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AsTold By
Ronnie Daniels

| was fourteen then. | was Sitting in the car waiting for dad to come out of the hospital. Dad wasin there
seeing mother. It wasthe day after dad told me | had alittle Sis-ter.

It was July, warm, and | suppose about four in the after-noon. It was amost time for dad to come
out. | half opened the car door and looked for him.

Someone cdled, "Miger! Miger!"

Therewasared squirrel arcing across the thick green lawn, and aman with balloonsfar down the
block. I looked at him. Nobody would call me mister. Nobody ever had, yet. | wastoo young.

"Miger!"

It was awoman's voice, but rough; rough and nasty. It was strong, and horrible for the pleading init.
No strong thing should beg. The sun was warm and the red of the brick buildings was warm, too. The
squirrel was not afraid.

The grasswas as green and smooth asa jelly bean.

Mother was dl right, dad said, and dad fdlt fine. We would go to the movies, dad and |, close
together with acloseness that never happened when things were regular, meals at home, mother up
making breakfast every morning, and al that. Thisweek it would be raids on the icebox and staying up
late sometimes, because dad forgot about bed-time and anyway wanted to talk.

"Miger!"

Her voice waslike adirty mark on anew collar. | looked up.

She was hanging out of awindow on the second floor of anear €l of the hospital. Her hair was
dank and stringy, her eyes had mud in them, and her teeth were beautiful.

Shewas naked, at least to the waist. Shewas saying "Mis-ter!" and she was saying it to me.

| was afraid, then. | got in the car and dammed the door.

"Miger! Miger! Miger!"

They were syllablesthat meant nothing. A "mis" a"ter"— sounds that rasped across the very wound
they opened. | put my hands over my ears, but by then the sounds were inside my head, and my hands
just seemed to keep them there. | think | sobbed. | jumped out of the car and screamed, "What? What?"

"| got to get out of here," she moaned.

I thought, why tell me? | thought, what can | do? | had heard of crazy people, but | had never seen
one. Grown-up people were sensible, mostly. It was only kidswho did crazy things, without caring how
much sensethey made. | was only fourteen.

"Miger," shesad. "Go to—to....Let methink, now. ..Wherel live. Wherel live"

"Where do you live?' | asked.

"InHomdand,” shesad.

She sank down with her forehead on the sill, dowly, asif some big dow weight were on her
shoulderblades. | could see only the top of her head, the two dank feathers of her hair, and the point of
an ebow. Homeland was anew residential suburb.



"Wherein Homeland?' It seemed to be important. To me, | mean, asmuch asto her.

"Twenty," shemumbled. "I haveto remember it.. . ." and her voicetrailed off. Suddenly she stood
bolt upright, look-ing back into the room asif something had happened there. Then she leaned far ouit.

"Twenty sixty-five," she snarled. "Y ou hear? Twenty sixty-five. That'sthe one.”

"Ron! Ronnig!"

It was dad, coming down the path, looking & me, looking &t the woman.

"That'sthe one," said the woman again.

Therewas aflurry of white behind her. She put one foot on the sill and sprang out a me. | closed
my eyes. | heard her hit the pavement.

When | opened my eyes they were sill looking up at the window. There was a starched white nurse
up therewith her fingersin her mouth, al of them, and eyes asround and blank asatrout's. | looked
down.

| felt dad's hand on my upper arm. "Ronnie!™

| looked down. Therewas blood, just alittle, on the cuff of my trousers. There was nothing else.

"Dad...."

Dad looked al around, on the ground.

He looked up at the window and at the nurse. The nurse looked at dad and at me, and then put her
hands on the sill and leaned out and looked al around on the ground. | could see, in the sunlight, where
her fingers were wet from being in her mouth.

Dad looked at me and again at the nurse, and | heard him draw a deep quivering breath asif held
forgotten to breathe for awhile and had only just redlized it. The nurse straightened up, put her hands
over her eyes and twisted back into the room.

Dad and | looked at each other. He said, "Ronnie—what was—what ..." and then licked hislips.

| was not astal as my father, though he was not atall man. He had thin, fine obedient hair, straight
and gtarting high. He had blue eyes and abig nose and his mouth was quiet. He was broad and gentle
and close to the ground, close to the earth.

| said, "How's mother?"

Dad gestured at the ground where something should be, and looked at me. Then he said, "Wed
better go, Ron."

| got into the car. He walked around it and got in and started it, and then sat holding the whed
looking back a where we had been standing. There was gill nothing there. The red squirrel, with one
cheek puffed out, came bound-ing and freezing across the path.

| asked again how mother was.

"She'sfine. Just fine. Be out soon. And the baby. Just fine." Helooked back carefully for traffic,
shifted and let in the clutch. "Good as new," he said.

| looked back again. The squirrel hopped and arched and stopped, sitting on something. It sat on
something so that it was perhaps ten inches off the ground, but the thing it sat on couldn't be seen. The
squirrel put up its paws and popped a chestnut into them from its cheek, and put itstail along its back
with the big tip curled over like afern frond, and began to nibble. Then | couldn't see any more.

After atime dad said, "What happened therejust as| came up?'

| said, "What happened? Nothing. Therewasasquirre.”

"l mean, uh, up at the window."

"Oh, | saw anurse up there.”

"Yes, thenurse" Hethought for aminute. "Anything €lse?*

"No. What are you going to call the baby?'

Helooked at me strangely. | had to ask him again about the baby's name.

"l don't know yet," he said digtantly. "Any ideas?'

"No, dad."

Werode dong for quite awhile without saying any-thing. A little frown came and went between
dad's eyes, the way it did when he was figuring something out, wheth-er it was a definition at charades,
or an income tax report, or aproblem of my school algebra.



"Dad. Y ou know Homeland pretty well, don't you?'

"I should. Our outfit agented most of those sites. Why?

"|sthereaHomedand Street, or aHomeland Avenue out there?”

"Not aone. The north and south ones are streets, and are named after trees. The east and west ones
are avenues, and are named after flowers. All aphabeticd. Why?'

"l just wondered. Isthere anumber as high astwenty sixty-five?"

"Not yet, though | hope there will be someday ... un-lessit's atelephone number. Why, Ron?
Wheredid you get that number?’

"l dunno. Just thought of it. Just wondered. Where are we going to eat?"

We went to the Bluebird.

| suppose | knew then what had gotten into me when the woman jumped; but | didn't think of it, any
more than a redhead goes around thinking to himsdlf "I have red hair* or ataxi-driver saysto himsdf "I
driveacab."

| knew, that'sdl. | just knew. | knew the purpose, too, but didn't think of it, any more than aman
thinks and thinks of the place where he works, when he's on hisway to work in the morning.

AsTold By
Benton Danidls

Ronnie's not an unusud boy. Oh, maybe alittle quieter than mogt, but it takes al kinds. HEs good in
school, but not bril-liant; averagesin thelow eighties, good in music and Eng-lish and history, week in
math, worse in science than he could beif he cared alittle bit more about it.

That day when we | eft the hospital grounds, though, there was something unusua going on. Yes, Sir.
| couldn't make head nor tail of it, and | must say | ill cant.

Sometimes | think it's Ronnie, and sometimes | think it was something temporarily wrong with me.
I'mtrying to get it dl straight in my mind, right from the sart.

| had just seen Clee and the baby. Clee looked alittle tired, but her color was wonderful. The baby
looked like ababy—that is, like alittle pink old man, but | told Clee she was beautiful and takes after her
mother, which she will be and do, of course, when she gets some mest on her bones.

| came aong the side path from the main entrance, to-ward where the car was parked. Ronnie was
waiting for methere. | saw him as| turned toward the road, just by the north building.

Ronnie was standing by the car, with one foot on the running board, and he seemed to be talking
with somebody in the second-floor window. | called out to him, but he didn't hear. Or he paid no
attention. | looked up, and saw some-one in the window. It was awoman, with acrazy face. | remember
an impression of very regular white teeth, and scraggly hair. | don't think she had any clothes on.

| was shocked, and then | was very angry. | thought, here's some poor sick person gone out of her
mind, and shell maybe mark Ronniefor life, standing up there like that and maybe saying al sorts of
things

| ran to the boy, and just as| reached him, the woman jumped. | think someone came into the room
behind her.

Now, look. I digtinctly heard that woman's body hit. It was aterrible sound. And | remember fedling
awave of nauseajust then, but for somereason | was sure then, and I'm sure now, that it had nothing to



do with thething | saw. That kind of shock-nausea only hits a person after the shock, not before or
during. | don't even know why | think of thisat dl. It'sjust something | fed sure about, that'sdll.

| heard her body hit. | don't know whether | followed her body down with my eyesor not. There
wasn't much time for that; she didn't fall more than twenty-five, may-be twenty-eight feet.

| heard the noise, and when | looked down—there wasn't anything there!

| don't know what | thought then. | don't know if aman does actudly think at atime likethat. |
know | looked dl around, looking for aholein the ground or maybe a sheet of camouflage or something
which might be covering the body. It was too hard to accept that disappearance. They say that adog
doesn't bother with hisreflection in amir-ror because he can't smdl it, and he believes hisnose rath-er
than hiseyes. Humans arent like that, | guess. When your brain tells you one thing and your eyes
another, you just don't know what to believe.

| looked back up at the window, perhaps thinking I'd been mistaken, that the woman would still be
up there.

Shewas gone, dl right. Therewas anurse up there in-steed, looking down, terrified.

| returned to Ronnie and started to ask him what had happened. | stopped when | saw hisface. It
wasn't shocked, or surprised, or anything. Just relaxed. He asked me how his mother was.

| said shewasfine. | looked at hisface and marveled that it showed nothing of this horrible thing that
had hap-pened. It wasn't blank, mind you. It wasjust asif noth-ing had occurred at dl, or asif the thing
had been wiped clean out of hismemory.

| thought at the moment that that was a blessing, and, with one more glance at the window—the
nurse had gone— | went to the car and got in. Ronnie sat next to me. | started the car, then looked back
at the path. Therewas nothing there.

| suppose the reaction hit me then—that, or the thought that | had had ahdlucination. If | had, | was
naturally worried. If | had not, what had happened to Ronnie?

| drove off, finaly. Ronnie made some casud small talk; | questioned him about the thing, carefully,
but he seemed honestly to know nothing about it. | decided to let well enough done, at least for thetime
being. ...

We had aquick dinner at the Bluebird, and then went home. | suppose | was poor company for the
boy, because | kept finding mysalf mulling over the thing. We went to the Criterion, and | don't believel
heard or saw abit of it. Then we picked up an evening paper and went home. He went to bed while | sat
up with the headlines.

| found it down &t the bottom of the third page. Thisistheitem:

WOMAN DIESIN HOSPITAL LEAP

Mrs. Helmuth Stoye, of Homeland, was found yester-day afternoon under her window at
Memorid Hospita, Cargtairs. Dr. R. B. Knapp, head physician at the hos-pital, made a statement
to the pressin which he ab-solved the hospital and staff from any charges of negli-gence. A nurse,
whose nameiswithheld, had just en-tered Mrs. Stoye's room when the woman leaped to her
desth.

"There was no way to stop her,” said Dr. Knapp. "It happened too fast.”

Dr. Knapp said that Mrs. Stoye had shown no signs of depression or suicida intent on
admission to the hos-pita four days ago. Her specific iliness was not divulged.

Mrs. Stoye, the former Grace Korshak of Ferntree, is survived by her husband, awell-known
printer here.

| went gtraight to the telephone and diaed the hos-pitd. | heard the ringing signal once, twice, and
then, be-fore the hospital could answer, | hung up again. What could | ask them, or tell them?"| saw
Mrs. Stoye jump.” They'd be interested in that, all right. Then what? " She disappeared when she hit the
ground." | can imagine what they'd say to that. "But my son saw it too!" And the ques-tion from hospita
officids, apsychiatrist or two....Ron-nie being questioned, after he had mercifully forgotten about the



wholething ... no. No; better et well enough aone.

The newspaper said Mrs. Stoye was found under her window. Whoever found her must have been
ableto seeher.

| wonder what the nurse saw?

| went into the kitchen and heated some coffee, poured it, Sweetened it, Stirred it, and then left it
untasted on the ta-ble while | put on my hat and got my car keys.

| had to see that nurse. Firgt | tore out the newspaper article—I didn't want Ronnie, ever to seeit.

AsTold By
L ucilleHolder

| have seen alot of ugly things as atrainee and asanurse, but they don't bother me very much. It's not
that the farmiliarity hardens one; it israther that one learns the knack of channeling one's emotions around
the ugly thing.

When | wasachildin England | learned how to use thisknack. I lived in Coventry, and though Herr
Hitler'streast-ment of the city seemsto have faded from the news and from fiction, the story istill vividly
written on the memo-ries of uswho werethere, and is read and reread more often than we care to say.

Y ou can't know what this means until you know the grim happiness that the chap you've dug out of
theruinsisadead 'un, for the oneswho ill live horrify you so.

So—one gets accustomed to the worst. Further, oneis pre-pared when aworse "worst" presents
itsdf.

And | supposethat it wasthis very preparation which found me jolly well unprepared for what
happened when Mrs. Stoye jJumped out of her window.

There were two things happening from the instant | opened her door. One thing waswhat | did, and
the other thingiswhat | fdlt.

Thesearethethings| did:

| stepped into the room, carrying awashing tray on my arm. Everything seemed in order, except, of
course, that Mrs. Stoye was out of bed. That didn't surprise me; she was am-bulant. She was over by
the window; | suppose | glanced around the room before | looked directly at her.

When | saw her pgjamatop lying on the bedclothes | looked at her, though.

She straightened up suddenly as she heard me, barked something about "That's the onel" and
jumped—dived, rather —right out. It wasn't too much of adrop, realy—lessthan thirty feet, I'd say, but
shewent down head firgt, and | knew ingtantly that she hadn't achance.

| can't remember setting down the washing tray; | saw it later on the bed. | must have spun around
and st it there and rushed to the window.

| looked down, quite prepared for the worst, asl've said.

But what | saw was o terribly much worse than it should have been. | mean, anill personisabad
thing to see, and an accident case can be worse, and burn cases, | think, are worst of al. Thethingis,
these all get worsein one di-rection. One smply cannot be prepared for something whichisbadina
totally unexpected, impossible way.

There was nothing down there at al. Nothing. | saw Mrs. Stoye jump out, ran to the window, it
couldn't have been more than three seconds later; and there was nothing there.



But I'm saying now how | felt. | meanto say first what | did, because the two are so different, from
thispoint on.

I looked down; there was no underbrush, no flowerbed, nothing which could have concedled her
had sherolled. There were some people—a stocky man and ayoung boy, perhaps fourteen or
fifteen—standing nearby. The man seemed to be searching the ground as| was; | don't remember what
the boy was doing. Just standing there. The man looked up a me; he looked badly frightened. He spoke
to the boy, who answered quietly, and then they moved off together to the road.

I looked down once more, still could not see Mrs. Stoye, and turned and ran to the signal-button.

| rang it and then rushed out into the hall. | must have looked very distraught.

| ranright into Dr. Knapp, al but knocking him over, and gasped out that Mrs. Stoye had jumped.

Dr. Knapp was terribly decent. He led me back into the room and told me to sit down. Then he
went to the win-dow, looked down and grunted. Miss Flaggon camein just then. | was crying.

Dr. Knapp told her to get astretcher and a couple of orderlies and take them outside, under this
window. She asked no questions, but fled; when Dr. Knapp gives or-dersin that voice, people jump to
it. Dr. Knapp ran out, cdling to meto stay where | was until he came back. In spite of the excitement, he
actualy managed to make hisvoice gentle.

| went to the window after amoment and looked down. Two medica students were running across
the lawn from the south building, and the orderlieswith their stretcher, ill rolled, were pdting down the
path. Dr. Knapp, bag in hand, was close behind them.

Dr. Cargtairs and Dr. Greenberg were under the window and adready shunting away the few curious
vistorswho had gppeared asif from out of the ground, the way people do after an accident anywhere.
But most important of al, | saw Mrs. Stoye's body. It was lying crumpled up, directly below me, and
there was no doubt of it that her neck was broken and her skull badly fractured. | went and sat down
agan.

Afterward Dr. Knapp questioned me closdy and, | must say, very kindly. | told him nothing about
the strange dis-appearance of the body. | expect he thought | was cry-ing because | felt responsible for
the death. He assured me that my record wasin my favor, and it was perfectly un-derstandable that |
was helplessto stop Mrs. Stoye.

| apparently went quite to pieces then, and Dr. Knapp suggested that | take my two weeks
leave—it was due in another twenty daysin any case—immediately, and rest up and forget thisthing.

| sad, "Perhaps| will."

| went out to the Quarters to bathe and change. And now | had better say how | felt during all
this....

| wasterrified when Mrs. Stoye jumped. When | reached the window right afterward, | was exactly
as excited as one might expect.

But the instant | looked down, something happened. It wasn't anything | can describe, except to say
that there was a change of attitude. That doesn't seem to mean much, doesit? Well, | can only say this;
that from that moment | was no longer frightened nor shocked nor horrified nor anything ese. | remember
putting my hands up to my mouth, and | must have given a perfect picture of aterrified nurse.

| was actualy quite calm. | was quite cool as | ran to the bell and then out onto the hall. | collapsed,
| cried, | sobbed, | produced aflood of tears and streaks for my face. But during every minute of it | was
completely cadm.

Now, | knew that was strange, but | felt no surprise at it. | knew that it could be called dishonest. |
don't know how to andyzeit. | am anurse, and aprofound sense of duty has been drilled into mefor
years. | felt that it was my duty to cry, to say nothing about the disappearance of the body, to get the two
weeks leaveimmediatdly, and to do the other things which | have done and must do.

Whilel bathed | thought. | was <till calm, and | sup-pose | behaved camly; it didn't matter, for there
was no oneto see.

Two people had seen Mrs. Stoye jump besides myself. | redized that | must seethem. | didn't think
about the dis-appearing body. | didn't fed | had to, somehow, any more than one thinks conscioudy of
the water in the pipes and hesters as one draws a bath. The thing was there, and needed no investigation.



But it was necessary to see that man and the boy. What | must do when | saw them required no
thought either. That seemed dl arranged, ungquestionable, o evident that it needed no thought or
definition.

| put away the white stockings and shoes with afeding of rdlief, and dipped into underthingswith a
bit of lace on them, and sheer hose. | put on my wine rayon with the gored skirt, and the matching shoes.
| combed my hair out and put it up in aroll around the back, cool and out of the way. Money, keys,
cigarette case, knife, lighter, com-pact. All ready.

| went round by the administration offices, thinking hard. A man visits the hospital with his boy—it
was probably his boy—and leaves the boy outside while he goesin. Hewould be seeing awife, in dl
probability. HEd leave the boy out-side only if the woman's condition were serious or if she were
immediately post-operative or post-partem.

So many patients go in and out that | naturally don't re-member too many of them; on the other
hand, | can d-most awaystell anew patient or visitor ... marvel ous the way the mind, unbidden, clocks
and catalogs, to some degree, dl that passesbeforeit....

The chances were that these people, the man and the boy, were visiting anew patient. Maternity
would be as good a guess as any, to start with.

It waswell after nine o'clock, the evening of Mrs. Stoye's death, and the administration offices were
deserted except for Miss Kaye, the night registrar. 1t was not unusua for nursesto check up occasondly
on patients. | nodded to Miss Kaye and went back to the files. The maternity admission file gave mefive
names for the previous two days. | got the five cards out of the patients aphabetica and glanced over
them. Two of these new mothers had other children; aMrs. Korff, with three sons and a daughter at
home, and a Mrs. Danielswho had one son. Here: "Previous children: One. Agethisdate: 14 yrs. 3
months." And further down: "Father age: 41."

It looked like abull'seye. | remember feding inordinately pleased with mysdlf, asif | had assisted
particularly well in an operation, or had done abang-up job of critical firgt-aid.

| copied down the address of the Danidsfamily, and, carefully replacing dl the cards, made my
vacation check-out and |eft the building.

It seemed late to go calling, but | knew that | must. There had been a telephone number on the card,
but I had ig-nored it. What | must do could not be done over the phone.

| found the placefairly easily, although it was along way out in the suburbs on the other side of the
town. It was asmall, comfortable-looking place, set well back from the road, and with wide lawns and
itsown garage. | stepped up on the porch and quite shamelesdy looked inside.

The outer door opened directly into the living room, with-out afoyer. There was a plate-glass pandl
in the door with asheer curtain ontheinside. | could see quite clearly. The room was not too
large—fireplace, wainscoting, stairway in the left corner, big easy chairs, astudio couch—that sort of
thing. There was atorn newspaper tossed on the arm of one fireside chair. Two end table lamps werelit.
There was no onein the room.

| rang the bell, waited, rang again, peering in. Soon | saw amovement on the stairs. It was the boy,
thin-looking and toud ed, thumping down the carpeted steps, tying the cord of a dark-red dressing gown
as he came. On the land-ing he stopped.

| could just hear him call "Dad!" He leaned over the ban-ister, looking up and back. He called again,
shrugged a shrug which turned into astretch, and, yawning, cameto the door. | hid the knifein my
deeve

"Oh!" he said, startled, as he opened the door. Unac-countably, | felt awave of nausea. Getting a
grip on myself, | stepped inside before | spoke. He stood looking at me, flushing, abit conscious, | think,
of hisbarefeet, for he stood on one of them, trying to curl the toes of the other one out of sight.

"Danids...." | murmured.

"Yes" hesad. "I'm Ronad Danidls." He glanced quickly into the room. "Dad doesn't seemto be ...
| don't... | wasadeep.”



"I'm so sorry.”

"Gosh, that'sdl right," he said. He was a swext little chap, not aman yet, not achild—lessand less
of achild as hewoke up, which he was doing dowly. He smiled.

"Comein. Let me have your coat. Dad ought to be here now. Maybe he went for cigarettes or
something.”

It was asif aswitch had been thrown and alittle sgn had lit up within him— "Remember your
manners.”

Abruptly | fet the strangest compuls on—a yearning, awarming toward thislad. It was completely a
sexual thing, mind you—completely. But it was asif apart of me be-longed to apart of him . . . no; more
the other way round. | don't know. It can't be described. And with the fedling, | suddenly knew that it
wasdl right, it wasdl quited| right.

| did not have to see Mr. Danids after dl. That businesswould be well taken care of when thetime
came, and not by me. Better—much better—for himto doit.

He extended his hand for my coat. "Thank you so much,” | said, smiling, liking him—more than
liking him, in thisinde-finable way—"but | redlly must go. I—if your father—" How could | say it? How
could I let him know that it was different now; that everything might be spoiled if hisfather knew | had
come here? "'l mean, when your father comes back...."

Sartlingly, helaughed. "Please don't worry," hesaid. "1 won't tel him you were here.”

| looked at hisface, hisround, bland face, so odd with his short dender frame. That thing likea
sense of duty told me not to ask, but | violated it. ™Y ou don't know who | am, do you?"

He shook hishead. "Not redly. But it doesn't matter. | won't tell dad.”

"Good." | amiled, and | ft.

Y

AsTold By
Jennie Beaufort

Y ou never know what you're going to run up against when you're an information operator, | mean redly,
people seem to have the craziest idea of what we're there for. Like the man called up the other day and
wanted to know how you spell conscientious—"Just conscientious,” he says, "'l know how to spell
objector” and | gave him the singsong, you know, the voice with asmile, "I'm soreee! We havent that
infor-may-shun!" and keyed him out, thinking to mysdlf, what aschmoe. (I told Mr. Parker, hesmy
super, and he grinned and said it was asign of the times; Mr. Parker's lways mak-ing jokes)) And like
the other man wantsto know if he gets abusy signa and hangs on to theline, will the signal stop and the
bell ring when the party heis calling hangs up.

| want to say to him, what do you think | am, Alexander Graham Bell or something, maybe Don
Ameche, ingead of which | tell him "One moment, sir, and | will get that information for you?' (not that
I'm asking a question, you raise your voice that way because it leaves the customers bresthless) and |
nudge Sue and she tells me, Sue knows everything.

Not that everything like that comes over the wire, any-thing isliable to happen right there in the
office or in the hallsto say nothing of the stage-door Johnnieswith hair oil and cellophane boxes who ask
al the girlsif they are Op-erator 23, she has such anice voice.



Likethe kid that wasin here yesterday, not that he was on the prowl, he was too young, though five
years from now hell be just dreamy, with his cute round face and hislong legs. Mr. Parker brought himin
to me and told me the kid was getting up atalk on telephonesfor hiscivics classin high school, and tells
thekid to just ask Miss Beau-fort anything he wants to know and walks off rubbing his hands, which |
can understand because he has made me feel good and made the kid feel good and has me doing al the
work while he gets al the credit.

Not thet | felt good just at that particular moment, my stomach did asmall flip-flop but that has
nothing to do with it; it must have been the marshmallow cake | had for my lunch, | should remember to
keep away from the marsh-mallow when | have gravy-and-mashed, at least on week-days.

Anyway thiskid was cute, with his pleases and histhank you'sand hislittle
amost-bows-from-the-waist like aregular Lord Cavert. He asked me dl sorts of questionsand al smart
too, but he never asked them right out, | mean, he would say, "Please tell me how you can find anumber
so fast?" and then listen to every word | said and squiggle something down in his notebook. | showed
him the a pha-beticals and the centra indexes and the assonancefile (and you can bet | called it by itsfull
nameto that nice young-ster) where we find out that anumber for Meyer, say, islisted asMaior. And he
wanted to know why it was that we never give astreet address to someone who has the phone number,
but only the other way around, and how we found out the phone number from just the Street address.

So | showed him the street index and the checking in-dex, which has the numbersdl in order by
exchanges with the street addresses, which iswhat we use to trace calls when we have to. And lots
more. And findly he said he wanted to pretend he was me for aminute, to seeif he understood
everything. He even blushed when he said it. | told him to go ahead and got up and let him st down. He
sat there all serious and bright-eyed, and said, "Now, suppose | am you, and someone wants to know
the number of—uh—Fred Zimmerman, who lives out at Bdll Hill, but they have no street number.”

And | showed him how to flip out the aphabetical, and how to ask the customer which one he
wantsif there should be more than one Fred Zimmerman. He listened so care-fully and politely, and
made anote in hisbook. Then he asked me what happensif the police or somebody has a phone number
and wants the address, well say, out in Homeland, like Homeland 2050. | showed him the nu-merical
index, and he whipped it out and opened it like an old hand. My, he caught on quickly. He made another
notein hisbook ... wel, it went on like that, and dl in twenty minutes.

| bet he could take over from me any time and not give Mr. Parker aminute's worry, which ismore
than | can say for some of the girlswho have been working herefor years, like that Patty Mawson with
her blonde hair and her awful New Look.

Wéll, that boy picked my brainsdry in short order, and he got up and for amoment | thought he
was going to kissmy hand like a Frenchman or a European, but he didn't. He just thanked me asif | had
given him the crown jewels or my hand in marriage, and went out to do the samefor Mr. Parker, and dl
| can say is, | wish one-tenth of the customers showed as much good house breaking.

Vv

AsTold By
Helmuth Stoye

Grace ... Grace. . . Grace!
Oh, my little darling, my gentle, my soft little bird with the husky voice. Miss Funny-Brows. Little



Miss Teeth. Y ou used to laugh such a specia laugh when | made up new namesfor you, Cora-cache,
Cadenza, Viola-voice. . . and you'l never laugh again, because | killed you.

| killed you, | killed you.

Y esterday | stopped al the clocks.

| couldn't stand it. It waswrong; it was aviolation. Y ou were dead. | drew the blindsand sat in the
dark, not redly believing that it had happened—how could it happen? Y ou're Grace, yourethe
humming in the kitchen, the quick foot-fallsin thefoyer as| come up the porch steps.

| think for awhile| believed that your coming back was the most redl, the most obviousthing; ina
moment, any moment, you would comein and kiss the nape of my neck; you would be smelling of vanilla
and cut flowers, and you'd laugh a me and together weld fling up the blinds and let in the light.

And then Tinkle struck—Tinkle, the eight-foot grandfather's clock with the basso profundo chime.
That waswhen | knew what wasredl. It wasreal that you were dead, it wasred. . . .

| got angry at that violation, that sacrilege, that clock. What right had the clock to strike, the hands
to move? How could it go on? It waswrong. | got up and stopped it. | think | spoketo it, not harshly,
angry as| was; | said, " ou don't know, do you, Tinkle? No one'stold you yet," and | caught it by its
swinging neck and held it until itsticking brain was quiet.

| told al the clocks, one by one, that you were dead—the glowing Seth Thomas ship's clock, with
its heavy threads and its paired syllables, and Drowsy the darm, and the cuckoo with the cleft palate who
couldn't say anything but "hook-who!"

A truck roared by outside, and | remember the new surge of fury because of it, and then the thought
that the driver hadn't been told yet ... and then the mad thought that the news would spread from these
slent clocks, from these drawn blinds, spread like a cloud-shadow over the world, and when it touched
birds, they would glide to the ground and crouch motionless, with no movement in their jeweled eyes,
when it touched machines, they would dow and stop; when it touched flowersthey would close
themsdvesinto little soft fists and bend to knuckle the earth; when it touched people they would finish
that stride, end that sentence, dowing, softening, and would sink down and be till.

There would be no noise or confusion asthe world dipped into its stasi's, and nothing would grow
but silence. And the sun would hang on the horizon with its face thickly veiled, and there would be eterna
dusk.

That was yesterday, and | wasangry. | am not angry today. It was better, yesterday, the sitting in
turmoil and usdalessness, the usdless raging up and down rooms so hol-low, yet gtill so full of you they
would not echo. It got dark, you see, and in good time the blinds were brighter than the walls around
them again. | looked out, squinting through grainy eydids, and saw aman waking by, waking easily, his
handsin his pockets, and he was whistling.

After that | could not be angry any more, not at the man, not at the morning. | knew only the great
cruel pressure of afact, afact worse than the fact of emptiness or of death— the fact that nothing ever
stops, that things must go on.

It was better to be angry, and to lose mysdlf in useless-ness. Now | am not angry and | have no
choice but to think usefully. | have lived auseful life and have built it dl on useful thinking, and if | had not
thought so much and so carefully Grace would be here with me now, with her voice like alarge soft
breeze in some springtime place, and perhaps tickling the side of my neck with feather-touches of her
moving lips... it was my useful, questing, thirsty thought which killed her, killed her.

The accident was all of two years ago—amost two years anyway. We had driven al the way back
from Springfield without stopping, and we were very tired. Grace and Mr. Share and | were squeezed
into the front seet.

Mr. Share was a man Grace had invented long before, even before we were married. Hewas a big
invisblefat man who aways sat by the right-hand window, and a-ways |ooked out to the side so that he
never watched us.

But since he was so fat, Grace had to press up close to me aswe drove.

There was a stake-bodied truck bowling aong ahead of us, and in the back of it wasaspry old
man, or perhaps a weatherbeaten young man—you couldn't tell—in blue dunga-rees and ared shirt. He



had ayelow woolen muffler tied around hiswaist, and the smple strip of materid made all the difference
between "clothes’ and "costume.”

Behind him, lashed to the bed of the truck just back of the cab, was alarge bundle of burlap. It
would have made an adequate seat for him, cushioned and out of the wind. But the man seemed to take
thewind as a heady beverage and the legping floor asachdlenge.

He stood with hisarms away from his sides and his knees dightly flexed, and rode the truck asif it
were alivething. Heyielded himsalf to each lurch and bump, brought him-self back with each recession,
guarding hisequilibrium with an easy virtuosty.

Gracewas, | think, dozing; my shout of delighted laugh-ter at the performance on the bounding
stage before us brought her upright. She laughed with mefor the laugh aone, for she had not looked
through the windshield yet, and she kissed my cheek.

He saw her do it, the man on the truck, and he laughed with us.

"He's our kind of people,” Grace said.

"A pixie," | agreed, and welaughed again.

The man took off an imaginary plumed hat, swung it low toward us, but very obvioudy toward
Grace. She nodded back to him, with adight Sdewise turn of her face asit went down that symbolized a
curtsey.

Then he held out his elbow, and the pose, the dightly raised shoulder over which helooked fondly at
theair over hisbent arm, showed that he had given hisarm to alady. The lady was Grace, who, of
course, would be charmed to join him in the dance. . . she clapped her hands and crowed with delight,
as she watched her imaginary sdlf with the courtly, colorful figure ahead.

The man stepped with dainty dignity to the middie of the truck and bowed again, and you could al
but hear the muted minuet asit began. It was atruly wonderful thing to watch, this pantomime; the man
knew the ancient stately steps to perfection, and they were unflawed by the careening surface on which
they were performed. There was no mockery in the miming, but smply the fullness of good, the sheer,
unspoiled sharing of ahappy magic.

He bowed, he took her hand, smiled back into her eyes as she pirouetted behind him. He stood
back to the line waiting histurn, nodding dightly to the music; he dipped ever so little, twice, ashisturn
came, and stepped grace-fully out to meet her, smiling again.

| don't know what made me look up. We were nearing the Speedway Viaduct, and the truck ahead
was just about to pass under it. High up over our heads was the great span, and as my eyesfollowed its
curve, to see the late after-noon sun on the square guard posts which bounded the ele-vated road, three
of the posts exploded outward, and the blunt nose of a heavy truck plowed through and over the edge,
to dip and catch and dip again, findly to teeter to a precarious stop.

Apparently itstrailer was|oaded with light stedl girders; one of them dipped over the tractor's
crumpled shoulder and speared down toward us.

Our companion of the minuet, on the truck ahead, had finished his dance, and, turned to us, was
bowing low, smil-ing, looking up through his eyebrows at us. The girder's end took him on the back of
the head. It did not take the head off; it obliterated it. The body struck flat and lay ill, as till aswet
paper stuck to glass. The girder bit alarge piece out of the tailgate and somersaulted to the right, whilel
braked and swerved dangeroudy away from it. For-tunately there were no cars coming toward us.

Therewas, of course, along, mixed-up, horrified sequence of the two truck drivers, the one ahead
and the one who came down later from the viaduct and was sick. Ambulances and bystanders and alot
of talk . .. noneof it matters, redly.

No one ever found out who the dead man was. He had no luggage and no identification; he had
over ninety dol-larsin his pocket. He might have been anybody—someone from show business, or a
writer perhaps, on a haywire va-cation of hisown wild devising. | suppose that doesn't mat-ter either.
What does matter isthat he died while Grace wasin avery close communion with what he was doing,
and her mind was wide open for hisfantasy. Mineis, generaly, | suppose; but at that particular moment,
when | had seen the smash above and the descending girder, | was wide awake, on guard. | think that
had alot to do with what has happened since. | think it has everything to do with Grace's—with



Grace's—

Thereisnoword for it. | can say this, though. Grace and | were never done together again until the
day shedied. Died, died, Grace is dead.

Grace!

I can go on with my accursed useful thinking now, | sup-pose.

Gracewas, of course, badly shaken, and | did what | could for her over the next few weeks. | tried
my best to understand how it was affecting her. (That'swhat | mean by useful thinking—trying to
understand. Trying and try-ing—yprying and prying. Arranging, probing, finding out. Get-ting aglimpse, a
scent of danger, rooting it out—bringing it out into the open where it can get a you.) Rest and new
clothes and dcohol rubdowns; the theater, music and music, dways music, for she could lose hersdf init,
riding itsflux, feding and folding hersdf init, following it, sometimes, with her hushed, true voice,
sometimeslying opentoit, let-ting it play its colors and touches over her.

Thereisaways an end to patience, however. After two months, knowing her as 1 did, | knew that
there was more here than smple shock. If I had known her lesswell—if | had cared less, even, it
couldn't have mattered.

It began with smdll things. There were abstractions which were unusua in so vibrant aperson. Ina
quiet room, her face would listen to music; sometimes | had to speak twice and then repeat what | had
sad.

Once | came home and found supper not started, the bed not made. Those things were not
important—I am not afuss-pot nor an autocrat; but | was shaken when, after calling her repeatedly |
found her in the guest room, Sitting on the bed without lights. | had no ideashe wasin there; | just walked
in and snapped on the light in the beginnings of panic because she seemed not to be in the house; she had
not answered me.

And at firgt it was asif she had not noticed the sudden yellow blaze from the paired lamps, she was
gazing at the wall, and on her face was an expression of perfect peace. She was wide awvake—at least
her eyeswere. | cdled her: "Grace!"

"Hello, darling," she said quietly. Her head turned casu-dly toward me and she smiled—oh, those
perfect teeth of hersl—and her smilewas only partly for me; therest of it wasingde, with the nameless
thingswith which she had been communing.

| sat beside her, amazed, and took her hands. | suppose | spluttered a bit, "Grace, are you al right?
Why didn't you answer? The bed's not—have you been out? What's hap-pened? Here—let me seeif
you have afever."

Her eyes were awake, yes; but riot awake to me, to here and now. They were awake and open to
some elsewhere matters. . . . She acquiesced as| felt her forehead and cheeksfor fever, and while | was
doingit | could seethe attention of those warm, pleased, living eyes shifting from the things they had been
seeing, to me. It was asif they were watching a scene fade out while another was brought in on a screen,
so that for asecond all focusing points on the first picture were lost, and there was asearch for a
fo-cusing point on the second.

And then, apparently, the picture of Hemuth Stoye sit-ting next to her, holding one of her hands,
running hisright palm across her forehead and down her cheek, cameinto sharp, true value, and she said,
"Darling! Y ou're home! What happened? Holiday or strike? Y ou're not sick?!

| said, "Sweetheart, it's after seven.”

"No!" Sherose, smoothed her hair in front of the mirror. Hers was alarge face and her appea had
none of the doll qualities, the candy-and-peaches qualities of the four-color ads. Her brow and
cheekbones were wide and strong, and the hinges of her jaw were well-marked, hollowed under-neath.
Her nogtrils were flared and sensuoudly tilted and her shoulders too wide to be suitable for fashion plates
or pin-ups. But clothes hung from those shoulders with the grace-ful majesty of royd capes, and her
breastswere large, high, separated and firm.

Yet for dl her width and flatness and strength, for al her powerfully-set features, she waswoman dl
through; and with clothes or without, she looked it.

Shesad, "l had noidea. . . after seven! Oh, darling, I'm sorry. Y ou poor thing, and no dinner yet.



Come help me," and she dashed out of the room, leaving meflapping my lips, cdling, "But Grace! Wait!
Tdl mefirg what'sthe mat—"

And when | got to the kitchen she was whipping up adinner, efficiently, deftly, and al my questions
could wait, could be interrupted with "Helmuth, honey, open these, will you?' "I don't know, bloved;
well dig it out after supper. Will you seeif therere any French friesin the freezer?!

And afterward she remembered that " The Pearl” was play-ing a the Ascot Theater, and we'd
missed it when it first came to town, and thiswasthe best night . . . we went, and the picture wasfine,
and wetaked of nothing else that night.

I could have forgotten about that episode, | suppose. | could have forgotten about any one of
them—the time she turned her gaze so strangdly inward when she was whip-ping cream, and turned it to
butter because she smply for-got to stop whipping it when it was ready; the times she had the strong,
uncharacterigtic urgesto do and fed things which had never interested her before—to lose hersdlf in
distances from high buildingsand tal hills, to swim under-water for long, frightening minutes, to hear new
and ever new kinds of music—saccharine fox-trots and atona string quartets, arrangements for
percussion aone and Oriental modes.

And foods—rattlesnake ribs, moo goo gai pan, curried sal-mon with greenrice, Padlla, withits
chicken and clams, headcheese, canolas, sweet-and-pungent pork; al these Grace made herself, and
wall.

But infood asinmusic, in new sensuditiesasin new activities, there was no basic changein Grace.
These were additions only; for al the exoticisam of the dishes, for ex-ample, we gill had and enjoyed the
things she had aways made—the gingered leg of lamb, the acorn squash filled with creamed onions, the
crepes suzettes.

She could 4till belogt in the architecture of Bach's " Pas-sacagliaand Fugue' and in the raw heartbeat
of the Hag-gard-Bauduc "Big Noise from Winnetka" Because she had this new passon for underwater
swimming, shedid not let it take from her enjoyment of high-board diving. Her occa-siond lapsesfrom
efficiency, asin the whipped cream epi-sode, were rare and temporary. Her sometime dreaminess, when
she would forget appointments and arrangements and time itsalf, happened so seldom, that in dl justice,
they could have been forgotten, or put down, with al my vaunted un-derstanding, to some obscure desire
for privacy, for done-ness.

So—she had everything she had always had, and now more. She was everything she always had
been, and now more. She did everything she had always done, and now more. Then what, what on earth
and in heaven, was | both-ered, worried, and—and afraid of ?

| know now. It wasjedousy. It was—one of the jedlousies.

There wasn't Another Man. That kind of poison springs from insecurity—from the knowledge that
there's enough wrong with you that the chances are high that another man—any other man—could do a
better job than you in some department of your woman's needs. Besides, that kind of thing can never be
done by the Other Man done; your woman must cooperate, willfully and conscioudy, or it can't happen.
And Grace wasincapable of that.

No; it was because of the sharing we had had. My mar-riage was a magic one because of what we
shared; because of our ability to see ared gold leaf, exchange a glance and say never aword, for we
knew so well each other's pleasure, its causes and expressions and associations. The pleasures were not
the magic; the sharing was.

A poor andogy: you have aroommate who isavery dear friend, and together you have completely
redecorated your room. The colors, the lighting, the concealed shelves and drapes, dll areaglad
communion of your separated tastes. Y ou are both proud and fond of your beautiful room . . . and one
day you come home and find anew tele-vision set. Y our roommeate has acquired it and brought it in to
surprise you. Y ou are surprised, and you are happy, too.

But dowly an ugly thing creepsinto your mind. The setisabig thing, an important, dominating thing
in the room and in the things for which you use the room. And it is his—not mine or ours, but his. There
is his ungpoken, unde-manded authority in the choice of programsin the evenings, and where are the
chess games, the folk singing with your guitar, the long hours of phonograph music?



They arethere, of course, ready for you every moment; no one has taken them away. But now the
room is differ-ent. It can continue to be ahappy room; only a petty mind would resent the new shared
riches; but the fact that the source of the richesis not shared, was not planned by you both. This changes
the room and everything in it, the col-ors, the people, the shape and warmth.

So with my marriage. A thing had come to Grace which made us both richer but | did not share that
source; and damn, damn my selfishness, | could not bear it; if | could not shareit | wanted her deprived
of it. | was gentle; be-ginning with, "How do you fedl, sweetheart? But you aren't al right; what were you
thinking of ? 1t couldn't be 'noth-ing' . . . you were giving more attention to it than you are to me right
now!"

I was firm; beginning with, "Now look, darling; there's something here that we have to face. Please
help. Now, ex-actly why are you so interested in hearing that Hindemith sketch? Y ou never used to be
interested in music likethat.

It has no melody, no key, no rhythm; it's unpredictable and ugly. I'm quoting you, darling; that's what
you used to say about it. And now you want to soak yoursdlf init. Why? Why? What has changed you?
Y es—people must grow and change; | know that. But—growing so fast, so quickly, in so many different
directiond Tell me, now. Tdl me exactly why you fed moved to hear thisthing at thistime.”

And—I was angry, beginning with, "Grace! Why didn't you answer me? Oh, you heard me, did
you? What did | say? Yes, that'sright; you did . . . then why didn't you answer? Well? Not important?
Youll haveto redizethat it'simportant to me to be answered when | spesk to you!™

Shetried. | could see her trying. | wouldn't stop. | be-gan to watch her every minute. | stopped
waiting for open-ings, and made them myself. | trapped her. | put on music in which | knew shewould be
lost, and spoke softly, and when she did not answer, | would kick over my chair with ashout and
demand that she speak up. Shetried.... Some-times she was indignant, and demanded the peace that
should be her right. Once | struck her.

That did it. Oh, the poor, brutalized beloved!

Now | can seeit; now!

She never could answer me, until the one time. What could she have said? Her "I don't know!" was
the truth. Her patience went too far, her anger not far enough, and | know that her hurt was without
limits

| struck her, and she answered my questions. | was even angrier after she had than | had been
before, for | felt that she had known al dong, that until now she had with-held what she knew; and |
cursed mysdif for not using force earlier and more often. | did. For not hitting Grace before!

| came home that night tired, for there was trouble at the shop; | suppose | was irascible with the
compositors, but that was only because | had not dept well the night before, which was
because—anyway, when | got home, | dammed the door, which was not usud, and, standing there with
my raincoat draped over one shoulder, looking at the beautiful spread on the coffee tablein front of the
fireplace, | demanded, "What's that for?"

There were cangpes and dainty round and rolled and tri-angular sandwiches; afrosty bluish
beverage twinkling with effervescence in its dender pitcher; there were stars and flowers of tiny pickles,
pastes and dressings, alovely cora potato chip, and covered dishesfull of delicate mysteries.

Therewere dso two small and vivid bowls of cut blooms, beautifully arranged.

"Why, for us. Just for ustwo,” she sad.

| said, "Good God. Isthere anything the matter with Sit-ting up to atable and eating like ahuman
being?' Then | went to hang up the coat.

She had not moved when | came back; she was still stand-ing facing the door, and perhaps a
quarter of her welcom-ing smile was frozen on her face.

No, | said to myself, no you don't. Don't go soft, now. Y ou have her on the run; let's bregk thisthing
up now, dl a once, dl over the place. The hedling can comelater. | said, "Well?"

Sheturned to me, her eyesfull of tears. "Hemuth ..." she said weakly. | waited. "Why did you ... it
wasonly asurprise. A pretty surprise for you. We haven't been to-gether for solong . . . you've been . .



"Y ou haven't been yoursdlf sincethat accident,” | said coldly. "I think you like being different. Turn
off thetears, honey. They'll do you no good.”

"I'm not different!” she wailed; and then she beganto cry in earnest. "'l can't sand it!" she moaned,
"l cant, | can't. .. Helmuth, you're losing your mind. I'm going to leave you. Leave you ... maybefor just
awhile, may-befor .."

"Youregoing to what?" | whispered, going very closeto her.

She made a supreme effort and answered, flatly, looking mein the eye, "I'm going, Hemuth. I've got
to."

I think if she'd seen it coming she would have stood back; perhaps I'd have missed her. | think that if
sheld expected it, she would have fled after | hit her once. Instead she stood till, unutterably shocked,
unmoving, So it was easy to hit her again.

She stood watching me, her face dead, her eyes, and, increasingly, the flames of the fingermarks on
her bleached cheeks burning. In that instant | knew how she felt, what her mind wastrying franticaly to
do.

She wastrying to think of away to make thisadream, to explain it as an accident, to find some
excuse for me; and the growing sting in her beaten cheeks dowly proved and reproved that it wastrue. |
know this, because thetingling sting of my handswas proving it to me.

Finaly she put one hand up to her face. She sad, "Why?"

| said, "Because you have kept a secret from me."

She closed her eyes, swayed. | did not touch her. Still with her eyes closed, she said:

"It wants to be left dlone. It feeds on vita substance, but thereisawaysan excess. . . thereisina
hedthy person, anyway. It only takesasmdl part of that excess, not enough to matter, not enough for
anyone but ajealous maniac like you to notice. It lives happily in ahappy per-son, it livesrichly inamind
rich with the experiences of the senses, feeding only on what is spare and extra. And you have made me
unfit, forever and ever, with your prod-ding and scarring, and because you have found it out it can never
be left done again, it can never be safe again, it can never be safe while you live, it can never be con-tent,
it can never leave mewhilel live, it can never, it can never, it can never.”

Her voice did not trail off—it smply stopped, without arise or fdl in pitch or volume, without any
norma human aura punctuation. What she said made no senseto me.

| snarled at her—I don't think it was aword—and turned my back. | heard her fal, and when |
looked she was crumpled up like a castoff, empty, trodden-on white paper box.

| fought my battle between fury and tendernessthat night, and met the morning with the dull
conclusion that Grace was possessed, and that what had possessed her had gonemad . . . that | didn't
know where | was, what to do; that | must save her if | could, but in any case relentlessy track down
and destroy the—the— No, it hadn't aname. .,

Grace was conscious, docile, and had nothing to say. She was not angry or resentful; she was
nothing but—obedient. She did what she wastold, and when she finished she stopped until she wastold
to do something else.

| caled in Doc Knapp. He said that what was mostly wrong with her was outside the field of a
medica doctor, but he didn't think alittle regimented rest and high-pow-ered food therapy would hurt.

| let him take her to the hospital. | think | was almost glad to see her go. No | wasn't. | couldn't be
glad. How could | be glad about anything? Anyway, Knapp would have her rested and fed and quieted
down and fattened up and supplied with two acohol rubs aday, until she wasfit to start some sort of
psychotherapy. She dways liked a-cohol rubs. She killed her—she died just before the second a cohol
rub, on thefourth day . . . Knapp said, when hetook her away, "I can't understand it, Helmuth. It'slike
shock, but in Grace that doesn't seem right at all. She'stoo strong, too dive.”

Not any more, sheian't.

My mind'swandering. Hold on tight, you . . . Hold. . ..

Wheream 1?1 am a home. | am sitting in the chair. | am getting "up. Uh! | have falen down. Why
did I fal down? Because my leg was adeep. Why wasit adeep? Be-cause | have been gitting here dl
day and most of the night without moving. The doorbdll isringing. Why isthe door-bell ringing? Because



someone wantsto comein. Who isit? Someone who comes visiting at two o' eight in the morn-ing, |
know that because | garted the clock again and Tin-kle sayswhat timeit is. Who vidtsat two o' eight in
the morning? Drunks and police and desth. Thereisasmall person's shadow on the frosted door, which
| open. "Hello, smdl person, Graceisdead.”

Itisnot adrunk it isnot the policeit is Desth who has a child'slong lashes and smdl hands, oneto
hold up ablank piece of paper for me to stare &, one to dide the knife between my ribs, fed it scrapeon
my breastbone. . . adrama, Enter Knife Left Center, and | fal back away from the door, my blood
leaping lingering after the with-drawn blade, Grace, Grace, treasure mein your cupped hands—

\

AsTold By
L awr ence Delehanty

| got the call on the car radio just before half-past two. Headquarters had a phone tip of some funny
business out on Poplar Street in Homeland. The fellow who phoned was amilk truck dispatcher on his
way to work. He says he thought he saw someone at the door of this house stab the guy who cameto
the door, close the door and best it.

| didn't see anyone around. There were lights on in the house—in what seemed to be theliving
room, and in the hallway just inside the door. | could see how anyone pass-ing by could get alook at
such athingif it had happened.

| told Sam to stay in the prowl car and ran up the path to the house.

| knocked on the door, figuring maybe there'd be prints on the bell push. There was no answer. |
tried again, and finally opened the door, turning the knob by the shaft, which was long enough for meto
get hold of without touching the knob.

It had happened dl right. The tiff wasjust insde the door. The guy was on his back, arms and legs
spread out, with the happiest ook on hisface | ever saw. No kidding— that guy looked asif hed just
been given amillion dollars. He had blood dl over hisfront.

| took one look and went back and called Sam. He came up asking questions and stopped asking
when he saw the diff. "Go phone,” | told him, "and be careful. Don't touch nothin'."

While hewas phoning | took aquick squint around. There was afew dirty dishesin the kitchen sink
and on the table, and half a bottle of some liqueur on an end table in the living room, sitting right on the
polished wood, whereit'd sureleave aring. I'd say this guy had been in there some time without trying to
cleanup any.

| inched open the drawer in the big sideboard in the dining room and dl the silver was there. None
of the drawersin the two bedrooms were open; it looked like a grudge killing of some kind; there wasn't
no robbery | could see.

Just as| came back down the stairs the doorbell rang. Sam came out of the front room and | waved
him back. "There goes our printson the bdll,” | said. "I'll getit." | pussyfooted to the door and pulled it
wide open, real sud-den.

"Mr. Stoye?' saysakid standing there. He's about four-teen, maybe, smdl for his age. He's standing
out there, three o'clock in the morning, mind you, smiling redl polite, just like it was afternoon and he'd



come around to sl raffletickets. | felt aretch sarting in my stomach just then—don't know why. The
sght of the stiff hadn't bothered me none. Maybe something | ae. | swalowed it down and said, "Who
areyou?'

Hesaid, "I would like to see Mr. Stoye.”

"Bub," | sad, "Mr. Stoye isn't seeing anybody just now. What do you want?"

He squinted around me and saw the siff. | guess | should've stopped him but he had me off guard.
And you know, he didn't gasp or jump back or any of the things you expect anyoneto do. He just
straightened up, and he smiled.

"Well," he says, sort of patting hisjacket pocket, "1 don't Spose there's anything | can do now,” and
he smilesat me, red bright. "Well, good night," he says, and turnsto go.

| nabbed him and spun him inside and shut the door. "What do you know about this?' | asked him.

He looked at the stiff, where | nodded, and helooked at me. The stiff didn't bother him.

"Why, nothing," he said. "I don't know anything at dl. Isthat redly Mr. Stoye?"

"Youknow itis"

"l think | did know, dl right," he said. "Wdll, can | go home now? Dad doesn't know I'm out.”

"l bet he doesn't. Let's see what you got in your pockets.”

Hedidn't seem to mind. | frisked him. Inside the jacket pocket was ajump knife—one of those
Army issue paratroop-er's clasp knives with a spring; touch the button and click! you've got four and a
half inches of razor sted sticking out of your fist, ready for business. A lot of 'em got out in war surplus.
Too many. We're dwaysfinding 'em in carcasses.

| told him held haveto stick around. He frowned alittle bit and said he was worried about hisfather,
but | didn't let that make no difference. He gave his name with-out any trouble. His name was Ronnie
Danidls. Hewas aclean-cut little fellow, just asnice and polite as | ever saw.

Well, | asked him all kinds of questions. His answersjust didn't make no sense. He said he couldn't
recal just what it was he wanted to see Stoye about. He said he had never met Stoye and had never
been out here before. He said he got the address from knowing the phone number; went right up to the
telephone company and wormed it out of one of the girlsthere. He said he didn't remember at al where
he got the number from. | looked at the number just out of curi-ogity; it was Homeland 2065, which
didn't mean nothing to me,

After that there wasn't anything to do until the homicide squad got there. | knew the kid's old man,
this Danidl's, would have to get dragged into it, but that wasn't for me to do; that would be up to the
detective looey. | turned the kid over to Sam.

| remember Sam'sface just then; it turned pale. | asked him what was the matter but he just
swallowed hard and said he didn't know; maybe it was the pickles he had with his midnight munch. He
took the kid into the front room and they got into afine conversation about cops and murders. He sure
seemed to be anice, hedlthy, normal kid.

Quiet and obedient—you know. | can't really blame Sam for what happened.

The squad arrived—two carloads, sirens and al, making so much noise | thought sure Stoye would
get up and tell 'emto let him rest in peace—and in they came—photogs, print men, and the usua bunch
of cocky plainclothesmen. They swarmed al over.

Flick was the man in charge, stocky, tough, mad at every-body al the time, especidly on the night
detal. Man, how he hated killersthat worked at night and dragged him away from his pinochle!

| told the whole story to him and hislittle book.

"Hisnamés Tommy," | said, "and he sayshelivesat—"

"HisnamesRonnie," says Sam, from behind me.

"Hey," | says. "l thought | told you to stay with him.”

"l had to go powder my nose," says Sam. "My stomach done a flip-flop awhile back that had me
worried. It's okay. Brown was dusting in the room there when | went out. And besides, that'sanicelittle
kid. He wouldn't—"

"Brown!" Hick roared.

Brown came out of the living room. "Y egh, chief."



"Y ou donein the front room?"

"Y eah; everything | could think of. No prints except Stove's, except on the phone. | guessthey'd be
Sam's”

“Thekidsdl right?"

"Waswhen | l€ft," said Brown, and went back into the living room. Hick and me and Sam went into
the front room.

The kid was gone.

Sam turned pae.

"Ronnie!” he bellows. "Hey you, Ronniel™

No answer.

"Y ou hadda go powder your big fat nose," says Hick to Sammy. Sam looked bad. The soft seatsin
aradio car fed good to aharnessbull, and | think Sam decided right then that he'd be doing hisjob on
foot for quiteawhile.

It was easy to see what had happened. Sammy left the room, and then Brown got finished and went
out, and in those few seconds he was done the kid had stepped through the short hall into the kitchen
and out the side door.

Sam looked even worse when | suddenly noticed that the ten-inch ham dicer was gone from the
knife rack; that was one of thefirst things | looked at after | saw Stoye had been stabbed. Y ou dways
look for the kitchen knivesin ahome stabbing.

Flick turned to Sam and opened his mouth, and in that

moment, believe me, | was glad | was me and not him. | thought fast.

"Hick," | said, "1 knew wherethat kid's going. He was al worried about what his old man would
think. Here—I got his addressin my book."

Flick snapped, "Okay. Get down thereright away. I'll call what's-his-name—Daniels—from here
and tell him to wait for the kid and hold him if he shows up before you do. Get down there, now, and
hurry. Keep your eyes pedled on the way; you might see him on the street. Look out for that knife. Kdly,
get agenera darm out for that kid soon's I'm off the phone. Or send it from your car.”

He turned back to me, thumbed at Sam. "Take him with you," he says, "' want him out of my sight.
And if hishot damned nose gets shiny again see he don't use your sum-mons book."

Weran out and piled into the car and took off. We didn't go straight to Daniels address. Sam
hoped we would see the kid on the way; | think he had some idea of a heroic hand-to-hand grapple with
the kid in which maybe held get alittle bit stabbed in line of duty, which might quiet Hick down some.

So we cut back and forth between Myrtle Avenue and Varick; the kid could've taken atrolley on
one or abus on the other. We found out soon enough that hed done nei-ther; hedd found acab; and I'd
like to know who it was drove that hack.

He must've been ajet pilot.

It wasred dark on Danidls street. The nearest streetlight was a couple hundred feet away, and
there was abig maple treein Daniels yard that cast thick black shadow all over the front of the house. |
missed the number in the dark and pulled over to the curb; | knew it must be somewhere around here.

Me and Sam got out and Sam went up on the nearest porch to see the house number; Daniels was
two doors away. That's how it was we happened to be far to the left of the house when the killer rang
Danids bell.

We both saw it, Sam and me, that small dark shadow up against Danidls front door. The door had
aglass pand and there was some sort of anight light on inside, so al we saw wasthe dark blob waiting
there, ringing on the bell. | guess Danielswas awake, after Flick's phone call.

| grabbed Sam's arm, and he shook me free. He had hisgun out. | said, "What are you gonna do?'
Hewas al hopped up, | guess.

He wanted to make an arrest or something. He wanted to be The Man here. He didn't want to go
back on abeat. He said, "Y ou know how Stoye waskilled. Just like that.”

That made sense, but | said, "Sam! Y ou're not going to shoot akid!™

"Just wing him, if it looks—"



Just then the door opened. There wasn't much light. | saw Daniels, a stocky, balding man with a
very mild face, peer-ing out. | saw an arm come up from that small shadowy blob. Then Sam fired twice.
Therewas a shrill scream, and the clatter of aknife on the porch. | heard Ronnieyell, "Dad! Dad!"

Then Sam and | were pounding over to the house. Dan-iels was frozen there, staring down onto the
porch and the porch steps.

At thefoot of the steps the kid was huddled. He was unconscious. The ham dicer gleamed wickedly
on the steps near his hand.

| caled out, "Mr. Daniels! We're the police. Better get back insde.”

And together Sam and | lifted up the kid. He didn't weigh much. Going inside, Sam tripped over his
big flat feet and | swore a him.

We put the kid down on the couch. | didn't see any blood. Danielswas dithering around like an old
lady. | pushed him into achair and told him to stay there and try to take it easy.

Sam went to phone Hick. | started going over the kid.

Therewas no blood.

There were no holesin him, either; not anick, not agraze. | stood back and scratched my head.

Danidssaid, "What's wrong with him? What happened?'

Inside, | heard Sam at the phone. "Y eah, we got 'im. It wasthe kid dl right. Tried to stab hisold
man. | winged him. Huh?| don't know. Werelooking him over now. Yeah."

"Takeit easy,” | said again to Daniels. Helooked rough. " Stay fight there.”

| went to the door, which was standing open. Over by the porch rail | saw something shining green
and sted blue. | started over to it, tripped on something yielding, and went flat on my face. Sam came
running out. "What'sthe—uh!" and he came sailing out and landed on top of me. He'sabig boy.

| said, "My goodness, Sam, that was cardess of you," or wordsto that effect, and some other things
amounting to maybe Fick had theright ideaabout him.

"Damn it, Delehanty,” he says, "l tripped on something. What are you doing sprawled out here,
ayway?'

"l was looking fo—" and | picked it up, the green and stedl blue thing. It was a Finnish shegth knife,
long and pointed, double razor edges, scrollwork up near the hilt. Blood, gtill abit tacky, inthe
scrollwork.

"Wheréed that come from?' grunted Sam, and took it "Hey! Hick just told me the medic says Stoye
was stabbed with atwo-edged knife. Y ou don't suppose—"

"l don't suppose nothin'," | said, getting up. "On your feet, Sam. Hick finds uslikethis, hell think
we're playing mumblety-peg . . . tell you what, Sam; | took ajump knife off the kid out there, and it only
had asingle edge.”

| went down the steps and picked it up. Sam pointed out that the kid had never had achance to use
the ham dicer.

| shrugged that off. Flick was paid the most for think-ing—let him do most of the thinking. | went to
the sde of the door, and looked at the bell push to get an ideaasto how it might take prints, and then
went ingde. Sam came straight in and tripped again.

"Pick up yafeet!"

Sam had falen to hisknees thistime. He growled some-thing and, swinging around, went to feding
around the porch floor with hishands. "Now it's patty-cake," | said. "For Pete's sake, Sam—"

Insde Danielswas on the floor by the couch, rubbing the kid's hands, saying, real scared like,
"Ronniel Ronniel™

"Delehanty!"

Half acrosstheroom, | turned. Sam was still on his knees just outside the door, and hisface was
something to see. "Delehanty, just come here, will you?”!

There was something in hisvoice that |eft no room for awisecrack. | went right to him. He motioned
me down be-side him, took my wrist and pushed my hand downward.

It touched something, but—there was nothing there.

We looked at each other, and | wish | could write down what that look said.



| touched it again, fdtit. It waslike cloth, then like flesh, yielding, then bony.

"It'sthe Invisble Man!" breasthed Sam, bug-eyed.

"Stop talking nonsense,” | said thickly. "And besides, it'sawoman. Look here.”

"I'll take your word for it," said Sam, backing away. "Any-how, I'm amarried man."

Carscame, screaming asusud. "Heres Hick."

Flick and hismob came streaming up the steps.

"What's going on here? Wheresthe killer?"

Sam stood in front of the doorway, holding his hands out like he was unsnarling traffic. Hewas
shaking. "Wak over thisside," hesaid, "or you'll step on her.”

"What are you gibbering about? Step on who?'

Sam flapped his hands and pointed &t the floor. Flick and Brown and the others all looked down,
then up again. | don't know what got into me. | just couldn't help it. | said, "Hefound alady-bug and he
don't want you to step on it."

Flick got so mad, so quick, he didn't even swear.

Wewent insde. The medic wasworking over the boy, swho was gill unconscious. Flick was
demanding, "Wdl! Wdl?What'sthe matter with him?'

"Not athing | can find out, not without a fluoroscope and some blood tests. Shock, maybe.”

"Shot?' gasped Daniéls.

"Definitely not," said the M.O.

Flick said, very, very quietly, "Sam told me over the phone that he had shot the boy. What about
this, Delehanty? Can you talk sense, or is Sam contagious?’

| told him what we had seen from the side of the house. | told him that we couldn't be surewho it
was that rang the bell, but that we saw whoever it was raise aknife to strike, and then Sam fired, and
then we ran up and found the kid lying at the bottom of the steps. We heard aknifefal.

"Did you hear him fal down the steps?’

"No," said Sam.

"Shut up, you," said Hick, not looking a him. "Well, Delehanty?'

"l don't think s0," | said, thinking hard. "It al happened so fast.”

"Itwasagirl."

"What was agirl? Who said that?"

Danidls shuffled forward. "I answered the door. A girl wasthere. She had aknife. A long one,
pointed. | think it was double-edged.”

"Hereitis," said Sam brightly.

Hlick raised his eyesto heaven, moved hislips slently, and took the knife.

"That'sit,” said Danids. "Then there was a gunshot, and she screamed and fell.”

"Shedid, huh? Whereis she?'

"|—I don't know," said Danielsin puzzlement.

"She's il there,” said Sam smugly. | thought, oh-oh. Thisisit.

"Thank you, Sam," said Hick icily. "Would you be good enough to point her out to me?"

Sam nodded. "There. Right there," and he pointed.

"See her, lying there in the doorway," | piped up.

Flick looked at Sam, and helooked at me. "Are you guystrying to—uk!" Hiseyesbulged, and his
jaw went dack.

Everyonein theroom froze. There, in plain Sight on the porch, lay the body of agirl. Shewas quitea
pretty girl, smdl and dark. She had abullet hole on each side of her neck, alittle one here and agreat big
oneover here.



VII

Told by the Author
Theodore Sturgeon

| don't much carefor the way this story's going.

Y ou want to write astory, see, and you St down in front of the mill, wait until that certain feding
comes to you, hold off a second longer just to be quite sure that you know exactly what you want to do,
take a deep breath, and get up and make a pot of coffee.

Thissort of thing islikely to go for days, until you are out of coffee and can't get more until you can
pay for same, which you can do by writing astory and sdlling it; or until you get tired of messing around
and st down and write ayarn purely by means of knowing how to do it and gpplying the knowledge.

But this story's different. It's coming out asif it were be-ing dictated to me, and I'm not used to that.
It'sahaywire sort of yarn; | have no excusesfor it, and can think of no reasonsfor such aplot having
unfolded itsdf tome. It isnt that | can't finish it up; far from it—all the plot factorstie themsaves negtly
together a the end, and thiswith no ef-fort on my part a al.

This can be demondtrated; it's the last chapter that both-ersme. You seg, | didn't writeit. Either
someone's playing a practical joke on me, or— No. | prefer to believe someone's playing a practical
jokeon me.

Otherwise, thisthing isjust too horrible.

But about that demondtration, heré's what happened:

Flick never quite recovered from the shock of seeing that sudden corpse. The careful services of the
doctor were not required to show that the young lady was dead, and Flick recovered himsdlf enough to
dart asking questions.

It was Danielswho belatedly identified her asthe nurse he had seen at the hospital the day Mrs.
Stoyekilled her-sdf. The nurse's name was L ucille Holder. She had come from England as agirl; she had
aflawlessrecord abroad and in this country. The head doctor told the police on later investigation, that
he had always been amazed at the tremendous amount of work Miss Holder could turn out, and had felt
that inevitably some sort of abreakdown must come. She went all to pieces on Mrs. Stoy€e's death, and
he sent her on an immediate vacation.

Her movements were not difficult to trace, after sheleft the adminigrative office, where she
ascertained Mr. Daniels address. She went firgt to his house, and the only conclu-sion the police could
come to was that she had done so on purposeto kill him. But he was not there: he, it seems, had been
trying to find her a the hospitd at thetime! So sheleft. The following night she went out to Stoye's, rang
the b, and killed him.

Ronnie followed her, apparently filled with the same un-accountable impulse, and was late. Miss
Holder went then to Daniels house and tried to kill him, but was shot by the policeman, just as Ronnie,
late again, arrived.

Ronnielay in acomafor eight weeks. The diagnosis was brain fever, which served aswell as
anything ese. He reemembered little, and that confused. He did, however, vouch for the nursgsvisit to
his home the night of Mrs. Stoye's death. He could not explain why he had kept it a secret from his
father, nor why he had had the impulseto kill Mr. Stoye (he admitted thisimpulse fredly and without any
horror), nor how he had happened to think of finding Stoye's address through the information operator at
the telephone company.



He smply said that he wanted to get it without asking any traceable questions. He also admitted that
when hefound that Mr. Stoye had aready been killed, he felt that he must secure another weapon, and
go and kill hisfather.

He says he remembers thinking of it without any emotion whatsoever at the time, though he was
appd led at the thought after he came out of the coma.

"It'sdl likeastory | read along time ago,” he said. "I don't remember doing thesethingsat dl; |
remember seeing them done.”

When the policeman shot Miss Holder, Ronnie felt noth-ing; the lights went out, and he knew
nothing until eight weeks later.

These things remained unexplained to the participants.

Mrs. Stoye's disappearing body. The witnesses were the two Daniels and Miss Holder. Miss
Holder could not re-port it; Ronnie did not remember it; Mr. Daniels kept his own counsdl.

Lucille Holder's disgppearing body. Daniels said nothing about this either, and for therest of hislife
tried to forget it. The members of the homicide detail and the two prowl car men tried to forget it, too. It
was not entered in the records of the case. It seemed to have no bearing, and al concerned were happy
to erase it asmuch aspossible. If they spoke of it at dl, it wasin terms of mass hypnosis— which was
reasonably accurate, at that. . . .

Lucille Holder'smotivein killing Mr. Stoye and in trying to kill Mr. Daniels. This could only be
guessed at; it was Smpleto put it down to the result of anervous bresk-down after overwork.

Mrs. Stoy€e's suicide. This, too, was attributed to a mount-ing mental depression and was forgotten
asquickly aspos-sble.

And two other items must be mentioned. The radio pa-trolman Sam was called on the carpet by
Detective Lieu-tenant Flick for inefficiency in letting the boy Ronnie go. He was not punished, oddly
enough. He barely mentioned the corpse of Lucille Holder, and that there were witnesses to the fact that
apparently the lieutenant had not seen it, though he had stepped right over it on the way into Dan-iels
house. Flick swore that he was being framed, but let Sam aone theregfter.

The other item hasto do with Miss Jennie Beaufort, an operator in the Information Office of the
telephone com-pany. Miss Beaufort won a prize on aradio quiz—a car, a plane, two stoves, afur codt,
adiamond ring, aset of SwingFree Shoulder pads, and a 38-day South American cruise. She quit her
job the following day, took the cruise, enjoyed it mightily, learned on her return that income tax was due
on the valuation of al her prizes, sold enough to pay the tax, and was so frightened at the money it took
that she went back to work at her old job.

S0, you see, these tangled deaths, these mad actions, were dl explained, forgotten,
rationaized—madeto fit familiar pat-terns, aswere Charles Fort's strange lights and shapesin the night,
aswere the Flying Discs, the disappearance of Lord Bathhurst, the teleportatioin of Kaspar Hauser, and
the disappearance of the crew of the Mary Celeste.

| leave it to the reader to explain the following chapter. | found it by and in my typewriter yesterday
afternoon (I'd been writing this story dl the previous night). Physicdly, it was the most extraordinary
looking manuscript | have ever seen.

In the first place the paper bails had apparently been re-leased most of thetime, and lettersran into
each other and lines crossed and recrossed each other with wild abandon. In the second place there
were very few capitd letters; | was reminded of Don Marquiss heroic Archy the cockroach, who used
to write long effusonswhile Mr. Marquis was adegp, by jumping from one key to the other.

But Archy was not heavy enough to operate the shift key, and so he eschewed the upper case
characters. In the third place, the spelling wasindescribable. 1t was amix-ture of phoneticsand
something like Speed-writing, or ABC shorthand. It beginsthisway:

I mm athngg wch livz n fantsy whr tru fantsy z fond n th mynz v mn.

| couldn't possibly inflict it dl onyou initsorigina form. It took me the better part of two hoursjust
to get the pages in order—they weren't numbered, of course.



After | plowed through it mysdlf, | understook afreetrans-lation. | have rewritten it twice since,
finding more rhythm, more fluidity, each time, as| become familiar with the ex-traordinary idiom in which
it waswritten. | think that asit now standsit closely follows the intent and mood of the origina. The
punctuation isentirely mine; | regard punctu-ation asinflection in print, and have treated this accordingly,
asif it wereread aoud.

| must say this: there are three other people who could conceivably have had accessto this machine
while | was adeep. They are Jeff and Lesand Mary.

I know for afact that Jeff, who is an artist, was busy the entire time with a nonobjective painting of
unusud vividness and detail; | know how he works, and | know what the picture looked like when | quit
writing for the night, and what it looked like when | woke up, and believe me, he must have been painting
like mad the entire time—he and no oneese.

Asfor Les, heworksin the advertising department of abook publisher and obvioudy has not the
literary command indicated by this manuscript.

And Mary—I am lucky enough to be able to say that Mary isvery fond of me, and would be the
last person in the world to present me with such anasty jolt asisinnatein thisfina chapter. Hereit is, and
please forgive mefor thislengthy but necessary introduction to it, and for my in-truson; this sort of thing
isgrictly againgt therules.

VIl
n ?II

| anaThing which livesin fantasy, where true fantasy livesin the minds of men.

Wheat fumbling isthis, what clumsiness, what pain. . . . | who never was aweight, who never turned,
coerced, nor pressed a person, never ordered, never forced—I who live with laughter, die with weeping,
rise and hope and cheer with man's achievements, yet with failure and despair go numb and cold and
slent and unnoticeable—what have | to do with agony?

Know me, mankind, know me now and let me be.

Know theworst. | feed on you. | eat and breathe no substance but a precious ether. No, not souls
(but where asoul isstrong and clean | live my best). | take this guarded essence where | can, and thrive
onit; and when | chooseahost | am imprisoned, for | may not leave him while he lives, and when he dies
| must locate another to inhabit. And | have. . . powers.

But know thistoo: Thething that | take isthe essence of joy—and injoy is created an excess of that
which I need. | drink in your reservair, yes, but when thereis drought and the level islow, and your
needs areincreased, and the water turns bitter with flavors of worry, and anger, and fear, then | shrink
and | soften, and lose dl my hunger; and thenif you grieve, if your spirit isbroken, if you should forget dl
the pleasure and glory and wonder of being aman—then | die. . ..

Such adeath is not desth as you know it. It is more awaiting unmoving within a soul'swinter, to
wake with the spring of the heart. But where people grieve over years, or let fear share their soulswith
me, then | must wait for the walls of my prison to crumble.

Then, after the death of my host | go drifting, seeking another. That ismy Search, and init, for me, is
the ulti-mate cold. No human can know such athing, for death, for ahuman, iskinder.

| amand | am not aparasite. | feed on your substance; yet what living thing in the world does not
feed on the sub-stance of others? And | take only excess—take only that which you radiate gaily when



youfed joy.

When you fed otherwise, then | must wait, or must deep, or must die. Whereistheevil inbeing a
parasite, when | take only a product which you never need? | demand only sustenance; thet is the right of
al living things. | ask in ad-dition athing which is smple enough—I ask to be left to my-sdif, to encyst or
to flower or deep or bejoyful, without any devilish probing.

| do not know how old I am; | do not know if there are otherslike me. | do not know how many
hosts | have in-habited, or whether | was born or hatched, or whether, like ahuman, | must one day truly
die. | shdl, no doubt; | am dive, and nothing livesforever. | know my years are thousands, and my hosts
have been in scores of hun-dreds. | have no interest in statistics.

Y et you must know me.... | think my originswere like a plant's—an accidenta seed of sensudity
perhaps. My in-fancy was passed in dreams, in Sghtless stirrings when the stimulation merited, and
blacknesses between. | think that when my hosts passed on, my knotted insubstantia cyst just drifted like
apeta on aroailing stream, it bumped and nuzzled and at last dipped in when chance presented hosts
which qudlified.

To qudify, in those uncaring phases, men had but to show an openness and nothing more. And
when | gained experience and consciousnessincreased, and realization cameto me, and | was grown
and had ability to choose, | gained as well the power of regjection.

And after that | was no longer bound to sickly children, open to me through their thirst for colors,
senses, odors, vivid to them through unsaid convictions that the end was near. | becameincreasingly
meticulousin choosing; | be-came an expert in detecting Sgns of whimsy-richnessinitsearliest potentid.
| have powers. . ..

Y ou have powers too, you human ones. Y ou can change the color of alife by vicious striking at a
stranger-child. Y ou can give away athing you treasure, making memories which later might compose a
symphony. Y ou can do athousand thousand things you never do; you never try; thereisno reason to
depart from paths you have established. When, however, circumstances force you into it, you do the
"u-perhuman.”

Once my host was Annabelle, awoman on afarm. (Sheloved the birdd) In ablizzard shewaslost;
shewas old and had a crippled knee, and could not find the road, and could not last the night. She
stumbled on a post which stood erect and lonesome on the prairie, and, without a con-scious thought of
bravery, or what mankind might say to her, she put a hand upon the weathered wood, and in the blowing
snow and hitter cold, she walked around the post— around and around, in spite of age and pain and
growing numbness, walked around the post until the sun came up in blowing gray, then growing cold.

They found her and they saved her, when in truth she saved herself. There was about her such a
cloud of pure achievement, such ajoy at having cheated wind and cold! (I fed that day; | ftill possessthe
energies sheradiated!) ... | have powers, dl have powers, when we're forced to use them. | have
powers, you have too, which you have never cataloged.

| have powers—now | use them!

I have no host. Such bitterness and agony as | have just experienced | never want again. My
Search, thistime, will be athorough one and for it, now, | make my sacrifice. | am unknown; but with this
script, these purposealy hypnotic words, 1 shall be known! | sacrifice my privacy, my yearn-ing for the
pleasant weightless dark where | have dwelt. | challenge mankind's probing, for, through these bright
words and burnished continuities, | shall locate a host who will defend me!

I had aman—he had me, possibly—who would have fought for me. And after him | dwelt withina
woman's mind—the richest and most magical to al. The man was one of those who, on maturing, never
lost the colorful ability to wonder like achild. And one day, miming, imitating a precise and dainty minuet
in joyful incongruity (he danced aone upon the bouncing platform of atruck) afaling girder struck him
and hedied. | had no warning and no way to make a Search;, | flung mysdf into the mind of one who was
nearby in close communion with my dead host'swhimsy.

Grace had amind that was magic throughout. Never in thousands of yearshave | seen such a
shimmering jewel; never in thousands of pages of words found in thousands of languages could such a
trove be described. All that she saw was transmuted in sibilant subleties; dl that she heard wasin



breath-taking colors and shapes. What she touched, what she said, what she saw, what shefelt, what she
thought —these were dl blended in joy.

She wasthe pinnacle; she was the source of the heady exuberant food which in flavor eclipsed my
modst radiant memories. She, like the blizzard of Annabelle—she was the suitable circumstance, bringing
about the release of the pow-ers| held all untried.

| stirred in her mind. | found | could reach out and touch certain sources of hunger—sightsthat she
never had seen and sensations she never had turned to, things which should surely delight such asensitive
soul.

| found to my joy that with care controlled them, the hungersfor things | remembered in hostsless
responsive. | practiced this skill as she broadened her life, and | led her to music and poems and thoughts
which she never, per-haps, could have found by herself. She had every reason for happinesswith all
these riches, and I—oh, | gloried in bringing thingsto her, as many agifted composer has brought anew
MusiC to Ssome Virtuoso.

But her husband was Stoye.

Stoye was adevil. He hated mefor what | was, before he could defineit. His mind was quite asrich
as hers, but something curbed it. Growing with her was impossible; he sensed with rare perception that a
Thing had cometo her, and since that Thing was not of him, he hated it. It mat-tered not to him that she
was better for it. Brutally he turned awav from sharing what | brought into his home.

And she—I could not take her from him. How | tried! Poor treasuretrove, shewas at last a
battleground between that questing creature and myself. He hounded me through her, and | struck, back
by taking her to rare enchantments in which he could not share.

He wasthe firs—the very firs—of &l the humans| have known, to recognize me and to seek me
out. Thisrecognition wasintolerable; dl my lifel have avoided it, and lived in war and secret joyfulness.
He goaded me until | evi-denced mysdlf; | never realized | could make a human spesk, but Grace spoke
for mewhen she said that "It wants only to belet done.”

She might aswell have died, right then and there, for dl the sustenance | got from here theregfter. |
knew that shewould kill hersdlf; between us, her and me, there was a madness caught from Stoye.

Stoye put her, numb and docile, in the hospita. | started to ency<, for Grace'swell wasdry to me. |
found alikely subject in the nurse, who seemed as sengitive as Grace (but lacked that fine capacity for
whimsy) and | poised mysdlf to make the change. While waiting, then, | thought of Stoye—and redlized
that, with Grace's death, he would not rest until he found me and destroyed me, either by at-tacking dl
my hosts, or if he learned the way of it, by closing minds against me by his printed propaganda. He had
to be destroyed.

Gracekilled hersdlf; her one blind foolishness, her love for Stoye, and dl her stupid thoughts that she
had lost it, made her do it. | might have stopped her; but why should I, when | needed arelease from dl
her bitterness? Believe me, it wasjust as strong as al her joyshad been . . . be-fore she legped she tried
to warn him, tried to send some crazy message to him through ayoungster standing down below.

My connection with her was not close just then; | am not sure; she till was set on death asan
escape but wished her hushand to be watchful and protect himself. And then she legped.

And then it came—that awful amputation.

| could not kriow that Ronnie was so strong a host, po-tentially—that so well suited to mewas he
that, as| flashed upward to the nurse, to take possession, | wastorn apart!

| have no substance; yet | am an entity, with limits and with boundaries. These were ruptured; while
my greeter . part found room within the nurse's mind, afragment nes-tled into Ronnie's.

Atfirg | felt atranscendenta pain and dizziness; and then | did the things| could to be protected. |
hid the crumpled body with aforced hypnotic wave (thisis no subtle mystery; athousand men can doit)
to keep the wave of terror al confused with curiosity, for terror undiluted quite inhibits my possession of
ahost.

| settled into Lucille Holder's mind and tested the controls which Stoye had forced me to develop.
Lucillewasfar less strong than Grace had been, and forcing her was easy. | was wounded, | was
maddened, and at last | drank, with purpose and anew dark joy, the thing called hate.



Stoye had to die. The man called Daniels, Ronnie's fa-ther, saw Grace leap and was awitness.
Possibly he might become too curious, with his son possessed, and be another probing devil. He must
die. Ronnie had apart of me, and | did not think he could release it while helived. So he must die.

To test my new controls, | saiit the nurse at first to do the minor task. The elder Danielswas not
there; and when | found myself confronted with that other part of me, | nearly died of yearning. And |
realized, in that closeness, that the boy could be controlled aswell, and that he could destroy his father
quite & my convenience, while Lucille could kill him later. Satisfied, | went away.

| spent that night and all next day securing my controls, and practicing. And late the night that
followed, | killed Stoye, and two strange things happened.

One waswhen Stoye died; | felt awave of powerful protectiveness about him as he fled his body,
and | sensed again the fullest, richest magic that was Grace. | waster-rified of it; | had never known
before that humans could outlive their carcasses. . .

The other thing wasthe arriva of Ronnie, gpparently moved by the part of me carried within him.

Y et since he possessed but afragment, his effort was late and his mo-tive was wesk, and | feared that he
might make a botch of thekilling of Danidls. | therefore sent Lucilleto do it; Ron-nie, again weak and
tardy, followed my orders.

The gunshat, the bullet which shattered the neck of the nurse, were quite unexpected. | was flung
unprepared into cold, in my nakedness, cold indescribable, cold beyond bearing. Yet | was glad; for the
fraction of me that was Ronni€'s came streaming toward me as | was exploded away from the nurse. The
wrench it gave Ronnie must have been dreadful; when | settleinto ahost al my roots go down deep.

I hid Lucillé'sbody and searched al the mindsin the house for a suitable host. Ronnie was perfect,
unconscious and closed. Danielswas fretful; | can't abide fear. | fought back the cold, drew inward,
contracted, and formed, at long last, anew cy<. | let Lucill€'s body be seen, and ignoring the
others—their whimsy was asflat astheir oversized feet— | withdrew.

And | have been thinking.

Some things were important that now cannot matter. | am different because of the searchings of
Stoye—I blame him for dl that has happened, and that is a thing which can no longer matter.

I know how to hate now, and how to make murder; the taste of these thingsis till bitter, but sois
the taste of good stout when first taken, and stout has a taste worth ac-quiring. Like Grace| till havedl
my earlier qualities—the sun on amountain or watching the curve of thewing of agull (through ahost)
certainly has al the zest for methat it has ever had. Now | have more, though; and that isathing which
can matter very much indeed.

| have been sdfish. It never occurred to me, back in the days of the man who did minuetsjoyfully,
that | might do something for him whom I choose as ahost. Grace taught methat, purely by feeding me
richly through her experi-ences, purely by being asubject for my schooled sugges-tions. There may have
been many who carried me, who were susceptible to my control.

| could not know without trying, and | never tried this command until Grace took mein. And snce
then | hunger, | thirst for the richness and beauty and shifting and changing of colors and soundswhich
she brought me, and never again will rest and be fed and be happy to have just enough to sustain me.

| drift, now, encysted, but testing my powers when never before had | thought of them. | find | am
mobile; aso, to certain degrees, | can move things—thiswriting ma-chine, for example, though it isdow
and laborious. | find I can whisper to humans and fit some strange thoughts and ideas to each other.

| have looked for a host for aweary, cold while, and my energies seem to be dwindling. | till have
enough, though, to search for atime, and soon now I'll have what | need.

I'll find, soon, aperson, aman or awoman, or even asengtive child. Thisonewill be mineand I'll
lead him to wonders of sense and of music and heady adventure. | think | am learning to savor the
tartness of terror, the bloody sdt flavor of killing with purpose. My host will exist in aseries of colorful
pageants and movein aworld of emaotiond riches, al of my carefulest choosing.

And for this| sacrifice that which | guarded—my passion for quiet and secret enjoy-ments. | say to
you, Know me! Suspect me! for by your suspicion you open yoursdf to my coming. And when some
great murd is painted by some-one who never did passable work in hislife before that, suspect me. And



when in aprison some cringing psychotic says, over and over, "A voice said to do it!" suspect me.

Whenever you walk in the street and fed a strange spasm of nausea, suspect me indeed; for then |
am injured, and what you have seen is a part-hogt like Ronnie; and know that that person must die—and
cankill if I will it.

| ansocold. . . .

| write this becausein my search for ahost who is per-fect, | find that one segment of humansis
amogst entirely open. These are the readers and tellers of tales of the dark and of terror and madness.
The one who has written these chapters would serve as ahost—but | fear he would turn on me, feed on
my memories, use mefor piddling profit in plying histrade.

Besdes, helsabit superficid for one of my tastes. | know hisintentions, however, and what he will
do with thisscript. | know heisfrightened because of the way thislong tale has unfolded, | know, too,
that nothing will keep him from seeing it printed.

When it isread, though, by thousands of like-minded peo-ple over the world, and he hears of the
music and mur-der created by someone who fell to me only through read-ing it, then he will curse and
will wish he were dead, and wish he had torn thisto pieces.

-end-



