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All human society is contructed on complicity
in agreat crime. Freud, PETER GAY



Mill Walk does not exist on any map—l et us acknowledge that
at the beginning. Extending eastward off Puerto Rico like re-
visions to an incompl ete sentence are the tiny Islas de Culebra
and Vieques, in their turn followed by specks named .
Thomas, Tortola, &. John, Virgin Gorda, Anegada—theVirgin
Islands—after which the little afterthoughts of Anguilla, .
Martin, &. Barthelemy, S. Eustatius, . Kitts, Redondo,
Montserrat, and Antigua beginto drip south; islandsstep along
like rocks in a stream, Guadeloupe, Dominica, Martinique, .
Lucia, &. Vincent, Barbados, the almost infinitesimal Grena-
dines, and the little green bump of Grenada, an emerald the
size of a doll's fingernail—from there on, only blue-green sea
all the way to Tobago and Trinidad, and after that you are in
South America, another world. No more revisions and after-
thoughts, but another point of view altogether.

In fact, another continent of feeling, one layer beneath the
known.

Ontheisland of Mill Walk, a small boy is fleeing down the
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basement stairs, in so great a hurry to escape the sounds of his
mother's screamsthat he hasforgotten to closethe door, and so
the diminishing screamsfollow him, draining theair of oxygen.
They make himfeel hot and accused, though of an uncertain
crime—perhapsonly that he can do nothing to stop her scream-
ing.

He hits the bottom stair and jumps down on the concrete
floor, claps hishands over his ears, and runs between a shabby
green couch and a wooden rocking chair to the heavy, scarred
workbench which stands against the wall. Like thefurniture,
theworkbenchishisfather's: despiteall thetools—screwdrivers
and hammers, rasps and files and tin cans full of nails,
C-clamps and pliers, ajigsaw and a coping saw, agimlet and
a chisel and a plane, stacks of sandpaper—nothing is ever
created or repaired at this bench. A thick layer of dust covers
everything. The boy runs beneath the bench and puts his back
to the wall. Experimentally, he takes his handsfrom his ears.
One moment of quiet lengthens into another. He can breathe.
The basement is cool and silent. He sits down on the concrete
and leans against the grey block of thewall and closes his eyes.

The world remains cool, dark, and silent.

He opens his eyes again and sees a cardboard box, half-
hiddeninthegloombeneath thebench. This, too, iscovered with
a thick grey blanket of dust. All around the boy are the tracks
of his passage—lines and erasures, commas and exclamation
points, words written in an unknown language. He slides to-
ward the box through the fuzz of dust, opens the lid, and sees
that, although it is nearly empty, down at its bottom rests a
small stack of old newspapers. He reaches in and lifts the top-
most newspaper and squints at the banner of the headline.
Though he is not yet in the first-grade, the boy can read, and
the headline contains a half-familiar name, JEANINE THIELMAN

FOUND IN LAKE.

One of their neighbors is named Thielman, but the first
name, "Jeanine," isas mysterious as "found in lake." The next
newspaper in the stack also has a banner headline, LOCAL MAN
CHARGED WITH THIELMAN MURDER. The next paper down, the
|ast, announces MY STERY RESOLVED IN TRAGEDY . Of these four
words, theboy understandsonly "in." Theboy unfoldsthisissue
of the paper and spreads it out before him. He sees the word
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"Shadow," the words "wife," "children." None of the peoplein
the photographs are peopl e he knows.

Then he spreads out all the newspapers and sees a picture
of a woman who looks something like his mother. She would
like to see thispicture, he thinks: he could give her the present
of theseinter esting old newspaper s he found beneath the wor k-
bench.

He clumsily gathers up the newspapers in his arms and
walks out from beneath the bench and through the furniture. A
section of pages slips away and splashes onto the floor, but he
does not stoop to pick it up. The boy climbsthe basement stairs
intothewarmer upper air, comesout into thekitchen, and walks
through it to the hallway.

His mother stands in her blue nightgown, looking at him.
Her hair ismid, and her eyesare somewhereelse, like eyesthat
haverolled all the way over in her head and only seemto look
out. Did you hear me?

He shakes his head.

You didn't hear your name?

He comes toward her, saying, | wasin the basement—Ilook
at what | found—for you—

Shefloatstoward himin her blue nightgown and wild hair.
Y ou don't have to hide from me.

Hismother snatchesaway hispresent, already not a present
but a terrible mistake, and more pages slither onto the floor.
She holds up one of the sections of the newspaper. The boy sees
her facegointoitself theway her eyeshad goneinto themsel ves,
as if she has been struck by some invisible but present demon,
and she wobbles away toward the kitchen, the newspaper drip-
ping from her hands. A laugh that is not a laugh but an inside-
out screamflies out of her mouth. Shelandsin a chair and puts
her face in her hands.



part one

THE DEATH
OF TOM PASMORE



Ore June day in the mid-fifties Tom Pasmore, a ten-year-old
boy with skin as golden as if he had been born with a good
fourth-day suntan, jumped down from a milk cart and found
himsdlf in apart of Mill Walk he had never seen before. A sense
of urgency, of impendingness, had awakened him with the
screams that came from his mother's bedroom and clung to him
during the whole anxious, jittery day, ard when he waved his
thanks to the driver, this feeling intensified like a bright light
directed into his eyes. He thought of hopping back on the milk
cart, but it wasaready jingling away down CaleBurleigh. Tom
squinted into the bright dusty haze through which passed a
steady double stream of bicycles, horse carts, and automobiles.
It was late afternoon, and the light had amolten, faintly reddish
cast that suddenly reminded him of panels from comic books:
fires and explosions and men fdling through the air.

In the next moment this busy scene seemed to suppress
beneeth it another, more essential scene, every particle of which
overflowed with an intense, unbearable beauty. It wasasif great
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engines had kicked into life beneath the surface of what he could
see. For amoment Tom could not move. Nature itself seemed
to have awakened, overflowing with being.

Tom stood transfixed in the heavy, danting reddish light
and the dust rising from the roadway.

He was used to the quieter, narrower streets of the idand's
far east end, and his glimpse of a mysterious glory might have
been no more than a product of the change from Eastern Shore
Road. What he was looking at was another world, one he had
never seen before. He had no exact idea of how to get back to
the far east end and the great houses of Eastern Shore Road,
and less idea of why he was searching for a certain address. A
bicyclebell gavearasping cry likethe chirp of acricket, ahorse's
ironcled hoof struck the packed dirt of Cale Burleigh, and al
the sounds of the wide avenue reached Tom once again. He
redlized that he had been holding his breath, and that his eyes
were blurry with tears. Already far down the avenue, the milk
driver tilted toward the sun and the sturdy brown cob that pulled
his cart. The ching-ching-ching of the bottles had melted into
the general hum. Tom wiped moisture from his face. He was
not at al sure of what had just happened—another world? Be-
neeth this world?

Tom continued to melt back into the scene before him, won-
dering if thisexperience, still present asakind of weightlessness
about his heart, was what had been impending &l during the
day. He had been pushed—pushed right out of his frame. For
an eadticaly long second or two—for as long as the world hed
trembled and overflowed with being—he had been in the other
world, the one beneath.

Now he smiled, distracted by this notion from Jules Verne
or Robert Heinlein. He stepped back on the sidewalk and looked
east. Both sides of the wide avenue werefilled with horses and
vehicles, at least haf of which werebicycles. Thisvaried crowd
moved through the haze of light and dust and extended as far
as Tom could see.

It seemed to Tom that he had never really known what the
phrase "rush hour" meant. On Eastern Shore Road, rush hour
consisted of a car or two honking at children to get out of the
street. Once Tom had seen a servant ride a bicycle straight into
the bicycle of another servant, spilling clean white laundry dl
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over the warm red brick of the road—that was rush hour. Of
course Tom had been in hisfather's office in the business district;
he had seen the midday traffic on Cale Hoffmann; and he had
gone to the harbor, Mill Key, with his parents and passed be-
neath rows of pams in the company of jitheys and cabs and
broughams; and a Mill Key he had seen the conveyances drawvn
up to take the new arrivals downtown to their hotels, the Pforz-
heimer or the St. Alwyn. (Strictly speaking, Mill Walk had no
tourist hotels. The Pforzheimer took in bankers and moneymen,
ad the St. Alwyn catered to drummers, traveling musicians
like Glenroy Breakstone and the wondrous Targets, gamblers,
that class of person.) He had never been in the business district
at the close of aworkday, and he had never seen anything like
the sweep and the variety of the traffic moving east and west,
primarily west, toward Shurz Bay and EIm Cove, on Cdle Bur-
leigh. It looked as though everyone on the idand had smulta-
neoudy decided to dash off to the idand's other side. For a
moment of panic that seemed oddly connected to the wonderful
experience he had just undergone, Tom wondered if he would
ever be able to find his way back again.

But he did not want to go home, not until he had found a
certain house, and he imagined that when the time came he
would find someone as accommodating as the milk driver, who
in spite of the NO PASSENGERS ALLOWED €ign at the front of
the cart had invited him to hop on board and then quizzed him
about girlfriends al during the long trip west—Tom was big for
his age, and with his blond hair and dark eyes and eyebrows he
looked more like thirteen than ten. This thing had been nagging
at him dl day, making it impossible to read more than a page
or two at a time, driving him from his bedroom to the living
room to the white wicker furniture on the porch, until at last
he had resorted to walking back and forth on the big front lawn,
wondering vaguely if Mrs. Thiedman's Sam might run into Mrs.
Langenheim's Jenny again, or if a crazy drunk might wander
into the street and start yelling and throwing rocks, as had
happened two days before.

The funny thing was that though the feeling of glory, over-
flowing being, had passed, the other feeling did not fade with it
but lingered, as powerful as ever.

He was being pushed, being moved.
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Tom turned around to get abetter fix on thisstrange area,
and found himsalf looking between two sturdy wooden houses,
each placed atop its own narrow danting lawn like anut on a
cupcake, at another row of houses set behind them on the next
street. Tall elms arched over this second street, which seemed
as quiet as Eastern Shore Road. The houses beneath the ems
were one notch less impressive than those on Calle Burleigh.
Tom instantly understood that this second street was forbidden
territory. This information was not ambiguous. The little street
might as well have had a chain-link fence around it and a sign
commanding him to KEEP OUT: a spear of lightning would sizzle
right down out of the sky and impale him if he entered that
Street.

The imaginary light that shone on his face became stronger
and hotter. He had been right to come dl thisway. He stepped
sideways, and a little two-story wooden house painted a very
dark brown on the top story and a bright buttery yellow on the
bottom came into view on the forbidden street.

Two days earlier, Tom had been lying on the striped yellow
chaise in the living room reading Jules Verne, inside the imag-
inary but total safety of words on apage organized into sentences
and paragraphs—a world both fixed and flowing, aways the
same and aways moving and always open to him. This was
escape. It was safety. Then aloud noise, the sound of something
striking the side of the house, had pulled him up on the yellow
chaise as roughly as a hand shaking him from sleep. A moment
later Tom heard ablurry voice shouting obscenitiesin thestreet.
"Bastard! Shithead!" Another rock crashed against the side of
the house. Tom had jumped from the chaise and moved to the
front window, unconsciously keeping his place in the book with
hisindex finger. A middle-aged man with athick waist and short,
thinning brown hair was weaving back and forth on the sdewalk
beside a dumped canvas bag from which afew large stones had
spilled. The man held a baseball-sized rock in each hand. "Do
me like this!" he yelled. "Think you can treat Wendell Hasek
like he's some kind of jerk!" He turned dl the way around and
nearly fell down. Then he rounded his shoulders like an ape and
squinted furioudy at the two houses—each with great columns,
round turrets, and twin parapets—across the street. One of
these, the Jacobs house, was empty because Mr. and Mrs. Jacobs
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hed gone to the mainland for the summer; the other was inhab-
ited by Lamont von Heilitz, a fantastic and sour old man who
lived in the shadows and echoes of some vague ancient scandal.
Mr. von Heilitz awayswore gloves, paegrey or lemon yellow,
changed clothes five or six times a day, had never worked a
single day in his whole life, and darted out on his porch to yell
at children who threatened to step on his lawn. The chaosman
hurled one of his rocks toward the von Heilitz house. The rock
banged againgt the rough stone side of the house, missing alarge
leeded window by only afew inches. Tom had wondered if Mr.
von Héilitz would materidize on his front porch shaking a fist
in a smooth grey glove. Then the man twitched his head as if
to didodge afly, staggered back afew steps, and bent down for
another rock, either forgetting the spare in his left hand or
feding that one rock was ssimply not enough. He thrust his hand
into the canvas sack and began rooting around, presumably for
arock of the proper dimensions. He wore wash pants and a
khaki shirt unbuttoned hdf of the way down the bulge of his
somach. His suntan ended at an abrupt line just below his
neck—the protruding stomach was a stark, unhedlthy white.
The chaos-man lost his balance as he leaned down deeper into
the bag and toppled over on his face. When he got himsdaf up
on his knees again, blood covered the lower hdf of hisface. He
was squinting now at Tom's house, and Tom stepped back from
thewindow.

Then Tom's grandfather, Glendenning Upshaw, the most
imposing figure in his life, came heavily down the stairs in his
black suit, passed his grandson without acknowledging him, and
dammed the front door behind him. Tom ingtinctively knew that
the chaosman had come for his grandfather and no one else,
and that only his grandfather could deal with him. Soon his
grandfather appeared, making his way down the wakway to-
ward the sidewak, thumping the tip of his unfurled umbrela
againg the pavement. The intruder shouted at Tom's grand-
father, but Tom's grandfather did not shout back. The intruder
fired arock into Gloria Pasmore's roses. He fell down again as
soon as Tom's grandfather reached the sidewak. To Tom's as-
tonishment, his grandfeather picked the man up, taking care not
to bloody hissuit, and shook him like abroken toy. Tom's mother
began yelling incoherently from an upstairs window and then
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abruptly stopped, as if she had just taken in that the whole
neighborhood could hear her. Tom's father, Victor Pasmore,
came down and joined Tom at the window, staring out with a
careful neutrality that excluded Tom. Tom dipped out of the
living room, index finger still inserted between pages 153 and
154 of Journey to the Center of the Earth, moved through the
empty hal, and continued on out through the open door. He
feared that his grandfather had killed the chaos-man with the
Uncle Henry knife he dways carried in his trouser pocket. The
heat was the muscular heat of the Caribbean in June, a steady
downpouring ninety degrees. Tom went down the path to the
sdewdk, and for a moment both the chaos-man and his grand-
father stared at him. His grandfather waved him off and turned
away, but the other man, Wendell Hasek, hunched his shoulders
agan and continued to stare fixedly at Tom. His grandfather
pushed him backwards, and Hasek jerked away. "You know
me," he said. "Are you gonna pretend you don't?' His grand-
father marched the man to the end of the block and disappeared.
Tom looked back at his house and saw his father shaking his
heed a him. His grandfather came trudging back around the
corner of Eastern Shore Road and An Die Blumen, chewing his
lip as he walked. The determination in his dow step suggested
that he had pitched the chaos-man off the edge of the world. He
glanced up and saw Tom, frowned, looked down at the sparkling
sidewalk.

When he got back in the house he went wordlesdy upstairs
with Tom's father. Tom watched him go, and when both his
father and grandfather had closed his mother's bedroom door
behind them, he went into the study and pulled the Mill Walk
telephone book onto his lgp and turned the pages until he came
to Wendell Hasek's name. Loud voices floated down the stairs.
His grandfather said "our™ or "hour."

Tom became aware of a thin sound like the cry of an animd a
moment after he had ceased to hear it: then he immediately
wondered if he had heard it. The cry lingered in his inner ear,
probably the only place it had ever existed. No sound as soft as
that had a chance of being heard in the clopping and rattling
from Calle Burleigh.

Tom longed to be home, not stranded in a foreign district.
The traffic on both sides of the boulevard blocked his passage
across Calle Burleigh as effectively as a wall. There were no
traffic lights on Mill Walk in those days, and the rows of vehicles
extended as far as he could see. He would have to wait for the
end of rush hour to cross the street, and by then darkness would
be very near.

Then he heard the actual sound, not its sudden absence. It
surrounded dl the other noises of Cale Burleigh like a mem-
brane. The cry disgppeared into itself and vanished by grada-
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tions, like an animd that begins by swallowing itstail and ends
by devouring itself altogether.

The cry came again, a wavering rose-pink cloud rising up
from the block behind Calle Burleigh. The cloud broke into a
stuttering series of dots like smoke signals and coaesced into a
bright thread that went sailing over the tops of the houses.

Tom began to drift eastward on the pavement, his back to
the streaming traffic. He did his hands into the pockets of his
white cotton trousers. His white button-down shirt, streaked
with grey here and there by the milk cartons, adhered to his
back.

The houses on Calle Burleigh gave him a broken and inter-
rupted view of the forbidden street. Between two massive red-
brick houses with wide porches Tom saw the two-story yellow
and brown building and a smadler house, of rough white stone
joined with thick ropes of mortar, beside it. He found himself
before a brown wooden house as ornately ornamented as a
cuckoo clock. He kept moving and looked through to the backs
of brick houses on the next street. Facing him was ataller, two-
story building of dirty cream-colored brick in which a broken
first-floor window had been replaced by grease paper. In asud-
den cessation of noise as the traffic stopped, he heard chickens
clucking in the yard.

The pink cloud rose above the houses and thickened and
narrowed, thickened and narrowed.

The traffic started up with clanks and shouts, with heavy
hooves striking the ground, with cracking whips and ringing
bells.

Tom moved sideways to get to the other side of a gloomy
Gothic structure with a turret and a widow's walk. A curtain
shifted, and Tom had an impression of grey hair and a skull-like
face peering out. The creature behind the window moved back
just enough to become agrey blur.

Thethin grey fingers disappeared, and the curtain dropped.
Tom moved sideways, thinking in a way that was not quite
verbal that he was not in his real life, but in some terrible
dreamlike state from which he had to escape before it claimed
him forever.

In the next instant the cry went up again, this time clearly
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from the little street Tom could see between the houses of Calle
Burleigh.

At the end of the block he redlized that he had been hearing
the cries of an unhappy dog. It howled and whined at once,
sending up another cloud of pink steam.

Funny, Tom thought—how much that dog managed to
sound like a child.



Tom looked up at the street sign on the corner. TOWNSEND was
the name of the side street. He knew nothing in this neigh-
borhood; he had not even known of the long green open area
with a bandshell, swings, a seesaw, luxuriant shade trees, and
afew exhausted animds in tiny cages, which lay hdf a mile
east on Cdle Burleigh. The milk driver had been astonished
that any resident of Mill Wak would not recognize Goethe
Park.

Tom stepped around the corner. A dark green meta rec-
tangle with the legend 44TH STREET stamped in relief and
painted a shining, amost incandescent white faced him from the
next corner. In the section of Mill Walk that Tom knew, streets
had names like Beach Terrace and The Sevens, and this des-
ignation seemed eerily impersonal to him.

The creature sobbed and snarled and choked.

Tom saw a hairy hdf-human thing sprawled in the dust, a
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thick chain lashed around its neck, itsragged fingernailsdigging
into the dirt of its pen.

Withthearrival of thisimage came astomach pain so strong
and sharp he nearly vomited. He clutched his somach and sat
down on the lawn of the corner house. It seemed to him that
what he had seen was himsdlf. His heart fluttered in his chest
like a bird chained to its perch.

A door dammed behind him, and Tom turned to see awide
old woman ng him from thefront step of the corner house.

"Get off my lawn. Right now. That's trespassing, what
you're doing. | won't haveit." The woman spoke with a strong
German accent that made each of her syllables strike Tom like
awsell-amed brick. She was anightmare version of Lamont von
Heilitz.

Tom said, "l was feding a little sick, and—"

The old woman's face darkened. "L-1-A-R! L-I-A-R! Get
lost!"

She began grunting down the steps, and when she reached
the bottom, waded toward him as if she intended to launch
hersalf at him. 'Talk back, hey? | won't have you tramping on
my grass, you S-C-U-M, get back where you belong—"

Tom had aready jumped up and was waking quickly back-
wards to the safety of the sidewalk.

"Back to your own place!l" she shouted. Her bh'e housedress
billowed around her as she advanced on Tom. He began backing
up the sidewalk toward the next side street.

Now thewoman stood on the very edge of her domain, with
the toes of her flat dippers just overlapping the sidewak. She
had extended her arm and index finger very determinedly to-
ward the dley and 44th Street. Her face was an amazing red-
purple. "Sick and tired of you brats waking al over my prop-
erty!”

Tom turned around and ran. He thought to cut up the dley
between Calle Burleigh and 44th Street, but as soon as he
swerved into the aley her voice exploded behind him: "Can't
sneak into my yard that way! Y ou want the police? Keep going!"

He looked over his shoulder and saw her surging down the
sdewak toward him. Tom swerved out of the entrance to the
dley and ran toward 44th Street. The woman bawled out a
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phrase Tom did not understand, or which he misheard: "Cor-
nerboy! Stupid cornerboy!"

On the corner of Townsend and 44th Street he turned
around again. She was standing at the entrance to the alley,
puffing hard, her hands on her hips. "S-C-U-M! That'swhat you
are, you cornerboys!"

"Okay, okay," Tom said. His heart was till beating hard.

"l see you whereyou live!" she yelled.

He turned west into the next block, and after he had taken
a few steps his view of her was cut off by the house on the
corner.

The flawless enameled sky of the Caribbean had begun to
show the first traces of the yellow that soon would flash over
its entire surface and darken in a moment to purple, then into
real night.

Tom wondered if the old woman had gone back into her
house. She was probably waiting to make another run at him if
he tried to snesk back around the corner.

He lifted his foot and forced his leg to thrust it forward. A
forlorn wail immediately blossomed in the air before him. He
froze. He glanced at the houses on either side of him—heavy
curtains had been drawn over front windows in both houses,
giving them a vacant, closed-up look. At this time of the year,
nearly everybody in Mill Walk kept their windows open to catch
the Atlantic breezes. Only Mr. von Heilitz kept his windows
closed and his curtains drawn. Even the people who lived in the
"native' houses, naturaly cooler than the European or North
American buildings, never closed their windows during the sum-
mer months.

Of course, Tom thought, they closed their windows so that
they would not hear the creature.

Tom stepped forward again, and up ahead of him, off behind
one of the houses across the street to his right, the creature
uttered a protest that set the chickens flapping and clucking:
He thought he was going to melt down into a stain on the side-
walk. He would have to take his chances on the old woman's
having gone back inside her house. He turned around.

And then he was so startled he nearly jumped off the side-
walk, for no more than five or six feet behind him was ateenage
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boy his own height, frozen in place with one foot in advance of
the other, his hands held out in a straight line from his elbows.
Theboy, who clearly had been trying to sneak up on Tom, looked
as gartled as his quarry. He stared at Tom's face as if he hed
been stuck with a pin.

"Okay," he said. "Hold it right there."



"What?' Tom said. He stepped backwards.

The teenage boy stared at Tom with avery careful absence
of expression on his broad, sallow face. The only animation in
his face was in his eyes. A scattering of pimples lay on his
forehead beneath a fringe of black hair. A magnificent pimple
reddened the entire area between the left corner of his mouth
and his chin. He was wearing jeans and a dirty white T-shirt.
Hard, stringy muscles stood out in his biceps, and premature
lines of worry bracketed his mouth. At thirteen, he had the face
hewould carry with him through al of hisadult life. What struck
Tom most was the jumpiness in the boy's flat black eyes.

"Hey, cadm down," the boy said. He licked his hps as he
considered Tom's white button-down shirt and white trousers.

Tom retreated severa steps. "Why were you snesking up
onme?'

"Tel me you don't know," the boy said. "Sure. You don't
know anything about it, do you?' He licked his lips again, and
this time really scrutinized Tom's clothes.
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"l don't have any idea of what you're talking about,” Tom
sad. "All I want to do is go home."

"Uh-huh." The boy disbelievingly moved his chin right-
wards, then back to center, executing haf of a head-shake. His
gaze shifted from Tom to a point behind him and to his left, and
the impatient expression softened with reief. "Okay," he said.

Tom looked back over his shoulder and saw ateenage girl
marching toward him from what seemed to be the source of the
creature's sounds. Her black hair hung straight to her collarbone
and swung as she walked, and sheworetight black peda pushers
and a black halter top, very dark black sunglasses, and what
looked like dance dlippers. She was four or fiveyears older than
theboy. To Tom, shelooked completely grown up. He saw that
she did not care at dl about her brother, and that she cared
even less about him. She came toward them across the street
on a diagond line from the steps of the two-story brown and
yellow house. A fat man with a stubbly brown crewcut leaned
againgt one of the side windows in thelittle bay, his arms folded
over the frame of the lower windowpane and his large fleshy
face pressed against the upper pane.

The girl wore unusudly dark lipstick, and had pushed her
full, rounded hpstogether to form apouty little nonsmiling smile.
"Well, ho hum," she said. "And what are you gonna do now,
Jerry Fairy?'

"Shut up," the boy said.

"Poor Jerry Fairy."

She was close enough now to examine Tom, and peered at
him through the black sunglasses as if he were gunk on a lab-
oratory slide. "Well, isthat what Eastern Shore Road boys ook
like?'

"Shut up, Robyn."

Robyn did the sunglasses down her nose and peered at Tom
through amused dark eyes. For a second Tom thought she was
going to stroke his cheek. Instead she pushed her glasses back
up over her eyes. "What are you gonna do with him?"

"/ don't know," said Jerry.

"Well, here comesthe cavalry," said Robyn, smirking over
her brother's shoulder. Jerry turned sideways, and Tom saw
coming around the side of a native house a fat, angry-looking
boy, with a striped T-shirt and iff new jeans rolled up at least
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afoot, aongside another boy several inches shorter and dmost
skeletaly thin. The second boy's shirt was so much too large for
him that the shoulders fell hafway to his elbows and his neck
swayed up out of the gaping collar. The smaller boy trotted be-
ddetheother, grinningwidely. "They'll beabig help," Robyn said.

"More than you," sad her brother.

"l wish you'd tell me what's going on," Tom said.

"You shut up too," Jerry fired at him. He blinked rapidly
severd times. "Y ou want to know what's going on? Why don't
you tell me, huh? What are you doing here?"

Tom opened his mouth and found that he had no answer to
that question.

"Huh? Huh? All right, okay?" Jerry's tongue flicked over
his lips again. "You tell me, okay?"

"l was just—"

Jerry's eyes flashed up a Tom, and the fury in his face
killed the sentence.

Robyn made a gesture of distaste and stepped away.

"1'm going home," Tom sad to the side of Jerry's outsized
head. He moved backwards. Jerry's eyes flashed at him again,
and then his arm flashed out, and before Tom knew what was
happening the other boy had struck him in the chest. The blow
amost knocked Tom off hisfeet. Before he hed timeto teact or
recover, Jerry shifted hisfeet and punched the side of his head.

Wholly instinctively, Tom pivoted on his left foot and with
dl his strength sent his right hand straight at the other's face.
His fist landed squarely on Jerry's nose, and broke it. Blood
began squirting down Jerry's face.

"Assholel" screamed his sister.

Jerry dropped his hand from his face and began lumbering
toward Tom. Blood jumped from his nose and spattered onto
the T-shirt.

"Nappy! Robbiel Get him!" Jerry screamed in a high-
pitched voice.

Tom stopped trotting backwards, suddenly angry enough
to take on Jerry and his friends too. He lowered his hands and
saw doubt move in Jerry's worried eyes. Again he threw out
his right hand without actually aiming at anything, and thistime
gruck Jerry's Adam's apple. Jerry went down on his knees.
Fifteen yards away and gaining fast, the fat boy in the rolled
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jeans had taken a knife from his pocket and was waving it as he
ran. The smaler boy also had a knife, one with along narrow
blade.

A red-gold gleam from the low sun bounced off the skinny
knife. Tom skipped backwards, turned around virtualy in mid-
ar, and ran.

The boys behind him began yelling. When Tom drew level
with the brown and yellow house, the front door opened, and
the man who had been leaning against the window came out on
the front stoop. His face, as flat and impersonally unhappy as
Jerry's, swiveled to track Tom's progress. He gestured to the
running boysto hurry up, catch him, drag him down. All of this
was communicated in a gloomy gestural shorthand.

Theworld beneath thisone.. . .

Tom managed to pick up speed, and the boys behind him
yelled for him to stop, they would not hurt him. They just wanted
to talk to him, they were putting away their knives. Look, the
knives were gone, they could talk now.

What's the matter, was he too scared to tak?

Tom looked over his shoulder and saw with surprise that
the smaller boy was standing in the middle of the street, canted
on one hip and grinning. The pudgy boy in the new jeans was
dill charging after him. The chaos-man had left his front steps
and was wobbling across the sidewalk toward his son, who was
hidden behind the figure of the running boy. The fat boy ill
held his knife, and did not at dl look as if he was interested in
afriendly talk. His belly surged up and down with each step,
his eyes were dlits, and so much sweat came from his head that
he was surrounded by an aureol e of glistening drops. The skinny
one pushed himsdf forward into a run a moment after Tom
looked back, and began gaining a once on the fat Doy and Tom.

The afternoon had passed into its last stage with tropical
swiftness, and the air had turned a darkening purple. When Tom
approached the next corner, the white of the cross street's name
gleamed out with an unnatural clarity and spelled AUER, aword
that seemed to reverberate with ominous lack of meaning.

Auer.

Our.

Hour.



Tom wheeled wide around the corner, and ablock away saw the
continuous stream of vehiclesthat filled Calle Burleigh. The haze
of dust had vanished into the purple dark, and headlights, bicycle
lamps, and shining lanterns moved aong with the traffic like a
swarm of attendant fireflies. An unhgppy horse whinnied and
stamped a foot.

One of the boys pounded around the corner, and, far sooner
than Tom had expected, the other followed. Another glanceover
his shoulder showed him that the skeletal teenager had managed
to run past the fat one and was now only some fifteen yards
behind. He was lifting his arms and legs high in a natura run-
ner'slope, thefish knife back in his hand, and hewas till gaining
on Tom. He had been so sure of being able to outrun Tom that
he had pretended to get winded and drop out. The arrogance of
this charade terrified Tom nearly as much as the knife: it was
as if the boy could never be defeated. In a moment or two he
would closein on Tom, and by then it would be so dark that the
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people leaning out of their windows, curious about dl this run-
ning, would not be able to see what would happen next.

A dtitch like a hot sword entered Tom's side.

At the corner of Auer and Calle Burleigh he could have
turned right or left and tried to escape by running up or down
Cdle Burleigh. Either way, he thought, the skinny boy would
get him. The clattering footsteps were so close to him now that
he was afrad to look back. When he reached the corner, he
smply kept running straight ahead.

Tom flew off the curb and held out his arms as he plunged
into the traffic. Horns instantly blew al about him, and a man
yelled something incomprehensible. Tom thought that his pur-
suer, dready amost at the curb, shouted too. He dodged around
the rear tire of a high black bicycle, and was aware of a horse
rearing somewhere off to his left. Another bicycle, virtualy at
his elbow, tilted over to one side like atrick in the circus, but
did not right itself and continued tilting until, with unnatura
downess, its rider was two feet from the ground, then a foot.
The rider's grey hair flew back from his forehead, and his face
expressed only the deep concentration of a man trying to think
his way out of a particularly interesting puzzle, as his shoulder
struck the ground. Then his bicycle did straight out from be-
nesth him. A horse the size of a mountain made of lather and
hair appeared directly in front of Tom. He ducked to the left.
The panicked horse bounded forward, and the wheels of its cab
passed over the grey-haired man's body. Tom heard the thump
of collisons and the screech of meta al around him; then an
empty illuminated space magically opened before him, and he
sprang forward into this empty space. A horn Matted twice.
Tom looked sideways and saw apair of headlights coming toward
him with the same dreamy downess as the fdling bicycle. He
was entirely incapable of moving. Between the headlights he
could see the mesh of atall meta grille, and benegth the grille
was awide steel band that looked burnished. Above the bumper
and the grille aface, indistinct behind the windshield, pointed
toward him as intently as the muzzle of a bird dog.

Tom knew that the car was going to hit him, but he could
not move. He could not even breathe. The headlights grew
larger, the distance between himsalf and the car halved and the
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headlights again doubled in size. An eectrica coldness of which
he was only barely conscious spread over and through Tom's
body. He could do nothing but watch the car come closer and
closer until it hit him.

Then at last it did hit him, and a series of irrevocable events
began happening to Tom Pasmore. Searing pain enfolded and
enveloped him as the impact snapped his right leg and crushed
his pelvis and hip socket. His skull fractured againgt the grille,
and blood began pouring from his eyes and nose. Almost in-
stantly unconscious, Tom'sbody hugged the grillefor amoment,
then began to dide down the front of the car. A black rubber
ornament shaped like a football held him up for the following
two or three minutes as the car swerved through the confusion
of felled bicyclesand rearing horses. Hisright shoulder snapped,
and the broken femur of his right leg diced through muscle and
skin like ajagged knife. Fifty feet down the road the car finaly
jerked to a stop as the nearest horses either settled down or
gdloped away. Tom flipped off the bumper ornament and
dammed down on the roadbed.

His bladder and his bowels emptied into his clothing.

The driver of the car opened his door and jumped out. At
some point during the next few moments, whilethedriver moved
reluctantly toward the front of his car, another event, even more
irrevocable than everything else that had occurred in the past
sixty seconds, happened to Tom Pasmore. The accumulation of
shock and pain stopped his heart, and he died.
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Tom was aware of afeding of great lightness and harmony, then
that he no longer felt any pain. Some heavy force had held him
down, and this force was desperately trying to haul him back
into an enclosure too smdl for him. His sense of lightness, of
freedom from gravity gently but relentlessly pulled him upward.
The hooks and eyes and sticky fingers that wished to hold him
back popped free one by one, until the last of these stretched
out like afilament, wanting him back. The filament grew taut,
and he nearly feared its snapping—he felt an uncomplicated
wave of love for everything that wanted him back. The mem-
brane released him with afinal, soft, nearly impa pable pop and
his love for dl earthly things doubled and overflowed, and he
knew, having lost the earth, that love was identical to grief and
loss.

Histears washed his eyes, and he saw.

Down there beneath him was a man, then amost immedi-
ately another and another, bending over the body that had been
his. Radiating out from the circle made by the leaning men and
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the prostrate boy was an expanding circle of chaos. Crumpled
bicycles sprawled on the road like swatted insects, and over-
turned carts lay beside torn sacks of seed and cement. A horse
struggled to right itself in front of an enormous white fan of
soilled flour; another horse plunged through the stalled traffic
and into an open stretch of road. Cars with running boards and
cars with ornamental spare tire covers atop their trunks, cars
with exhaust vents and ribbed chrome tubes and chrome latches,
cars with statuettes of women stretching tiptoe like dancers on
their hoods, stood in a disarranged confusion, pointing every
whichway astheir headlights picked out the new arrivals work-
ing their way toward the damaged body he had just left and the
other body, that of the man killed beneath the cart.

Theworld yearned toward invisibility, Tom saw, invisibility
was the fina condition toward which everything aspired.

He saw two teenage boys standing haf-hidden in the crowd
on the sidewak. Running from them, he had felt mortal fear—
how odd it was to remember that! They were not evil, not yet.
Tom could not read their minds, but he saw that these two boys
of fourteen, Nappy and Robbie, one so blubbery he had breasts
and the other lean as a starved hound, lived at the periphery of
agreat cloud of error and confusion; and that they daily moved
deeper into the cloud, and then he saw that they had made this
cloud, produced it out of the choices they made, as a squid
producesinkj. . . .

If they had caught him, they would have pressed their
knives against his chest, his throat; they would have enjoyed
his terror but somewhere—even now—been shamed by it, and
this shame would have formed another layer among a thousand
layers that formed the inky cloud . . . and then Tom sensed or
saw such ugliness that he turned away—

and saw that someone had covered him to the chest with
an old green army blanket, and severa of the men turned their
headsto ook out for the approach of an ambulance, which would
be driven, Tom saw, by a chain-smoking elderly man named
Esmond Walker. The ambulance was two-and-a-half miles awvay
on Cdle Bavaria, racing through the traffic with its siren whoop-
ing, and Tom heard the siren and knew that the sound would
come to the waiting men in another eight minutes—

30

eight minutes

Tom looked down at the person he had been with some
surprise, aswell aswith love and pity. His earthly salf had been
s0 new, so unformed and innocent. He had worked hard at his
life with intent, innocent concentration, and his family would
mourn him, his friends would miss him, there would for atime
be a hole in the world that he had filled.

But the sense of lightness and harmony lifted him farther
from the scene, and the patterns became clearer. At the epi-
center of the confusion were two bodies, his own and that of the
crushed man. Policemen in cars and policemen on bicycles had
begun to arrive. Leading out from this crowded and unhappy
scene with itsflashing lights and calls for people to Step back!
Let him breathe! was a gossamer trail only Tom could see.

This was the trail of what he would have done, where he
would have gone, if he had lived. This trail of possibility was
disappearing from the visible world, and what Tom saw was its
disappearance.

He sees himsalf dodging through the traffic in a blare of
horns and lights, sees himsdlf running east, safe, on the other
sde of Calle Burleigh. Tom sees himsdf coming home to his
enraged parents . . . and there his trail goes, glistening as it
fades, from the steps of Miss Ellinghausen's Academy of Dance
where an older Tom stands beside a pretty girl named Sarah
Spence and looks up, his face transfixed by afleeting apprehen-
son—that older Tom Pasmore looks up, hisface amost melting
with fedlings he cannot understand, moves down the hard white
steps outside Miss Ellinghausen's Academy and vanishes long
before he reaches the sddewalk. In a shabby room in the St
Alwyn Hotel, an even older Tom is reading a book caled The
Temptationsof Invisibility, funny title, but heisnot in the house
on Eastern Shore Road, why ishein the St. Alwyn Hotel? Pain
from an unlived future—what is that?

It had been three minutes since his death: the length of one
of the songs on the radio to which his mother would listen with
her head tilted, eyes half-closed, cigarette smoke curling up past
her hair.

On Cadle Burleigh a larger' crowd packed the sidewalks,
talking in a confused, ignorant way about what had caused dll
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the trouble. A bike flipped right over, | saw it happen right
there—one a' them horsesjust got it into his head to go nuts,
plain and simple—a boy ran out—somebody pushed a boy.

No, Tom protested, none of that was exactly right, you're
dl wrong, it didn't happen like that.

Music had begun playing some time ago, but Tom became
aware of it only now: some song, he didn't know what, saxo-
phones and trumpets, and pretty soon the singer would rush on
stage fiddling with his bow tie and plant himself before the mike
and explain everything. . . .

In the end, music did explain everything.

The front doors of the houses on Calle Burleigh hung open,
and the residents watched from their front stoops or their ce-
ment walkways or stood on the crowded sidewalk talking to each
other. A big woman in a blue housedress caught his eye by

jabbing her finger toward her side lawn as she said, Cornerboy,
always trouble, | sent him back scared, made him run, those
boysover there, who knows about them'!

She pointed between the buildings toward 44th Street and
carried Tom's eye with her. On 44th Street no front doors stood
open, and the only visible human being was a drunken fat man
who sat smoking on the stoop of a brown and yellow duplex,
wondering what he was going to do next.

Esmond Walker's ambulance had turned off Calle Bavaria
at the north end of Goethe Park and was beginning to move
dowly through the stalled carts and leaning bicycles at the pe-
rimeter of the circle of disorder caused by Tom's accident. Mr.
Walker edged past a wagon piled with tanned hides, gave a
nudge to a delivery van from Ostend's Market that pulled up
far enough to let him in, and changed the frequency of his siren
from an ongoing whooping wail to a steady, more peremptory
bi p-bi p-bi p. He moved around two bicyclistswho stared into the
cab as if blaming him for the delay, tossed away his cigarette,
and kept moving steadily through the crowd of vehicles dowly
parting to let him through.

From his perch above the dissolving chaos, Tom heard the
change in the siren's signal, and the change of tone seemed to
nudge him as certainly as the Ostend's van, for the music began
spreading out through the air around him, trumpets called, and
the complicated scene beneath Tom darkened and fell away.
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So that's how it happens, he thought, and then he was mov-
ing fast down a dark tunnel toward awarm bright light. He was
not moving his arms and legs, but neither was he being carried
in any way. He seemed amost to be flying, but upright, as
though supported by an invisible walkway. The music he had
heard surrounded him like the sound of humming, or bird song
admost too soft to be audible, and the air carried him and the
music toward the distant light.

The tunnel had imperceptibly widened, and he was moving
through a gathering of shadowy figures who radiated welcome
and protection—Tom knew that he had seen these people before,
that every one of them had been known to him in his earthly
life, and that even though he could not identify them right now,
he was deeply relieved to see them again.

Tom's entire body felt full of light and the same fedings
that had swept over him when he had jumped down from the
milk cart. A deliciousfeeling of absolute Tightness, of dl worry
having been thrown off, never again to be met, spread through
him as he traveled through the protective crowd toward the
light. Had he not always known these feelings? In some form?
He thought they had been the deepest portion of his life, the
most powerful but the least visible, the least known or under-
stood, at oncethe most trusted and least dependable. They were
the feelings caused by the sense of a rea radiance existing at
the center of life—now he knew that the radiance was redl, for
he was traveling toward it amidst people who loved him and
wished him comfort and peace in his new condition, a condition
he hungered for and needed more intensely with every inch of
ground he flew over on his way to the light. For every inch
meant an increase in clarity and certainty of understanding, and
he fdt like a starving man rushing toward a banquet.

Then along filament attaching him to his old life caught him
like a thrown hook, and he abruptly ceased to move forward.
Another filament caught him. The peopl e attending and welcom-
ing him began to recede. Tom felt himsaf dipping away from
the banquet of sense and understanding that had awaited him.
He was being pulled back down the tunnel like a resistant dog,
and the light shrank as it sailed away from him.

Then, for one shocking moment as he fell past his former
perch inthe air, Tom saw ablack man in awhite uniform diding
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astretcher into the back of an ambulance. Most of the chaos on
the road had cleared, and horses and bicycles swerved around
the awkward length of the ambulance to continue west toward
Elm Cove. A dense knot of people remained on the sidewalk.
The hooks and eyes and filaments wrenched Tom back into
his body so forcefully he could not breathe. He felt asif he had
been dammed down hard on aconcrete surface. Everything that
had happened to him since hejumped off amilk cart erased itself
from his mind. For a moment he thought he heard humming
music; alight in the roof of the ambulance shone crudly into his

eyes.
Tom lost consciousness against awave of pain.

He woke up in awhite room and looked through a confusion of
wires and tubes at drawn faces. His parents gazed down a him
as if they did not know him. A strange acrid smell hung over
him; every bit of him seemed to hurt. Hefled again into uncon-
SCiousness.

The next time he woke up, the pain in the middle of his body
took a moment to arrive, then hit him like a blow. Everything
at the joining of his upper and lower body felt destroyed. His
right leg screamed, and his right arm and shoulder uttered a
ghrill but softer complaint. He was looking up at an unfamiliar
ceiling through a confusion of tubes and cabl es, thinking vaguely
that he had been going somewhere—hadn't he?—when another,
deeper wave of pain struck the center of his body. He heard
someone groan’. He had nearly found the place, and dl thispain
could not be his. With a kind of passionate horror Tom redlized
how injured you would have to be to fed so much pain, and then
with a sickening lurch of recognition knew that some horrible
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unknown thing had happened to him. He saw his body dismem-
bered on the street, and blackness came rushing out at him from
adeep inner cave. He tried to raise his head. Blackness surged
over him for a moment; but his eyes opened to the same white
ceiling and loops of plastic tubing. This time Tom lowered his
eyes and looked down his body.

A long white object extended down the bed. Horror seized
him again. His body had been cut away from him and replaced
by this foreign object. At last he saw his own redl |€ft leg pro-
truding from the object. Beside it lay a smooth white mound, a
cast, that flowed up to the middle of his chest. He was in a
hospital. A terrible premonition came to him, and he tried to
touch his genitals with his right hand.

The motion caused by his panicky grab for his crotch
scorched his shoulder and set the middle of his body aflame. His
right hand, encased in another cast, was suspended above his
chest. He began to cry. Asif by itsdf, his left hand, which was
miraculoudy not encased in plaster, did up onto the cool white
crust over his body and felt between his legs. He touched only
a smooth hairless surface like a doll's groin. A tube ran from a
hole in the plaster, which was otherwise featureless. He hed
been castrated. The comfort he had felt a moment before at
being in a hospital disappeared into irony—he was in a hospital
becausethat wasthe only place someonelike himwas acceptabl e;
he would be in the hospital forever.

Beneath the flaring pain in his hips, groin, and right leg
there moved another level of pain like a shark waiting to strike.
This pain would obliterate the world. When he had experienced
it he would never again be"the person he had been. He would
be set gpart from himsdf and everything he had known. Tom
expected this deep lurking pain to move upward and seize him,
but it continued to circle inside his body, as lazily powerful as
athrest.

Tom turned his head to look sideways, and caused only a
minor flare from his right shoulder. As he did so, he uncon-
scioudy rubbed hisleft hand over the smooth rounded curve of
his groin where his penis should have been—something down
there was peeing, he could not imagine what, could not think
about it or begin to picture it. Just past his head on the far end
of the sheet stood three curved tubular guard rails that marked
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the edge of his bed, and past the bed was a white table with a
glass holding water and a funny-looking straw. His mother's
straw bag lay on achair. A door stood open on awhite corridor.
Two doctors waked past. I'm here, he wanted to shout, I'm
alivel Histhroat refused to make any sound at al. The doctors
continued past the door, and Tom redlized that he had seen a
glass of water. His eyes came back to the glass on thE bedside
table. Water! Hereached for the glass with his left hand. In the
instant his hand touched the table Tom heard his mothjer's voice
coming in through the open door.

"STOP IT!" sheyelled. "I CANT TAKE IT ANYMORE!"

His hand jerked by itself and knocked the glass into a stack
of books. Water sheeted out over the table and fell to the floor
like a solid pane of silver.

"l TOOK IT ALL MY LIFE!" hisfather yelled back.

The secret pain deep in hisbody opened its mouth to devour
him, and far too quietly to be heard Tom cried out and fainted

again.

The next time he opened his eyes ajowly face peered down at
him with quizzical seriousness.

"Well, young man,” said Dr. Bonaventure Milton. "I
thought you were coming up for air. Some people have been
waiting to talk to you."

Hisgreat head swung back and away, and thefacesof Tom's
parents crowded into the empty space.

"Hiya, kid," his father said, and his mother sad "Oh,
Tommy."

Victor Pasmore glared at his wife for a second, then turned
back to his son. "How do you feel?"

"Y ou don't haveto talk," his mother said. "Y ou're going to
get better now." Her face flushed, and tearsfilled her eyes. "Oh,
Tommy, we were so—Yyou didnt come home, and then we
heard—but the doctors say you're going to hea—"

"Of course he's going to heal," sad his father. "What kind
of guff is that?"

"Water," Tom managed to say.

"You knocked that glass right off your table," his father
said. "Sounded like you threw a baseball through the window.
Y ou suregot our attention.”
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"He wants adrink," said Gloria

"I'm the doctor, I'll get anew glass," the doctor said. Tom
heard him walk out of the toom.

For a moment the Pasmores were silent.

"Keep breaking those glasses, you'll cost us a fortune in
glassware," his father said.

His mother burst into outright tears.

Victor Pasmore leaned down closer to his son, bringing a
dizzying mix of aftershave, tobacco, and alcohol. "Y ou got pretty
banged up, Tommy, but everything's under control now, isn't
it?" He managed to shrug while leaning over the bed.

Tom forced words out through his throat. "Is my . .. am
l...?

"You got hit by acar, kiddo," his father said.

And then he remembered the grille and the bumper ad-
vancing toward him.

"l hed to go through hell and back to get a new glass,"
complained Dr. Milton, coming back into the room. He stepped
up dongside his father and looked down. "I think our patient
could use some rest, don't you?' He hed the glass in front of
Tom'sface and gently inserted the curved plagtic straw between
hislips.

The water, liquid silk, invaded him with the tastes of straw-
berries, milk, honey, air, sunshine. He drew another mouthful
up from the glass, parted his hps to breathe, and the doctor did
the straw from his mouth.

"Enough for now, son," he said.

His mother brushed his left hand with her fingers before
stepping back.

Sometime after that, an hour or a day, Tom opened his eyes to
avison that seemed as unred as a dream—at first he thought
he had to be dreaming, for what he saw was the dim, fantagtic
figure of his cranky old neighbor on Eastern Shore Road, Lamont
von Héilitz, gliding toward him from adark corner of the room.
Mr. von Heilitz was wearing one of his splendid suits, a pin-
striped light grey, with apae yellow vest that hed wide lapels;
in his left hand he held gloves of the same shade. Yes, itwas a
nightmare, for the darkness seemed to follow the old man as he
approached the bed and blinking Tom, who feared that his
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strange neighbor would begin shaking his fist and screaming at
him.

But he did not. With webs of shadowy darkness dripping
from his shoulders, Mr. von Helilitz quietly patted his left arm
and looked down with far more compassion than Dr. Bonaven-
ture Milton. "l want you to get better, Tom Pasmore," hewhis-
pered. Mr. von Heilitz leaned down over Tom's body, and Tom
saw the shadows that accompanied him spread across the fine
network of lines in his white forehead. The wings of his grey
hair shone. "Remember this," he whispered, stepped back into
darkness that seemed to await him, and was gone.

The small window opposite Tom's bed was no more than ahole
punched into a dingy whiteness, smudged here and there with
ancient stains. Dirty-looking spiderwebs darkened the walls
near the ceiling. Periodically these would mysteriously disap-
pear, and some few days later as mysteriousy reappear. Next
to his bed was a table that held a glass of water and his books.
A tray beneath the table swung out toward him at mealtimes.
Near the door weretwo green plastic chairs. Behind his bedside
table stood the pole to which were attached the various bags
and bottles that nourished him. Through the door he could see
the hospita corridor withitsblack and whitetilefloor over which
moved a constant traffic of doctors, nurses, cleaners, orderlies,
visitors, and hisfellow patients. Even with the door closed, Tom
was unaware of this traffic only when his pain was a its most
ambitious.

For the hospital was as noisy as a foundry. The cleaners
roamed the corridors at dl hours, taking to themsalves and
playing their radios as they mopped with bored, angry move-
ments of their arms. Their carts rattled and squealed, and the
meta clamps of their anmoniac mops rang againg their pails.
Someone was aways hauling laundry through the corridors,
someone was always greeting avisitor with loud outcries, most
often someonewas groaning or screaming. During visiting hours
the hdls were crowded with mobs of people taking in fasdy
cheerful voices, and children pounded from one end of the cor-
ridor to another, clutching the strings of balloons.

Hisworld was dominated by physical pain and the necessity
of controlling that pain. Every three hours a nurse holding a
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gmdl square tray marched quickly across his room and lifted a
tiny white paper cup from among the other similar cups on the
tray even before she reached his bedside, so that by the time
she reached him she was in position to extend the cup to his
waiting lips. Then there was an agonizing period in which the
sweset, aily stuff in the cup temporarily failed to work. Some-
times during this period, the nurse, if she were Nancy Vetiver
or Hattie Bascombe, would hold his hand or stroke his hair.

These smdl coins of affection soothed him.

In a minute or two the pain that had come up out of his
body's deepest places began to settle like a large animd going
to deep, and dl the sharp smaler pains would turn fuzzy and
dow.

One day during Tom's third week in the hospital Dr. Milton
entered his room while he was having a conversation with Nancy
Vetiver, one of his two favorite nurses. She was a dim young
blond woman of twenty-six with close-set brown eyes and harsh
lines at the sides of her mouth. Nancy had his hand in hers and
was telling him a story about her first year at Shady Mount—
the raucous dormitory she had lived in, the food that had made
her fed half-sick. Tom was hoping to get her to tell him some-
thing about the night nurse, Hattie Bascombe, whom he con-
sidered a wondrous and dightly fearsome character, but Nancy
glanced over her shoulder as the doctor came in, squeezed his
hand, and looked impassively at the doctor.

Tom saw Dr. Milton frown at their joined hands as he ap-
proached the bed. Nancy gently took her hand from his, and
then stood up.

Dr. Milton tucked in his ample chin and frowned at her a
moment before turning to Tom.

"Nurse Vetiver, isn't it?' he asked.

Nancy was wearing a name tag, and Tom knew that the
doctor must have encountered her many times before.

"It is," she said.

"Aren't there some essential aspects of your job that you
ought to be seeing to?"

"This is an essentia aspect of my job, Dr. Milton," Nancy
sad.

"You fee—let me be sure | state this correctly—it medi-
caly beneficid to complain to this boy, who is of agood family,
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in fact a very good family"—here he glanced over a Tom with
what was supposed to be a look of reassurance—"about the
mutton served in the nurses residence?’

"That's exactly what | feel, Doctor."

For a moment the nurse and the doctor merely stared at
each other. Tom saw Dr. Milton decide that it was not worth
his while to debate hospital etiquette with this underling. He
sighed. "I'll want you to think about what you owe to this in-
dtitution," he said in a weary voice that suggested that he had
sad similar things many times before. "But we do have a patient,
and an important one'—another curdled smile for Tom—"to
ded with at the moment, Nurse Vetiver. This young man's
grandfather, my good friend Glen Upshaw, is ill on the board
of this hospital. Perhaps you might be good enough to let me
conduct an examination?'

Nancy stepped back, and Dr. Milton leaned down to peer
a Tom'sface.

"Fedling better, are we?"

"l guess," Tom said.

"How's the pain?'

"Pretty bad at times."

"You'll be back on your feet in no time," the doctor said.
"Nature is a great healer. | suppose we could increase your
medication . . . ?' He straightened up and turned his head to
glance a Nancy. "Suppose we think about increasing his med-
ication, shal we?"

"Welll think about it," she said. "Yes, sir."

"Very good, then." He vaguely patted Tom's cast. "I
thought it might be useful for me to pop in and have a chat with
the boy, and now | seethat it was. Y es, very ussful. Everything
going dl right, nurse?'

Nancy smiled at the doctor with a face subtly changed,
older, tougher, more cynical. She looked less beatiful to Tom,
but more impressive. "Of course," she said. She glanced at Tom,
and when Tom met her eyes he understood: nothing said by Dr.
Milton was of any importance at al.

"Il just add a note on his chart, then," the doctor said, and
busied himsdf with his pen for a moment.

He hooked the chart back on the bottom of his bed, gave
Nancy aglance full of meaning Tom did not know how to inter-
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pret, and said, "I'll tell your grandfather you're doing splendidly,
good mentd attitude, al that sort of thing. Hell be pleased.”
He looked at his watch. "Well. You're eating well, | assume?
No mutton here, is there, Nurse? You must eat, you know—
that's nature's way. Sometimes good solid food is the best med-
icine you can have." Another glance at his watch. "Important
appointment, I'm afraid. Glad we could get that little matter
sraightened out, Nurse Vetiver."

"It's a great relief to us all," Nancy said.

Dr. Bonaventure Milton cast Nancy a lazy glance, nearly
amiled with the same indifferent laziness, and after nodding to
Tom, wandered out of the room. "Yes, sir,” Nancy sad, as if
to hersdf. So Tom understood everything he would ever have
to understand about his doctor.

Later there was a "complication” with his leg, which hed
begun to fed as if helium were being pumped into it, making it
<0 light that it threatened to shatter its cast and sail away into
the air. Tom had ignored thisfeeling for as long as he could, but
within a week it became a part of the pain that threatened to
devour the whole of the world, and he had to confessit to some-
one. Nancy Vetiver said totell Dr. Milton, redly tell him; Hattie
Bascombe, spesking from the darkness in the middle of the
night, said, "Y ou save up your knife from your supper, and when
old Boney starts pettin' your cast and tellin' you that you just
imaginin' that feeling, you take that knife and stick it in his old
fat fish-colored hand." Tom thought that Hattie Bascombe was
the other side of Nancy Vetiver, and then thought that every
object and person must have its other, opposite sde—the side
that belonged to night.

As Hettie predicted, Dr. Milton scoffed at his story of a
"light" pain, an "airy" pain, and even his parents did not believe
init. They did not want to believe that their doctor, the digtin-
guished Bonaventure Milton, could be in error (nor did the sur-
geon, a Dr. Bostwick, an otherwise blameless man), and above
dl they did not want to believe that Tom would need yet another
operation. Nor did Tom—he just wanted them to cut open the
cast and let the air out. Of course that was no solution, the
doctors would not do that. And so the abscess within his leg
grew and grew, and by the time Nancy and Hattie got Dr.
Bostwick to examinethis"imaginary" complaint, Tom was found
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to need a new operation, which would not only remove the ab-
scess but reset his leg. Which meant that first they would have
to bresk it again—it was precisely as though he were to be
propped up on Cale Burleigh and run over again.

Hattie Bascombe leaned toward him out of the night and
sad, "You'reascholar, and thishereisyour school. Y our lessons
are hard—hard—but you gotta learn 'em. Most people don't
learn what you bein' taught until they a lot older. Nothing is
sofe, that's what you been learnin'. Nothing is whole, not for
too damned long. The world is haf night. Don't matter who your
granddaddy is."

The world is half night—that was what he knew.

Tom spent the entire summer in Shady Mount Hospital. His
parents visited him with the irregularity he came to expect of
them, for he knew that they saw their visits as disruptive and
upsetting, in some way harmiful to his recovery: they sent books
and toys, and while most of the toys came to pieces in his hands
or were useless to one confined to bed, the books were aways
perfect, every one. When his parents appeared in hisroom, they
seemed quieter and older than he remembered them, survivors
of another life, and what they spoke of was the saga of what
they had endured on the day of his accident.

The one time his grandfather came to the hospital, he stood
beside the bed leaning on the umbrella he used as a cane, with
something tight and hard in hisface that doubted Tom, wondered
about him. This, Tom suddenly remembered, was overwhelm-
ingly familiar—the sensation that his grandfather didiked him.

Had he been running away?

No, of course not, why would he run away?

He didn't have any friends out there, did he? Had he maybe
been going to EIm Cove? Two boys in his old class a Brooks-
Lowood lived in EIm Cove, maybe he had taken it into his head
to go dl the way out there and see them?

His class was now his old class because he would miss a
year of school.

Maybe, he said. | don't remember. | just don't remember.
He could vaguely remember the day of his accident, could re-
member the milk cart and the NO PASSENGERS ALLOWED sign
and the driver asking him about girlfriends.
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Well, which one had he been going to see?

Hismemory turned to ludge, to pureresistance. Hisgrand-
father's indstent questions felt like blows.

Why had his accident happened on Cdle Burleigh, eight
miles east of EIm Cove? Had he been hitchhiking?

"Why are you asking me dl these questional” Tom blurted,
and burst into tears.

There came amuted shocked exhalation from the door, and
Tom knew that some of the hospital staff were lingering there
to get alook at his grandfather.

"You'd better stick to your own part of town," his grand-
father said, and the young doctors and lounging orderlies gave
amost inaudible noises of approval.

At the end of August, during the lagt thirty minutes of
visiting hours, agirl named Sarah Spence walked into his room.
Tom put down his book and looked at her in astonishment. Sarah,
too, seemed astonished to find herself in a hospital room, and
looked around at everything in a wondering, wide-eyed way
before she came across the room to his bed. For amoment Tom
thought that yes, it was astonishing that he should be here, and
that she should see him like this. In that moment he was the
old Tom Pasmore, and when he saw how Sarah shyly inspected
his massive cast with a smile of dismay, it seemed to him ridic-
ulous that he should have been so unhappy.

Sarah Spence had been a friend of his since their earliest
days at school, and when she met his eyes he felt restored to
his life. He saw a once that her shyness had Ieft her, and that
unlike the boys from their class who had cometo visit hisroom,
she was not intimidated by the evidences of hisinjuries. By now
his heed wound had healed, and his right arm was out of its
bandages and cast, 0 he looked far more like his old sdlf than
he had during most of July.

As they took each other in for a moment before speaking,
Tom redlized that Sarah's face was no longer that of alittle girl,
but amost a woman's, and her taller body was beginning to be
awoman's too. He saw that Sarah was very much aware of the
difference in her face and body.

"Oh, my God," she said. "Would you look &t that cast?"

"l look at it alot, actudly,” he said.
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She amiled, and raised her eyes to meet his. "Oh, Tom,"
she said, and for a moment there hovered between them the
possibility that Sarah Spence would hold his hand, or touch his
cheek, or kiss him, or burst into tears and do al three—Tom
amost went dizzy with hisdesirefor her touch, and Sarah hersalf
scarcely knew what she wished to do, or how to express the
wave of tenderness and grief that had passed through her with
hisjoke. She took a step nearer to him, and was on the verge
of reaching out to touch him when she saw how pae his skin
was, ashy just beneath the golden surface, and that his hair
looked lank and matted. For just amoment her fifth-grade friend
Tom Pasmore looked like a stranger. He seemed shrunken, and
his bones were prominent, and even though this familiar
stranger before her was alittle boy—a little boy—he had ugly
dark smudges under his eyes like an old man. Then Tom's face
seemed to settle into well-known lines, and he was not a little
boy with an old man'seyes but on the verge of adolescence again,
the boy she liked best in her class, the friend who hed spent
hours every day taking and playing with her in summers and
weekends past—nbut by then she had unconscioudy taken a hdf-
step backwards, and was folding her hands together at her waist.

They were suddenly awkward with each other.

To say something, anything at al, lest she run out of the
room, Tom said, "Do you know how long I've been here?' And
immediately regretted it, for it sounded to him as if he was
accusing her of having ignored him.

And then it seemed to him that hewastryingto tell Sarah
Spence in one sentence about dl the changes that had taken
place in him. So he said, "I've been here forever."”

"l heard yesterday,"” Sarah said. "We just got back from
up north.”

"Up north," aphrase Tom understood as well as Sarah, did
not refer to the northern end of the idand, but to the northern
tier of states in continental North America. Sarah's parents, like
many far east end residents (though not the Pasmores), owned
property in northern Wisconsin, and spent much of June, July,
and August in apine lodge beside a freshwater lake. At the end
of June the Redwing clan, Mill Walk's most important family,
moved virtually as a single organism to a separate compound on
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Eagle Lake. "Mom found out from Mrs. Jacobs, when she was
taking to her at Ostend's Market." She paused. "You got hit
by acar?"

Tom nodded. She, too, he could see, had questions she could
not ask: How did it feel? Can you remember it? Did it hurt a
lot?

"How did that happen?' she asked. "You just waked in
front of acar?’

"l guess | was way out on Calle Burleigh, and it was rush
hour, and ... " Unable to say any more, because dl he could
remember now of that day was how the car had looked just
before it struck him, he shrugged.

"How dumb can you get?" she said. "What are you going
to do next? Dive into an empty pool ?"

"l think my next death-defying act is going to be trying to
get out of this bed."

"And when do you do that? When do you get to go home?"

"l don't know."

Unsettlingly adult exasperation showed on her face. "Well,
how are you going to go to school if you don't go home?' When
he did not answer, the exasperation was replaced by a moment
of pure confusion, and then by something like disbelief. "You're
not coming back to school 7"

"l can't,” he said. "I'm going to be out a whole year. It's
true,” he added in the face of her growing incredulity. His
depression had begun to return. "I can't even get out of bed for
another eight weeks—that's what they told me anyhow. When
| finally do get home, they're putting me in ahospital bed in the
living room. How can | go to school, Sarah? | can't even get out
of bed!" Hewas appalled to hear himsealf making terrible ragged
noises as his pains began to announce themselves again. Tom
thought that Sarah Spence looked as if she were sorry to have
come to the hospitl—and she was right, she did not belong
here. In some way he had never quite redlized, she had been
his best and most important friend, and now a vast abyss lay
between them.

Sarah did not run out of the room, but for Tom it was almost
worse that she watched him dry his face and blow his nose as
she uttered meaningless phrases about how everything would
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be dl right. He saw her retreat into the world of ignorant day-
light, backing away in polite horror from his fear and pain and
anger. In any case, she did not know the worst thing—that he
had been castrated and had nothing between his legs but atube,
afact so terrible that Tom himsalf could not hold it clearly in
his mind for more than a few seconds at atime. Now, without
being aware of what he was doing, his left hand crept to the
smooth groin of his body cast.

"You must itch alot,” Sarah said.

He pulled his hand away as if the cast were red hot. She
remained until visiting hours were over, talking to him about a
new puppy named Bingo and what she had done"up north," and
how Fritz Redwing's cousin Buddy had taken one of hisfamily's
motorboats out into the middle of Eagle Lake and tried to dy-
namite the fish, and her voice went on and on, full of kindness
and regtraint and sympathy, as well as other fegelings he could
not or would not identify, until Nancy Vetiver came in to tell
her that she had to leave.

"l didn't know you had such a pretty girlfriend,” Nancy
sad. "I think I'mjealous.”

Sarah's entire face turned pink, and she reached for her
bag, promising to be back soon. When she left she sent no more
than a glancing smile toward Tom, and did not speak or look at
Nancy. She never came to the hospital again.

Two days later his door opened just before the end of visiting
hours, and Tom looked up with his heart beating, expecting to
see Sarah Spence. Lament von Heilitz smiled flickeringly from
the doorway, and somehow appeared to understand everything
at once. "Ah, you've been waiting for someone else. But it'sjust
your cranky old neighbor, I'm afraid. Shdl | leave you alone?"

"Pleasedon't, please comein,"” Tom said, more pleased than
he would have thought possible at the sight of the old man. Mr.
von Heilitz was wearing adark blue suit with a double-breasted
vest, adark red rose in his buttonhole, and gloves of the same
red as the rose. He looked silly and beautiful at once, Tom
thought, and was visited by what seemed the odd desire that
he might look a great dedl like this when he was as old as Mr.
von Heilitz. Then his mind snagged and caught on a buried
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memory, and he goggled at the old man, who smiled back at
him, as if again he had understood everything before Tom had
to say aword.

"Y ou cameto see me," Tom said. "A long time ago."

"Yes," the old man said.

"You said—you said to remember your visit."

"And so you did," said Mr. von Heilitz. "And now | have
come again. | understand that you will be coming home soon,
but thought that you might enjoy reading a few books | had
around the place. It's dl right if you don't. But you might give
them atry, anyhow." And from nowhere, it seemed, he produced
two dim books—The Speckled Band and The Murders in the
Rue Morgue—and handed them over to Tom. "l hope you will
be good enough to pay me a call sometime when you are out of
the hospital and fully recovered.”

Tom nodded, dumbfounded, and soon after Mr. von Helilitz
glided out of the room.

"Who the hel was that?' Nancy asked him. "Dracula?"

Tom himsdf |eft the hospital on the last day of August, and was
ingaled in the bed set up in the living room. The big cast had
been replaced by one that encased him only from ankle to thigh.
It seemed that he had not been castrated after al. Nancy Vetiver
visted him &fter he had been home a few days, and at first
seemed to bring into the house with her the whole noisy, well-
regulated atmosphere of the hospital—for a moment it seemed
that his lost world would be restored. She told him stories of
the other nurses and the patients he had known, which involved
him as Sarah Spence's tales of northern Wisconsin had not, and
told him that Hattie Bascombe had said that she would put a
hex on him if he didn't come visit her. But then his mother, who
was having one of her good days and had |eft them aone to order
groceries from Ostend's, came back in and was chillingly polite
to the nurse, and Tom saw Nancy become increasingly uncom-
fortable under Gloria Pasmore's questions about her parents and
her education. For thefirst time Tom noticed that Nancy'sgram-
mar was uncertain—she said "she don't" and "they was'—and
that she sometimes|laughed at thingsthat weren't funny. A few
minutes later, Tom's mother showed her to the door, thanking
her with elaborate insincerity for al she had done.
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When Gloria came back into the living room, she said, "l
don't think nurses expect to be tipped, do you? | don't think
they should.”

"Oh, Mom," Tom said, knowing that this concesled a neg-
ative verdict.

"That young woman looked very hard to me," sad his
mother. "Very hard indeed. People as hard as that frighten me."



part three

HATRED
AND SALVATION



Later in his life, when Tom Pasmore remembered the year he
had spent aone at home, he could not summon up the faces of
the practical nurses who came, were fired, and went away, nor
of thetutorswho tried to get him to stop reading for long enough
for them to teach him something. Neither was he ever able to
remember spending any length of time with his parents.

What he could remember without any difficulty at dl was
being adone and reading. His year a home divided itself into
three sections—the eras of bed, wheelchair, and crutches—and
during these, he read nearly every one of the books in his par-
ents house and virtualy dl of the books hisfather carried home,
six at atime, from the public library. He read with nothing but
appetite—without discrimination or judgment, sometimes with-
out understanding. Tom reread dl of his old children's books,
reed hisfather's Zane Grey, Eric Ambler, and Edgar Rice Bur-
roughs, and hismother'sS. S. Van Dine, E. Phillips Oppenheim,
Michael Arlen, Edgar Wallace, and The Search for Bridey Mur-
phy. He read Sax Rohmer, H. P. Lovecraft, and Bulfinch's
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Mythology. He read the dog novels of Albert Payson Terhune,

and the horse novels of Will James, and Call of the Wild, Black

Beauty, and Frog by Colonel S. P. Meeker. Heread anovel by
a Hungarian about Gdileo. He read hotrod novels by Henry
Gregor Felsen, especialy Street Rod, inwhich aboy waskilled

in an automobile accident. When his father began taking books
from the library, he raced through everything they had by Aga-
tha Christie, Ngaio Marsh, Dashidl Hammett, and Raymond
Chandler. He read Murder, Incorporated, about the careers of

Louis "Lepke" Buchalter and Abe "Kid Twist" Reles. Once an
irritated Victor Pasmore came into the living room holding a
begful of hardback Nero Wolfe novelsby Rex Stout that L amont
von Héilitz hed pressed into his hands with instructions to give
them to Tom, and Tom read them dl in arow, one &fter the
other. He read approximately one-third of the Bible and one-
haf of acollection of Shakespeare's playsthat he found propping
up agoldfish bowl. Hewent through Sherlock Holmes and Rich-
ard Hannay and Lord Peter Wimsey. He read Jurgen and Top-
per and San. He read novels in which young governesses went
to ancient family estates in France and fel in love with young
noblemen who might have been smugglers, but were not. He
read Dracula and Wuthering Heights and Bleak House. After
that he waslaunched into Dickens, and read Great Expectations,
The Pickwick Papers, Martin ChuzzZlewit, Dombey and Son,
The Mystery of Edwin Drood, Our Mutual Friend, A Tale of
Two Cities, and David Copperfield. On the recommendation of
the puzzled librarian, he went from Dickens to Wilkie Collins,
and lapped up The Moonstone, No Name, Armadale, and The
Woman in White. He faled with Edith Wharton, another of the
librarian's recommendations, but struck gold again with Mark
Twain, Richard Henry Dana, and Edgar Allan Poe. Then he
stumbled upon The Castle of Otranto, The Monk, and Great
Talesof Terror and the Supernatural. Mr. von Heilitz once again
intercepted his father on the street, and passed dong The House
of the Arrow and Trent's Last Case and Brat Farrar.

Before his accident, books had meant the safety of escape;
for along time afterwards, what they meant waslifeitself. Very
rarely, afew of the boys who had been his friends would stop
in and stay half an hour or more, and during these visits he
learned that the world did not stop at his front door—Buddy
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Redwing had been given a Corvette for his sixteenth birthday,
and Jamie Thielman had been expelled from Brooks-L owood for
smoking behind the curtains on the school stage, the football
team had won eight games in arow, and the basketball team,
which played in a league with only four other teams, had an
unbroken string of losses—but the boys seldom visited and soon
left, and Tom, who really did hunger for information about what
the big unknown world beyond his door, beyond Eastern Shore
Road, beyond even Mill Walk was like, could forget while he
read that he was crippled and aone. Through the transparent
medium of books, he left behind his body and his useless anger
and roamed through forests and cities in close company with
men and women who plotted for money, love, and revenge, who
murdered and stole and saved England from foreign conspira
cies, who embarked on great journeys and followed their doubles
like shadows through foggy nineteenth-century London. He
hated his body and hiswheelchair, though hisarms and shoulders
grew as muscular as a weightlifters's, and when he was put on
his crutches, he loathed their awkwardness and the hobbled
imitation of walking they represented: red life, hisred life, was
between the covers of several hundred novels. Everything else
was horror and monstrosity—falling down, moving likean insect
with his six limbs, screaming et his irritated tutors, dreaming
at night of seas of blood, of a smashed and mutilated body.

A year after his accident, Tom set down his crutches and
learned to walk again. By then he was in a great many ways a
different person from the boy who had jumped down from the
milk cart.

Both the elder Pasmores and their son would have pointed
to Tom'simmersion in books as the real cause of the changesin
him. To Tom's parents, it seemed that the far more distant, now
oddly unknowable boy holding on to tables and chairs as he
tottered around the house on legs as unreliable as those of an
eighteen-month-old child had taken a voluntary sidestep away
from life—when not inexplicably enraged, he seemed to have
chosen shadows, passivity, unreality.

Tom's own ideas were amost directly opposed to these. It
seemed to him that he had stepped into the real stream of life:
that dl of hisreading not only had saved him from theimmediate
insanity of rage and the slow insanity of boredom, but given him
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arapid and seductive overview of adult life—he had been an
invisible participant in hundreds of dramas, but even more im-
portant, had overheard thousands of conversations, witnessed
asmany acts of discrimination and judgment, and seen stupidity,
cruelty, hyprocrisy, bad manners, and duplicity condemned in
amost equal measure. The melody of the English language and
a sense of its resources, an idea of eloquence as mysterioudy
good and mord in itsdlf, had passed into his mind forever, as
had the beginning of an understanding of human motives. Far
more than anything provided by his tutors, the books Tom read
were his education. At times, deep in a book, he fet his body
beginto glow: aninvisible but potent glory seemed to hover just
behind the characters, and it seemed that they were ontheverge
of making some great discovery that would also be his—the
discovery of avast realm of radiant meaning that lay hidden just
within the world of ordinary appearances.

By hisjunior year in Brooks-Lowood's Upper School, he
could make half of his class convulse with laughter with aremark
the other haf would either resent or fal to understand; he
jumped at loud noises and retreated into himsalf for long periods
that were known as his "trances’; he had a reputation for being
"nervous,”" for he had no physical repose and could not remain
still longer than a few seconds without moving or twitching or
rubbing his face or chattering to anybody who happened to be
near. He was plagued with nightmares and he walked in his
deep. If he had been as good in school as his aptitude tests
indicated he should, much of this behavior would have been put
down to his being a "brain," a brilliant academic future would
have been predicted for him, and the guidance counselor would
have spoken to him about medical school—there was a perennia
shortage of doctors on Mill Walk. Asit was, his conduct merely
meade him odd, and the counsel or handed him brochuresfor third-
rate colleges in the southern states.

The nine months he had spent in a wheelchair had left him
with large shoulders and well-developed biceps that remained
even while the rest of his body lengthened to a height of six
feet, four inches. The basketball coach, who was desperate after
along string of losing seasons, arranged a meeting of Tom and
Victor Pasmore, himsalf, and the headmaster, who had long ago
mentaly convicted Tom Pasmore of malingering. Tom politely

56

refused to have anything to do with the school's teams. "It'sjust
an accident that I'm so tall,” he sad to the three stony-faced
men in the headmaster's beautiful office. "Why don't youimagine
me being afoot shorter?”

He meant that if they did so they would be closer to the
truth, but the coach felt as though Tom were laughing a him,
the headmaster felt insulted, and Victor Pasmore was enraged.

"Will you please tak to these people like a human being?’
Victor bellowed. "Y ou haveto take part in things! Y ou can't sit
on your duff dl day long anymore!"

"Sounds like basketball hasjust become a compulsory sub-
ject,” Tom said, asif to himsdf.

"It just has—for you!" shouted his father.

And then Tom uttered a remark that turned the stomach
of each of the three adult men in the room. "l don't know any-
thing about basketball except for what | learned from John Up-
dike. Have any of you ever read Rabbit, Run?"

Of course none of them had—the coach thought that Tom
was talking about an anima book.

Tom went to basketball practice for a month. The coach
discovered that his new acquisition could not dribble or pass,
was compl etely incapable of hitting the basket with the ball, and
did not even know the names of the positions. Tom did get his
friend Fritz Redwing, one of the guards, interested in Rabbit,
Run by describing an act of oral sex that took place in the book,
and Fritz became so engrossed in the copy hefilched from the
An Die Blumen drugstore (no Redwing Tom ever knew would
pay good money for anything as ridiculous as a book) that he
excited the suspicions of his parents, who after three days
plucked the paperback from his fingers and in horror, disbelief,
and embarrassment found themselves staring at the very pas
sage Tom Pasmore had described to their son.

Theeder Redwingswould very likely have been morecom-
fortable with the thought of their son actually performing some
of the acts depicted on the page before them than with the fact
of his reading about them. In a boy, sexua experimentation
could be put down to high spirits, but reading about such things
smacked of perversion. They were shocked, and though they
did not quite perceive this, they felt their vaues betrayed. Fritz
quickly confessed that Tom Pasmore had told him about the
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dreadful book. And because the Redwingsweretherichest, most
powerful, and most respected family on Mill Walk, Tom's rep-
utation underwent a subtle darkening. He was perhaps not—
perhaps not entirely reliable.

Tom's response was that he preferred being not perhaps
entirely reliable. Certainly he had no interest in being an imi-
tation Redwing, though that was the goal of most of what passed
for society on Mill Walk. Redwing reliability consisted of
thoughtless, comfortable adherence to a set of habits and traits
that were generally accepted more as the only possible manners
then as smple good manners.

One arrived at business appointments five minutes late, and
haf an hour late for socia functions. One played tennis, polo,
and golf aswell as possible. One drank whiskey, gin, beer, and
champagne—one did not really know much about other wines—
and wore wool in the winter, cotton in summer. (Only certain
brands and labels were acceptable, dl others being either com-
icaly inappropriate or more or less invisible.)) One amiled and
told the latest jokes; one never publicly disapproved of anything,
ever, nor too enthusiagtically gave public approval, ever. One
made money (or inthe Redwings case, conserved it) but did not
vulgarly discuss it. One owned art, but did not attach an un-
seemly importance to it: paintings, chiefly landscapes or por-
traits, were intended to decorate walls, increase in value, and
tegtify to the splendor of their owners. (When the Redwings
and members of their circle decided to donate their "art” to Mill
Wak's Museo del Kunst, they generally sipulated that the
Museo construct facsamiles of their living rooms, so that the
paintings could be seen in their proper context.) Similarly, nov-
els told stories designed to be the summer entertainment of
women; poetry was either prettily rhymed stuff for children or
absurdly obscure and sdlf-important; and "classical” music oblig-
ingly provided a set of familiar melodies as a background for
being seen in public in one's best clothes. One ignored as far as
was possible any distasteful, uncomfortable, or irritating reali-
ties. One spent the summersin Europe, buying things, at South
American resorts, buying other things, or "up north,” ideally at
Eagle Lake, drinking, fishing, organizing lavish parties, and
committing adultery. One spoke no foreign language, the idea
was ridiculous, but a faulty and rudimentary knowledge of Ger-
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man, if assmilated at the knee of a grandparent who had once
owned a great deal of eastern shore property and made a very
good thing of it, was acceptable. One attended Brooks-L owood
and played in as many sports as possible, ignored and ridiculed
the unattractive and unpopular, despised the poor and the na-
tives, thought of any other part of the Western Hemisphere
except Eagle Lake and its environs as unfortunate in exact re-
lation to its dissimilarity to Mill Walk, went away to college to
be polished but not corrupted by exposure to interesting but
irrdlevant points of view, and returned to marry and propagate
onesdlf, to consolidate or create wealth. One never really looked
worried, and one never said anything that hed not been heard
being said before. One belonged to the Mill Walk Founders Club,
the Beach & Yacht Club, one or both of two country clubs, the
dumni club of one's college, the Episcopa Church, and in the
case of young businessmen, the Kiwanis Club, so as not to gppear
snobbish.

Generdly, one was taller than average, blond, blue-eyed.
Generdly one had perfect teeth. (The Redwings themselves,
however, tended to be short, dark, and rather heavyset, and to
have wide spaces between their teeth.)

One branch of the Redwing family attempted to ingal fox
hunting—"riding to hounds'—as a regular part of idand life,
but due to the absence of native foxes and the unfailing ability
of the native cats and ferrets to evade the panting, heat-stricken
imported hounds, the custom swiftly degenerated to regular
annud participation a the Hunt Bal, with the loca maes
dressed in black boots and pink hacking jackets. As the nature
of this attempt at an instant tradition might indicate, Mill Walk
society was reflexively Anglophilein its tastes, drawn to chintz
and flora patterns, conservetive clothing, leather furniture,
wood paneling, smal dogs, forma dinners, the consumption of
game birds, "eloquent” portraits of family pets, indifference to
intellectual matters, cheaful philigtinism, habitual assumption
of mora superiority, and the like. Also Anglophile, perhaps,
was the assumption that the civilized world—the world that
mattered—by no means included dl of Mill Walk, but only the
far east end where the Redwings, their relatives, friends, ac-
quaintances, and hangers-on lived, and, though this was debat-
able, EIm Cove, which lay to the western end of Glen Hollow
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Golf Club. Other outposts of the civilized world were: Bermuda,
Mustique, Charleston, particular sections of Brazil and Vene-
zuda—especidly "Tranquility,” the Redwing hideaway there-
certain areas of Richmond, Boston, Philadelphia, New Y ork,
and London, Eagle Lake, the Scottish highlands, and the Red-
wing hunting lodge in Alaska. One might go anywhere in the
world, certainly, but there was surely no real need to go any-
where but to these places, which between them made up the
map of adl that was desirable to a right-minded person.
To areliable person, one could say.

Tom became interested in Mill Walk's few murders, and kept a
scrapbook of clippings from the Eyewitness that concerned
them. He did not know why he was interested in these murders,
but every one of them left behind, on a hillsde or in aroom, a
prematurely dispossessed body, abody that would otherwise be
filled with life.

Gloriawas distressed when she discovered this scrapbook,
which was of ordinary, even mundane appearance, with its dark
board covers that resembled leather and large <iff yellow
pages—part of her distress was the contrast between the homely
scrapbook, suggestive of matchbook collections and photographs
from summer camp, and the headlines that jumped from its
pages: BODY DISCOVERED IN TRUNK, SISTER OF FINANCE MIN-
ISTER MURDERED IN ROBBERY ATTEMPT. She considered re-
moving the scrapbook from his room and confronting him with
it, but dmost immediately decided to pretend that she had not
seen it. The scrapbook was merely one of athousand things that
distressed, darmed, or upset Gloria
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Mogt of Mill Walk's murderswere as ordinary asthe scrap-
book into which Tom glued their newspaper renderings. A pig
farmer was hit in the head with a brick and dumped, to be
trampled and half-devoured by his livestock, into a pen beside
his barn, BRUTAL MURDER OF CENTRAL PLAINS FARMER, said
the Eyewitness. Two days | ater, the newspaper reported SISTER
OF FARMER CONFESSES: Says He Told Me He Would Marry, |
Had To Leave Family Farm. A bartender in the old dave
quarter was killed during arobbery. One brother killed another
on Christmas Eve: SANTA CLAUS DISPUTE LEADS TO DEATH.
After a native woman was found stabbed to desth in a Mogrom
Street hovel, SON MURDERED MOTHER FOR MONEY IN MAT-
TRESS—MORE THAN $300,000!

Gloria eventually decided to seek reassurance from a sym-
pathetic source.

Tom'sEnglishteacher at Brooks-L owood, DennisHandley,
Mr. Handley, or "Handles' to the boys, had come to Mill Walk
from Brown University, looking for sun, enough money to live
reasonably well, apicturesgue gpartment overlooking thewater,
and a life reasonably free of stress. Since he enjoyed teaching,
hed spent the happiest years of hislife at adraconian prep school
in New Hampshire, was of an even-tempered, friendly nature,
and had virtually no sexua desires whatsoever, Dennis Handley
had enjoyed his life on Mill Walk from the first. He had found
that gpartments on the water were beyond his price range, but
amogt everything else about his life in the tropics suited him.

When Gloria Pasmore told him about the scrapbook, he
agreed to have a tak with the boy. He did not know exactly
why, but the scrapbook sounded wrong. He thought it might be
a sourcebook for future stories, but the whole tone of the thing
disturbed him—too morbid, too twisted and obsessive. Surely
Tom Pasmore was not thinking of writing crime novels? Detec-
tive novel s? Not good enough, he said to himsdlf, and told Gloria,
who seemed to have gone perhaps two drinks over her limit,
that he would find out what he could.

Some time ago Dennis Handley had mentioned to Tom that
he hed begun collecting rare editions of certain authors while at

Brown—Graham Greene, Henry James, and F. Scott Fitzger-
ad, primarily—and that Tom might come to look at these books
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any time he liked. On the Friday after his conversation with
Gloria Pasmore, Dennis asked Tom if he would be free after
school to look over his books and see if held like to borrow
anything. He offered to drive him to his apartment and bring
him back home afterward. Tom happily agreed.

They met outside Dennis's classroom after the end of school
and in acrowd of rushing boys waked down the wide wooden
stairs past a window with a stained glass replica of the school's
circular seal. Because he was a popular teacher, many of the
boys stopped to speak to Dennis or to wish him agood weekend,
but few even said as much ashelloto Tom. They scarcely looked
at him. Except for the healthy glow of his skin, Tom was not a
particularly handsome boy, but he was six-four. His hair was
the same rough silky-looking blond as hismother's, and his shoul -
ders stuck out impressively, areal rack of muscle and bone under
hisrumpled tweed jacket. (At thisstage of hislife, Tom Pasmore
never gave the impression of caring about, or even much notic-
ing, what clothes he had happened to put on that morning.) At
first glance, he looked like an unusudly youthful college profes-
sor. The other boys acted as though he were invisible, a neutral
space. They stood suspended on the stairs for a moment as the
departing boys swirled about them, and as Dennis Handley
tadked to Will Thidgman about the weekend's homework, he
glanced a Tom, douched in the murky green-and-red light
streaming through the colored glass. The teacher saw how thor-
oughly Tom alowed himsdlf to be effaced, as if he had learned
how to melt away into the crowd—all the students poured down-
sairs through the dim light and the shadows, but Tom Pasmore
adone seemed on the verge of disappearance. This notion gave
Dennis Handley, above dl a creature of sociability, of good
humor and gossip, an unpleasant twinge.

Soon they were outside in the faculty parking lot, where
the English teacher's black Corvette convertible looked superbly
out of place among the battered Ford station wagons, ancient
bicycles, and boetlike sedans that were the conventiona faculty
vehicles. Tom opened the passenger door, folded himsdf in half
to get in, and sat with his knees floating up neer the vicinity of
his nose. He was amiling at his discomfort, and the amile dis-
pelled the odd atmosphere of secrecy and shadows, which Hand-
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ley hed surdly only imagined about the boy. He was the tallest
person who had ever been in the Corvette, and Dennistold him
this as they I€ft the lot.

It was like sitting next to alarge, amiable sheep dog, Dennis
thought, as he picked up speed on School Road and the wind
ruffled the boy's hair and fluttered his tie. "Sorry the space is
0 tight," he said. "But you can push the seat back."

"I dready did push the seat back,” Tom said, grinning
through the uprights of his thighs. He looked like a circus con-
tortionist.

"Weéll, it won't belong," Dennissaid, piloting the deek little
car south on School Road to Calle Berghofstrasse, then west
past rows of shops selling expensive sogps and perfumes to the
four lanes of Cdle Drosselmeyer, where they drove south again
for along time, past the new Dos de Mayo shopping center and
the statue of David Redwing, Mill Walk's first Prime Minigter,
past rows of blacksmiths and the impromptu booths of sidewalk
fortune-tellers, past auto repair shops and shops dedling in py-
thons and rattlesnakes. They moved aong in the usud bustle
of cars and bikes and horse carts. Past the tin can factory and
the sugarcane refinery, and further south through the little area
of hovels, shops, and native houses called Weasdl Hollow, where
the woman who dept on "aking's ransom" (the Eyewitness) had
been murdered by her son. Dennis swerved expertly onto Mar-
ket Street, weaved through and around a series of vans deliv-
ering produce to Ostend's Market, and zipped through the last
seconds of a yellow light onto Cale Burleigh, where at last he
turned west for good.

Tom spoke for the first time since they had left the school.
"Wheredoyoulive?'

"Out near the park."

Tom nodded, thinking that he meant Shore Park, and that
he must be planning on doing some shopping before he went
home. Then he said, "l bet my mother asked you to talk to me."

Dennis snapped his head sideways.

"Why do you think she'd want me to talk to you?"

"You know why."

Dennis found himsdlf in a predicament. Either he confessed
that Gloria Pasmore had described Tom's scrapbook to him,
thereby admitting to the boy that his mother had looked through
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it, or he denied any knowledge of Glorias concern. If he denied
everything, he could hardly bring up the matter of the scrap-
book. He dso redlized that denid would chiefly serve to make
him look stupid, which went againgt his instincts. It would adso
set him subtly againgt Tom and "on the sde of" his parents,
aso counter to dl his instincts.

Tom's next statement increased his discomfort. "I'm sorry
you're worried about my scrapbook. Y ou're concerned, and you
redly shouldn't be."

"Well, |I—" Handley stopped, not knowing how to proceed.
He redized that he felt guilty, and that Tom was perceptive
enough to seethat too.

"Tell me about your books," Tom said. "l like the whole
idea of rare books and first editions, and things like that."

So with evident relief, Dennis began describing his greatest
bookfinding coup, the discovery of a typed manuscript of The
Spoils of Poynton in an antiques shop in Bloomsbury. "As soon
as | waked into that shop | had afedling, ared feeling, stronger
than anything I'd ever known," he said, and Tom's attention
was once again completely focused on him. "I'm no mystic, and
I do not believe in psychic phenomena, not even alittle bit, but
when | waked into that shop it was like something took pos-
session of me. | was thinking about Henry James anyhow, be-
cause of the scenein thelittle antiques shop in The Golden Bowl,
where Charlotte and the Prince buy Maggi€e's wedding present—
do you know the book?"

Tom nodded, extraordinary boy, and listened intently to
the catal ogue of goodsin the antiques shop, the dightly enhanced
depiction of the shop's proprietor, the grip of the mysterious
"feding" that increased as Handley wandered through the
shabby goods, the excitement with which he had come across a
case of worn books at the very back of the shop, and at last the
discovery of abox of typed papers wedged between an atlas and
a dictionary on the bottom shelf. Dennis had opened the box,
amost knowing what he would find within it. At last he hed
dared to look. "They began in the middle of ascene. | recognized
that it was The Soils of Poynton after a few sentences—that's
how keyed up | was. Now. That book was the firs one James
ever dictated—and he didn't dictate the whole thing. He hed
begun to have wrist trouble, and he hired atypist named William
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McAlpine after he began work onit. I knew I'd found McAlpin€e's
dictation copy of the book, which he had | ater retyped, including
Jamess handwritten chapters, to prepare a correct copy to send
to Jamess publisher. | could never prove it, probably, but |
didn't have to prove it. | knew what | had. | took it up to the
little man, trembling like a leef, and he sold it to me for five
pounds, clearly thinking that | was alunatic who'd buy anything
at dl. He thought | was buying it for the box, actually."

Dennis paused, in part because his listeners usudly laughed
at this point and in part because he had not described this mo-
ment for several years and his retelling had brought back to him
its sensations of triumph and nearly uncontainable jubilation.

Tom's response brought him thumping to earth.

"Have you been reading about the murder of Marita Has-
selgard, the sister of the Finance Minister?'

They were back to the scrapbook—Tom had whipsawed
him. "Of course | have. | haven't had my head in a bag during
the past month." He looked across at the passenger seat with
red irritation. Tom had propped his legs on the dashboard, and
was rolling a ballpoint pen in his mouth asif it were acigar. "I
thought you were interested in what | was saying."

"I'm very interested in what you were saying. What do you
think happened to her?"

Dennis sighed. "What do | think happened to Marita Has-
selgard? She was killed by mistake. An assassin mistook her for
her brother because she was in his car. It was late at night.
When he discovered his mistake, he pushed her body into the
trunk and left the idand in a hurry."

"So you think that the newspaper is right?’

The theory that Dennis Handley had just expressed, held
by most citizens of Mill Walk, had first been outlined in the
editorial columns of the Eyewitness.

"Basicdly, yes. | suppose | do. | hadn't quite remembered
that the paper put it like that, but if they did, then | think they
are right, yes. Would you mind telling me how this relates to
The Spoils of Poynton?"

"Where do you think the assassin came from?"

"l think he was hired by some political enemy of Hassd-
gard—by someone who opposed hispolicies."

"Any policy in particular?"
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"It could have been anything.”

"Don't you think Hasselgard ought to be careful now?
Shouldn't he be heavily guarded?’

"Well, the attempt failed. The assassin took off. The police
arelooking for him, and when they find him, hell tell them who
hired him. If anybody ought to be afraid, it's the man who hired
the killer."

All this, too, was conventional wisdom.

"Why do you think he put the sister's body in the trunk?"

"Oh, | don't really care where he put Marita,” Dennis said.
"l don't see what bearing that can possibly have on anything.
The man looked into the car. He saw that he'd killed hisintended
victim'ssister. He hid the body in the trunk. Why arewetalking
about this sordid business, anyway?'

"Do you remember what sort of car it was?"

"Of course. It was a Corvette. |dentical to thisone, in fact.
I hope this is the end of these questions.”

Tom leaned sideways toward him. He took the pen out of
his mouth. "Just about. Marita was a big woman, wasn't she?"

"] can't see any possible point in going on—"

"l only have two more questions.”

"Promise?"

"Here'sthe first one. Where do you suppose that woman in
Weasal Hollow got the money she put under her mattress?'

"Whet's the second question?’

"Where do you think that fedling in the antiques shop came
from, that feeling of knowing you were going to find something?’

"Isthis gtill aconversation, or arewe just free associating?"

"Y ou mean you have no ideawhere the fedling came from?"

Dennis just shook his head.

For the first time since they had turned onto Calle Burleigh,
Tom paid some attention to the landscape of sturdy houses sur-
rounding them. "We're nowhere near Shore Park."”

"l don't live anywhere near Shore Park. Why would you
think—oh." He smiled over at Tom. "I live near Goethe Park,
not Shore Park. Just next to the old dave quarter. Ninety per-
cent of the houses were built in the twenties and thirties, | think,
and they're good, solid, middle-class houses, with porches and
arches and some interesting details. This area is tremendoudy
underrated.” He had by now recovered his habitua good humor.
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"l don't see why Brooks-Lowood shouldn't widen its net, so to
Tom sowly turned his heed to facethe teacher. "Hasselgard
didn't attend Brooks-L owood."

"Well, after al," the teacher said, "l can't see that where
Hassalgard went to secondary school has any bearing on his
sister's murder.” Tom's expression had begun to darm him.
Within a few seconds, his face had taken on an amost sunken
look, and his skin seemed very pae beneath the thin golden
surface. "Would you like to rest for abit? We could stop off in
the park and look at the ziggurats.”

"l can't go any farther," Tom said.

"What?"

"Pull over to the side of theroad. Y ou can drop me off here.
| fed alittle queasy. Don't worry about me. Please."

Dennis had aready pulled up to the curb and stopped his
car. Tom had bent over to rest his head on the dashboard.

"Y ou don't really think I'm going to drop you off on theside
of theroad, do you?'

Tomrolled his head from side to side on the dashboard. The
gesture seemed so childlike that Dennis stroked Tom's thick
hair.

"Good, because of course I'm not. | think I'll just take you
back to my place and let you he down for abit."

He gently helped Tom lean back to rest his head against
the seat. The boy's eyes glittered and seemed without depth,
like shiny painted stones.

"Let me get you home," Dennis said.

Tom very slowly shook his head, then wiped his hands over
his face. "Would you take me somewhere else?’

Dennis raised his eyebrows.

"Weasdal Hollow."

Tom turned his head toward Dennis, and the English
teacher fdt as if he were looking not at a seventeen-year-old
boy overcome by a sudden illness, but a powerful adult. He
reached for the ignition key and started his car again.

"Anywherein particular in Weasdl Hollow?'

"Mogrom Street."

"Mogrom Street," Dennis repeated. "Well, that makes
sense. Anywhere in particular on Mogrom Street?"
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Tom had closed his eyes, and appeared to be asleep.

The original netive civilization and culture on Mill Walk had
completely disappeared by the beginning of the eighteenth cen-
tury. Its only real remains, apart from the gap-toothed natives
themselves, were the two little pyramida ziggurats in the open
field that had become Goethe Park. At the base of one was
inscribed the word MOGROM,; at the base of the other, RAMBI-
CHURE. Though no one now knew the meaning of these enigmatic
words, they had been wholeheartedly adapted by the surviving
native population. At the bottom of the narrow valley that was
Weasel Hollow, Mogrom Street intersected Calle Rambichure.
On opposing corners were the Mogrom Diner and Rambichure
Pizza. Rambichure Hardware and Mogrom Stables and Smithy
flanked Rambi-Mog Pawnbrokers. On Calle Rambichure stood
the Ziggurat School for Children of Indigenous Background, the
Zig-Ram Drugstore, Rambi's Hosiery, the Mogrom Adult Book-
store, and M-R Artificia Limbs.

Dennis silently drove up Cale Burleigh, turned north on
Market Street and zipped past Ostend's. He came to the rise
cdled Pforzheimer Point. Acrossthe narrow valley thelong grey
shapes of the Redwing Impervious Can Company and Thielman's
Sugarcane Refinery defined the opposite horizon. Weasel Hollow
lay below. Tom till seemed to be drowsing. Dennis drove over
the Up of the hill and down toward Mogrom.

"Well, then," Tom said. He was ditting up straight, as if
a puppeteer had pulled a string attached to the top of his
head. He looked impatient, even dightly feverish. Dennis fdt
that if he drove downhill too dowly Tom would jump out of
the car.

At the foot of the hill, Mogrom Street went east to Cdle
Rambichure and the center of Weasal Hollow. The western half
of the street led directly into a maze of tarpaper shacks, tents
meade of blankets suspended on poles, native houses of pink and
white stone, and huts that gppeared to be made of propped-up
boards. Two blocks down, alarge black dog lay panting in the
middle of the street. Goats and chickens wandered through the
yellow grass between wrecked cars and ruined pony traps. Den-
nis dimly heard rock and roll coming from aradio.

Tom leaned forward to examine the numbers beside the
porch of a native house. "Turn right."”
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"You do redize, don't you, that | have no ideawhat's going
on?'

"Jud drive slowly."

Handley drove. Tom inspected the houses and hovels on his
dde of the street. A goat swung his head, and chickens moved
jerkily through the grass. They came up an intersection with a
hand-painted sign reading CALLE FRIEDRICH HASSELGARD. TWO
gmdl native children with dirty faces, one of them in brown
military-style shorts and carrying a toy gun, the other entirely
naked, had materidized beside the sign and gazed a Dennis
with a grave sober impertinence.

"Next block," Tom said.

Dennis moved dowly past the staring children. The dog
lifted his head from the dust and weatched them draw nesar.
Dennis steered around it. The dog lowered its muzzle and sighed.

"Stop," Tom said. "Thisisit."

Dennis stopped. Tom had twisted sideways to look at a
wooden shack. Waves of heat radiated up from the corrugated
tin roof. It was obviousy empty.

Tom opened the door and went through the tall yellow grass
toward the house. Dennis expected him to ook into the window
beside the front door, but the boy disappeared around the side
of the house. Behind the wheedl of the Corvette, Dennis felt fat
and hot and conspicuous. He imagined that he heard someone
cregping up behind his car, but when he stuck his head through
the window, it was only the dog thrashing its legs in its sleep.
Dennis looked at his watch, ad saw that four minutes hed
passed. He closed his eyes and moaned. Then he heard footsteps
crackling through the brittle grass and opened his eyes to the
sight of Tom Pasmore walking back toward the car.

Tom was walking very quickly, hisface as closed as a fist.
He folded himsdlf in haf and dropped into the other seat without
looking a Dennis. "Go around the corner.”

Dennis twisted the key in the ignition, lifted his foot from
the clutch, and the car jerked forward.

"LaBamba' came from one of the shuttered native houses,
and for a moment Dennis thought of how like paradise it would
be to stretch out his legs on a couch and take along swallow of
agin and tonic.

"Into the alley,"” Tom said. "Slow."
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Dennis turned into the narrow walled aley; the Corvette
shuddered down the narrow space between crumbling walls.

"Stop." Tom said. They had drawn up to acollgpsed portion
of the wall, and Tom leaned his head through the passenger
window to peer into athicket of waist-high yellow grass. "Far-
ther,” Tom said. Dennis let the car roll forward.

After amoment they cameto the green doors of aone-horse
stable converted into agarage. Two dusty windows covered with
spiderwebs faced the narrow aley. "Here," Tom said, and
jumped out of the car. He shielded his eyes to look through one
of the windows. He immediately moved to the other, then back
again. He graightened himsdlf up to his full height and then
covered his face with his hands.

"Is this over now?" Dennis asked.

Tom folded himsdlf back into the car.

"1'm going to take you home," Dennis said.

"Mr. Handley, you are going to drive me around the block.
We are going to go up and down every street and every dley
in this part of Weasel Hollow, if that is what we have to do.”

No, I'm going to take you home, Dennis sad very clearly
in his mind, but his mouth said, "If that's what you want," and
he rolled forward to the end of the narrow aley, and turned
deeper into Weasel Hollow.

At the next corner he turned right onto a street lined with
shacks, rusting cars up on their rims, and a few native houses
set far back on dead yellow lawns. Goats nibbled weeds in front
of dwellings that were blankets dung tepee-style around leaning
poles. Tom uttered a noise that sounded amazingly like a purr.
Twenty yards ahead and across the street, partialy obscured
by a mound of garbage—tin cans, empty bottles, rotting onion
peels, and dimy bits of fly-encrusted meat—was a car identical
to his, so highly polished that it sparkled.

"Let meoff here,” Tom said. Hewas opening the door before
Dennis came to a stop.

Tom ran toward the deek black car and lad his hands on the
hood.

For a moment—a long moment, but no more than that—
Tom experienced a sensation something like dgjavu, an echo of
a sensation more than the sensation itsdf, that he had become
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invisble to the ordinary physical world and had entered arealm
in which every detail spoke of its true essence: as if he had
dipped benesth the skin of the world. A sweet, dangerous fa-
miliarity filled him. Sweat seemed to have risen up out of every
pore of hisbody. Tom slowly moved around to the driver's side.
He bent down. A nest bullet hole haf an inch wide perforated
the driver'swindow. The driver's seat was spattered with blood.
A thick film of blood covered the passenger seat.

Tom moved to the back of the car and fiddled with the trunk
for a moment, then succeeded in opening it. Here, too, was a
quantity of blood, though much less than on the seats. For a
halucinatory second he saw the pudgy corpse wadded into this
andl space. Finally he went to the passenger door, opened it,
and knelt down. He ran his hands over the smooth black leather.
Flakes of dried blood shredded onto the ground. Again he gently
passed his fingers over the leather and near the bottom of the
door touched a clump of dried fuzz stained black with blood. He
delicately prodded. Benesth the shredded lesther he felt a hard
round nugget of metal.

Tom exhaled and stood up. His body seemed oddly light,
as if it might continue to rise and leave the ground entirely. A
vanishing glow momenterily touched the mound of bald tiresin
the front yard of the pink house across the street, dso an old
green sedan down the street. Tom looked toward Dennis Hand-
ley, who was wiping his forehead with a large white pocket
handkerchief, and felt a goofy smile spread across his face. He
began to wak toward Handley on legs that seemed immensely
long. A movement where there should have been none caught
his eye like awaving flag, and Tom swiveled his head to ook at
the green sedan parked by the opposite curb. Lamont von Heilitz
leaned toward the window of its back seat. A moment of total
recognition passed between them, and then the old man raised
agloved finger to his hps.

Dennis Handley drove his best and most puzzling student home
in a dlence that was broken only by his increasingly hesitant
questions and the boy's monosyllabic answers. Tom seemed pale
and exhausted during the drive, and Dennis had the odd fedling
that he was saving himsdf for one further effort. When Dennis
tried to picture the nature of this effort, he could do no better
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than to picture Tom Pasmore seated before an old Underwood
upright—a typewriter very like the one on which he typed out
his end-of-term comments—and typing with one finger upon the
middle of a page of good bond the cornball motto THE CASE OF
THE BLOODY CAR SEAT. In ten minutes he was turning off An
Die Blumen into Eastern Shore Road, and thirty seconds after
that he sat in his car and watched Tom's tall, wide-shouldered
figure move up the path toward the front door of his house.

Dennis was hafway home before he redlized that he was
driving twenty miles an hour over the speed limit. He redlized
he was angry only after he had nearly run down a bicyclist.

Two weeks later Dennis met a definitely tipsy Gloria Pas-
more a a dinner party at the Thidmans and sad that he didn't
think there was anything to worry about. The boy wasjust going
through some sort of adolescent phase. And, in answer to a
question from Katinka Redwing, no, he had not been following
any of the stories in the Eyewitness about Finance Minister
Hassalgard—that sort of thing did not interest him at al, not
a al.



Tom did spend the evening of that day typing on a smdl green
Olivetti portable his parents had been persuaded to give him
the year before, but what he wrote was aletter, not the awkward
beginning of a detective novel. This letter was addressed to
Captain Fulton Bishop, the detective named in the Eyewitness.
He rewrote it before dinner, then rewrote it again at night. He
sgned the letter "A Friend."

It was nine o'clock at night when he folded the letter and
seded it insdethe envel ope. Thetelephone had rung twicewhile
he wrote, but he had not been interrupted at his work. He had
heard the back door close and the noises of a car starting up
and driving away, so only one of his parents was ill in the
house. He thought he had a good chance of getting out without
having to answer any questions, but just in case, he did the
letter into a copy of The Lady in the Lake and anchored the
book under his arm before he left his room.

From the top of the stairs Tom saw that the lights were
burning in the living room, and the doors of the room on the
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other side of the staircase were closed. The sound of amplified
voices drifted toward him.

Tom moved quietly down the stairs. Only afew yards from
the bottom, he heard the rattle of the library doorknob and
unconscioudy straightened up as the door opened on awave of
shouts and gunshots. His father stood outlined against a smoky,
nickering pale blue background, like a figure at the mouth of a
cave.

"You think I'm deaf?" his father asked. "Think | can't hear
you creeping downstairs like a priest in a brothel ?*

"l was just going out for a little bit."

"What the hell is there to do outside, this time of night?"

Victor Pasmore had crossed over the line between a little
bit drunk and a little bit drunker, which meant moving from a
sort of benevolent eation to surliness.

"1'm supposed to take this book over to Sarah Spence." He
hed it out toward his father, who glanced a the cover ad
squinted up at his son. "She asked me to bring it over once |
was through with homework."

"Sarah Spence," his father said. "Y ou two used to be pretty
good friends."

"That was along time ago, Dad."

"Hey—have it your way. What do | know?"' He glanced
back into the library, where the noises coming from the tele-
vision had just increased dramatically—squealing tires and more
gunshots. "l suppose you did finish your homework, huh?"

"Yes."

He chewed on some unspoken thought for a second, and
looked back into the flickering blue cave. "Step in here for
a second, will you? | wasn't going to say anything about this,
but—"

Tom followed his father into the televison room. Victor
moved to the table beside his chair and picked up a haf empty
glass. A grinning woman holding up a container of dishwashing
liquid filled the screen, and the music suddenly became much
louder. Victor took several big swallows, backed into his chair,
and sat down without taking his eyes off the television.

"Got afunny cal alittle earlier. From Lamont von Hellitz.
That make any sense to you?"

Tom sad nothing.
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"I'm waiting, but I'm not hearing anything.”

"l don't know anything about it."

"What do you suppose that old coot wanted? He hasn't called
since Glorias mother died and we moved in.”

Tom shrugged. "He wanted to invite you for dinner.”

"Lamont von Heilitz never invited anyonefor dinner, asfar
as | know. He ditsin that big house dl day long, he changes
suits to come outside and pull a dandelion out of his lavn—I
know because I've seen it—and the only time I've ever known
him to act like a human being was when you had that accident
and he gave me booksfor you to read. Which did you more harm
than good, in my opinion." Victor Pasmore raised his glass to
his mouth and gulped, glaring a& Tom over the rim as if to
challenge him.

Tom was silent.

Hisfather lowered the glass and licked his hps. ™Y ou know
what they used to call him? The Shadow. Because he doesn't
exist. There's something wrong with him. Some people have a
bad smdll that follows them around—you ought to know this,
you're getting out in theworld. Some day you'll have abusiness,
kid, I know it's a shock, but you're gonnawork for aliving, and
you'll haveto know that some peopleit's better to avoid. Lamont
von Heilitz never worked a day in hiswhole life."

"Why did he call?'

Victor turned back to thetelevision set. "He called to invite
you to dinner. | told him you could make that decision for your-
<df. | didn't wannatell him no straight to hisface. Let acouple
weeks go by, let him forget about it."”

"I'll think about it,” Tom said, and began moving toward
the door.

"l guess you haven't been listening to me," Victor Pasmore
sad. "l don't want you to have anything to do with that freak.
He'sbad news. Y our grandfather would tell you the samething.”

"l guess | better get going," Tom said.

"Keep it in your pants.”

Outside in the warm humid darkness, afat black cat named
Corazon, a pet of the Langenheims, materidized beside him.
"Cory, Cory, Cory," Tom crooned, and bent downto stroke the
animd's silky back. The big cat pushed its heavy body against
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his shins. Tom scratched its wedge-shaped head, and Corazon
looked up at him with uncanny yellow eyes and trotted aheed
of him down the path to the sdewalk, her thick tail raised like
aflag. When they reached the sidewalk the cat stood beside him
for a moment in a round circle of light. Tom took a step left
toward An Die Blumen, which led to The Sevens, the street on
which the Spencesinhabited athirty-room Spanish extravaganza
with an interior courtyard, a fountain, and a chape that had
been converted into a screening room. Corazon tilted her head,
and light from the street lamp turned her eyes to transparent
mystery. She began moving across the street with a gliding
muscular step and disappeared into the darkness between the
Jacobs's house and Mr. von Hellitz's.

Tom swallowed. He looked at the letter protruding from
the book in his hand, then across the street to Mr. von Hélilitz's
heavily curtained windows. All evening he had seen the image
of Mr. von Heilitz's pale face, swimming out a him from the
back seat of a wrecked green sedan with alook of pure recog-
nition.

Tom walked toward An Die Blumen through pools of light
aternating with hour-glass shaped areas of darkness. He came
to the red pillar postbox on the corner of An Die Blumen and
withdrew the long white envelope from the pages of the novdl.
The typing on the envelope, Captain Fulton Bishop, Central
Police Headquarters, Homicide Division, Armory Place, Mill
Walk, District One, looked disturbingly adult and authoritative.
Tom pushed the long envel ope into the open mouth of the pillar
box, pulled it part of the way out again, then pushed it into the
box until his fingers touched the warm metal. Then he released
the envelope, and asecond later heard it fal softly on the mound
of mail at the bottom of the pillar box.

In asudden depression Tom turned around and looked down
An Die Blumen to the corner of The Sevens, where an enclosed
wooden telephone booth stood haf-engulfed by an enormous
gand of bougainvillaea. He began to walk dowly down the block.

Theinside of the booth was permeated with the thick, heavy
perfume of bougainvillaea. Tom hesitated only a moment, wish-
ing that he really had been able to turn into The Sevens and
ring Sarah Spence's doorbell, and then dided the number for
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directory mquiries. The operator told him that there were four
listings for Lamont von Heilitz. Did he want the listing on Cdle
Randagh, Eastern Shore Road, or—

"That one," he said. "Eastern Shore Road."

When he had the number, he diadled again. The phone rang
twice, and a surprisingly youthful voice answered.

"Maybe | havethewrong number,” Tom said. "'l wastrying
to reach aMr. von Heilitz."

"lsthis you, Tom Pasmore?' the voice asked.

"Yes," Tom said, so softly he could scarcely hear his own
voice.

"Y our father seems not to want you to accept my invitation
to dinner. Areyou at home?"

"I'm out on the street,” Tom said. "In acdl box."

"The one around the corner?"

"Yes," Tom virtually whispered.

"Then I'll see you in a few seconds,” said the old man's
vibrant voice. He hung up.

Tom replaced the receiver on the hook. He felt intensaly
afrad and intensely alive.

Scent leaked from the closed-up parchment of the bougain-
villaea blossoms. Geckos and salamanders scurried through the
grass and flew adong dark plaster walls.

Tom came to Eastern Shore Road and turned left. Down
behind the houses the water washed rhythmicadly up on the
shoreline. An enclosed horse-drawn carriage camerattling down
Eastern Shore Road. The coachman wore a neat grey uniform
amogt invisible in the night, and the horses were matched bays
with deek muscles and arching necks. The equipage moved
smoothly past Tom Pasmore, making surprisingly little sound,
like an image from a dream but so secure in its redity that it
made Tom fed as if he were the dream. The eegant apparition
continued past the corner and rolled north down the drive toward
the Redwing compound.

Light escaped in chinks and beams from the curtained win-
dows of Lamont von Heilitz's house.

When he got to the front door of the von Heilitz house, Tom
hesitated as he had before dropping the letter into the pillar
box. He wanted to flee across the street and escape upstairs into
his room. For a moment Tom regretted everything that hed
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made him commandeer poor Dennis Handley and his car. At
that moment, he could have given up and gone home, chosen
what he dready knew instead of the mystery of what he did
not. At aturning point such as this, many people do turn away
from what they do not know—their fear, not only of the risk,
istoo great. They say no. Tom Pasmore wanted to say no, but
he raised his hand and knocked on the door.

Of course when he did this, he had no idea a dl of what
he was doing.

It opened almost immediately, as if the old men had been
standing behind it, waiting for Tom to decide.

"Good," Lamont von Heilitz said. Until this moment, when
his eyes met apair of very pale blue eyes, Tom had never quite
redlized that the old man was nearly his own height. "V ery good,
in fact. Please come into my house, Tom Pasmore."

He moved out of the way, and Tom stepped inside.

For a moment he was too surprised to speak. He had ex-
pected what Eastern Shore Road defined as a domestic interior.
The entry hal might have been enclosed or not, but it should
have opened into asitting room with couches, tables, and chairs,
perhaps agrand piano; beyond that, there might be aless formal
living room, similarly furnished. Somewhere adoor would open
into agrand dining room, generally lined with ancestra portraits
(not necessarily of actua ancestors). Off to the side would be a
door, perhaps a pocket door, into a billiard room panded in
wanut or rosewood. Another door would lead to alarge modern
kitchen. There might be a library with glass-enclosed books or
an art gallery or even an orangery. A prominent staircase would
lead up to the dressing rooms and bedrooms, and a separate,
narrow staircase would go up to the servants rooms. There
would be ageneral impression, given by Orienta carpets, sculp-
tures, paintings in massive ornate frames with their own indirect
lighting, cushions, the right magazines, of luxury either frank
or understated, of money conscioudly spent to attain comfort
and splendor.

Lamont von Heilitz's house was nothing like this.

Tom's first impression was that he had walked into aware-
house; his second, that he was in a strange combination of fur-
niture store, office, and library. The entry hdl and most of the
downstairs walls had been removed, so that the front door
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opened directly into a single vast room. This enormous room
wasfilled with file cabinets, stacks of newspapers, ordinary office
desks, some hegped with books, some littered with scissors and
glueand cut-up newspapers. Couchesand chairs stood seemingly
at random in the maze of papers and cabinets and, throughout
the room, old-fashioned upright lamps and low library lamps on
the desks shone tiny and bright as stars, or glowed with awide
mellow illumination like the street lamps outside. At the back
of the amazing room, pushed up against dark mahogany panel-
ing, was a Sheraton dining table with a linen tablecloth and an
open bottle of red Bordeaux beside a pile of books. Then Tom
noticed the wall of books beside the table, and took in that at
least three-fourths of the enormous room was walled with books
in ceiling-high dark wooden cases. Beforethesewalls stood high-
backed library chairs or leather couches and coffee tables with
green-shaded brass library lamps. Interspersed through the long
sections of wall given over to bookshelves were sections of the
same dark paneling as behind the dining table. Paintings glowed
from these dark walls, and Tom correctly thought he identified
a Monet landscape and a Degas ballet dancer. (He looked at,
but did not recognize, paintings by Bonnard, Vuillard, Paul Ran-
son, Maurice Denis, and a drawing of flowers by Joe Brainard
that in no way seemed out of place.)

Wherever helooked, he saw something new. A huge globe
stood on a stand on one of the desks. An intricate bicycle leaned
againg afile cabinet, and a hammock had been dung between
two other cabinets. To one side of it was arowing machine. The
most impressive hi-fi system Tom had ever seen in his life took
up most of a huge table a the back of the room; tall speakers
stood in each of the room's corners.

In something like wonder, he turned to Mr. von Heilitz,
who hed his arms crossed over his chest and was smiling at him.
Mr. von Heilitz was wearing apal e blue linen suit with adouble-
breasted vest, a pale pink shirt and a dark blue slk tie, and
very pae blue gloves that buttoned at his wrists. His grey hair
still swept back in perfect wings et the sides of his head, but a
thousand wrinkles as fine as horsehair had printed themselves
into the old man's face since Tom had seen it in the hospital.
Tom thought he looked wonderful and silly at the same time.
Then hethought—no, he'sdignified, hedoesn't look silly at all.
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He could not be other than this. This was what he was. He
was—

Tom opened his mouth but found that he did not know what
he wanted to say, and the fine horse-hair wrinkles around the
old man's mouth and eyes etched themselves more deeply into
hisface. It was asmile.

"What are you?' Tomfinaly said.

The old man raised his chin—it was as if he had expected
something better from him. "1 thought you might have known,
after this morning,” he said. "I am an amateur of crime.”
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nart four

THE SHADOW



"An absurd phrase, of course," Lamont von Heilitz said to him
a few minutes later. "It might be more accurate to cal mysdlf
an amateur homicide detective, but | have certain objections
to that phrase. | certainly cannot cal mysdlf a private detec-
tive, because | no longer accept money from clients. The only
sort of crime that interests meis murder. | can't deny that my
interest is quite intense—a passion, in fact—but it is a private
passion—"

Tom sipped from a Coca-Cola the old man had poured into
a crysta glass, so exquisite it was nearly weightless, etched
with gauzy images of women in flowing robes.

Mr. von Héllitz was leaning forward dightly in one of the
chairs around the massive table. His back was very straight,
and he was twirling in the gloved fingers of his right hand the
stem of awineglassetched like Tom'sgoblet. "Y ou're something
like me, you know," he said in his incongruoudy vibrant voice.
Hiseyes seemed very kind. " Do you remember seeing me, when
you were a child? | don't mean the times | chased you and the
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other ruffians off my lawn, though | ought to tell you, | suppose,
that | couldn't afford—"

"To have us look in your windows,"” Tom said, suddenly
understanding.

"Exactly."

"Because we would talk about—well, about dl this after
we got home." Tom paused. "And you probably thought that
you..."

Von Héilitz waited for him to finish. When Tom did not
complete his sentence, he said, "That my reputation was aready
peculiar enough?”

"Something like that,” Tom said.

Mr. von Hellitz smiled back at him. "Doesn't it seem to you
that much of what people cdl intelligence is really sympathetic
imagination? And that sympathetic imagination virtually . . . ?
Wéll, in any case, you know why | became the neighborhood
grouch.” He lifted his wine glass, glanced at Tom, and sipped.
"l am ill curious as to whether you remember the first time |
saw you—redly saw you. It took place on a dgnificant day for
you."

Tom nodded. "Y ou came to the English hospital. And you
brought books." Now Tom grinned. " Sherlock Holmes. Andthe
Poe novel, Murdersin the Rue Morgue.”

"There was an earlier time, but that's not important now."
Before Tom could question him about this statement, he said,
"And of course we saw each other thismorning. Y ou know who
shot Miss Hasselgard?'

"Her brother.”

Mr. von Helilitz nodded. "And of course she was sitting in
the passenger seat of his Corvette when he killed her."”

"And he put her body in the trunk because he hed to drive
to Weasel Hollow, and she was so big that otherwise everybody
who looked at the car would have seen her,” Tom said. "Hewas
born in Weasdl Hollow, wasn't he?"

"How did you work that out?"

"The Eyewitness," Tomsaid. "I realy knew it dl aong, but
this afternoon, | remembered that one of the articles said that
he had goneto—"

"The Ziggurat School. Very good."

"Who was the woman who hid the money for him?"
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"She was his aunt.”

"l suppose Hasselgard stole—what do you call it, embezzled
the money, or took it as a bribe—"

"We don't know yet. But my fedingisthat it was abribe.”

"—and Marita learned about it—"

"She must have actudly seen him take the money, because
she felt she had aclam on it.”

"—and she demanded hdf of it or something, and he told
her to get into his car—"

"Or she got into it, demanding that he take her to the
money."

"And he leaned in the driver's window and shot her in the
head. He rolled up the driver's window and shot through it to
make it look as if Marita had been behind the wheel. Then he
put her body in the trunk and drove to the native district. He
abandoned his car and made his way home. And aweek later,
the old lady was killed for the money."

"And the same money is confiscated by the government of
Mill Walk, which turns it over to Friedrich Hassdgard, the
Minigter of Finance."

"What were you waiting for, this morning?' Tom asked.

"To seewho would come. In the best of dl worlds, Finance
Minister Hasselgard would have appeared, and dug the first
bullet out of the door with a pocket knife.”

"What would you have done, if he had?*

"Watched him."

"l mean, would you have gone to the police then?*

"No."

"Y ouwouldn't even have written the police about what you
knew?"

Mr. von Heilitz tilted his head and looked a Tom in away
that made him uncomfortable—it had too many shades and
meanings, and it went straight through him to his deepest se-
crets. "Y ou wrote to Fulton Bishop, didn't you?"

Tom was surprised to see Mr. von Heilitz now looking at
him with undisguised impatience.

"What? What'swrong?"

"What did your fether tell you about me? When he said that
I'd caled? He must have warned you off."

"Well... hedid, yes. He sad that it might be better to
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avoid you. He said you were bad luck. And he sad that you
used to be cdled the Shadow.”

"Because of my first name, of course.”

Tom, who was trying to figure out why the old man was
irritated, looked blank.

"Lamont Cranston?"

Tom raised his eyebrows.

"My God." Mr. von Heilitz sighed. "Back in pre-history, a
fictional character named Lamont Cranston was the hero of a
radio series called "The Shadow.' That was my bad luck, if you
like. But what your father was talking about is something else.”

The old man sipped hiswine, and again regarded Tom with
what looked likeirritated impatience. "When | wastwelve years
old, both of my parents were murdered. Butchered, redlly. |
came home from school and found their bodies. My father was
lying dead in this room. He had been shot severa times, and
there was a tremendous amount of blood. As well as what is
gill probably caled 'gore.’ | found my mother near the back
door, in the kitchen. She had obviously been trying to escape.
I thought she might still be alive, and | rolled her body over.
Suddenly my hands were red with blood. She had been shot in
the chest and the stomach. Until | rolled her over and saw what
they had done to her, | hadn't even noticed dl the blood on the
floor."

"Did they ever find who did it?"

"l found out who did it, years later. When this house was
closed, | went to live with an aunt and uncle while the police
investigated my parents murders. | don't suppose you knew
that my father was David Redwing's Minister of Interna Affairs
after Mill Walk became independent? He was an important man.
Not asimportant as David Redwing, but important al the same.
So avigorous investigation took place. It went nowhere, and its
failure was an ongoing sorrow. As if in recompense for the in-
ability of the police to solve his murder, my father was post-
humoudy awarded the Mill Walk Medd of Merit. | haveitina
desk drawer somewhere over there—I could show it to you."
He was staring off into some internal space now, not looking at
Tom at all.

"l waited nearly ten years," he finally continued. "I inher-
ited this house and everything in it. After | graduated from
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Harvard, | came back here to live. | had enough money not to
have to worry about it for the rest of my life. | wondered what
I was going to do. | could have goneinto business. If | had been
adifferent sort of person, | could have gone into local politics.
My father was a local martyr, after all. But | hed another pur-
pose, and | set about it. Almost immediately | discovered that
the police hed learned very little. So | turned to the only sources
I had, the public record. | obtained a complete file of the Eye-
witness. | examined everything—property transfers, land deals,
steamship arrivals, court records, degth notices. | had so much
material that | had to alter the house in order to be able to store
ital. | waslooking for patterns that no one else had seen. And,
after three years, | began to find them. It was the most tedious
and frustrating work | had ever done, but aso the most satis
fying. | felt that | was saving my own life. Eventualy | was
concentrating on a single man—a man who had come and gone
from Mill Walk many times, aformer member of our secret police
who went into retirement when the secret police were dis-
banded. He had houses here and in Charleston. | went to
Charleston and followed him. The man who had murdered my
father and mother seemed ordinary—he might have been aprop-
erty developer who had made enough money to devote dl his
time to golf. | had thought | might kill him, but found that |
was no murderer. | came back to Mill Walk and presented my
research to the Secretary of Internal Defense, Gonzalo Redwing,
who had been afriend of my father's. A week later, the murderer
returned to Mill Walk to attend a charity function, and the militia
arrested him on the dock at Mill Key. He was jailed, tried,
convicted, and eventually executed on the gallows at the Long
Bay prison compound.”

Mr. von Héilitz turned to Tom with an expression the boy
could not read at al. "It should have been a moment of triumph
for me. | had found out who | was. | had discovered my life's
work. | was an amateur detective—an amateur of crime. But
my triumph amost immediately did worse than go sour. It
turned into disgrace. During the months between his arrest and
execution, the man | had found never stopped talking. He im-
plicated my father in his own murder."

"How could he do that?' Tom asked.

"l don't mean he said that my father wanted to be killed,
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but that he was executed. According to this man, my father had
paticipated in certain arrangements that were set up just
around the time of Mill Wak'sindependence. He was an active
partner in these arrangements. The arrangements had to do
with the sugar revenues, with the way tax revenues were han-
dled, with the bidding on road construction and garbage disposal,
with water alocations, the banks, with certain fundamentd
structures that were set up at that time. There were irregular-
ities, and my father was deeply involved in them. According to
the murderer, my father had ceased to be cooperative. He
wanted a disproportionate share of al these fundamentd ar-
rangements. And so this man had been hired to kill him. It was
supposed to look like arobbery.”

"But who was supposed to have hired him?*

"He never knew. He was given instructions through a Per-
sonds ad in the Eyewitness, and money was paid into his Swiss
bank account. Of course the implication was that the highest
officids in Mill Walk were involved, and the more he said, the
more the public was outraged—he was obvioudy clouding the
issue, trying to take the spotlight off himsdf and blame every-
body el se. The secret policewere suspect anyhow, and had been
disbanded shortly after independence. When this man's record
was made public, even those who had thought there might be
something to his charges turned against him. His own stories
counted against him, in the end. | myself had a certain amount
of fame, as the one who hed led to his arrest.”

"Thenwhy ... ?

"Why did | end up living like this? Why do | object to your
writing to Captain Bishop?'

"Yes," Tom sad.

"Firgt of dl, I'd like to know if you signed the letter.”

Tom shook his head.

"It was an anonymous |l etter? Good boy. Don't be surprised
if nothingisdone. Y ou know what you know, and that isenough.”

"But after the police read the letter, they at least have to
look at the car more carefully, instead of just taking Hasselgard's
story as fact. And when they find the bullet, they'll know that
Hassdlgard's story wasn't the truth.”

"Captain Bishop aready knowsit wasn't," said the old man.

"l don't believe that.”
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"l discovered, soon after the execution of my father's mur-
derer, that except for one detail the man had been tdling the
truth dl along. My father's desth hed been ordered by the high-
est levels of our government. Corruption was a fact of life on
Mill Walk."

"Well, that was along time ago,” Tom said.

"Nearly fifty years ago. There have been many, many
changes on Mill Walk since then. But the Redwings still exert
alarge influence."

"They'renot evenin government anymore,” Tom protested.
"They just do business. They'resociad. Half of them aretoowild
to do anything but race cars and throw parties, and the other
hdf is so respectable they don't do anything but go to church
and clip coupons.”

"Such are our leaders,” the old man said, smiling. "Wewill
see what happens.”

A few minuteslater Lamont von Hellitz stood up from thetable,
and walked into the maze of files. Tom heard the opening of a
meta drawer. "Have you ever been to Eagle Lake, in Wis-
consin?' he called to Tom, who could just see the top of his
silvery head over a stack of papers atop an iron-grey cabinet.

"No, | haven't,” Tom called back.

"Y ou may beinterested in this." Hereappeared with alarge
leather-bound book under his am. "I own a lodge in Eagle
Lake—it was my parents, of course. We spent our summers
'up north," as Mill Walk says, dl during my boyhood, and after
I had returned from Harvard | used the lodge for a number of
years." He put the thick book down on the table before Tom
and leaned over his shoulder. His index finger rested on the
book’'swide brown cover, and when Tom |ooked he saw that the
old man was smiling. "The way you've been talking—the way
I can see that you fee—all of that, even though you haven't
sad half of what's been going through your heed—reminded me
of this case. It must have been the third or fourth time | used
my methods to discover the identity of a murderer, and it was
one of the first times | made the results of my investigations
public. Asyouwill see.”

"How many cases have you investigated?' Tom suddenly
wanted to know.
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Von Heilitz lifted his hand from thebook and put it on Tom's
shoulder. "I've lost count now. Something over two hundred, |
think."

"Two hundred! How many of those did you solve?"

The old detective did not answer the question directly. "I
once spent avery interesting year in New Orleans, looking into
the poisoning deaths of a series of prominent businessmen. |
was poisoned mysdf, in fact, but had taken the precaution of
supplying myself with a good supply of the antidote." He nearly
laughed out loud at the expression on Tom's face. "l regret to
say that the antidote did not save me from an extremely un-
comfortable week in the hospital .”

"Was that the only time you were injured?”

"l was shot once—in the shoulder—and shot at four times.
A bear of aman in Norway, Maine, broke my right arm when
he found me photographing a Mercedes-Benz that was up on
blocks in a shed out behind his house. Two men have cut or
stabbed mewith knives, onein anative house ablock fromwhere
we saw each other in Weasel Hollow and the other in a motel
cdled The Crossed Keysin Bakersfield, Cdifornia | was beaten
up serioudly only once, by a man who jumped me from behind
in an aley off Armory Place, near police headquarters. But in
Fort Worth, Texas, astate senator who had killed nearly adozen
prostitutes nearly killed me too, by hitting me in the back of my
heed with a hammer. He fractured my skull, but | was out of
the hospital in time to see him hanged.”

He patted Tom's shoulder. "It's a sorry caling at times, |
fear."

"Have you ever killed anyone?*

"The only man | ever had to kill was the one who broke my
am. That wasin 1941. The end of every investigation brings a
depression, but that one was my worst. | came back to Mill Walk
with my arm in acast, and | refused to answer my phone or go
out of this house for two months. | scarcely ate. | suppose it
was a kind of breakdown. In the end | checked myself into a
clinic, and stayed there another two months. 'Why do you dways
wear gloves? the doctors asked me. 'Isthe world so dirty? 'I'm
at least as dirty as the world," I remember saying; 'maybe |
want to keep from contaminating it, instead of the other way
around.’ I can remember catching sight of my face in the mirror
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one day and being shocked by what | sawv—I saw an adult, the
person | had become. Soon my depression beganto lift. | came
back here. | found that | was refusing many more cases on the
mainland than | accepted. After a while, my reputation wasn't
even a dim memory, and | was free to live as | wished." He
took his hand from Tom's shoulder and pulled back his chair.
"And some years ago, | saw you in an unexpected place. And |
knew that we would meet some day and have this conversation.”

He sat down, with an old man's briskness, on his chair. "I
wanted to show you the first pages in this book, and ingtead |
talked your ear off. Let's take a look at this before you fdl

Tom had never felt less deepy. He looked at Lamont von
Hellitz sitting a yard away from him with his eyebrows raised
and his gloved fingers just opening the big leather journal.
The old men looked drawn and noble, the refinement of his
face starker than ever in the soft light, the grey wing of hair
on the side of his head glowing silver. Tom redlized that he
was looking at the real thing. Seated a yard away from him,
dightly imperious and dightly ravaged, more than dightly
diminished by age, was a great detective, the actuality behind
literally thousands of novels, movies, and stage plays. He did
not raise orchids, inject a seven percent solution of cocaine, or
say things like "Archons of Athens!” He was an old man who
sdldom left hisfather's house. All Tom'slife, he had lived across
the street.

The book, amore elegant version of his scrapbook, lay open
on the table. Tom read the huge headline on the left-hand page.
MILLIONAIRE SUMMER RESIDENT DISAPPEARS FROM HOME. Be-
nesth the headline ran the subhead: Jeanine Thielman, Mill
Walk Figure, Last Seen Friday. Beneath this was a grainy
picture of a blond woman in a fur coat stepping down from a
coach-and-four. A diamond necklace glittered at her throat, and
her hair was swept back from her forehead. She looked deek,
rich, and powerful, stepping down from the platform with along,
outstretched leg. Her smile for the camera was a grimace of
willed artifice. Tom understood immediately that the woman had
been photographed arriving at a charity ball. She reminded him
of hismother, in old photographs taken when she had been Gloria
Upshaw, a member of Mill Walk's Junior League.
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Tom looked at the name and date of the newspaper—the
Eagle Lake Gazette of June 17, 1925.

"The seventeenth of June was the day after | arrived in
Eagle Lake that year. Jeanine Thielman, who was the first wife
of our neighbor's father, Arthur Thielman, had disappeared dur-
ing the night of the fifteenth. Arthur found her missng when
he looked into her bedroom in the morning, sent a messenger
around to the other lodges, including the Redwing compound,
to see if she had been visiting one of her friends, found that no
one had seen her since adinner party at the senior Langenheims
the night before, and waited through dl of the sixteenth before
riding over to the police station in thetown of Eagle Lake. See?
It looks like nothing more than newspaper hysteria over a rich
woman. People gossiped about this young couple sleeping in
separate bedrooms.”

Mr. von Heilitz pointed to the page on the left-hand side of
the bigjournal. "Thisisthe day | arrived. | found Arthur Thiel-
men sitting on my porch furniture with a big setter bitch lying
beside him. He'd heard | was due, and told his servants he was
going to take his dog out for awak. Arthur was a rude man,
and he started telling me | had to help find his wife even before
| got out of my carriage." MYSTERY DEEPENS, the big headline
read. "Told me | had to stop off in Miami, where they had an
gpartment, before going back to Mill Walk. | was not to tel
anyone what | was doing. He thought the Eagle Lake police
were incompetent, but he didn't want anyone to know he'd hired
me. "You'rethe Shadow, aren't you?' Arthur ssid—hewastrying
not to yell. 7 want you to behave like a goddamned shadow.
Just find her and report back to me. | want this thing to die
down quickly." HEd pay me anything | wanted. Then he aston-
ished me—he apologized for ruining my vacation. | told him |
wasn't interested in his money, but that | would see what | could
do from Eagle Lake. He wasn't very satisfied with that, but in
the end he was grateful—so | got the feding that he thought
that she might be somewherein the area, after dl. At any rate,
by that point he regretted having panicked and gone to the
police. Because of these headlines, he was a prisoner in his
lodge—he couldn't show his face at the club, and he was sick of
taking only to his servants and the local constable.”

Tom looked at a photograph of Arthur Thidman standing
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beside his lodge, a rustic building with porches on two levels.

Arthur Thiddman was a corpulent, aggressive-looking manin a
tweed jacket and high muddy boots. His rigid, Victorian face
bore only the smallest resemblance to that of his son, now the
Pasmores middle-aged neighbor.

"Two days later, Kathleen Duffidd, agirl from Atlantawho
was being groomed to marry Ralph Redwing's cousin Jonathan,
caught her hook on something in the marshy, north end of the
lake. Jonathan wanted to cut the fine and move to more prom-
ising territory—nobody ever fished the north end. Kate just
thought it looked pretty up there, 1 gather. Anyhow, the girl
kept on pulling, and eventually Jonathan jumped over the side
to prove to hisfiancee that dl shed hooked was a sunken row-
boat. He followed the line underwater and found that she had
snagged her hook on a clump of weeds. Not far away, hafway
down a drop-off, he saw arolled up length of old curtain fabric.
He swam over to look at it. When he lifted the fabric, Jeanine
Thieddman's body rolled out of it. She had been shot in the back
of the head.”

Von Heilitz flipped over the page, and two new headlines
blared out at Tom: JEANINE THIELMAN FOUND IN LAKE and
LOCAL MAN CHARGED WITH THIELMAN MURDER. Pictures
showed three policemen in lace-up boots and Sam Browne belts
standing on a pier beneath a rear view of the Thieddman lodge;
a long dack thing beneath a sheet; an owl-eyed man moving
down a corridor surrounded by policemen.

Tom thought: That's what Eagle Lake looks like. He hed a
flash of Sarah Spence breaking the surface of the grey water,
her hair streaming down her shoulders and her eyes gleeful.
Then he felt that he had seen dl of this before, in some dream-
time before his accident: the very shape of the letters was fa
miliar to him.

"The man they arrested, Minor Truehart, was a hdf-
Winnebago guide who baited hooks and found bass for haf a
dozen families on the lake, including the Thieddmans. He lived in
a cabin near the lake with his wife and kids. He stayed sober
until about noon, and after that the summer residents found him
either annoying or amusing, but hiring him was a kind of tra
dition. Apparently he had some kind of disagreement with Jean-
ine Thiddman the day before she disgppeared—he turned up
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smelling of whiskey, she ordered him off, he claimed to be able
to work just fine, and she blew her top. They were on the Thidl-
men pier, and lots of people heard her screaming at him. True-
hart eventually gave up and loped off. He camed that he
couldn't remember what happened during the rest of the day,
and that he woke up in the woods about five o'clock the next
morning, with agodalmighty hangover. The police searched his
cabin and found a long-barreled Colt revolver under the bed,
which they sent off to the state lab for examination.”

"Wasit hisgun?' Tom asked.

"He said he had a gun, but that wasn't it. He recognized
it, though—he had sold it, he said, to old Judge Backer, awid-
ower who came up to Eagle Lake for two weeks every summer
and enjoyed target shooting. His wife said that a lot of guns
camein and out of the house. Her husband made alittle money
dedling in them, looking out for special items for the gun col-
lectors among the summer people. She didn't recognize that
one."

Tom considered for a moment. "Did she remember the
names of any of his gun customers?"

Lamont von Heilitz leaned back in his chair and gave Tom
an damog paterna smile. "I'm afraid that Minor Truehart was
the sort of husband who never tells his wife anything. But of
course | thought about what might have happened to Judge
Backer's gun, dl the more so when the Judge denied the entire
story. He had never illegally purchased a weapon from anyone,
of course. If it could be proved that he had, he could have lost
his seat on the bench. | found myself wondering how likely it
was that a drunken guide, enraged by the behavior of a custom-
er's wife, would shoot her in the back of the head.”

"What did you do?' Tom asked.

"l spoke to Judge Backer and his valet, Wendedll Hasek, a
boy from the west side of the idand. | talked to people at the
club. I went to the offices of the Eagle River Gazette and |ooked
very closely et issues from earlier in the summer. | spoketo the
locd sheriff, who knew my name from the publicity about the
few cases | had worked on. | had along talk with Arthur Thid-
man."
"He did it,” Tom said. "He stole the gun from the Judge's
lodge, shot his wife, rowed her body out to the end of the lake
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nobody ever used, and dropped her in. Then he framed the guide
by snesking into his cabin and hiding the gun. He probably tore
down one of his own curtains and used it to wrap up the body."

"Think about my situation,” the old man said, ignoring this.
"It was ayear after | had seen my parents murderer executed.
I had amost inadvertently solved a very minor case severda
months before—I had noticed adetail, nothing more, aquestion
of the shoes a certain man had worn on the day of the murder—
which added to my reputation, but left me fedling flat and dull.
I had goneto Eagle Lake to forget the world, and to try to plan
what | might do for the rest of my life. And here this murder
is thrust in my face from the moment | reached my lodge, in
the person of the unpleasant Arthur Thieman, sitting on my
porch with his huge dog, seething with impatience, al wilhng
to buy my time and attention, to buy me, infact. ..." "You're
the Shadow, aren't you?' | wished | were a shadow, so | eould
dip by him and lock him out of my house! | was so exhausted |
sad I'd help him just so held leave me done. | thought it was
very likely that she had simply run away from him. As soon as
I had had a good night's rest, | determined to have nothing to
do with either of the Thiddmans. | would ignore the entire
matter."

"But then the body was discovered,” Tom said.

"And the guide was arrested. And Arthur Thiddman told
me that he did not want my services anymore. | was to stop
going around talking to dl these people. He seemed particularly
distressed that 1'd spoken to Wendell Hasek, the Judge's valet.”

"l told you," Tom said. "He wanted to get rid of you. He
was araid of what you'd discover."”

"In away. Remember my saying that | had a feding he
thought she might be somewhere in the Eagle Lake area, after
al?

"Of course. He knew she was deep inthe lake, rolled up in
an old curtain.”

The old man smiled and coughed into hisfist. "Perhaps. It's
an intelligent supposition, in any case.”

Tom fdt enormously complimented.

"Remember that he saw me as a kind of private detective,
one unaccountably of hisown class. He would not want to admit
to any stranger that his wife had probably run away from him.
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And when she was found murdered, that put an end to that
embarrassment—he didn't need me to save him fromit anymore.
And he certainly wished no deeper embarrassment.”

"Weait asecond,” Tom said. "What deeper embarrassment?
He killed her."

"l sad that | wanted you to think about my situation, and
I want you now to consider my state of mind. Once the body
hed been discovered, | noticed achange in everything about me.
| could say that | had become more aert, more involved in
things, or that Eagle Lake had become more interesting. But
it was much more than that. Eagle L ake had become more beau-
tiful "

Tom wanted to shake him. "How did you get him to con-
fess?'

"Listen to me. The solution is not what | am talking about
here. | am describing a sudden change in my most basic fed-
ings. When | walked beside my lodge and looked at the lake and
the lodges scattered around it, a the docks, at the pilings
outsde the Redwing compound, the tal Norway pines and
enormous oaks, it dl seemed—charged. Every bit of it spoketo
me. Every lesf, every pine needle, every path through the
woods, every bird call, had comealive, wasvibrant, full of mean-
ing. Everything promised. Everything chimed. | knew more
than | knew. There was a secret beating away beneath the
surface of everything | saw."

"Y es," Tom said, not knowing why thisrai sed goose bumps
on hisarms.

"Yes," the old man said. "You have it too. | don't know
what it is—a capability? A calling?'

Tom suddenly realized why Lamont von Hellitz awayswore
gloves, and nearly blurted it out.

Von Heilitz saw Tom looking at his hands, and folded his
hands before him on the table. "I rode over to Judge Backer's
lodge, and saw Wendell Hasek tinkering with the Judge's coupe.
Hasek was no more than eighteen, and he began to look guilty
the second he saw me—he didn't want to lose hisjob, and he
was arad of what | might get out of him."

"What did you do?' Tom asked, unable not to look at the
old man'shandsin their neat blue gloves, unable not to see blood
on the hands of the boy the old man had been.
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"l told him that | aready knew that Truehart had sold the
long-barreled Colt to his boss, and that the Judge had given it
to Arthur Thielman for some reason. | just wanted to know the
reason. | promised him—not entirely forthrightly—that the
Judge'sownership of the gun would never become public knowl -
edge.

" 'No onewill know about the Judge? he asked me. 'No one
will know | told you? 'No one,' | said. 'Judge Backer wanted to
get rid of that gun,' Hasek said. 'Fired off to the left. Made him
madder than a hornet that a halfbreed got good money for a bad
gun. So he sold it to Mr. Thiedlman, who's such a bad shot he
doesn't know enough to blame the gun.' "

"Okay!" Tomsaid. "Y ou had him!" He beganto laugh. "Ar-
thur Thielman was such a bad shot he had to snesk up behind
his wife and put the barrel two inches from her head to be sure
of hitting her at dl!"

The old man smiled. "Arthur Thidman wasn't his wife's
murderer, but the real killer would not have been at al unhappy
to have me think he was. The murderer knew that he had fur-
nished Arthur with one of the most traditional motives for mur-
der." His smile deepened at the expression on Tom's face.
"Jeanine had not only been unfaithful to her husband, but her
lover thought that she was going to leave Arthur for him. And
Arthur thought she had left him—he thought she had run off
with the other man."

For the second time that night, Tom was too surprised to
speak. At length he said, "That was the deeper embarrassment
you were talking about?"

Von Heilitz nodded. "So dl | had to do was learn which of
the men visiting Eagle Lake that summer had been away from
the lake on the day of Jeanin€'s disappearance. | went back to
the Truehart cabin to see if anyone had canceled a date with the
guide. If that didn't work, | intended to question the other two
or three men who worked as guides for the summer people, but
| didn't haveto go any further. Minor'swifeworked asacleaning
woman for most of the same people her husband guided. On the
sixteenth of June, she had two cleaning jobs. She went to the
first lodge at eight in the morning, but the man who lived there
didn't get up to answer the door. She thought he must have
been deeping off a heavy night, and went through the woods to
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the second j ob, where she cleaned house until about two in the
afternoon. Then she returned to the first house. Again, no one
answered her knock—no one came even when she called out.
She decided that he had |€eft for town, or some other destination,
without bothering to tell her that he wouldn't be home. She
scribbled anote that she would be back the next day, and walked
back through the woods to her cabin. When she came back on
the seventeenth, he opened the door to her, saying that he was
very sorry but that held had to take a sudden business trip to
Hurley, alarger town about twenty miles south. He'd taken the
sk-thirty train, and hadn't returned until after nightfal. He
pad her double for the day, and asked her not to mention his
absence to any of her other customers—his business involved a
rea estate matter that he wanted kept secret.”

"But if he was going to run away with her and killed her
instead, why did he leave by himsalf?"

"He hadn't gone anywhere. Arthur Thiedman just thought
he had. Mrs. Truehart found two empty whiskey bottles in his
trash, another half-empty on the kitchen counter, and the re-
mains of several packs of Lucky Strikes in the wastebaskets.
He'd holed up in his lodge, drinking himsdlf into a stupor. She
was told to stay out of the guest room, and she thought he must
have had some woman's belongings in there that he didn't want
her to see. He was a sentimental man. He shot his lover in the
back of the head when she refused to leave with him, and then
spent the rest of the night and the next day mourning her.
Sentimentality is a mask for violence."

"Who was he? What was his name?"

"Anton Goetz."

Tom felt adecided letdown. "l've never heard of him."

"l know you haven't, but he was an interesting figure—a
German who had come to Mill Walk some fifteen years earlier
and made alot of money. He bought into the St. Alwyn Hotel,
and then developed some tracts of land on the west side of the
idand. He never married. Excellent manners. Good stories—
most of them entirely invented, | think. He built that huge
Spanish house around the corner, on The Sevens. The Spence
house. I've dways thought that it revealed the man very ex-
actly—adl that grandiosity, the sort of overreaching quality of
the house." He took in Tom's expression again, and quickly
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added, "Perhaps you think it's beautiful. It is rather beautiful,
initsway. And of course we're dl used to it now."

"Did you have any proof againgt Goetz?"

"Well, | had the curtain, of course. He would have been
caught sooner or later, because he'd had hislodge decorated that
spring, just after he began his affair with Jeanine Thiedman. The
old curtains were stored in one of the outbuildings next to his
lodge. Until she refused to leave with him, Goetz had imagined
that she would get divorced and marry him, and that they would
return to Mill Walk and five as a couple. Jeanine may have gone
aong with this fantasy, but she never took it serioudy."

"But how did you know they were having an affar? Just
because the cleaning woman didn't get into his house?"

"Ahal One night the previous summer, | went into the club
late, and met Jeanine rushing down the stairs from the bar in
the dining room. She didn't say anything to me, just went past
me with an embarrassed smile. When | got upstairs, | saw Goetz
at the bar by himsdf, in front of two glasses and an ashtray full
of cigarettes. He told me a story about having met her there by
accident, which | took at face value. But for the rest of that
summer, | never saw the two of them saying anything at dl to
each other in public. They even went out of their way to avoid
being seen together in public, and | wouldn't have suspected
anything at dl if it hadn't been for that one time when they had
clearly spent an hour or two together. So it seemed to me that
they were doing everything they could not to attract suspicion,
and of course it had the opposite effect on me."

He stood up and began pacing with slow strides back and
forth dlongside the table. "There was a party scheduled at the
Eagle Lake Club the night after | spoke to Mrs. Truehart. Of
course it had been canceled, but alot of people were planning
to stop in there anyhow to talk things over, have a few drinks,
that sort of thing. More from the lack of anything better to do
than anything else. | waked over to the club about six in the
evening, and | was ill in the grip of that fedling | described—
of akind of radiance of sgnificance shining through everything
| saw. But when | went to the upstairs bar and saw Anton Goetz
on the terrace, what | mainly felt was sorrow. Goetz had been
taking his meas home for afew days, staying out of sight. He
was ditting at a table with Maxwell Redwing, David's son, and
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some of the younger Redwing cousins. Maxwell was the Red-
wing petriarch of those days—the onewho really took the family
out of public life. He was something like your grandfather, in
fact.

"To tel the truth, 1 don't know if my sorrow was for poor
Goetz, who looked flushed and hectic and was obvioudly strug-
dlingtoresemblehisold salf inthemidst of thisattractive crowd,
or for mysdf, because it was dl coming to an end. | went to the
end of the bar and ordered a drink. | stared at Goetz until he
looked up and noticed me. | nodded, and helooked away. | kept
on staring at him—it seemed to me that | could see his entire
life. Everything, dl the emotions and excitement that hed
swirled around me in the past few days, had come down to this
one wretched human being, who was trying to ingratiate himsalf
with Maxwell Redwing. He kept looking up, seeing me, and
turning away to gulp his drink.

"At last Goetz excused himsalf and stood up. He waked
across the terrace and stood beside me at the bar, fidgeting. He
was waiting for me to say something. When he pulled out one
of his Luckies, | lit it for him. He exhded and took a step
backward. What's your game, sport? hefinally asked me.

"'"Youare,'| said."Y oudon't have achance. Evenif | hadn't
figured it out, sooner or later someone would start to think about
that length of curtain. They'd check to see if you ever took that
train to Hurley. Therell be someone who saw you and Jeanine
together. They'll examine your boat, and they'll find threads
from the carpet, or abloodstain, or one of Jeanine's hairs . . '

"His face had gone bright red. He looked back out at the
veranda, toward that group of chattering Redwing cousins. He
literally straightened his back. Then he asked me what | in-
tended to do. | said that | wanted to take him into town, and
get Minor Truehart out of jail as soon as possible. "You redly
are the Shadow, aren't you? he asked me. Then he turned to-
ward me so his back would beto the veranda. He leaned forward
to whisper, and his face was dready pleading. 'Give me one
more night,' he said. 'l won't try to get away. | just want to
have onelast night here at Eagle Lake.' He was a sentimentalist,
you see. | told him I'd give him until nightfall."

"Why until nightfal? Why give him any time at all?"

"Well, it might sound funny, but | wanted to give him some
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time to think about things while he was ill afree man. Only
he and | knew what he had done, and that changed everything
for both of us. If I gave him only the hour or two until nightfall,
I could make sure that he didn't escape after it got dark. |
intended to keep watch on his house, of course. So | agreed. |
left the club and trotted home, ran down to my dock, untied my
boat, and started across the lake. | thought my little outboard
motor could get me to Goetz's dock before he got home. When
I was in the middle of the lake, someone took a shot at me."

Tom opened his mouth in surprise, imagining himsdlf out
in the middle of a lake while Anton Goetz fired at him with a
rifle.

"The shot hit the water about a foot from the dinghy. |
cursed myself for letting him go and lay down in the bottom of
the boat, soaking my clothes. A second later, there was another
shot, and this one struck the side of the dinghy and went straight
through to the bottom of the boat, about an inch from my heed.
| scrunched backwards, but | didn't dare lift my heed for another
minute or so. | was going around and around in a big circle.
Findly | dared lift my head again and steered toward Goetz's
dock, while gtill more or lesslying down in the boat. At the dock
I killed the motor and jumped out—the boat was about one-
quarter full of water, and | just left it to fill up and sink. | ran
up to the house, knowing that 1'd made aterrible fool of mysdf—
not only had he nearly killed me, but he had obviousy managed
to get away. | had to admit what 1'd done and persuade the
police to start looking for him. By thetime | got to atelephone,
Goetz could have been twenty miles away.

"But he hadn't gone anywhere. His door was wide open. |
rushed in and threw myself on the floor, just in case he was
waiting for me. Then | heard something dripping onto the
wooden floor. | looked up and saw him. He was hanging from
one of the crossbeams in his living room, with alength of high-
test fishing line around his neck that hed nearly taken his head
off."

"He could have killed you!" Tom said.

"The funny thing was, he hadn't even stolen the Colt from
Arthur Thielman. It was lying on atable outside near the Thidl-
mans dock the night Goetz thought he and Jeanine were going
to run off. When she told him she had no intention of leaving
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her husband and turned away to go back inside, he picked it up
and shot her in the back of the head. The next day, he thought
that he could put the blame on Minor Truehart, and after True-
hart'swife left his house to do her next job, he went out through
the woods, dead drunk, to their cabin, and threw it under the
bed. Arthur Thielman was careless with everything, including
his wife and his weapons.”

"Then who shot at you? It must have been Goetz."

Mr. von Helilitz amiled a Tom, then knitted his fingers
behind the back of his head and yawned. "Y our grandfather's
lodge was about forty yardsto the left of the Thielmans. About
the same digtance to the right, in the direction of the club, was
the boundary of the Redwing compound. This was only a year
after | had exposed my parents murderer, who had spoken at
great length about corruption on Mill Walk. Of course, it might
have been Goetz. He could havefired at me, tossed therifle into
the lake, and then hanged himself. But Goetz was a very good
shot—from at least thirty feet away, he killed Jeanine with a
pistol that pulled badly to the left.”

He turned to the next page of the scrapbook. MYSTERY RE-
SOLVED IN TRAGEDY read the banner across the top of the Eagle
Lake Gazette. Two single-column articles on either side were
headed GUIDE TRUEHART RELEASED TO SOBBING WIFE, CHIL-
DREN and SHADOW STRIKES AGAIN! In the middle of the page
was a two-column picture of a strikingly handsome man with
wide-set clear eyes and adark little gigolo's mustache above the
caption Killer Anton Goetz Confessed to Private Seuth Minutes
Before Grisly Suicide. Beside this was another, smaller photo-
graph, of adim young man in a Norfolk jacket and aplaid shirt
with an open collar. The young man looked as if he wished the
photographer would point his camera at some more willing ob-
ject. The caption beneath this photograph was Twenty-five-Year -
Old Amateur Detective von Hellitz, Known as " The Shadow,”
Seeksto Avoid Publicity. Tom stared at the picture of the young
man his neighbor had been, once again struck by the dreamlike
familiarity of the page, MYSTERY, RESOLVED, TRAGEDY. Con-
nected to these words, as to so much of his childhood, was the
image of his mother locked into her encompassing misery.

The young Lamont von Héilitz had worn his hair shorter,
though not as short aswas thefashion at Brooks-L owood School
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at the end of the 1950s, but the high cheekbones and intelligent,
thin hawk's face was the same. What was different wasthe sense
of taut nerves and tension that came from the young man's face
and posture: he looked like a human seismograph, a person
whose extreme senditivity made much of ordinary daily life a
nearly intolerable affair.

Tom looked up into the older face, affectionately regarding
him from the other side of the bigjournal, and fet asif he had
been given some enigmatic clue about his own life—someinsight
he had just failed to catch.

"I'll let you borrow that, if you like,” von Heilitz said.
"We've spent alot of timetogether, and too much of it was spent
with your being polite while | indulged mysdlf with old memo-
ries. Next time, it's your turn to talk.”

He dammed the old journal shut, picked it up with both
hands and offered it to Tom, who took it gladly.

They moved toward the door through the aides of the
crowded room. Tom had one more question, which he asked as
von Heilitz opened his front door.

Before him was the familiar world of Eastern Shore Road,
amost a surprise: Tom had been so engrossed in the story of
Jeanine Thidman and Anton Goetz that, without knowing it, he
had half-expected to find a starry woods of Norway spruce and
tal oak trees beyond the door, a wide blue lake and paths be-
tween big lodgeswith porchesand bal conies. "Y ou know," Tom
sad, redizing that he was not after dl asking a question, "I
don't think "The Shadow' was on the radio in 1925. | bet they
named that program after you."

Lamont von Heilitz smiled and closed the door. Tom looked
at hiswatch. It was nearly eleven o'clock. Hewalked back across
the street in the darkness.



Without quite knowing that a new era of hislife had begun, Tom
lay on hisbed until one o'clock, flipping through thethick leather-
bound journal. Columns of newsprint from different newspapers
covered each page. There were headlines from New Orleans,
from Cdifornia, from Chicago and Seattle. Sometimes the ar-
ticles concerned the murders of prominent people, sometimes
those of prostitutes, gamblers, homeless wanderers. Inter-
spersed with the articles were telegrams sent to Lamont von
Heilitz of Eastern Shore Road, Mill Walk.

WISH TO ENGAGE YOUR SERVICES ON MATTER OP GREAT
DELICACY AND IMPORTANCE STOP

MY HUSBAND HAS UNJUSTLY BEEN PLACED UNDER SUSPI-
CION STOP | PLEAD WITH YOU TO GIVE YOUR HELP STOP YOU
ARE MY LAST RESORT STOP

IF YOU ARE AS GOOD AS PEOPLE SAY WE NEED YOU FAST
STOP

Tom looked at pictures of his neighbor in clippings from
newspapers in Louisana, Texas, and Mane—in the latter, his
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left arm was encased in plaster and canvas, and his haggard face
looked as white as the ding, completely out of key with the
triumphant caption. Famous Seuth Unmasks, Kills Red Barn
Murderer.

The headlines from dl these cities and towns celebrated his
triumphs, THE SHADOW SUCCEEDS WHERE POLICE FAIL, VON
HEILITZ UNCOVERS LONG HELD SECRET, REVEALS KILLER.
TOWN CELEBRATES SHADOW'S VICTORY WITH BANQUET. And
here was the young Lamont von Hellitz, impeccable and taut as
ever, looking straight ahead with a ghostly smile as a hundred
men at long tables washed down venison and roast boar with
magnums of champagne. He had managed to avoid photogra-
phers on dl but two other occasions, on each of which he faced
the camera as if it were a firing squad. He had captured or
reveded the identity of The Roadside Strangler, The Deep River
Madman, The Rose of Sharon Killer, and The Terror of Route
Eight. The Hudson Valley Poisoner had been proven to be a
poetic-looking young pharmacist with complicated fedlings about
the six young women to whom he had proposed marriage. The
Merry Widow, whose four wealthy husbands hed suffered do-
mestic accidents, turned out to be a doughy, uninspiring woman
in her sixties, unremarkable in every way except for having
both abrown and ablue eye. A Park Avenue gynecol ogist named
Luther Nelson was the murderer who had written to The New
York Times identifying himself as "Jack the Ripper's Grandson."
The Parking Lot Monster, of Cleveland, Ohio, had been one
Horace M. Fetherstone, the father of nine daughters and the
regional manager of the Happy Hearts Greeting Card Company.
In dl these cases, Lamont von Hellitz, the "renowned amateur
consulting detective and resident of the idand of Mill Walk,"
had "offered invaluable assstance to the loca police” or hed
"been hepful in providing evidence" or "by use of brilliant ra-
tiocination, had advanced a coherent theory of the true nature
and cause of the baffling crimes'—in other words, had done the
work of the police for them.

Page after page, the cases went by. Mr. von Heilitz had
worked ceaselessly during the late twenties and throughout the
thirties. At a certain point in the late thirties, some of the news
stories began referring to him as "the red-life counterpart of
radio's most famousfictional detective, the Shadow." He camped
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in hotel rooms and the libraries and newspaper offices in which
he did hisresearch. The last of the detective's photographs con-
tained in the book accompanied an article from the &. Louis
Post-Dispatch entitled ECCENTRIC RENOWNED SLEUTH POUNDS
BOOKS, NOT PAVEMENT and showed a man with greying hair
seated at a desk buried under rifts of newspapers, notebooks,
and boxes of papers. Except for the gloves on his hands, the
excellenceof hissuit, and hishabitua air of distinction, helooked
like an overworked high school teacher.

The Shadow had abruptly left St. Louis after solving the
murders of a brewer and his wife, refusng to grant any further
interviews. (The Post-Dispatch: AFTER DEDUCTIVE TRIUMPH,
ECCENTRIC SLEUTH GOES ON THE LAM.) After that, the flow of
clippings continued, but contained far fewer references to the
detective. In Boulder, Colorado, the murderer of awell-known
novelist was found to be alocd literary agent, incensed that his
most lucrative client had intended to move to aNew Y ork firm;
Boulder police credited the advice of a "sdf-styled amateur of
crime" with helping them to identify the killer. Lamont von
Heilitz was obviously concealed behind that phrase, and Tom
saw his neighbor in the "anonymous source” who had assisted
the police when amovie star was found shot to death in his Los
Angeles bedroom,; in the "concerned privete citizen" who had
appeared in Albany, Georgia, to give help to police when an
entire family was found murdered in a city park.

In 1945, a letter from "an amateur expert in crime who
wishesto preserve his anonymity” gave the police of Knoxville
what they needed to arrest alocal honor student for the murders
of three of his classmates.

After 1945, dl the clippings were of thiskind. Von Helilitz
hed refused al invitations to assist individuas or police, and
instead had followed only newspaper accounts of cases that in-
terested him and solved them at long distance. Telegrams and
letters begging for his aid—Dear Mr. von Heilitz, | believe |
am a detective toofor | have tracked you down to your island
lair. . .—had been marked "No Reply" and pasted into the book.
When he had become interested in acase, aswith the Fox River
Valey Menace, the Beast of Lover'sLane, and the Tattoo Killer,
he had subscribed to community newspapers and written to the
locdl police. "Somebody out there likes us,” said Chief of Police
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Austin Beer of Grand Forks, Nebraska, after arresting an -
derly woman who had killed two children enrolled at a nursery
school located across the street from her house. "One day we
got this letter that just put things together in a new way. It
wasn't from anywhere around here, but I'll tell you, this fellow
knew dl about us—hed gone and followed property transfers
from years back and worked out that Mrs. Ruppert had agrudge
againg the families of these children. That letter set us going
in the right direction. | don't mind telling you, the whole thing
makes you believe in the kindness of strangers.” Chief Beers
added that the letter had been signed only with theinitids LVH,
which had gone unrecognized. Twenty years after the detective's
greatest fame, "The Shadow™" was Lamont Cranston, not La
mont von Hellitz.

Then these cases, too, faded out of the big journal. The
book's final pages confused Tom at first, for they contained noth-
ing like the sequence of cases, of solutions flowing from carefully
assembled evidence, that made up the rest of the journal. The
entire journal seemed to mark a progress toward invisbility as
the detective went from prominence to anonymity; in the final
pages even the cases seemed to have disappeared. The focus
was entirely on Mill Walk, and dl the clippings came from the
pages of the Eyewitness, but few of themn concerned any obvious
crime. Tom wondered if Mr. von Heélilitz had merely clipped
stories at random, searching for a pettern as invisible as he hed
become himself because none existed.

Tom's initid sense of didocation was only partialy ex-
plained by an odd distortion of the journal's chronology—the
jumble of clippings from Mill Walk jumped back to the twenties.
Among them were articles about the end of construction work
on Shady Mount Hospital, "a medical facility," in the words of
Maxwell Redwing, its first board chairman, "to rival any in the
world." A row of Mill Walk citizens posed before Shady Mount's
front door. These were the members of the hospital's first board
of governors. Two familiar faces scowled toward him from the
photograph. Dr. Bonaventure Milton, already showing the be-
ginnings of his jowls and looking extremely satisfied with his
accomplishments, had got himsaf up like a nineteenth-century
prime minister in swallowtail coat, striped satin vest, and black
bow tie. And between short, round Maxwell Redwing and pomp-

109



ous, inexplicably successful Dr. Milton, exuding power and rec-
titude, loomed Tom's grandfather.

Tom experienced the thrill of mingled respect, fear, and
awe Glendenning Upshaw aways inspired in him. His grand-
father's wide commanding face stared out from the photograph,
chdlenging dl the world to deny that the hospita behind him
wasthe finest it had to show. At thirty, he had recently founded
Mill Walk Construction, and hisbroad bulllike body looked even
stronger thanit didinthe old photographsthat hunginthehdls
of Brooks-Lowood, taken in the days when Glen Upshaw had
been the school's Head Boy and captain of the football team.
"Designed to answer the medical needs of every citizen of our
idand," read the caption, though in practice Shady Mount had
chosen to respond to the needs only of residents of the far east
end. Shady Mount left Mill Walk's less advantaged citizens to
the care of the less fashionable fecility farther west, St. Mary
Nieves. In the photograph above the optimistic caption, Glen-
denning Upshaw wore one of the heavy black suits he had
adopted long before Tom's birth, after the death of Tom's grand-
mother. His large left hand clutched the lion's head handle of
his unfurled, trademark umbrella. His right hand held his flat,
wide-brimmed black hat.

Any other man, Tom thought, who invariably dressed in a
black suit, worn always with a stiff white shirt, a black necktie,
ablack hat, and aloose black umbrella, would look so much like
a priest that strangers on the street would call him "Father."
Y et Glen Upshaw had never looked priestly. He looked like a
bank vault or some forbidding public building, and the aura of
theworld, of money and luxurious rooms, of first-class suites on
liners and large expensive appetites indulged behind closed
doors, hung about him like a cloud. He made dl of the other
men in the photograph seem insgnificant.

Tom turned the page.

Here was more chaos. Steamship arrivals and society par-
ties, obituaries—Judge Morton Backer had died, and Tom
stared at the name until he remembered that Judge Backer had
been the man who had sold Arthur Thiedman the long-barreled
Colt pistol with which Jeanine Thielman had been murdered.
Governmenta appointments, long ago elections, business pro-
motions, wedding announcements. Mill Walk Construction built
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a five-hundred-bed hospital in Miami. Here were his own par-
ents, Victor Pasmore and Gloria Ross Upshaw, among a dozen
other eastern shore residents of their age and station. Garden
parties, lawn parties, Chrissmas parties, and New Year's par-
ties, and country club balls.

Then his eye moved to yet another photograph he had seen
before. His mother in her early twenties, splendidly dressed,
stepping down from a carriage as she arrived at the Founders
Club for a charity ball. It was of this picture that the photograph
of Jeanine Thielman had reminded him. The pose was identical,
agood-looking blond woman stepping down from acarriagewith
along, eegant leg protruding from a whirl of clothing. Gloria
Upshaw Pasmore, too, seemed to be grimacing instead of smil-
ing, but she was fifteen years younger than Jeanine Thielman,
less encrusted with jewelry, atogether less deek. Because of
the contrast with the photograph of the murdered woman, it
struck Tom that his mother looked vulnerable even then. Just
dimly visible behind her, bending forward to help her get out
of the carriage, was her father, whose tuxedo made him seem
to mdt backwards into the darkness of the interior.

Lamont von Hellitz had tracked the most trivia events of
Mill Walk life in the hope that some day a name here, a date
there, would intersect to lead him to a conclusion. He hed cast
out his nets day after day, and hauled in these minnows. The
last ten pages of the big journal were afact collection, no more.

Various hames caught hiseye. Maxwell Redwing and family
went to Africa on safari and returned intact. Maxwell's son,
Ralph, announced that, like his father, he had no politica am-
bitions and would devote his energies to "the private sphere,
where so much remainsto be done." He pledged "dl my efforts
to the improvement of the quality of life on our beloved idand."”
The Redwing Holding Company put in a successful bid to pur-
chase the Backer mansion, known as "The Palms," located in a
section of Mill Key now too close to the growing downtown and
business digtrict to be fashionable, gutted and renovated it and
then sold it to the Pforzheimer family for use as a luxury hotel.

Maxwell Redwing retired as president of the Redwing Hold-
ing Company and appointed his son, Ralph, as its new chief
officer.

A man named Wendell Hasek, a night security guard at
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Mill Wak Construction, was wounded in a payroll robbery and
retired on full salary for the remainder of hislife. Tom struggled
to remember where he had heard the name before, and then did
remember—Hasek had been Judge Backer's valet and driver,
and had told Mr. von Héllitz about the sale of a pistol.

Two days later, the bank robbers were shot to desth by
police in agun battle in the streets of the old dave quarter, but
none of the stolen money, estimated to be in excess of thirty
thousand dollars, was recovered.

Mill Walk Construction announced plans for an extensive
housing development on the idand's far west end, near ElIm
Cove.

Two days after selling his own construction company to Mill
Wak Construction, Arthur Thielman died in his sleep, attended
by his family and Dr. Bonaventure Milton.

Judge Backer, Wendell Hasek, Maxwell Redwing, and Ar-
thur Thielman—Tom finally understood. Mr. von Heilitz was
doing no more than following the careers of those who had been
linked to the murder of Jeanine Thiedlman in Eagle Lake. That
case, even more than the solution to the deeths of his parents,
hed determined the rest of his life. He had come into what
became twenty years of prominence and activity because of it:
in away, Tom remembered, he had come fully to life at Eagle
Lake. It was no surprise that he should never really let go of
the case.

Tom undressed, turned off his lights, and got into bed,
deciding to ask his grandfather about Lamont von Heilitz and
the old days on Mill Walk. It was a strange thought—his grand-
father and the Shadow must have grown up together.
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' Letters mailed on Mill Wak usudly arrived on the day they
were posted, and mail put in the box at night dways arrived
the next day. Tom told himsdlf that nothing would happen on
the day Captain Bishop got his letter, that it could be a week
or more before the police took action or released any information
about the murder of Marita Hasselgard. And because this was
a Saturday, it was aways possible that his letter might not
arrive on Fulton Bishop's desk until the following Monday.
Everything went slower on the weekends. And if the letter
arrived a headquarters on Monday, maybe it would sit haf the
day in the mail room before being rerouted to Bishop's office.
And maybe Bishop took Saturdays off, or never looked at his
mall until evening. . . .

"You know what | think?' his father said. "Wake up, I'm
talking to you."

Tom's head snapped up. From the other side of the breakfast
table, Victor Pasmore regarded him with an unusud intensity.
Tom had not even heard his father come into the kitchen. Now
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he was leaning on the back of a chair, staring as Tom absent-
mindedly used his fork to push around on his plate the eggs he
hed scrambled himsaf. Like many heavy drinkers, Victor was
virtually immune to hangovers, and the way he now looked at
Tomwas heavily confidential, almost paterna in away that was
rare with him.

"Y ou have agood time last night? With the Spence girl ?"

"Pretty good."

Victor pulled the chair out and sat down. "The Spences are
good people. Very good people.”

Tom tried to remember if he had seen any clippings about
Sarah's parents in the journal, and decided that he had not. He
remembered something else, and on impulse asked his father
aboutt it.

"Do you know anything about the man who built their
house?

Victor'slook was now of confused impatience. "The guy who
built the Spence house? That's nothing but a waste of time."

"But do you remember anything about him?"

"Chrigt, what are you, an archeologist?' Victor visibly
camed himsdf, and went on in a softer voice. "l guess it was
some German. Way before my time, he wanted to knock every-
body's eyes out, and he pretty well succeeded. The guy was a
real con man, | guess. He got into trouble up north, and nobody
ever saw him again.”

"Why isit awaste of time?'

Victor leaned forward, his impatience struggling with his
desire to impart an insight. "Okay, you wanna know, I'll tell
you. You look at that house, what do you see? Y ou see dollars
and cents. Lots of dollars and cents. Bill Spence started off as
an accountant with your grandfather, he made some good in-
vestments, put himself where he is today. It doesn't matter
anymore who built that place."

"Y ou don't know anything about him?* Tom asked.

"Nol!" Victor yelled. "Y ou'renot listening to me! 1'm making
apoint here. Look, it'sdl tied in with what | wanted to say to
you. Have you thought about what you're going to do after
Tulane?'

"Not really," Tom said, beginning to feal even more tense
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than usud. It had been decided that he would attend Tulane,
his grandfather's college, after graduation.

"Well, hear me out on this. My adviceis, think about busi-
ness opportunities—go out and start fresh, make your own life.
Don't get stuck on thisidand theway | did." Victor paused after
meaking this surprising remark, and looked down at the table for
amoment before going on. His voice was much softer now. "Y our
grandfather is willing to help you get started.”

"On the mainland," Tom said. When he looked into the fu-
ture, he saw only aterrifying void. His father's advice seemed
directed toward an entirely different sort of person, one who
would understand what a business opportunity was.

"Your futureisn't here," said Victor. "Y ou can haveawhole
new life." He looked across the table as if he had much more
to say.

"How did you get started?"

"Glen helped me out." The statement came out in aflat,
grudging tone which meant that the conversation hed essentialy
come to an end, and Victor Pasmore turned away from his son
to look out the kitchen window. Outside in the flat hot sunlight,
purple bougainvillaea bl ossoms, too heavy for their stalks, lolled
onthewhiteterracewall. "Just likewhenyouwere sick, | mean
after your accident, Glen paid for your nurses, the tutors, alot
of things like that. Y ou have to be grateful to the old man.”

It was not clear to Tom if Victor Pasmore were talking
about himsalf or his son. The gratitude seemed heavy, an obli-
gation endlessly paid for. His father turned from the window,
unshaven, aswasusua onweekends, dressed in an unconvincing
sportsshirt. "I'mjust trying totalk sensetoyou,"” hesaid. "Save
you from making mistakes. Y ou think it'stoo early for adrink?’
Hisfather raised histhick eyebrowsand pulled down the corners
of his mouth in acomic grimace. The thought of having adrink
hed put him in a better mood.

"Think about what | said. Don't get—ah, you know." Victor
stood up and moved toward theliquor cabinet. " Something mild,
I think," he said, but he was no longer talking to Tom.

Tom spent the rest of the day walking around the house, unable
to cometo rest for longer than half an hour. Heread afew pages
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of anovel, but kept losing hisway in the sentences—the words
jittered into ageneral blur as he pictured auniformed policeman
tossing his envelope onto Fulton Bishop's desk, Fulton Bishop
glancing at it, either picking it up or ignoring it. . . .

Tom carried the book into the living room. From the other
sde of the staircase came the roars and yells of a'Y ankees game
booming fuzzily from thetelevisionin the study, where hisfather
had collapsed into his chair. The gladiatorial New York fans
dways made alot of noise. The front windows framed Lamont
von Hellitz's big grey house. Had von Hellitz's father ever ad-
vised him to start thinking about business opportunities? Tom
jumped up and walked twice around the living room, wishing
that the ball game would end so that he could switch the tele-
vison to the Mill Walk station and wait for the news. Of course
there would be nothing on the news. Church bake sales, the
scores of the local Little League teams, the announcement of
the construction of a new high rise parking lot. . . Tom wan-
dered up the stairs and went into hisroom. He got to his knees
and checked under hisbed. Theleather-bound journal waswhere
he had left it. He heard his parents' bedroom door click open,
and stood up in an amost guilty scramble. Hismother'sfootsteps
went down thefront stairs. Tom left his bedroom and went down
after her.

He found her in the kitchen, looking unhappily at the dishes
in the snk and the empty beer cans his father had dropped on
the table. She had brushed her hair and wore a long peach-
colored satin nightgown and a matching bed jacket that |1ooked
like a compromise between underwear and clothing. "I'll wash
the dishes, Mom," he said, redizing dmost for the first time
that, despite the uncertainty and puzzles of his life, his parents
often made him fedl as though they were his children.

For a moment Gloria seemed utterly confused about what
to do next. She went uncertainly toward the table. "Areyou dl
right?' he asked.

"I'm fineg," she said, her voice as blurry as her face.

He went to the sink and turned on the hot water. Behind
hisback, Gloriamoved around the kitchen turning on the kettle,
rattling the cups, opening abox of tea. She seemed to be moving
very sowly, and he thought that she was watching him busy
himsdf with the pile of dirty dishes. He heard her pour hot
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water into the cup and sit down again with asigh. Then he could
not stand the silence any longer, and said, "Mr. Handley wanted
meto cometo hisplace after school yesterday, to show me some
rare books. But | thought he really wanted to tak to me."

She uttered some indistinct sound.

"l thought that you asked him to talk to me. Because of my
scrapbook." He turned from the sink. His mother was dumped
over the cup of tea with her bright hair hanging like a screen
before her face. "There isn't anything to worry about, Mom."

"Where doeshelive?' The question seemed to bore her, as
if she had asked it only tofill a space in the conversation.

"Out near Goethe Park, but we didn't get to his place."

She brushed back her hair and looked heavily up a him.

"l got sick—dizzy. | couldn't go any farther. He drove me
home."

"Youwereout on Calle Burleigh?'

He nodded.

"That's where you had your accident. | suppose. . . you
know. Unpleasant memories."

Shetook in his start—Tom nearly dropped the dish he was
drying—with an expression of grim confirmation. "Don't think
that things like that go away. They don't, let me tell you." She
sighed again, and seemed to tremble. She snatched up-the cup
of hot tea and bent over it so that again the bright curtain of
her hair fell to hide her face. Tom 4ill felt as if the insight she
hed casudly tossed his way had knocked the breath out of his
body. He had a quick, mysterious menta glimpse of afat old
woman yelling "Cornerboy!" a him and knew that he had ac-
tualy seen her ontheday of hisaccident. Theworld had cracked
open to let him peek beneath its crust, then sedled itsalf shut
again. Down below the surface was an angry old woman waving
her fist, what else?

An instant before he redized that his mother was crying,
he caught, like a sharp, distant odor, the urgent, driven feding
of that day. Then he noticed that his mother had curled down
even further into hersdlf, and that her shoulders were shaking.

He wiped his hands on his trousers and moved toward her.
She was crying soundlessly, and when he reached her, she
pressed her ngpkin to her eyes and forced hersalf to be till.

Tom's hand hovered over the nape of his mother's neck: he
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could not tell if she would alow him to touch her. Finaly he
permitted his hand to come down softly on her neck.

"1'm so sorry that happened toyou,"” she said. "Doyou ever
blame me?"

"Blame you?' He pulled a chair nearer and sat beside her.
A tingle passed through his body with the redlization that his
mother was redlly talking to him.

"You couldn't say | was much of a mother." Gloria wiped
her eyes with her ngpkin and sent him alook of such rueful sdf-
awareness that she seemed momentarily like another person
atogether: aperson he seldom saw, the mother who redlly was
present from timeto time, who could see him because she could
see out of hersdf. "l never wanted anything bad to happen to
you, and | couldn't protect you, and you were nearly killed."
She wadded the napkin in her lap.

"Nothing was your fault,” Tom said. "And after dl, it was
alongtime ago."”

"You think that makes a difference?' Now she appeared
dightly irritated with him. He felt her focus move away from
him, and the person she might have been began to fade out of
her face. Then he felt her make a conscious effort of concentra-
tion. "I remember when you were little,” she said, and she
actudly smiled a him. Her handswere still. ™Y ou were so beau-
tiful, looking at you sometimes made me cry—I couldn't stop
looking a you—sometimes | thought 1'd just melt, looking at
you. You were perfect—you were my child."” Gloria dowly
reached for his hand and touched it amost shyly. Then she drew
her hand back. "I felt so incredibly lucky to be your mother.”

The look on his face caused her to turn away and buy a
moment of self-possession by sipping her tea. He could not see
her face.

"Oh, Mom," hesaid.

"Jugst don't forget | said this,"” she said. "It's the truth. |
hate being the way | am.”

What he needed, how much he needed it, made him lean
toward her, hoping that she would hug him or at least touch
him again. Her body seemed rigid, dmost angry, but he did not
think that she could be angry now.

"Mom?"'

She turned her head sideways and showed him her ruined
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face. Her hair dripped across her cheek, and a strand clung to
her Up. She looked Uke an oracle, and Tom froze before the
significance of whatever she was going to say.

Then she bhnked. "Y ou want to know something el se?"

He could not move.

"I'm happy you're not agirl,” she said. "If | had adaughter,
I'd drown the little bitch.”

Tomgot to hisfeet so quickly he nearly overturned hischair,
and in seconds was out of the room.

The day crawled by. Gloria Pasmore spent the afternoon in her
bedroom Ustening to her old records—Benny Goodman, Count
Basie, Duke Ellington, Glenroy Breakstone and the Targets—
lying on the bed with her eyes closed and smoking one cigarette
after another. Victor Pasmore |€eft the television set only to go
to the bathroom. By four-thirty he had passed out, and lay back
in his recliner with his mouth open, snoring, in front of ancther
basebal game. Tom took another chair, and for thirty minutes
watched men whose names he did not know relentlesdy score
points against another team. He wondered what Sarah Spence
was doing, what Mr. von HelUtz was doing behind his curtained
windows.

At five o'clock he got out of the chair to change the channd
to the loca news. Victor stirred and blinked in his chair, and
woke up enough to grope for the glass of watery yellow Uquid
beside the recliner. "What about the game?”

"Can we see the news?’

Victor swallowed warm whiskey and water, groaned at the
taste, and closed his eyes again.

Loud thememusic, an even louder commercid for Degpdae
Estates on Lake Deepdale, which was "another Eagle Lake,
only two miles away and twice as affordable!™

Tom's father snorted in genia contempt.

A man with short blond hair and thick-rimmed glasses
smiled into the camera and said, "Things may be bresking on
the idand's most shocking murder in decades, the deeth of Ma
rita Hasselgard, only sister of Finance Minister Friedrich Has-
selgard, who aso figuresin today's news."

Tom sad "Hey!" and sat up straight.

"PoUce Cagptain Fulton Bishop reported today that an
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anonymous source has given police valuableinformation leading
to the whereabouts of Miss Hasselgard's murderer. Captain
Bishop has informed our reporters that the dayer of Marita
Hasselgard, Foxhall Edwardes, is a recently released former
inmate of the Long Bay Holding Facilities and a habituad
offender. Mr. Edwardes was released from Long Bay the
day before the daying of Miss Hasselgard." The picture of a
surly, wide-faced man with tight curling hair appeared on the
screen.

"Hey," Tom said, in adifferent tone of voice.

"Whuzza big deal?' his father asked.

". . . many convictions for burglary, threatening behavior,
petty larceny, and other crimes. Edwardes' last conviction was
for armed robbery. He is thought to be in hiding in the Weasdl
Hollow district, which has been cordoned off by police until
searches have been completed. Motorists and carriagetrafficare
advised to use the Bigham Road cutoff until further notice. I'm
aure that dl of youjoin usin hoping for a speedy resolution of
this matter." He looked down at his desk, turned over a page,
and looked up at the camera again. "In ardated story, grief-
dgricken Finance Minister Friedrich Hasselgard is reported
missing in heavy sess off the idand's western coast. Minister
Hassdlgard apparently took out his vessel, the Mogrom's For -
tune, for asolitary sail around theidand at roughly three o'clock
this afternoon, after hearing of the imminent capture of his ss-
ter's murderer. He is believed to have been overtaken by a
sudden squal in the Devil's Pool area, and radio contact was
lost soon after the squall began.” The newscaster's eyes flicked
down toward the desk again. "In a moment, traffic from our
overhead observer, Ted Weatherhead's weather, and sports
with Joe Ruddier."

"Okay," Victor Pasmore said. "They got him."

"They got who?'

He began to lever himsalf up out of therecliner. "Thelowlife
who bumped off Marita Hasselgard, who the hell do you think?
| better start thinking about dinner. Y our mother's alittle under
the wesather today."

"What about Hasselgard?"

"What about him? Jumped-up natives like Hasselgard can
sl anything, anywhere, through any storm that comes along.
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I remember when Hasselgard was akid in histwenties, hecould
thread needles with a sailboat."

"Y ou knew him?"

"1 sort of knew Fred Hasselgard. He was one of your grand-
dad'sdiscoveries. Glen took him out of Weasel Hollow, got him
started. Back when they were developing the west side, Glen
did that with abunch of bright young native boys—saw to their
education and put them on the right track."”

Tom watched his father lumber toward the kitchen, then
turned back to the television.

Joe Ruddler's violent red facefilled the screen. "THAT'S
IT, SPORTS FANS!" Ruddier shouted—aggressivenesswas his
trademark. "THAT'S ALL THE SPORTS FOR TODAY!
THEREAIN'T NOMORE! YOU CANBEGALL YOUWANT
TO, BUT IT WONT DO ANY GOOD! RUDDLER'S
CHECKIN'OUT UNTIL TEN OCLOCK, SOPLAY IT COOL
OR PLAY IT HARD—BUT YOU GOTTA KEEP PLAYIN'
IT!" Tom switched off thetelevision.

"You gotta keep playin' it,” Victor chuckled from the
kitchen. Tom'sfather loved Joe Ruddier. Joe Ruddier was ared
man. "We got some steaks here we better eat before they go
bad. Y ou want a steak?"

Tom was not hungry, but he said, "Sure."

Victor walked out of the kitchen, wiping his hands on his
trousers. "Look, would you cook them? Just put them on the
grill. There's some lettuce and stuff, you could make asdad. |
want to check on your mother, make her adrink or something.”

Half an hour later Victor led Gloriadown the stairs as Tom
was setting the table in the dining room. In the peech stin
outfit, her hair limp now, Tom's mother looked like a red-eyed
ghost. She sat in front of her steak and diced off a piece the
thickness of a playing card and pushed it across the plate with
her fork.

Tom asked her if she felt ill.

"We're going out for dinner tomorrow," Victor sad. "Youll
see, shelll befull of beans by tomorrow night. Won't you, Glor?'

"Leave me adone," she said. "Will everybody stop picking
on me, please?' She diced off another minuscule portion of stesk,
rased it part of the way to her mouth, then lowered her fork
and scraped the tiny bit of meat back onto her plate.
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"Maybe | should call Dr. Milton," Victor said. "He could
give you something."

"l don't need anything,” Gloria said, seething, "except
to...be...left. .. aone Why don't you cal my father, he's
the person who aways fixes everything up for you."

Victor ate the rest of his med in silence.

Gloriaturned her head to give Tom alook of real reproach.
Her eyes seemed swollen. "He'll help you get started too, any-
where you like. Y ou can go anyplace."

"Nobody wants me to stay on Mill Walk," Tom said, un-
derstanding that his parents had virtually accepted his grand-
father's offer for him.

"Don't you want to get off Mill Walk?' His mother's voice
was amost fierce. "Your father wishes held been able to get
away from this place. Ask him!"

"l don't think we're very hungry tonight,” Victor said. "Let
me take you upstairs, Glor. Y ou want to be rested for tomorrow,
dinner at the Langenheims."

"Whoopee. Dirty jokes and dirty |looks."

"l am going to cal Dr. Milton," Victor said.

Gloria dumped in her chair, letting her head loll darmingly
on her chest. Victor quickly stood up and moved behind her. He
put his hands under her arms and pulled her up. She resisted
for a second or two, then swatted away his hands and stood up
by hersdf.

Victor took her arm and walked her out of the dining room.
Tom heard them going up the stairs. The bedroom door closed,
and his mother began screaming a a steady unhurried pulse.
Tom walked twice around the dining room, then took the plates
into the kitchen, wrapped the uneaten steaks in baggies and put
them in the refrigerator. After Tom had washed the dishes, he
waked out into the front hall and listened for a moment to his
mother's screams, which now sounded oddly remembered, dis-
connected from any real rage or pain. He went to the front door
and leaned his head against it.

Less than haf an hour later a carriage rolled up in front of
the house. The doorbell rang. Tom left the television room,
opened the front door, and let in Dr. Milton.

Victor stood on the lowest step of the staircase. A red wine
gan shaped like the state of Florida covered the front of his
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shirt. Dr. Milton, who was dressed in the same outfit of cutaway
and driped pants that he had worn for the picture in Lamont
von Heilitz's journal, smiled at Tom and carried his black bag
toward the stairs. "lIs she better now?'

"l guess," Victor said.

Dr. Milton turned his ponderous face to Tom. "Y our moth-
er'salittle high-strung, son. Nothing to worry about." He looked
asif hewishedtoruffle Tom'shair. "Y ou'll seeabigimprovement
in her tomorrow."

Tom said something noncommittal, and the doctor carried
his bag upstairs after Victor Pasmore.

By ten o'clock Tom felt asif he were dl aone in the house.
The doctor had left hours before, and his parents had never
come back downstairs. He turned on the television to watch the
news and sat on the armrest of his father's recliner, tapping his
foot.

"Dramatic conclusion to search for Marita Hasselgard's
killer,” sad the reliable-looking man in the heavy glasses. "Fi-
nance Minister feared missing. Compl ete details after these mes-
sages.”

Tom did onto the seat and moved the recliner into its up-
right position. He waited through a string of commercials.

Then came color film of what looked like the entire police
forceof Mill Walk, equipped with automatic rifles and bull etproof
vests, firing from behind cars and police vans a a familiar
wooden house in Weasdl Hollow. "The hunt for Foxhall Ed-
wardes, suspected murderer of Marita Hasselgard, came to a
dramatic conclusion late this afternoon after shots were fired
indde a Mogrom Street bungalow early this evening. Two of-
ficers, Michad Mendenhdl and Roman Klink, were injured in
the early exchange of fire. Reinforcements quickly arrived on
the scene, and Captain Fulton Bishop, who had been led to
identify Edwardes as the murderer of Miss Hasselgard by an
anonymous tip, spoke to the suspect through a bullhorn. Ed-
wardes chose to shoot rather than surrender, and was killed in
the resulting exchange of gunfire. The two injured policemen
remain in critical condition."

On the screen, the windows and window frames of the little
house splintered apart under the gunfire, and chips of stone flew
awvay from the front of the house. Black holes like wounds ap-
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peared inthewalls. Smoke boiled from the ruined door. Flames
shot out onto the roof, and one side of the house collgpsed in a
roil of smoke and dust.

The announcer appeared again. "In arelated story, Finance
Minister Friedrich Hasselgard, reported eerlier as lost in a
squdl in the Devil's Pool, was listed an hour ago as officidly
missing. His luxury sailing vessel is being towed back to Mill
Walk harbor by members of Mill Walk's Maritime Petrol, who
found the Mogrom's Fortune adrift at sea. It is presumed that
Minister Hasselgard was swept overboard during the storm.
Searches continue, but there is little hope for Minister Hassal-
gard's survival." The announcer looked down, as if in sorrow,
then up again, upbeat and neutral at once. "After the break, the
latest weather reports and Joe Ruddler's updated sports report.
Stay with us."

Tom turned off the television, picked up the telephone, and
dided the number of the house across the street. He let it ring
ten times before hanging up.

The next day, his mother floated down the stairs a noon, fully
dressed, hair brushed so it shone, her face carefully and expertly
made up, and came into the television room amogt girlishly.
The miracle had happened again. She was even wearing pearls
and high heels, asif she planned to go out. "Goodness," she said,
"I'm not used to deeping so much, but | guess | needed the
rest."” She smiled at them both as she went across the room and
sat on the arm of her husband's chair. "I think | just tried to
do too much yesterday."

"That's right," Victor said, and patted her back.

Triedto dotoo much? Tomwondered. Coming downstairs
twice, listening to records, smoking about three packs of ciga-
rettes? She sat on the arm of the chair with her legs drawn up.
"What are we dl so engrossed in?"

"Ah, there's a big game on, but Tom wanted to watch the
news."

Tom shushed them. Foxhall Edwardes' sister, ashort, dark,
overweight woman missing several teeth who spoke in the old
native manner, was condemning the way the police had handled
her brother's arrest. "Them had no need to kill he. Him-him was
being deep scared, bad. Foxy would betalking with police, them
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no want talk, them want he dead. Foxy him be doing some
badness, but him not being bad in himsdf. Him and him's da
were close, and when him'sda dies, him-him rob store. Tore he
up inside, can you be fedling this? Time has been served. Out
of jail threedaysonly, him be seeing policewith guns, him thinks
they be go putting him-him back there. Fox him no be killing
any bodies any time, but police be putting finger on him-him,
be saying you our man. Him convenient. | am being protest this-
this."

"l camedownto seeif | can makelunch for anybody." Gloria
touched the pearls at her neck.

Victor stood up quickly. "I'll give you ahand.”

He put his arm around her waist and waked her toward
the door.

"Don't you lovethe way they talk?' Gloriasaid. " 'Him and
him's da.' If it was a girl they'd say 'her and tier's da.' " She
giggled, and Tom heard one of the central sounds of hislife, the
hysteria capering beneath her brittle exterior.

Now Captain Fulton Bishop faced apress conference staged
in the full congratulatory officid manner, from behind adesk in
aflag-filled reception room a Armory Place. Captain Bishop's
smooth, suntanned head, as hard and expressionless as a
knuckle, tilted toward the bank of microphones. "Of course his
ssterisdistressed, but it would be unwise to take her allegations
for anything more than the emotional outburst they are. We
gave Mr. Edwardes ample opportunity to surrender. As you
know, the suspect chose to respond with fire, and serioudy in-
jured the two brave men who were the first to see him."”

'The two officers were injured insde the house?' asked a
reporter.

"That is correct. The suspect admitted them to the house
for the express purpose of killing them behind closed doors. He
was not aware that backup teams had been ordered to the area.”

"Backup teams were ordered before the first shots?"

"This was a dangerous criminal. | wanted my men to have
dl the protection they could have. No more questions.”

Captain Bishop stood up and turned away from the table in
abubble of noise, but a shouted question reached him.

"What can you tell us about the disappearance of Minister
Hassalgard?"
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He turned back to the crowd of reporters and leaned over
the microphones. Harsh white light bounced off the top of his
smooth head. He paused a moment before speaking. "That mat-
ter is under full investigation. There will be afull disclosure of
the results of that investigation in amatter of days." He paused
again, and cleared his throat. "L et me say this. Certain metters
in the Finance Ministry have recently cometo light. If you ask
me, Hasselgard wasn't washed off that boat—he jumped off it."

He straightened up into a roar of questions and smoothed
his necktie over his shirt. "I would like to thank someone," he
said, shouting to be heard over their questions. "Some good
citizen wrote to me with information that led indirectly to the
solution of Miss Hasselgard's murder. Whoever you are, | think
you are watching me at this minute. | would like you to make
yoursalf known to me or anyone here at Armory Place, so that
we can demonstrate our gratitude for your assistance” He
marched away from the table, ignoring the shouts of the re-
porters.

Setting out sandwiches and bowls of soup on thelittle break-
fast table in the kitchen, Gloria reminded Tom of a glamorous
mother in atelevison commercial. She smiled a him, her eyes
bright with the effort to demonstrate how good she was being.
"I'll leave some food in the refrigerator for you tonight, Tom,
but here's something nice to tide you over. We're going out
tonight, you know."

Then he understood—she had dressed for the dinner party
as soon as she got out of bed. He sat down and ate. During lunch
hisfather several times said how tasty the soup was, how much
he enjoyed the sandwiches. It was a great lunch. Wasn't it a
great lunch, Tom?

"Now they're claiming that Hasselgard drowned himsdif,"
Tom said. "They're going to announce that he was stealing from
the treasury. If someone hadn't written to the police, none of
this would have heppened. If the police had never gotten that
letter—"

"They would have nailed him anyway," hisfather brokein.
"Hassdlgard came too far too fast. Now drop the subject.”

Hewastalking to Tom but watching Gloria, who had raised
her sandwich hallway to her mouth, shuddered, and lowered it
again to her plate. She looked up, but she did not see them.
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" 'Her and ha*s da,' the servants used to say. Because there
werejust the two of us in this house."

"Let me help you upstairs." Victor shot Tom a dark 1ook,
and took his wife's arm to get her to her feet and lead her out
of the room.

When his father came back down, Tom was in the little
televison room, eating the rest of his sandwich and watching
one of the WMIL-TV reporters stand beside the hull of the
Mogrom's Fortune at the police dock as he described how the
Maritime Patrol had found the boat. "Here on the waterfront,
they are scoffing at the theory that Hasselgard could have been
washed overboard. Amid growing rumors—"

"Haven't you had enough of this?' Victor unceremonioudy
bent down and turned the channd indicator until abaseball game
appeared on the screen. "Where's my sandwich?'

"On the table.”

He left and returned almost immediately, the big sandwich
dripping out of his hand. He lowered himsdf into his chair.
"Y ou're mother will befine, no thanks to you."

Tom went up to hisroom.

At seven o'clock, hisparents came downstairstogether, and Tom
turned off the television just before they came into the room.
His mother looked exactly as she had et noon—dressed to go
out in her pearls and high heels. He told them to have a good
time, and called Lamont von Heilitz as soon as they walked out
the door.



They sat on opposite sides of a leather-topped coffee table
stacked with books. Lamont von Heilitz leaned against the high
tufted back of a leather sofa and squinted at Tom through cig-
arette smoke.

"l fed restless, that's why 1I'm smoking," he said. "I never
used to smoke when | worked. When | was ayoung man | used
to smoke between cases, waiting to see who might appear on
my doorstep. All in dl | must be aweaker creature now than |
wasthen. | didn't enjoy seeing the police in my house this after-
noon."

"Bishop came to see you?' Tom asked. Everything about
Mr. von Hellitz seemed different this night.

"He sent two detectives named Holman and Natchez home
with me. The same two men invited me along to Armory Place
last night to discuss the death of Finance Minister Hasselgard.”

"They consulted you?'

Von Heilitz drew in smoke, then luxuriantly exhaled. "Not
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quite. Cagptain Bishop thought | might have written them a
certain letter.”

"Oh, no," Tom said, remembering trying to cal the old man
after watching the previous night's news.

"Whatever they were doing down in Weasal Hollow kept
interrupting the interrogation. | didn't get back here until nearly
noon, and Detectives Holman and Natchez didn't leave until
after three”

"They questioned you for another three hours?"

He shook his head. "They were looking for a typewriter
that would match up with the letter. The search was dow and
industrious. 1'd forgotten how many typewriters | had accu-
mulated. Holman and Natchez took it as particularly suspicious
that one old upright was hidden away in the filing cabinets.”

"Why did you hide one of your typewriters?"

"Just what Detective Natchez wanted to know. He seemed
very distressed, this Detective Natchez. | gather that one of
the young officers injured in Weasel Hollow—Mendenhall?2—
wasimportant to him. In any case, thetypewriter was asouvenir
of the Jack the Ripper's Grandson business—did you read about
it last night? It was the machine on which Dr. Nelson wrote his
letterstotheNew Y ork police." Von Heilitz smiled and smoked,
sprawled out on his chesterfield, his feet up on the coffee table.
He had spent a night at police headquarters, and a morning
watching detectives paw through his files. He had showered,
shaved, napped, and changed clothes, but he ill looked ex-
hausted to Tom.

"Nothing happened the way | thought it would," Tom said.
"They keep you overnight—"

The old man shrugged.

"—and this man Edwardes is killed, and two policemen
were shot, and Hasselgard killed himsdf—"

"He didn't kill himsdlf,” von Heilitz said, squinting at Tom
through a cloud of smoke. "He was executed."

"But what did Foxhall Edwardes have to do with it?"

"Hewas just—what wasthe word his sister used? A conve-
nience. He's the way they close the books."

"That means | killed him too. Hassedlgard and Edwardes
would ill be dive if | hadn't written that letter.”
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"You didn't kill them. The system killed them to protect
itself." He lowered hislegs, sat up, and ground out the cigarette
in an ashtray. "Do you remember my saying that the man who
killed my parentstold one he? Thelie, of course, was about my
father's involvement in the corruption on Mill Wak—I think
the truth was that he hated what had become of the idand. And
I think he must have gone to his friend David Redwing, and
told him what he had discovered and what he planned to do
about it. Let's say that David Redwing was as shocked as my
father had been. He might have talked about my father's charges
to the wrong person. Consider that for a second. If my father
and mother were killed soon after David Redwing heard my
father's tale, wouldn't he be suspicious of their deaths? The
answer's obvious—of course he would. Unless someone he
trusted absolutely had assured him that my father had been
wrong in his alegations, and that an ordinary crimina had mur-
dered my parents.”

"Who do you think it was?"

"His own son. Maxwell Redwing. Until his resignation,
Maxwell was his father's right-hand man."

Tom thought of Maxwell Redwing on theterrace of theclub
a Eagle Lake, entertaining young nieces and nephews who
were old people now; he remembered the obituary in the Eye-
witness.

"Tell me, what do you think | am working on these days?"

"l don't know," Tom said. "Y ou were working on Hassdl -
gard, but | suppose that's over now."

"Qur late Finance Minister was only alittle piece of it. It's
my last case—I| could even say the case. In fact, it goes dl the
way back to Jeanine Thielman."

He had done nothing but lead Tom back into the circle of
his obsession with the Redwings. "L ook," Tom began, "I don't
want you to think—"

Von Héilitz stopped him by holding up agloved hand. "Be-
fore you say anything, | want you to think about something. Do
you imagine that anyone looking at you would guess what hap-
pened to you seven years ago?”'

It took Tom along time to redize that, like his mother that
afternoon, von Heilitz was referring to his accident. 1t seemed
utterly disconnected to him—uburied within his recent life, as
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clay pipes and old bottles were now and then found buried in
old back gardens.

"That isan essentiad part of whoyou are. Whoyou are."

Tom wanted to get out of the old man's house—it was as
bad as being caught in a spiderweb.

"Y ou nearly died. Y ou had an experience most people have
only once in their lives, and which very few live to remember
or talk about. Y ou're like a person who saw the dark side of the
moon. Few people have been privileged to go there."

"Privileged," Tom said, thinking: Jeanine Thielman, what
makes her a part of this stuff!

"Do you know what some people have reported of that ex-
perience?"

"l don't want to know," Tom said.

"They felt they were moving down along tunnd in darkness.
At the end of the tunnel was awhite light. They report a sense
of peace and happiness, evenjoy—"

Tom fdt as though his heart might explode, as though
everything in his body had misfired at once. He literaly could
not see for a moment. He tried to stand up, but none of his
muscles obeyed him. He could not draw breath. As soon as he
became aware that he was blind, he could see again, but panic
dill surged through his body. It was as if he had been blown
gpart into scattered atoms and then reassembled.

'Tom, you are a child of the night,"” von Hellitz said.

Thewordstriggered something new in him. Abovehim Tom
saw the vault of the night sky, as if the roof had been lifted off
the house. Only afew widely scattered stars pierced the endless
blackness. Tom remembered Hattie Bascombe saying, "The
worldishalf night." Layer after layer of night, layer after layer
of starsand darkness.

He said, "No more, | can't take any more of this—" He
looked at his body, arranged loosely in Lamont von Hellitz's
legther chair. It was the body of a stranger. His legs looked
impossibly long.

"l just wanted you to know that you have dl of that inside
you," the old man said. "Whatever it is—pain, terror, wonder
too."

Tom smelled gunpowder, then realized hewas smelling him-
odf. He fdt that if he started, he would never stop crying.
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The old man smiled a him. "What do you think you were
doing on that day? Way out on the far west end?’

"l hed afriend in EIm Cove. | guess | was going there." It
sounded fase the instant he said it.

For a moment neither spoke.

"l can remember thisfeding—of having to get somewhere."

Von Heilitz said, "There."

"Yes. There."

"Have you ever been back to the Goethe Park area?’

"Once. | dmost threw up. | couldn't stay there—anywhere
around there. It wasthat day | saw you."

He was struck by the way the Shadow was looking at him—
as if he were figuring out a thousand different things a once.

He fought to recover himsdf. "Could | ask you something
about Jeanine Thielman?' he asked.

"You'd better."

"This sounds kind of stupid—yprobably | just forgot some-
thing."

"Ask meanyhow."

"You sad that Arthur Thieddman left the gun on atable near
the dock, and that Anton Goetz picked it up and shot Jeanine
in the back of the head from thirty feet away. How did Goetz
know that the gun pulled to the Ieft? You can't tell that just by
looking a a gun, can you?'

Von Heilitz lowered his legs and leaned forward over the
table, extending his hand. He gave Tom's hand a surprisingly
firm grip, and laughed out loud.

"So | didn't miss anything?'

Von Héilitz was still pumping his hand. "Nothing at al. In
fact, you saw what was missing." He released Tom's hand and
leaned back, placing his hands on his knees. "Goetz knew that
the gun pulled to the left because he took two shots. The first
one hit the Thiddman lodge. Goetz corrected instantly, and hit
her with the second. | dug the first bullet out of the lodge
myself."

""So you knew where Goetz had been standing. Y ou figured
out where the pistol had to be by backtracking from the bullet.
Like with Hasselgard's car."

Von Heilitz smiled and shook his head.

"There were spent cartridges under the table."
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"There were no spent cartridges.”

"You saw it happen,” Tom said. "No. Y ou saw the gun on
the table." He thought about this. "No. | can't figureit out."

"Y ou were close. Another summer resident of Eagle Lake
saw the gun on the table that evening. A single man in his mid-
twenties, like myself. A widower with ayoung daughter, living
donein hisfamily'slodge. Heleft Eagle Lake the morning after
Jeanine was killed."

An unpleasant thrill went through Tom's body. "Who was
it?'

"He was probably the only person to have heard the shots
that night, because his was the next lodge in line. And there
was a Redwing family party at the club that night, celebrating
Jonathan Redwing's engagement to Kate Duffield. They had a
band in from Chicago—Ben Pollack. Made alot of noise.”

In aquiet voice, Tom asked, "Was he building a hospital in
Miami?'

"One of Mill Wak Construction's first big contracts. Y ou
saw the clipping in my book, did you? He had set up a separate
office in Miami even then. | gather it still does a great ded of
business."

"So my grandfather heard the shots. He must have
thought..."

"That Arthur had killed Jeanine?' The Shadow crossed one
leg over the other and interlaced hisfingers over his nonexistent
stomach. "l stopped off to see him in Miami after | made sure
that Minor Truehart was out of jail. | wanted him to know what
had happened up in Eagle Lake after he left. In fact, | brought
him copies of dl the Eagle Lake papers that covered the mur-
der."

Some message was being passed to him, but Tom could not
read it in either von Hellitz's words or his manner—it could not
bethat Glendenning Upshaw had witnessed amurder and calmly
left the scene.

"The balcony of your grandfather's lodge overlooked the
lake. He used to spend his evenings out there, thinking about
how he could get a better discount on cement than Arthur Thiel-
man, or whatever it was he thought about. From his balcony,
Glen could see the Thielmans dock as well as his own."

"He ran away the next morning?’
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Von Heilitz snorted. "Glen Upshaw never ran away from
anything in his life. | think he just never considered altering
arrangements he had aready made. In any case, that was the
last summer he spent at Eagle Lake—the last time any member
of your family was at the lake."

"No, no," Tom said. "It was grief. He stopped going to the
lodge because of grief. My grandmother drowned that summer.
He couldn't stand to see the place again.”

"Y our grandmother lost her life in 1924, the year before dl
this. It wasn't grief that made your grandfather leave Eagle
Lake. It was business—the hospital was a lot more important
to him than amarital dispute between acompetitor and hiswife."

"He would have let the guide be executed?'

"Well, dl he told me was that he saw along-barreled Colt
lying on the table. The shots could have been anything—on a
lake, it can be next to impossible to know where sounds are
coming from. Y ou do hear shots up there; people have guns. It's
possible that he didn't know that Jeanine was dead.”

"It's possible he did, you mean."

"How often do you see your grandfather?'

"Maybe once or twice ayear."

"You're his only grandchild. He lives about fifteen miles
from your house. Has he ever thrown abal to you? Taken you
riding or sailing? To amovie?"

Any such suggestion would have been ridiculous, and Tom's
response must have shown in his face.

"No," said the old man. "l didn't think so. Glen is an aoof
man—preposteroudly aoof. There's something missing in him,
you know."

"Do you know how my grandmother happened to drown?
Did she go out by hersdlf a night? Was she drunk?'

The old man shrugged, and again looked asif he were think-
ing a thousand thoughts at once. "She went out at night,” he
finaly said. "Everybody a Eagle Lake drank a lot in those
days." He looked down at the hem of his suit jacket, lifted it,
and crossed his left hand over his waist to flick away a blemish
invisbleto Tom. Then helooked up. "I'mworn out. Y ou'd better
be getting home."

The two of them stood up together. It seemed to Tom that
Mr. von Heilitz communicated in two separate ways, and the
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way in which he sad the important things was silently. If you
didn't get it, you missed it.

Von Helilitz walked him through the filesand past the lamps
like stars and moons in the night sky. He opened his front door.
"You're better than | was at your age."

Tom fet the old man's nearly weightless arm on his shoul-
ders.

Acrossthe street, one light burned in adownstairs window
of his house. Down the block in the Langenheim house, every
light blazed. Long cars and horse-drawn carriages stood &t the
curb. Uniformed drivers leaned and smoked againgt their cars,
set gpart from the carriage drivers who would not look at or
Speak to them.

"Ah, the night is so beautiful," the old man said. He stepped
outside.

Tom said goodbye, and the Shadow waved adark blueglove,
nearly invisible in the crystalline moonlight.



For the next few weeks, the Friedrich Hasselgard scandd and
a series of revelations about the Treasury filled the nightly
broadcasts and the headlines of the Eyewitness. The Finance
Minister had misappropriated funds, misdirected funds, buried
funds, misplaced funds in transfers from one account to another
and from ledger to ledger. Through a combination of criminahty
and incompetence he had lost or stolen an amount of money that
multiplied with each new investigation until it appeared to add
up to the amost unthinkable sum often million dollars. "Crimind
associates," not terrorists, were now supposed to have shot the
Minister's sister. By the time Dennis Handley told Katinka
Redwing at a dinner party that he had not been following the
stories about the scanda and was not at dl interested in that
kind of thing, few other adults on the idand of Mill Wak would
have been able to utter such a statement.

One day, Dennis Handley asked Tom to see him &fter the
end of school.

As soon as Tom walked into his room, Dennis said, "I sup-
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pose | know the answer to this question, but | have to ask it
anyway." Helooked down at his desk, then out of the classroom
window, which gave him afineview of narrow, treelined School
Road and the headmaster's house, opposite the school. Tom
waited for the question.

"Thet car you wanted to find—the Corvette in Weasdl Hol-
low. Did that car belong to the person | think it belonged to?"

Tom sighed. "It belonged to the person it obvioudy be-
longed to."

Dennis groaned and pressed his palms againgt his forehead.

"Why don't you want meto say his name? Do you think you
might get in trouble?’

"A couple of weeks ago," Dennis said, "l wanted to have a
friendly talk with you—your mother asked me to bring some-
thing up with you, a minor thing, but it was my idea to invite
you to my apartment in order to see that manuscript, which |
thought you might enjoy. Instead, you pretended to be sick and
made me drive you al theway back acrosstheidand toacrime
scene. The next day, the gentleman who owned that car dis-
appears. Another man isgunned down. Blood isshed. Two lives
aelost.”

Dennis raised his hands in theatrical horror.

"Did you write that letter the policeman mentioned at his
press conference?”

Tom frowned, but did not speak.

"l fed sick," Dennissaid. "Thiswhole situation isunhedlthy,
and my stomach knowsit. Can't you seethat you had no business
meddling in that kind of thing?"

"A man got away with murder,"” Tom said. "Sooner or later
they would have executed some innocent man and declared the
wholething solved."

"And what happened instead? Do you cdl that ateaparty?'
Dennis shook his head and gazed out the window again, rather
than look a Tom. "l am sick. Y ou were my hope—you have
gift enough for two."

"For you and me both, you mean."

"l want you to concentrate on the things that matter," Den-
nissaid in aslow, furiousvoice. "Don't throw yourself away on
garbage. Y ou have atreasure within you. Don't you see?' Den-
niss broad, fleshy face, suited to jokes and confidences and ru-
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minations about novelists, strained to express dl hefelt. "There
isthe real world and the false world. Thereal world isinternal.
If you're lucky, and you could be, you sustain it by the right
work, by your responses to works of art, by loyalty to your
friends, by arefusa to be caught up in public or private fase-
hoods. Think of E. M. Forster—two cheers for democracy.”

"I'm not going to run for office, Mr. Handley," he said.

Dennissface closed like atrap. Helooked down at histhick,
pae hands, locked together on top of his desk. "I know things
are difficult for you at home, Tom. | want you to know that you
can dways come to me. | don't suppose I'll ever say this to
another student, no matter how long | might teach, but you can
cdl me any time."

A flash of perception that seemed to come from the adult
he would be told Tom that Dennis would make a similar speech
to a particularly favored student once every four or five years
for the rest of his life.

"There's nothing wrong with my home life," he said, and
heard his mother's aimost unemotional screams.

"Jugt remember what | told you."

"Can | go now?'

Dennissighed. "Listen, Tom—I just want you to know who
you are. That'swhat | care about—who you are.”

Tom could not stop himsaf from standing up. His breseth
had caught in a hot little pocket deep in his throat, and could
not move up or down.

Dennis sent him a complicated look that combined resent-
ment, surprise, and a desire to repeat everything he had just
said. "Go on." Tom took a step backwards. "I won't keep you."

Tom left the room and found Fritz Redwing sitting in the
hallway with hisback against the plate glasswindow overlooking
the school's courtyard. Fritz had been kept back et the start of
what should have been his freshman year, and had beenin Tom's
class ever since.

"What'd he do?" Fritz scrambled to his feet.

Tom swallowed the burning air in histhroat. "He didn't do
anything."

"We can ill make the cart to dancing class—the kids who
hed sports are still down in the locker room."

The two boys began moving down the corridor.
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Fritz Redwing's hair was athick blond thatch, but in most
other ways hewas atypica Redwing—short, broad-shouldered,
with short thick legs and virtually no waist. Fritz was a kind
and friendly boy, not very highly regarded by his family; he hed
been pleased to find his old friend Tom Pasmore back in the
classinto which failure had thrown him, almost asif he imagined
that Tom kept him company in his disgrace. Tom knew that
when people spoke of the stupidity of the younger Redwings, it
was Fritz they had most in mind, but Fritz seemed merely dow
to him, and for that reason not much inclined to thought. Think-
ing took time, and Fritz tended to be lazy. When he bothered
to think, Fritz generally did dl right. The top of his blond heed
came only to the middle of Tom's chest. Next to Tom, he re-
sembled a small, shaggy blond bear.

Tom and Fritz came out of the school's side door end walked
toward the parking lot in hot steady sunlight. The cart stood at
the far end of the parking lot, and from it a hum of high-pitched
voices, pierced now and then by ashriek, cameto thetwo boys.
Tom ingtantly saw Sarah Spence's blond heaed in the second of
the four front rows, which had beenfilled with girls. The cart's
fluttering cover cast a greenish shade over the rows of girls.
For different reasons, both Tom and Fritz Redwing s owed their
pace and turned off the path to stand in the darker shade at the
side of the school building.

Tom thought that Sarah Spence, seated between Marion
Hufstetter and Moonie Firestone on the second bench, flashed
her eyes at him as she leaned over to whisper something in
Marion's ear. He suspected that she was saying something about
him, and his blood froze.

"You can pick your nose," Fritz said, turning to him with
an upraised index finger, "and you can pick your friends. But
you can't pick your friend's nose." He laughed; then because
Tom remained silent, looked at him sideways with his queer
light-filled eyes.

A lizard the size of acat ran on pinwhedling legs across the
agphdt parking lot and dissppeared benesth the cart. Sarah
Spence grinned at something said by Moonie Firestone. Tom
thought she had forgotten he was there, but in the green shede
her eyes moved toward him, and his blood froze again.

"l suppose Buddy's coming home soon," he said to Fritz.
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"Buddy'sso cool. Lifeisonebig party to Buddy. Y ou heard
about how he wrecked his mom's car last summer. Totaled it.
Just walked away. | can't wait till we get up to Eagle Lake this
summer.”

"But when is he coming home?"

"Who?"

"Buddy. Your cousn Buddy, the one-man demolition
derby."

"Mr. Cool," Fritz said.

"Whenis Mr. Cool coming to Mill Walk?'

"Heisn't,” Fritz said. "He's going straight from Arizonato
Wisconsin. Him and some other guys are going to drive straight
through. Par-ty. All the way cross-country."”

They watched a stream of third- and fourth-year boys pour
from the Field House, dinging their jackets over their shoulders
on their way up the hill to the parking lot. As soon as the other
boys had passed them, Tom and Fritz began moving together
toward the cart.

Miss Ellinghausen's Academy of Dance occupied a narrow
four-story townhouse on a sidestreet off Calle Berghofstrasse.
Only asmall, gleaming brass plaque on the front door identified
the dancing school. When the cart pulled up before the white
stone steps, the Brooks-Lowood students climbed out and
spread out along the sidewalk. The driver jingled the reins and
drove around the block. While they waited on the sidewalk, the
boys buttoned their collars, adjusted their neckties, and gave
quick looks at their hands. The girls combed their hair and in-
spected their faces in hand mirrors. After a minute or two had
passed, the door at the top of the stairs swung open, and Miss
Ellinghausen, atiny white-haired womanin agrey dress, pearls,
and low-hedled black shoes, stepped.out and said, "You may
come in, my dears, and line up to be inspected.”

Girls before boys, the students toiled up the steps. Inside
the townhouse, they formed a long single line from the front
door past the entrance to the parlor dl the way to Miss Elling-
hausen's kitchen, which smelled of disinfectant and ammonia
The little woman waked down the row of students, looking
closaly at their hands and faces. Fritz Redwing was sent upstairs
to wash his hands, and dl the rest filed into the larger of the
two downgtairs studios, a large bright room with a polished
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parquet floor and abay window filled with an enormous arrange-
ment of dlk flowers. Miss Gonsalves, a woman as tiny and an-
cient as Miss Ellinghausen, but with glossy black hair and
elaborate facid makeup, sat poised at an upright piano. Miss
Ellinghausen and Miss Gonsalves lived on the upper floors of
the Academy, and no one had ever seen either one of them
anywhere but in this building.

When Fritz Redwing came back downstairs, grinning fool-
ishly and wiping his hands on the back of his trousers, Miss
Ellinghausen said, "We shdl begin with a waltz, if you please,
Miss Gonsalves. Partners, ladies and gentlemen, partners.”

Since there were more girls than boys, two or three pairs
of girls dways partnered each other at these lessons. As Buddy
Redwing's acknowledged girlfriend, Sarah Spence generaly
danced with M oonie Firestone, whose boyfriend wasin amilitary
school in Delaware.

On grounds of height rather than compatibility, Tom had
long been partnered with a girl named Posy Tuttle, six feet tall
exactly. She never spoke to Tom during the classes and avoided
even looking him in the eye.

Miss Ellinghausen moved dowly through the Iaborioudy
waltzing couples, uttering brief remarks as she went, and grad-
udly worked her way around to Tom and Posy. She stopped
beside them, and Posy blushed.

"Try to glide a bit more, Posy," she said.

Posy bit her hp and tried to glide to the severe meter coming
from the upright.

"Areyour parents well?*

"Yes, Miss Ellinghausen,” Posy said, blushing dl the
harder.

"And your mother, Thomas?'

"She's fine, Miss Ellinghausen.”

"Such a. . . delicate child shewas.”

Tom pushed Posy around in a clumsy circle.

"Thomas, I'd like you to partner Sarah Spence for the rest
of the lesson. Posy, I'm sure you will be of more assistance to
Marybeth." This was Mooni€'s real name.

Posy dropped Tom's hand asif it were ahot brick, and Tom
followed her across the polished floor to the corner where Sarah
Spence and Moonie Firestone were executing bored, perfect
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wadtz steps. "New partners, girls!" exclaimed the old woman,
and Tom found himsdlf inches away from Sarah Spence. Shewas
amogt ingtantly in his arms, smiling and looking gravely into
his eyes. He heard Posy Tuttle begin rattling away in her flat,
ironic voice to Moonie, saying everything she had been saving
up.

For an instant Tom and Sarah were awkwardly out of
rhythm with one another.

"Sorry," Tom said.

"Don't be," Sarah said. "1'm so used to dancing with Moonie,
| forgot what it was like with a boy."”

"Y oudon't mind?"

"No, I'mglad.”

That silenced Tom for atime.

"l haven't talked to you in so long," she sad at last.

"l kKnow."

"Areyou nervous?'

"No," Tom said, though he knew that she could fed him
trembling. "Maybe a little."

"I'm sorry | don't see you anymore."

"Areyou?"' said Tom, surprised.

"Sure. We were friends, and now | only see you in Miss
Ellinghausen's cart.”

The music ceased, and likethe other couples Tom and Sarah
broke apart and waited for instructions. He had not imagined
that Sarah Spence actudly paid any attention to him in the
dancing school cart.

"Fox trot,” the old woman said. Miss Gonsalves began
thumping out "But Not For Me.”

"Areyou gill doing Fritzie's homework for him?"

"Somebody hasto do it,” Tom said.

She laughed and hugged him in a manner that would have
brought a reprimand if Miss Ellinghausen had seen it.

"Moonie and | were so bored with each other. Y ou'd think
we were being punished. | thought the only boy I'd ever dance
with for the rest of my life was Buddy. And Buddy's sense of
rhythm is alittle personal .”

"How is he?"

"Does Buddy Redwing seem to you like the kind of person
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who would write letters? I'm sick of thinking about Buddy—I'm
aways sick of thinking about Buddy whenever he isn't around.”

"And when he is around?’

"Oh, you know—Buddy's so active you can't think about
anything."

This sentence left Tom fedling alittle depressed. He looked
down at her smiling up a him, and took in that she was smaller
than he remembered, that her blue-grey eyes were very widely
gpaced, that she smiled easily and warmly and that her amile
was surprisingly wide.

"It was so nice of Miss Ellinghausen to give you to me. Or
would you rather dance with Posy Tuttle?"

"Posy and | didn't have much to say to each other.”

"Posy was scared stiff of you, couldn't you tell?*

"What?"

"You're so hulking, for one thing, with those enormous
shoulders. Posy is used to looking down at boys, that's why she
has that terrible stoop. And | think she found your reputation
forbidding. | mean your reputation as the school intellectual.”

"Is that what | am?' This was a little disingenuous.

"But Not For Me" cameto an end, and " Cocktails For Two"
began.

"Do you remember when | visited you in the hospita ?"

"Y ou talked about Buddy then too."

"l was impressed with him, | will admit. It was interesting
to—that he was a Redwing was interesting.”

"Boys," Miss Ellinghausen said, "right hands on your part-
ners spines. Fritz, stop daydreaming.”

When Tom said nothing, Sarah went on, "I mean, they're
S0 definite. So set apart.”

"What goes on at the compound?”

"They watch movies alot. They tak about sports. The men
get together and talk about business—| saw your grandfather
a couple of times. He comes over to see Ralph Redwing. If it
wasn't them, it'd be kind of boring. And Buddy isn't too boring."
She looked up at him with aflickering smile. "'l aways think of
you when | see your grandfather.”

"l think of you too." Tom's depression had blown away as
if it never existed.
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"Y ou're not shaking anymore," she said.

Miss Gonsal ves began thumping out something that sounded
like "Begin the Beguine."

"l was so stupid, that day | saw you in the hospital. Y ou
know how you go over certain conversations after you had them,
and fed terrible about the dumb things you said? That's how |
fed about that day."”

"l wasjust happy you came."

"But you were—" She waited.

"Y ou were so different. Grown up."

"Well, you've caught up with me! We'refriendsagain, aren't
we? We wouldn't have stopped being friends, if you hadn't
walked in front of a car." She looked up at him with aface in
which an ideawasjust being born. "Why don't you come up to
Eagle Lakethis summer? Fritz could invite you. | could seeyou
every day. We could sit around and talk while Buddy isblowing
up fish and wrecking cars."

Holding Sarah Spencein hisarms, Tom felt himsalf claimed
by the daily world, which had seemed so insubstantial in Lamont
von HeilitzZs house. This extraordinarily pretty and sdf-
possessed girl seemed to imply, with her long warm smile and
stream of sentences that went straight into him like a series of
shapdly arrows, that everything could aways be as it was at
this moment. He could dance, he could talk, he could hold Sarah
Spence's surprisingly firm and solid body in his arms without
shaking or stuttering. He wasthe school intellectual—the school
something, anyhow. He was hulking, with his enormous shoul-
ders.

"Aren't you glad they got that madman who killed Marita
Hasselgard?' Sarah asked him, her voice bright and careless.

The music stopped. Miss Gonsalves began murdering
"Lover." Miss Ellinghausen wandered past and nodded at him
from behind Sarah Spence's back. She actualy gave him a thin
dusty smile.

"We should be friends," she said, and rested her heed
againg his chest.

"Yes," he said, clearing his throat and separating from her
as Miss Ellinghausen tapped Sarah's shoulder and tried to
shrivel them with a betrayed, angry glance. "Yes, we redly
should.”
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At the end of the class, Miss Ellinghausen clapped her hands
together, and Miss Gonsalves|owered the upright's polished lid.
"Ladies and gentlemen, you are making excellent progress,"”
Miss Ellinghausen said. "Next week | shal introduce the tango,
a dance which comes to us from the land of Argentina. Basic
knowledge of the tango has become essential in smart society,
and, considered in itsdlf, the tango is arefined vehicle in which
the strongest emotions may find expression in a ddicate and
controlled fashion. Some of you will see what | mean. Please
give my best wishes to your parents.” She turned away to open
the door to the hallway.

Sarah and Tom filed through the door and nodded to Miss
Ellinghausen, who responded to each of the hasty nods given
her by the students with an identical, machine-tooled dip of the
head. For the first time since Tom had joined the class, the old
lady interrupted her performance at the door long enough to ask
aquestion. "Are the two of you satisfied with the new arrange-
ment?’
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"Yes," Tom sad.

"Very," sad Sarah.

"Fine," said Miss Ellinghausen, "ther€ll be no more non-
sense, then,"” and dipped her head in her perfect nod.

Tom followed Sarah out on the broad top step of the town-
house. Fritz Redwing stood et the bottom of the steps, rolling
his eyes and gesturing toward the waiting cart.

"Well," sad Tom, wishing that he did not have to leave
Sarah Spence, and wondering how she got home.

"Fritzie'swaiting for you,"” Sarah said. "Next week welearn
to express the strongest emotions in a delicate and controlled
fashion.”

"We could use more of that around here,” he said.

Sarah smiled rather abstractly, looked down, then up over
his shoulder. She moved sidewaysto make room for the students
gtill coming through the door. To Tom, she seemed set gpart
from dl of the others going up and down the stairs—she looked
in some way like two people at once, and he thought that he
had imagined the same thing once about someone else, but could
not remember who it had been. She flicked her eyes a him,
then went back to looking at empty space. Tom wished he could
embrace or kiss or capture her. In the past fifty minutes he had
held her, had spoken to her more than in the past five years,
but now it seemed to him that he had missed everything and
wasted every second of the time he had spent with her.

The last of the students who took the cart home stood in
line on the sidewalk to jump up into the green shade of the
cover. Fritz Redwing squirmed with impatience, looking as if
he had to go to the bathroom.

"You'd better go," Sarah said.

"See you next week," he said, and started down the white
stone steps.

She looked away, as if he had said something too obvious.

Tom moved down the white steps toward Fritz Redwing,
and his contradictory fedlings seemed to expand and declare war
on him. He fet as if he had lost something of supreme value,
and found himsealf overjoyed that the beautiful, necessary thing
was gone forever. Some five object within him hed broken free,
and begun violently beating its wings.

Then for a moment the contradictory emotions coursing
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through him obliterated dl the rest of the world, and then
seemed to obliterate him. He was dimly aware of Fritz Redwing
staring a him in childish agitation, and of an ornate carriage
turning from Cdle Berghofstrasse into the shaded street. The
carriage looked familiar. Everything about Tom seemed to sigh,
and his hand on the railing grew suddenly pale and grainy, and
then Tom redized that he could see right through his hand to
the railing.

Somewhere directly behind him, invisible but hugely pres-
ent, occurred agreat explosion—aflash of red light and a sound
of tearing metal and breaking glass. He was vanishing, becoming
nothing. His body continued to disappear as he moved down the
stairs. In seconds his hands and feet, his whole body, was only
ashimmer in the air, then only an outline. When he reached the
bottom step, he had disappeared atogether. He was dead, he
wasfree. The fused but contradictory feelingswithin him burned
on, and the catastrophejust behind him kept on happening. All
of thiswas compl ete and whole. He stepped across the sidewalk.
Fritz's mouth moved, but invisible words came out. On the side
of the carriage rolling toward them, Tom saw a golden letter R
0 surrounded by scrolls and curls it resembled a golden snake
in a golden nest. When he exhaled and moved toward the cart,
he could hear Fritz Redwing complain about how slowly he was
moving.

Tom stepped up into the cart and sat down in the last row
beside Fritz, who had never noticed that for three or four endless
seconds he hed been completely invisible. The driver snapped
hisreins, and the cart pulled forward behind Miss Ellinghausen's
dow-moving horses. Tom did not watch Sarah wak down the
steps, but he heard the door of Ralph Redwing's carriage click
massively open.
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Once ayear Gloria Pasmore drove Tom fifteen miles along the
idand's eastern shore, past the walls of the Redwing compound
and empty canefields planted with rows of willows, to the guard-
house of the Mill Walk Founders Club. There auniformed guard
with a heavy pistol on his hip wrote down the number of then-
license plate and checked it againgt a sheet on a clipboard while
another guard made atelephone call. When they were approved
for entry, they took a narrow asphdt lane called Ben Hogan
Way past sand dunes and broom grass down to the long flat
ocean rolling in on their left. They continued past the enormous
white and blue Moorish structure of the clubhouse toward the
thirty acres of beachfront property on which the members of
the Founders Club had built the big houses they caled "the
bungalows." When the road divided, they took the left fork,
Suzanne Lenglen Lane, and wound through the dunes past the
houses until they turned right on the branch nearest the ocean,
Bobby Jones Trail, and pulled into the communa parking area
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just down the beach from the bungal ow into which Glendenning
Upshaw had moved when he |eft the house on Eastern Shore
Road to his daughter and her husband.

Tom's mother got out of the car and looked almost warily
at the two horse-drawn vehicles parked in the lot. Tom and
Gloria knew them well. The small, dightly dusty trap hitched
to ablack mare belonged to Dr. Bonaventure Milton; the larger
carriage from which a groom was just now leading a chestnut
mare toward the stables belonged to Tom's grandfather.

It was the weekend &fter the dancing class, and Tom had
fdt drained and on edge al week. He had had the same night-
mare several nights in a row, to the point where he nearly
dreaded going to sleep. Gloria, too, seemed tired and anxious.
She had said only one thing to him during the trip from Eastern
Shore Road, in response to his comment that he and Sarah
Spence were getting to be friends again. "Men and women can't
be friends,” she said.

Going to see Glendenning Upshaw was like going to Miss
Ellinghausen's Academy in at least one respect, that Tom hed
to suffer an ingpection before matters got underway. Gloriafret-
ted over his fingernails, the knot in his tie, the condition of his
shoes and hair. "1'm the one who has to pay for it, when he sees
something he doesn't like. Did you bring a comb, at least?"

Tom pulled apocket comb from hisjacket and ran it through
hishair.

"You have bags under your eyes! What have you been
doing?"

"Playing cards, carousing, whoremongering, that kind of
thing."

Gloria shook her head, looking very much as if she wanted
to get back in the car and drive home. Behind them, a door
closed across Bobby Jones Trail. "Uh-oh," she exhaed, and he
could smdll breath mints.

Tom turned around to see Kingdley, his grandfather's valet,
proceeding sowly down the gleaming steps at the front of the
bungaow. Kingsley wasnearly asold ashisemployer. Hedways
wore along morning coat, ahigh collar, and striped pants. His
bad head shone in the sunlight. Kingsey managed to get to the
bottom step without injuring himsaf, and propped himsdf up

151



on the railing. "We've been waiting for you, Miss Gloria," he
cdled out in hisreedy voice. "And Master Tom. Y ou'relooking
to be afineyoung man, Master Tom."

Tom rolled his eyes, and his mother shot him an agonized
glance before leading him across Bobby Jones Trail toward
Kingdey. The vaet forced himsdf to stand upright as they ap-
proached, and bowed when Gloria greeted him. He led them
dowly up to the terrace and beneath a white arch into a court-
yard. A hummingbird zipped down the courtyard and over the
top of the bungalow in onelong fluid gesture. Kingsey opened
the door and allowed them into the entry, tiled with smdl blue
and white porcelain squares. Beside the door stood a Chinese
umbrella stand into which had beenjammed at least nine or ten
unfurled black umbrellas. Theyear before, Glendenning Upshaw
had told Tom that people who never thought about umbrellas
until it rained stole them right out from under your eyes! Tom
thought he had seen that the old man imagined that people stole
his umbrellas because they were Glendenning Upshaw's um-
brellas. Maybe they did.

"The parlor, Miss Gloria," Kingdey said, and tottered off
to fetch his employer.

Gloria followed him out of the entry and turned in the op-
posite direction into a wide hallway. Long rugs woven with a
manddalike native design lay over red tiles, and a suit of Span-
ish armor the size and shape of a smdl potbellied boy stood
guard over a refectory table. They went past the table and
turned into a long narrow room with tall windows that looked
down hdf amile of perfect sand to the Founders Club beach. A
few old men sat on beach chairs ogling girls in bikinis who ran
in and out of the surf without ever getting their hair wet. A
waiter dressed like Kingsley, but wearing a long white apron
instead of the morning coat, passed among the men, offering
drinks from a shining tray.

Tom turned from the windows and faced the room. His
mother, already seated on a siff brocaded couch, looked up at
him as if she expected him to tip over avase. Despite the high
windows facing the scroll of beach and length of bright water,
the parlor was dark as a cave. A dark green fern foamed over
the top of a seven-foot grand piano no one played, and glass
fronted bookshelves covered the back wall with row upon row
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of unjacketed books that blurred into a brownish haze. These
books had titles like Proceedings of the Royal Geographic So-
ciety, Vol. LVI and Selected Sermons and Essays of Sydney
Smith. There was a little more furniture than the room could
easly accommodate.

Gloria coughed into her fist, and when he looked at her she
pointed fiercely at an overstuffed chair at right angles to the
brocaded couch. She wanted him to sit so that he could stand
up when her father walked into the room. He sat down on the
overstuffed chair and looked at the hands folded in hislap. They
were reassuringly solid.

His recurring dream had begun the night after the dancing
class, and he supposed that the dream must be related to what
had happened to him on the Academy steps. He could not see
any connection, but... In the dream smoke and the smdll of
gunpowder filled the air. Off to his right, random smdl fires
burned into the choking air, to his left was anice-blue lake. The
lake steamed or smoked, he could not tell which. It was aworld
of pureloss—Iloss and death. Someterrible thing had happened,
and Tom wandered through its reverberating aftermath. The
landscape looked like hell, but was not—the real hell wasinside
him. He experienced emptiness and despair so greet that he
redized it was himself he was looking a—this dead, ruined
place was Tom Pasmore. He ssumbled a few paces before no-
ticing a corpse of awoman with tangled blond hair lying on the
shore. Her blue dress had been shredded againgt the rocks, and
lay about her in a shapeless puddle. In the dream Tom sank
down and pulled the cold heavy body into hisarms. Thethought
came to him that he knew who the dead woman was, but under
another name, and this thought rocketed through his body and
jolted him awake, groaning.

The world was half night, Hattie Bascombe said.

"What's wrong with you?"' his mother whispered.

Tom shook his head.

"He's coming." They both straightened up and smiled as
the door opened.

Kingdey entered and held the door. A moment later Tom's
grandfather stcumped into the room in his black suit. He brought
with him, as always, the aura of secret decisons and secret
powers, of Cuban cigars and midnight meetings. Tom and his
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mother stood up. "Gloria," hesaid, and, "Tom." He did not amile
back at them. Dr. Milton came injust behind him, talking from
the moment he came through the door asiif to fill up the silence.

"What a treat, two of my favorite people.” Dr. Milton
beamed at Gloria as he advanced toward her, but Gloria kept
her eyes on her father, who drifted ponderously around past the
bookcases. Then the doctor was directly in front of her.

"Doctor." She leaned forward for a kiss.

"My dear." He looked at her professionaly for a moment,
then turned to shake Tom's hand. "Young man. | remember
deliveringyou. Doesn't seem it could have been seventeen years
ago."

Tom had heard variations of this speech many times and
sad nothing as he shook the doctor's plump hand.

"Hello, Daddy," Gloriasaid, and kissed her father, who had
now come dl the way around the room to bend down to kiss
her.

Dr. Milton patted Tom's head and moved sideways. Glen-
denning Upshaw broke away from Gloria to stand before him.
Tom leaned forward to kiss his grandfather's deeply lined, leath-
ery cheek. It felt oddly cold to his hps, and his grandfather
instantly broke away. "Boy," the old man said, and bothered to
look directly at him. As always when this happened, Tom felt
that his grandfather was looking straight into him and did not
care for what he saw. This time, however, he noticed nearly
with disbelief that he was looking down at the old man's broad,
powerful face—hewasaninch or two taller than hisgrandfather.

Dr. Milton noticed thistoo. "Glen, the boy'staller than you!
An unaccustomed experience for you to look up to anyone, isn't
it?'

"That's enough of that,” said Tom's grandfather. "We dl
shrink with age, you included.”

"Of course, no doubt about it," the doctor said.

"How does Glorialook to you?"

"Well, let's see." Smiling, the doctor moved once again up
to Gloria.

"l didn't come here for a medical examination—I came for
lunch!™

"Yes, yes," sad her father. "Takealook at thegirl, Boney."
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Dr. Milton winked at Gloria. "All she needsis alittle more
rest than she's been getting.”

"If she needs rest, give her something.” Upshaw removed
afa cigar from a humidor on the drum table. He snapped off
the end, rolled it in his fingers, and fired it up with a match.

Tom watched his grandfather going through the cigar ritual.
His white hair was vigorous enough to be disorderly, like Tom's.
He «ill looked strong enough to hoist the grand piano up on his
back. Hewas aswide astwo men, and part of the aurathat had
aways surrounded him was crude physical power. It would be
too much, Tom supposed, to expect someone like that to act like
a normd grandfather.

Dr. Milton had written out a prescription, and snapped it
off his pad. "That's the reason your father wanted me to wait
until you came.” He handed the sheet to Gloria. "Wanted a free
consultaetion out of me."”

The doctor looked at his watch. "Well, | have to be on my
way back down-idand. | wish | could stay for lunch, but alittle
something is going on at the hospita .”

"Trouble?"

"Nothing serious. Not yet, anyhow."

"Anything | should know about?"

"Just something that needs looking into. A dtuation re-
garding one of the nurses." Dr. Milton turned to Tom with an
expectant look. "Someone you might 