine in as many days, nowhere to be found. He could not
recall any other norning in the past three nonths when he had not awakened to
find her in bed beside him

He was angry at hinmself. He should have told her, the night before, that
he did not really feel they were spending too much tine together, instead of
falling asleep on her. He now realized how nmuch a part of himshe was, how he
had grown used to her conpany and conversation-and how he had dreaded the
possibility of |osing her.

He nmade a slow turn through the apartment, as if he night have
over| ooked her on his first creep through. He found the note in the bedroom

Dear WIIl, it read. Guess |'d best be away again today. Wiy don't you
relax? Watch a little TV-WIlis would have snorted had he not been convinced
this woul d be disastrous in his present condition; he didn't want to hear
someone chewi ng chicken with rubber teeth, much |l ess a noisy Sunday TV
programor read a book? Just forget about the university for a while and maybe
things will be better for us tonight. Ana.

WIllis put the note aside and sighed.

CGetting dressed took nmore effort and concentration than usual, and when
he finally got out to the kitchen there was no hot breakfast waiting in the
usual place. "Dammed Cheerios,"” WIlis nmuttered, picking themup individually
as he spilled themover the rimof his bow. After searching through the
drawers, he came up with a clean spoon; then, after another expedition, he
| ocated the sugar bow in the back of the cupboard; there was no regular mlk,
so he combi ned half-and-half with skimmlk. H's solitary breakfast was not
equal to the sumof its parts

I'd make it up to Ana if she were here, he thought. By "it" he actually
meant several things-his foul hunor of the past few weeks, his behavior the
previous night, and all the things he'd done in between which had served to
keep them apart.

At this noment the doorbell chimed, and WIllis smiled through the pain
this caused him She's back! Their life together could begin anew, on a
sweeter note than it had ever been before. "Ana!" he said on his way to the
door. WIlis was surprised, when he threw open the door, to behold riot
Anat hae but sonmeone he did not know at all. It was a student. A very large
student-at | east 350 pounds of. mnuscle on a seven-foot frane.

Surely, dear reader, you've not once again forgotten Al an Bosnan?

"Yes?" WIlis said uneasily.

"Professor Baxter," Alan said. "I cone here to pick you up for alittle
exerci se." The gargantuan student picked his knuckles up off the floor of the
porch and laid a hand the size of a breadbox on WIlis's shoulder. "You don't
want to come," he said, "I'll just have to pick you up and carry you."

"Exercise?" WIlis said incredulously. "Carry me? Wat are you tal king

about ?"

"I never could explain things too good," Al an said apologetically. "I
didn't want to, | never done nothing like it before, but | guess | gotta do
this."

Before WIlis could speak or nmove, Al an tapped himlightly on the jaw,
using just the snmallest part of his strength.

WIllis spun around three times, careened off a wall that had been ten
feet behind him tripped over a stool, his easy chair, the couch, brought down



a lanp and a picture when he bounced off the other wall, slipped on the rug,
and finally slid under the coffee table.

Needl ess to say, he renenbered none of this-he had been unconsci ous
t hr oughout the whole trip.

WIllis swam about in celestial ether for an eternity or two, playing
ki ckball with the stars, chatting up a pretty planet, riding conmets; he knew
everyt hing of space but nothing of tine.

When he awoke, the first thing he noticed was that he was on his feet -
atruly extraordinary experience after all that swi nmm ng about in outer space.
Wozily, he attenpted to |ie down-but a |large set of hands, he suddenly
noticed, was gripping himfirmy. Furthernore, he realized he had a burlap bag
over his head, and it snelled awf ul

"Deep knee bends, Professor,"” a voice he recognized as the overl arge
student's said to him "You do sone deep knee bends for nme no w."

WIllis's knees buckled as the | arge set of hands pushed down on his
shoul ders, then his legs straightened out again as the hands tightened to pul
hi mup again. He got the idea; he did a few deep knee bends.

"Five, uh, uh, six, uh, uh,” WIllis said, "I don't, uh, uh, uh, think I
uhn, ungh, argh, can do, ungh, argh, blurgh, any nore."

"Reverend Smith said you got a denmon in you and it should be exercised."

WIllis, panting heavily, asked, "You sure, hunh, hunh, hungh, he didn't,
hoog, hooog, ahuga, say exorcise?"

WIllis did two nore deep knee bends before the hul k he sensed beside him
sai d, "Maybe. What's the difference?"

"When you, uh, uh, exorcise, ungh, ungh, hoog, you, ah, uh, | can't-I
gotta stop. Phew" WIlis panted, gasped, sweated, choked, and rasped until he
caught his breath. "Perhaps," he said at last, "you should take me to Reverend
Smith-to see if this is really what he wants."

"Ckay," Al an said cheerfully enough

He grabbed WIllis by the arm forcing himto run-which he did until,
exhausted, his | egs gave out.

He felt hinmself being hoisted into the air and draped over the nonster's
shoul der.

The fell ow carrying himopened a door as WIllis returned to his senses,
wonder i ng whet her he had passed out or had just fallen into an exhausted
slunber. The burlap bag was still over his head, and it snelled, if anything,
wor se.

He heard Al an exclaim "Reverend Smith!" followed by a rustling sound as
someone in the roomapparently junped up. It might have been nore than one
soneone-but a man's voice said, "This, uh, this is not, er, what it |ooks
like."

WIllis was set down, none too gently, onto a chair. Yes, there were
definitely two people here. It sounded as if they were busy doi ng somnet hing
with belts and snaps and zi ppers.

The man's voice continued, "This is our |atest convert- her experience
was so, so, well, so intense that she, uh, like the Biblical nmen of the Ad
Testanment, rent her clothing-r- and mne as well "

"That's right," a curiously famliar female voice said.

"...and then-and then she had, uh, a stroke, yes, a stroke, and | was

giving her artificial respiration. However, Alan, | don't think you should
mention this to anyone-I may be a hero but I'monly a hunbl e preacher, as you
know, and I don't want to brag. Even though, as you can plainly see, |'ve
saved her life."

"Yes," Al an said.

"Wuld you nmind telling me," the man's voice continued, gaining in
authority now that it was no | onger naking explanations, "who this person wth
the bag over his head is and why you've brought hi m here?"

"It's Professor Baxter," Alan said, renoving the burlap bag from



WIllis's head. "I brung himfor you."

"Henrietta Bradnorton!" WIIlis exclainmed. There she sat, on a di ngy
mattress, still putting a T-shirt on over her bare front. Her eyes wi dened in
surprise

"John," she said, "what's going on? Wy has Professor Baxter been
brought here in this way?"

"Ah, just a little overenthusiasm Henny, |I'msure. These things
happen.” He stepped toward Al an and pulled himaside; thinking of the
pl ai ncl ot hes man who had been following him Smith's whisper to the |arge
student was harsh. "You know they can throw away the key on you? Even if he
were a kid, we'd need a relative's pernmission to kidnap Baxter, witten
consent to assault him Now you go off half-cocked-"

Al an began to burble-which is to say, tears cane to his eyes and he beat
his | arge hands on his chest and made a nournful wailing sound. No sense could
be made fromwhat he was trying to say.

"Never mind," Smith said. "There, there, | shouldn't have been angry.
I"msorry, Aan."

"Wuld you mind telling me," WIllis asked, "what's going on here? I'd
like to know, too."

Reverend Smith sighed, |ooked at Mss Bradnorton and at Al an, and said,
"We're going to try to rid you of your denon, Professor."

WIllis eyed Smith dubiously. "You' re not going to junp on me and tear ny
cl othes off, are you?"

"No," Smith said. "Different strokes for different folks. Al an, nake
yoursel f useful - tie Baxter to the chair he's sitting in."

Dutifully, Alan tied WIllis to the chair.

"Henrietta," WIlis pleaded, "have you gone mad? | know we're not
exactly the best of neighbors, but how can you permt this?"

M ss Bradnmorton | ooked at Smith. Even though this was entirely
unexpected, and despite the fact that it seemed wong to her, she realized
Smith was her Man and that she nust stick with him right or wong. "Do what
Reverend Smith wants, Professor. |I'msure he means no harm I|f he says he can
rid you of your denon, |'mcertain he can do it."

"I assure you, Henrietta, and you too, Reverend Smith-1 am not possessed
by a denon." As he spoke, WIllis tested his bonds. Quite tight. He could turn
his chair over with no trouble anytime he decided that the best place for him

to be was on his nose on cold concrete. In the neantime . . . "Now, conme on-no
harm s been done. My jaw s a little sore, but 1'Il forget about it--untie ne
and we'll pretend this never happened. | won't even call the police."

Smith | ooked at himfuriously - WIllis had not the slightest idea why.
Then the reverend turned, runmaged about in a pile of knickknacks by the
toilet, and, grunting with satisfaction, pulled out a dull and tarnished cross
and thrust it in WIlis's face. "Depart, denon, the body of this poor wetch-
depart, servant of Satan! "

WIlis clenched his teeth. This was ridiculous and intol erable. He
needed a drink. This whole situation was beyond beli ef.

The fact that he had forbade Anathae to read his mnd now entered his
m nd. Wi ch neant she couldn't save him

But that was all right too, he decided. He would get out of this
[ udi crous ness on his own hook. He wouldn't call for help fromher even if he
coul d.

Whi ch only proves gentle reader, that pride goeth after a fall as well.
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"So after | damm near ran himdown," the cab driver was saying, "he runs
around to the other side and hops in-with, s'help ne, a pig in a pearl-gray
suit!™”



But the driver's favorite anecdote was totally | ost on Anathae, daughter
of Ptenagh, who was consulting a mirror in her purse in disbelief. Coursing
down her freckled cheeks fromm sty eyes were genuine saltwater tears.

Bael zebub! Denons weren't supposed to cry!

She wanted to grab sonet hi ng-anyt hing-and hurl it out the wi ndow. She
knuckl ed her eyes dry, tried to review sone of her favorite forms of m schief,
and then |l ooked in her mrror again. The tears were fresh

As the driver ranbled on about sone ventril oquist who used a pig,

Anat hae buried her head in her arnms and sobbed quietly. How ironic-and al
this time she had been the cool one, always under control, always having the
upper hand. She had known she'd had some fond feeling for the | ovable

kl ut z- but now she had played in the quicksand too long and it was sucking her
under .

It had hit her while she had been shopping at the Qutlet in Fal nouth;
she'd been in the perfune departnment jockeying for position anmbng severa
ordi nary humans when the realization cane to her. Here she was in a suburban
shoppi ng center, being so disgustingly human-and loving it because it was what
t hat absent m nded, al coholic, bookish boob with chalk dust on his hands wanted
of her.

So she forgot about the perfume-she wanted to rush back to WIlis, hold
himin her arns, and nake hi m understand. She had been on the verge of
transporting herself back to the apartnent when she felt the wetness coursing
down her cheeks and, on inmpul se, had hailed the cab instead. She wanted to
tell WIlis about these things but she didn't want to do it with tears in her
eyes; she would need tine to regain control of herself.

For four mllennia she had thought she had been happy at this point in
her devel opment. WIlis, however, for all his faults and probl ems, was maki ng
her grow up. She had been called to Earth many tinmes by nmany magi ci ans-al ways
to be used for their greedy ends. She had not m nded this-indeed, she had cone
to expect it of humans and had al ways had her own fun, granting each of them
his wishes while ofttimes playing tricks on themin the process.

Wth WIlis, though, it was different. She had known that practically
fromthe start, of course-it was the extent of the difference, her |ack of
control over the situation, which bothered her now If only, she thought, he'd
confide in nme. If only he'd tell nme what is bothering him If only ..

But that was what the tears had been about - that, and how gl ad she was
that she had a human side. She wanted to reach out to WIllis, to tell him how
her relationship with himwas throwi ng new Iight into her darkness-but he
woul dn't let her touch his mnd. And she had reluctantly agreed to keep her
di st ance.

Anat hae put her head back agai nst the seat of the cab, tuned out the
driver, and let the tears course down her cheeks.

And | thought Hell could be hell, she thought.

Previ ously, John Smith's nmethod of deprogranm ng had been sinplicity
itself. He stashed his kidnapped victimusually a boy or girl of about college
age-in a hotel roomand, before their parents arrived, nmade a deal with them

He al ways painted a graphic picture of howit could be done the "hard"
way and then went on to tell themthat he did not care what they wanted to
beli eve-only their parents wanted to change them He just wanted to make
money. |f they would go along with him spend a few days in the hotel, watch
some nice programs on TV, go to their parents and spout a little antireligious
propaganda, he woul d give them 25 percent of his fee. They could cl ock sone
hours in their beds, get sonme of noms apple pie in their stomachs, and, as
soon as their parents dropped their guard, they could split-with a few bucks
in their pockets.

Most of them outraged at their parents' attenpt to change them nade
the deal; the ones who didn't, shrugging off outrage and materialistic gain
| est they have even a small setback in their spiritual devel opment, he gave up
on and let their parents have, taking only part of the noney.



H's entire career in religious deprogramming lasted only a bit nore than
six months. His recidivismrate did nothing to enhance his reputation, and he
has undone when the inevitable happened - a few of the young nmen and wonen
wi th whom he had cut a deal found their parents to be, if perhaps m sguided,
nonet hel ess acting out of |ove and broke down and told themthe truth.

But as he had del ved deeper into these religious cults which were
scraping the flotsamoff the vast ocean of Anerican adol escent discontent, he
di scovered how nuch these charl atans and shysters were raking in with a few
glib words about God and Love.

VWhi ch convinced himto purchase a divinity degree and go into the
religion business hinself.

Only now he was back-involuntarily, to be sure-into sonmething |ike
deprogramm ng. He decided to try his old tack, or at |east a slight variation.
He got Henrietta to go to the Catholic church for some holy water and Alan to
scout around for other RotL nenbers and then began his pitch to WIlis.

"I"'mnot enjoying this, Professor. What | really want is to make you a
wel | man. But you won't even adnmit you're sick--when only the other day I
overheard you saying you felt you were 'possessed.' Still, I'mwlling to
concede that you're not possessed by a denon."

WIllis's eyebrows shot up in surprise.

"Let's nake a deal, Professor. |I'msure you want to get out of here-and
I'"d like to let you go. |I don't even care if you go back to that young girl
you're living with. The thing is, I've told my foll owers-sone of them anyway
- that | believe you' ve been possessed by a denon. If you'll give that a
little lip service, let nme performa ritual exorcism then junp up and
renounce your denon, naybe even call ne a great nman of religion and healing,
I'"d be able to attract nore followers. Once | started showi ng a decent profit,
I'"d cut you in for 25 percent. |I'ma reasonable man, Professor, no crazy
Charlie Manson. | just want to nake a buck-and I do it by naking people fee
happy and fulfilled and giving them something to believe in. That's not such a
bad thing, is it?"

WIllis | ooked at himw de-eyed. "You-you nean you're not a fanatic?"

Smiling down at himin a friendly fashion, Smth confessed, "G acious,

no. | just get nore attention if | act that way."
"You're not going to fall on ne and tear off all ny clothes?"
"No. "

"Then we can tal k reasonabl y?"

"Most certainly.”

"I can't talk, tied up like this."

"Sorry," Smith said. "W have to make our agreenent first."

"I need a drink."

"Wsh | were in a position to offer you sonething besides water."

"Never mind, then." WIllis was quiet for a while. "Listen, | couldn't do
what you want - because | really do have a denon-"

"Don't be ridiculous."

"-and if | go about 'renouncing' her, |1'd hate to think what m ght
happen. My denon, you see, is half hunman, and |I'm not possessed by her."

"First you say you are possessed by a denon, then you say you're not.
Wul d you nmake up your-"

"No," WIlis said patiently. "At no point did | say | was 'possessed by
a denon-you said that. | said | had a denmon, and that's a different matter
And | think, | really think, that being the case, you should start considering
t he possi bl e consequences of your actions. Because if she gets ticked off at
you-"

Smith sighed and held up his hand, indicating that Wllis m ght just as
wel | stop tal king-and so WIllis did.

"I was afraid of sonmething like this,”™ Smith said. "My course is set.
I'"d like to let you go, but I'mafraid |'mgoing to have to make a show of it.
Just keep babbling |like you were and maybe | can convi nce you you're not
really possessed.”



"I know I' m not possessed-"

"Yet you say you have a denon-"

"That's right. | have a denobn, the denon doesn't have me. And if ny
denon gets angry with you-"

They were interrupted by Alan, who |l ed Sinon and Susan into the room
Si ron, who had heard the |ast part of the conversation, was saying in his
zeal ous way, "You cannot threaten us, Professor. W' re not afraid because the
Lord is on our side."”

"I have to admit | admire your bravery," WIlis said to themall. "You
do seemlike the sort who nmight rush in where even an angel might fear to
tread.”

"Thank you," Sinon said smugly.

Susan said, "Don't thank himhe's insulting us, Sinpbn. Haven't you ever
heard the phrase 'Fools rush in where angels fear to tread ?"

Al an picked WIlis up, chair and all, and shook him "Don't do that no
nore," he said to WIlis, whose brains felt scranbled in the shaking process.

"Sure, fine, anything you say," WIlis said. And even though he knew
that, having asked Anathae not to read his thoughts, it was unlikely she would
hear him inside he was scream ng, Anathae! | need you! Help ne! Anathae!
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In all her four thousand years Anathae had never, until now, known either
hel pl essness or fear. She had paid the cab driver in the mddle of his
anecdot e, sonewhat to his annoyance, finally gotten her tears under control
and nmade her way up the walk to the apartnment.

The door was standing ajar.

WIllis never left the door open. Not even when he was blind drunk

She wal ked i nsi de.

The living roomwas a ness, with clear signs of a struggle. Various
pi eces of furniture had been overturned, a picture had fallen to the floor
and broken gl ass had scattered where it fell. The lanp, too, had been knocked
over.

A violent struggle.

"WIllis?" she said and got no answer. "WIIlis?" she said again, tears
once nore com ng unbi dden to her eyes.

Anat hae reached out with her mnd-but even her magic had its
l[imtations. At his request, she had not entered WIlis's thoughts for many
weeks. If he were in sonme famliar place- say, the university or Larry
Hawt horne's or O Leary's-she m ght have been able to reach him But he was,
obvi ously, somewhere el se. And she, who could go anywhere she cared to in an
instant, could not go to WIllis if she did not know where he was.

Agai nst her will, the thought entered her mnd that WIllis mght even be
dead. That, too, her magic would be unable to deal wth-she m ght reani mate
his corpse but the thing which lived inside his body would not be WIllis. Not
even denon magi c could reach into the oversoul and w thdraw the essence which
had once been Wl lis Baxter

Anat hae bit her lip. She might have made a foolish m stake. Like WIIis,
she had never considered Reverend Smith or any of his followers to be any kind
of a real threat. They had, both of them al nost |aughingly dismssed those
"fanatics" out of hand.

But now, with WIllis mssing and the signs of a violent struggle al
around her, Anathae was not so sure. There was such a thing as a dangerous
religious fanatic-some even had del usi ons about being God' s avengi ng angel s.
If such a one thought God had told himWIlis should be destroyed

It was hard to put thoughts like this out of her mnd. For the tine
bei ng, however, she told herself she mght still hope WIllis was alive.

Anat hae sat down on the floor, in the nmddle of the mess, nuttered a few



wor ds, and nade a conpl ex gesture.

Bef ore her appeared a ghostlike figure of her lover. It made no sound;
it cane fromthe kitchen, a frown turning to the smle she knew so well as it
nmout hed her name. Her nane . . . ! She saw the ghost reach the front door and
open it; outside was a simlar phantom a human of massive proportions. The
two ghosts exchanged a few words, then the larger one dealt the WIlis-figure
a blow that sent himcareening through the living room doing all the damage
she saw about her. The | arge one canme in cautiously, shaking its head sadly,
put a ghost burlap bag over her ghost |over, picked himup, and carried him
with no effort out the door. The "act of viol ence" having been recreated, the
ghosts faded into nothi ngness.

But that had been what had happened-for all the good it might do her.

Arnold Davies, his fists clenched angrily at his sides, made his way up
the walk in front of WIlis Baxter's apartment. Seeing the door opened, he
wal ked a little faster and then broke into a run when he heard a girl's sobs
frominsi de.

He hit the door so hard it slanmed against the inside wall, alnost
com ng off its hinges.

As he glanced wildly around, he took in the girl-older than he'd
expected, but still quite young-sitting on the floor in the mddle of
overturned furniture.

"My God!" he said, with a conbination of pity and di sgust. Seeing no one
else in the room his anger quickly focused on what he saw, interpreted it,
and turned to rage. Between clenched teeth, Arnold asked, "Were is the

stinking sonofabitch who did this to you? I'll take himapart-I swear to God,
"1l kill the lousy bumwith nmy bare hands!"
Anat hae | ooked up at the stranger and al nost started a spell, but sone

i nstinct made her reach into his mnd to discover what his intent had been in
barging in. She cane up with an inmage of herself at twelve or thirteen
anot her of Arnold's strong desire to give Wllis a sound thrashing in
"def ense" of herself.

"Do you think you know ne?" she asked, braced to nmeet anything his
confused thoughts m ght show her

Arnol d | ooked at her with concern. "I thought you were younger. But
still, 1 was on ny way here to tell you you don't have to put up with this
sort of thing. | didn't know you' d been assaul ted-but you don't have to worry
about that anynore. I'Il protect you. |Is he here?"

Anat hae saw sone of the conflict in his mnd-the desire to give Wllis
the kind of beating he imagined WIllis had given her cooling to the nore
sensible wish to get her out of the apartnent for her own protection. A
proviso to this was the intent to return and "have it out"” with the professor
Then her probe reached through to the hidden chapters of his chil dhood, and
suddenly Anat hae was confirmed in what her instinct told her

"No," she said, "WIlis isn't here."”

The young man relaxed a little but said, "I'mtaking you away fromthis.
Reverend Smith will help you."

She pushed a little further into his mnd, discovered where Snith's
apartment - cum Taber nacl e was | ocated. Anathae quickly stretched her thoughts
in that direction.

. Anat hae!

It was WII! He was alive, but in trouble!

"I"'msorry, Arnold," she said. "I knowit's wong to do this, but I'm
going to make a few quick changes in you. | hope they'll be for the best,

because | owe you sonething for your concern. If |I'mdoing a wong to you,
apol ogi ze, but | have several pressing matters | nmust attend to. It's the best
| can do."

"Huh? Hey, how do you know ny nane?"

But Anat hae answered in a strange | anguage and a few curious gestures.

"The people at Social Wlfare did believe you, Arnold," she said. "They



took you away fromthe father who beat you and the nother who never had
anyt hi ng good to say about you and put you in a foster home. That night not
have been the best possible life for you, but things could have been worse,
and at |east your foster parents didn't beat you. Your foster parents are dead
now, but you renenber themw th [ ove and respect. They taught you how to care
for others, and in doing that, you learned not to fear people or to react to
themw th violence."

"l understand," Arnold Davies said.

"Forget you cane here. Make friends. Love life itself."

"I will,"” Arnold Davies said as he turned and wal ked out the door

Hel p me, sonebody!

Her attention now focused on WIllis, she turned even as Arnol d was
wal ki ng away, her pity for himreplaced with a boiling anger

"I"'mcomng, WII," she cried. She gestured and muttered; her words
echoed in an enpty apartnent.

Alan set WIlis, chair and all, back down on the floor. Sinmon, however,
was still angry, so he wal ked over to the bound WIllis and pulled back a
bal l ed-up fist to hit him

The lights suddenly went out.

"Hey!" said Sinon.

"Hey!" said Smth.

"Hey!" said Susan and Al an.

Hey? thought WIlis. Ana?

That's right, sweetheart, returned the denon-girl's famliar voice in
his mnd

Just get ne out of here, Ana.

Sorry, lover; she said back to him but there's an ol d saying-"Those who
mess with the bull may get the horns.”™ I'mjust going to show Reverend Snith
t hat denons have horns as well.

WIllis, chair and all, began to levitate. He snapped his bonds
effortlessly and snorted flanes out his nose. H s nouth opened and cl osed, not
under his power, and a voice issued fromhimthat sounded |like a penny being
eaten by a garbage di sposal

"Smith-ye who do not believe in denons, behold! | amthe denon you seek

Susan fainted. Sinmon began to whinper. Al an stood nonpl ussed.

Smith ran to the door and pull ed desperately at the knob - which cane
of f, sending himsprawing onto the hard floor. He got back up again, but
WIllis pointed a finger, and although the charlatan tried to keep nmoving, his
feet seenmed to be frozen where he stood.

"You said you wanted to do battle with ne, Smth,” WIlis said in the
voi ce which was sending chills running up and down his spine. "You nust face
me now for that challenge - and should you fail, I will claimyour imorta
soul . "

Smith reached inside his jacket and pulled out the cross he had kept
there. Pointing it at Wllis-and WIlis could not help but nuse how peopl e who
may scoff at an idea one minute can take it quite seriously the next-the
reverend said, "Begone, denon!"

"Fal se is your belief in that synmbol, and thus it will not serve you!"
The finger WIllis was pointing crackled with static, and a jagged blue-white
light leapt fromit to hit Smith in the nose.

"Yeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeee000000000000000000000-

VWA |1 T was about the way Smith put his feelings on the matter
WIllis brought his hand down to his side and said, "Now, Reverend,
per haps you should tell your friends here-the ones who are still conscious,

anyway-the real truth about yourself."

Smith licked his lips. WIlis started to lift his hand again.

"My real nanme is Duncan Hodgkins |I'ma fake a charlatan I'mjust after
nmoney |'ve never had a decent motive in ny life | know perfectly well



everything | have ever said is false | spend our collections at O Leary's Bar
and Restaurant |'msorry now PLEASE LET ME QUT OF HERE!"

"There's the matter of possession of your soul."

John Smith giggled in hysterical fright.

"No pl ease anything I mean hahaha ny soul's worth nothing and woul dn't
you rat her have ny baseball-card collection instead?"

"You have the WIlly Mys 1961 and the M ckey Mantle 19597

"Yes! Yes!" cried Smith hopefully, and he added jubilantly, "Yes!"

"Too bad. So do I."

Smith began to grovel. He pleaded. He begged. He inplored. Such gnashing
and grinding of teeth, such whinpering and whi ni ng confessi ons and beggi ngs
for forgiveness would have put all the denizens of the seventh level of the
inferno to shane.

"I claimyour soul, Duncan Hodgkins! | wll drag it kicking and
scream ng back into Hell with ne to consune at ny |eisurel "
"Noooooooo! "

"A scrap of flesh a year, a finger a century, to skewer and roast-"

Wllis found hinmself pausing, turning his head a little as if in
t hought. "You woul dn't have the Crackerjack card of Frank 'Homerun' Baker
woul d you?"

"I have it! | have it!"

"How about Honus Wagner ?"

"I"ve got that too! Over there by the cot in the shoebox.'
trenbling, hopeful finger

"I"ll take your entire collection. And you will get out of town!"

“Towilll o owilr

WIllis picked up the shoebox and di sappeared in a cloud of snoke.

He pointed a
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Let us follow a sleek train | eaving the Cormonwealth and entering a

nei ghboring state. It is a long train, a passenger train. This particular
passenger train is equipped with berths, and in one of the uppers are M. and
Ms. Duncan Hodgki ns.

"Good works, Henny," M. Hodgkins is saying to his newwi fe. "The only
way | can see to do it is with good works. | know | haven't been a good person
up to now and the honest life may be a little hard for me to adjust to, but
just because I'mnot a real reverend doesn't nean | can't do a little good in
the world."

Henri etta Hodgki ns, nee Bradnorton-who woul d have Fol |l owed Her Man
Anywhere and even played Bonnie to his O yde (although she is frankly just as
gl ad she does not have to)-is ensconced in the pillows beside him She shakes
her head at himfondly and smles. "And all because you think you saw a
denon. "

"I did, it came and possessed Professor Baxter, | tell you!" the man who
had once been known as the Rev. John Snith says defensively.

He pulls the sheet up over his hairy chest and sul ks-after so nany years
of maki ng peopl e believe whatever ridicul ous or inmpossible notion he could
think of, he is now finding it hard to be believed by his own w fe when
telling her the solem truth.

"Anyway, " he says after a while, "that's not the only reason.”

H s wife noves a little closer to him "Wat else?"

Hs eyes glint slightly as he speaks. "I knowit's a base and selfish
nmotivation, and that night work against ne-but | really hope it doesn't. The
way | look at it, if I can try to help people, if | can be hunble, if | can

strive to help nmy fellow nman, and if |I'mactually successful in doing what I
strive to do, maybe if I'mlucky |I can get ny baseball cards back."

He reaches up and turns off the light.

But who knows, dear reader-nmaybe, for once in his life, Duncan Hodgki ns
is right.



WIllis was so relieved to be back in his own apartnment that at first he
did not notice the change. Mdst of all, he felt dizzy and strange and el at ed.

Anat hae asked, "Do you notice anything different, WII?"

WIllis | ooked around. The damage that had been done to the living room
had been repaired, but he suspected this was not what Anathae nmeant. He | ooked
at the old dining set and the couch and his old purple easy chair but could
detect nothing different about them or, indeed, anything else.

He turned to Anathae. "I guess you' ve got me. \Wat-" He stopped.

It was Anat hae who was sonehow different. She had grown a bit taller
her hair was |onger, her face fuller with not quite so many freckles, her
breasts were rounder and even nmore firm She was - or seened - ol der

"Somewher e between ei ghteen and twenty, wouldn't you say, WII?" Anathae
asked, turning slowly so he could take her in with his eyes.

WIllis said, "You read ny nind."

"Couldn't help it, WIIl-we were as one. There was no way | couldn't know
your deepest thoughts."

"You're twice as beautiful as before, of course," he said, shaking his
head. "But, damm it, you shouldn't have to change for my sake.™

"WIl, if you' d only told ne. My 'being' sixteen was all vanity-ny
vanity."

WIllis lowered hinself into his easy chair. "You don't nind?"

"No. Because you've hel ped me grow." She grew nore serious. "WII. About
your fourth question. Do you recall it?"

"Yeah," he said with a touch of a smile. "Wasn't it ridicul ous?"

"No, WII. No, it wasn't ridiculous."

He tried to maintain his smle. "I'"mnot sure what you nean, Ana."

"You're a fine man, WIllis Baxter. A good nan and a kind man. You're
nobl e and brave and honest. You're loving and giving and caring. You are by
far one of the finest human beings |'ve ever known. And you're an al coholic.”

WIllis ran his tongue over his lips. This was |udicrous, absolutely
ridicul ous. Too absurd for words. Al he needed to set things right now, he
t hought, was a good, stiff-

-drink?
"WIl, are you listening to nme?"
"Yes," he said. "I am And, you know, although it really cones as
somet hing of a surprise ... | just had this funny/ not-so-funny idea that you

could be right."

"I"'mnot telling you this to make you change for ny sake, WIllis,"

Anat hae said. "But you nust change for your own. You tell yourself you're not
an al coholi ¢ because you have a notion that al coholics are all drunken buns.

That's just not so. But the thing is, if you don't give it up and give it up
soon, that's just what you'll becone."

"You're wong, Ana. | could never-"

"No, WII - you're wong. Think about it. It's been bad before, but now
it's getting worse. All your adult Ilife, whenever you' ve had a probl emyou
couldn't solve imediately, your response has been to take a drink. It doesn't
hel p solve themit just lets you escape themfor a while. You used to be a
soci al drinker-but of |late you' ve been drinking frequently when you' re al one.
You' ve got several bottles stashed around here for what you think of as
"energenci es.' You've even got one |locked in your desk drawer at the
uni versity-"

"But Ana," WIlis tried to protest, "al nost everyone-"

"Not true!" she interrupted. "Stop and listen to yourself, WIlis, and
try to think! That's the excuse you offer yourself- that 'everyone' does it.
But they don't, WIllis. O the few who do, you don't respect at all. And deep
down, you realize it. That's partly why you've been thinking of taking a
sabbati cal . "

"I"ve been planning to take a sabbatical," he contradicted, "because |I'm
not really needed. My prograns are going forward and there are just a few



m nor details to be attended to-details a good secretary could handle just as
well. And CGertrude's a very good secretary."

"I said "partly," WII. You' ve also had a few occasi ons where you knew
somet hing was affecting your judgnent. You just never put two and two together
to realize that the 'sonething’ was the booze."

WIllis sat frowning, trying to get everything Anat hae was saying to nake
sense. That he felt a drink would help himto acconplish this only seenmed to
underscore the fact that what she was saying was correct.

After a noment he | ooked back at her and asked, "lIsn't there sonething
you could do-with your nmagic?"

"Yes," she said, "but I'll only do it if that's what you really want.
But do you recall, WII, | once told you there were things ny nagic could do

to change you but it would really be much better if you made those changes
yourself? It was this I had in nmind."
"l don't understand."

Anat hae sighed. "It's usually wong to use nagic to force i nward changes
on any human being. | did it to one of Reverend Smith's foll owers-a very
troubl ed boy who nonetheless felt concern for me in what he m stakenly
believed to be ny sorry plight. | really thought he needed it, so |I changed
him But even with what |1've learned in ny four thousand years, | have no idea
if the change will really be good for him though I still hope it will be. My

good intentions are no excuse if I'mwong, nor is the fact that | really
didn't have time to deal with his problemin any other way."

She shook her head to throw off her unintended di gression and went on
"And in your case, WIIl, with your particular problem it would be a tenporary
solution at best. | could cast a spell to free you of your physical need-but
it wouldn't do you any good. Sooner or later a problemwould crop up, you'd
want" to take a drink, and you'd take it because you'd know | could al ways
cast that spell again. This is something you nust deal with-although not
wi t hout support. But unless you force ne to do otherwise, 1'Il only help you
in any human way | can."

WIllis took in a deep breath and let it out. He said at last, "Well, |
went agai nst your advice on using magic once before, and the result was barely
short of disastrous. But I'll need your human help."

Anat hae sat down on the armof his chair and took his hand in hers.
"You'll have it."

"And what about... my other problenP"

The denon-girl dinpled. "Well, while your drinking has contributed, you
were nostly right about that. You couldn't cope with making | ove to soneone

who | ooked so nuch like a "little girl.' But as you can see," she said
rising, "I'ma worman now. |'mgoing to take a shower-give ne twenty mnutes,
okay?"

WIllis acknow edged her with a nod. When he heard the shower running, he
got up and went to his study, opened the drawer to his desk, and pulled out
the letter he had drafted to Dean Smith-the application to go on sabbati cal
He still felt as he had when he'd first witten it, that he wanted to see
Eur ope and possibly South Anerica, but he also realized this would give him
the tine he would need to cone to grips with his drinking problem And by the
time they got back, he reflected, the change in Anat hae woul d probably go
unnot i ced.

He signed the letter and put it in his briefcase so he would not forget
it the next nmorning; it would take about a week to process, but it was tinme
for a new beginning. The |ongest journey always begins with the first step

WIllis turned fromhis desk and wal ked into the bedroomwhile
unbuttoning the sleeves to his shirt. Raising his voice over that of the water
running in the bathroom he asked, "Did | understand you correctly to say that
you read everything in ny nind?"

The water stopped. "Everything," Anathae replied. She canme into the
bedroom still drying herself. "You believe you're in love with me and wonder
if | feel the sane for you."



"And do you?" he asked as he unbuttoned the front of his shirt.

"Love you?" she asked, dropping the towel over the back of a chair and
climbing into bed. "As alien as it seenms to ne, |'mbeginning to think I my.
But would it upset you too nuch, WII, if | said I"'mstill not certain?"

Dropping his shirt on the seat of the sane chair, WIllis smled. "I
guess not," he said, renenmbering what he'd felt in her mnd not a half hour
bef ore.

"What do humans mean by 'love,” WII? | read your mind but I'mstill not
sure. If you mean do | really care for you as a person, the answer's
definitely yes. Yes, WII | care for you so nuch it sometines hurts, because
know you care for ne - not just the demon part which can perform magic at your
bi ddi ng but the human part. The human part, for which you' ve perfornmed a kind

of magic. |'ve known nunerous human nen, WIIl, but you're the first who kept
inmnd that |'mhalf human as well as half denmon. The human part of ne is
still quite young - and, until | net you, untouched."

"You' ve cone of age, Ana," WIlis said. He had finished di srobing and
now | ay down beside her, kissing her warm noi st nouth. "W both have."

"Make nme feel human, WII."

WIllis caressed her side, her knee, ne inside of her thigh

"Feel s nice," she said, her eyes al nbst cl osing.

"Yes," he said. H's mnd was unable to think of anything at all now
except how rmuch he desired her. "Qops. Your tail."

"Un. Yes."

"I'f you don't cut that out, |I'mgoing to mush your mouth."

"And you expect nme to cut it out?"

WIllis kissed her. Gone forever was the trenbling fear he had once
felt-gone all feelings of ineptitude, unsureness, unworthiness. He knew he
could make love to her and that it would give equal joy to both of them he
knew he should make love to her so that they could share this joy; he knew he
coul d make |l ove to her-and so he did.

It was a step. But every journey nmust begin with one, dear reader, and
end with one as well.

AFTERWORD
by Ted White

M chael F. X Ml haus nade his first appearance in print with a letter
published in the Decenber 1975 issue of Fantastic. In that letter he
conpl ained that the stories in that nagazi ne weren't what they had been
twenty-five years earlier "It used to be that the prose in Fantastic (and
Fantastic Adventures before it) wasn't as polished, but the authors had
stories to tell. You know stories with beginnings, mddles and ends- rea
plots. A guy would have a problemand he'd solve it. Those were, really
satisfying stories for ne to read.

"Now at this point you' re probably shaking your head and saying to
yoursel f, 'This guy's got a case of nostalgia.' And | thought naybe you'd be
right, so | pulled out sonme old (1948 and 1949) issues of FA Renenber then?
Raggedy pul p edges you couldn't thunb through and sheddi ng dandruff all over
your |ap? Real colorful covers? Big, double-page illos - even a doubl e-page
contents page! O course the paper's getting yellow and brittle now m ne are,
anyway, but they've been up in the attic for twenty-five years-and | had to be
careful turning the pages, but | read some of those issues, Ted, and even

though | didn't remenber the stories at all, and some of the witing was a bit
crude by present-day standards, | really enjoyed them
"Well, sitting down and spending a couple of evenings reading those old

pul p issues really inspired me, and | wote a story of my own, 'A Persona
Denmon,' which, it seens to me, has a lot of the flavor of the stories |
enjoyed. Now | know this whole letter sounds like a buildup to ny trying to
sell you this story, but that's not the point. The point is that | had to



wite this story in order to be able to read the kind of story | enjoy. Mybe
it's a lousy story by your professional standards, but I'menclosing it just
SO you can see what |'mtalking about. Who knows- naybe you coul d get stories
like this fromyour present authors too, if they knew anyone wanted to read
them™

M1l haus's letter was followed by this editorial response:
"I get letters nore or less like this one fromtime to time, in which woul d-be
aut hors point out to me how nuch better their stories are than the stories we
print. However, M. Mlhaus's story is the first to favorably inpress nme. It's
not the greatest piece of fiction I've ever read, but it is what he clains it
to be: refreshingly ol d-fashioned. You'll see it here soon, perhaps even next
i ssue."
And sure enough, "A Personal Denon" did appear in the February 1976
Fant asti c.
It was generally well received. One reader wote (in the letters colum of the
August 1976 issue), "M. Mlhaus is right. 'A Personal Denbn' is just the kind
of story that can pick you up after a long day of hard work and frustration
i nstead of pushing you over the edge like a |lot of the new wave crap does.
It's hard to believe this is his first story; his style is so snmooth. \Wat |
liked nmost was the fact that, while the style is old-fashioned, the plot is

not. There was no nention whatsoever of a pact with the Devil, our hero being
tricked into i mredi ate paynment, or our hero tricking the Devil, etc. Thank
heaven! (Better make that, 'Thank Mchael Ml haus!') |I wonder if he can do it
again."

By then he already had; "In a Pig's Eye" had appeared in the May 1976
i ssue. But aside froma letter of his own in the August Fantastic, M| haus did
not appear again in the nmagazine until nmore than a year later, when "Wth Good
Intentions" was published in the Septenber 1977 issue.

An editorial blurb hinted at probl ens behind the scenes: "M chael
M | haus was lucky. Wth a letter accusing us of not publishing enough of the
'good ol d-fashi oned" stories here anynore, he sent us a story to show what he
meant: ' A Personal Denon.' Flushed with success, he quickly sent us a second,
'"In a Pig's Eye.' Then things bogged down. A draft of his third story was not
accept abl e. Back-and-forth correspondence ensued, during which M| haus canme to
realize that 'good ol d-fashioned" stories require nore than just the desire
for themto occur; they demand good ol d-fashioned craft and work-lots of work.
Qut of that realization cones the New M I haus: no longer dilettante, but
working witer. "

After that the New M| haus was back in the Decenber 1977 issue with "A
Trick of the Tail,"” this time the subject of the cover painting, and in the
April 1978 issue with "Wiere Angels Fear to Tread." And that, as it turned
out, was his | ast published appearance, although he was runored to be "working
on a novel ."

M chael F. X. M| haus was not, as you nust already realize, an actua
person. He was instead the "house nanme" or pseudonym for Dave Bischoff, Rich
Brown, and Linda Richardson (who was then witing under the nane of Linda
| saacs) under ny editorial direction. | was Fantastic's, editor

M1 haus's was a | ong-del ayed birth. Conception occurred on el ection
ni ght, Novenber 1964.

In 1964 | was a young up-and-com ng science fiction witer, and many of
nmy friends held simlar aspirations. W had fornmed an informal witers' group
that met on Tuesday ni ghts each week. Qur purpose was not only to critique
each other's stories, which we did, but to talk shop and to devel op ideas in
col I aboration. (The group produced two books, the pseudonynously authored
I nvasi on from 2500, and ny col |l aboration with Dave Van Arnam Sideslip.)

On the first Tuesday of Novenber 1964, we alternated shoptal k with
el ection returns on the TV: LBJ soundly defeated Gol dwater. In the course of
the evening Rich Brown, Dave Van Arnam and | discussed an idea that John
Boar dman had suggested to us. Boardman, a physics professor at Brooklyn



Col I ege, was fascinated by the trappings of the occult, and had at soneone's
urgi ng drawn a pentagramon an apartnment floor and spoken the Latin

i ncant ati ons whi ch were supposed to sumon up a dermon. Naturally no denon
appeared, so John followed through with the rest of the incantation, which
summarily consigned the |aggard demon to hell. Then Rich pointed out that if
there were in fact denons, they were probably all irretrievably consigned to
hell by now, since that was the custonmary thing to do when one of themfailed
to answer a summons-so it was no wonder none appeared anynore.

Thi s suggested a story to us, and my contribution at that point was to
suggest that in the story the denmon who finally answered the sumons shoul d be
femal e and cute. | was thinking specifically of Charles Myers's "Tof fee"
stories, which had appeared in the late-forties Fantastic Adventures and the
early-fifties Inmagination and | naginative Tales. These stories (which | regret
to say have failed to live up to ny youthful nmenories of then) were in turn
| oosely nodel ed on Thorne Smith (sonme people called them "sw pes,"” but that
was unfair), evoking a little of the mood of Topper and Snmith's ot her
sophi sti cated whi nsi cal fantasies.

It was ny idea to create a nodern "Toffee"-a cute femal e denon who woul d
wr eak inadvertent havoc upon sone poor nale.

Not hi ng canme of it. We kicked the idea around and built up a fairly good
story, but no one actually sat down and wote it.

Years passed. In late 1968, | was offered the job of editing two
magazi nes, Amazing Stories and Fantastic. Two years later | noved from New
York City to the Washington, D.C., area. In 1971, | took part in a series of
Quilford Witers' Conferences held in Baltinore. And a year or two after the
last Guilford Conference a couple of its alumi, Tom Montel eone and G ant
Carrington, suggested we forma local witers' group, to neet weekly, on
Wednesday ni ghts.

Thus was born the Vicious Circle, a group of professional and
sem professional witers who got together to critique stories, talk shop, and
devel op col | aborative i deas.

My own place in this group was unique, since | was its resident editor and
constantly | ooking for good stories to publish in ny two magazi nes. | have no
doubt that the contributions of the Vicious Grcle enriched ny nagazi nes, and
t he encouragenent | was able to provide as an instant market for the group's
stories undoubtedly kept enthusiasns high.

In 1975, it occurred to nme to trot out the idea which had been conceived
el even years earlier. | was fortunate that Rich Brown had al so noved to the
D.C. area and had joined the group. He was able to suppl enent what |
remenbered with additional details, and between us we described to the others
in the group all that W could recall of our original story.

Several menbers of the group |iked the basic idea and were eager to work
on it. After details had been settled, Rich, Dave Bischoff, and Linda
Ri chardson emerged as the actual authors, but the rest of the group nmade nany
critical contributions.

After Rich and | had described our basic ideas, we began as a group to
ki ck around plot ideas. Fromthese cane a first draft of the first story, "A
Personal Denon," which was closely critiqued at a subsequent neeting.

When we criticize a story in the Vicious Circle we operate on severa
assunptions, one of which is that the author is professional enough to divorce
his or her ego fromthe story in question, and that criticisms will be fair,
but merciless. Stories are stripped to their skel etons and exam ned cl osely
for structural defects. Then both their conceptualization and their prose are
put under the microscope. Few stories emerge fromthis process unscathed; al
are inproved by it.

That first draft of "A Personal Denon" was denolished. | had | oaned
copies of ny Thorne Smith, Charles Myers, and P. O W.dehouse books to the
putative authors of the story, hoping that the |light breezy style would rub
off on them It hadn't. The tone of the story was wrong, and the plot didn't
entirely work. But fromthat session emerged what woul d be the npdus operand



for the production of all of Mchael F. X. MIhaus's work.

First one of the three collaborators would bring in a draft based on the
previ ous week's plotting session. The draft would be pulled apart and
criticized by the group as a whole. As the editor and original conceptualizer
I would distill the criticisms into a coherent form and suggest the course for
the next draft. The second draft would be witten by another of the
col | aborators, and woul d undergo the sane process fromthe group. Sonetines
the second draft would be an alnmbst wholly different story, and sometines it
woul d go too far in the opposite direction fromthe first. The third
col | aborator would take both drafts and their resulting criticisnms and
reconcile themin a third draft. Sonetinmes the third tinme was the charm
sonmetines yet another draft woul d be necessary.

There was no set pattern that determ ned which of the three
col l aborators would wite which draft; it depended on enthusiasm tinme, and
ability. Each author had his or her strengths and weaknesses; together
Bi schoff, Brown, and Ri chardson devel oped a conpl ementary strength.

What energed fromthese sessions was a series of stories which were
unique in tone and flavor. The "M | haus" style was unlike that enployed by
Bi schoff, Brown, or Richardson in their solo stories; it was |ike nusica
col l aboration in which nenbers of a band jointly create works with a distinct
col l aborative identity. What | noticed early on was that the M| haus stories
had a particular noral tone. This, nore than anything el se, defined the
"ol d-fashi oned" quality of the stories.

Here was this guy, WIlis Baxter, who had fallen into a confortable and
unchal | engi ng niche as a coll ege professor. And then-bang!- everything changes
with the advent of Anathae. It would have been easy to follow the "Tof fee"
route-m shaps and pratfalls, cheap | aughs and enbarrassi ng conplications, al
| eavi ng the protagoni st unchanged by the end of each story so that each story
can be seen as parallel to the others, and stories can be read in any
order-but we could do better than that.

Thus Anat hae poses a challenge to Baxter, providing himwith a
situational problem (or tw) to be solved in each story. Baxter's challenge is
to grow. Fromhis growmh as a human being cones the solution to each of his
pr obl ens.

And al t hough in apparently |ightweight stories |ike these supporting
characters are usually nade of the thinnest cardboard-existing largely to
strike the proper attitude, especially the antagonists-in these stories the
supporting characters al so develop in response to their problens, and the best
solution to a problemis seen to be that which benefits everyone, at no one's
expense.

Thus, the M I haus stories are sequential: Each foll ows and depends upon
its predecessors; each takes WIllis Baxter's growh a step further. As Baxter
grows, so does his appreciation for the peopl e-around him who are al so
growi ng, each in his or her own way.

That' s ol d-fashi oned.

"Where Angels Fear to Tread" wapped up one phase in WIllis Baxter's
life, but the story was not intended to wap up Ml haus's witing career

W started planning the novel in 1977, and Linda wote its opening
chapters. But the nonentumwasn't there. The novel evaporated. Rich's marriage
was conming to an end. Dave was enjoying increasing success on his own (after
col l aborating with Dennis Bailey on Tin Wodnman and with me on Forbi dden
Worl d) and was undertaki ng an anbitious book-witing schedule. Linda, after a
not abl e career witing short stories for a variety of markets, was having
problems with her marriage and turning away for the time fromwiting.

And | was about to | eave Fantastic.

I'd been editing Fantastic and its sister nmagazi ne, Amazing SF, for ten
years. For ten years | had accepted the | owest salary and small est editorial
budget in the field sinply because | |oved the magazines and | wanted to do
all that | could for them (Amazing was the world' s ol dest sf magazi ne, having
| aunched the whole sf field with its first issue in 1926.) But after ten years



| had done about as much as | could do, and when the magazi nes changed owners
inthe fall of 1978 | decided after a brief try that working for the new owner
woul d be intolerable (he wanted to pay even | ess).

Suddenly the conditions that had created M| haus weren't there any
| onger. And then neither was he.

|"msorry about that. | wanted to read the novel

I"d still like to.

Do you think there's any chance, Ana . . . ?
-Ted Wiite
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