The crate arrived at the Parrington on a Wdnesday, but it was Friday before
anyone nentioned it to ne. Anything addressed from M ss Giselda Parrington

t he younger of Sanuel Mather Parrington's two daughters, was automatically
routed to Dr. Starkweather's office, regardl ess of whose nane she had witten
onit. | was, in truth, intensely grateful for this policy, for Mss
Parrington nost often addressed her parcels to nme. She felt that we were
"kindred spirits"; she considered ne the only enpl oyee of the museumw th the
sensitivity and intelligence to appreciate her finds. Considering that she had
inherited all of her father's mmgpie-like attraction to the outré and none of
his discernment, her opinion was |less flattering than one m ght think.
endured sone teasing on the subject, though not nearly as nuch as | m ght
have; in general, the curators' attitude was one of "there but for the grace
of God." They were even, | think, rather grateful, if not to ne precisely,
then at |east for ny existence.

M ss Parrington's packages were inevitably acconpanied by letters, sonetines
quite lengthy, explaining what she persisted in referring to as the
provenance, although it was no such thing. "I found this in a |lovely antique
shop in Belgravia that M ni showed ne," conveyed no useful information at all,
since nine times out of ten she neglected to provide any further clues to
Mm's identity, and on the tenth time, when we managed to determ ne that
"Mm" was Sarah Brandon-Forbes, wife of the em nent diplomt, a polite letter
woul d elicit the response that Lady Brandon-Forbes had never been in any
antique shop in Belgravia in her life. The bulk of Mss Parrington's letters
descri bed, lavishly, what she believed the provenance to be, flights of fancy
nore suited to a romantic novelist than to even an amateur historian. But the
letters had to be read and answered; Dr. Starkweather had been enphatic on the
subj ect: they were addressed to nme, therefore it was my responsibility to
answer them

It was perhaps the part of ny job | hated nost.

That Friday, when | found the letter in ny pigeonhole, | recognized M ss
Parrington's handwiting and flinched fromit. My first instinct was to | ose
the letter by any nmeans necessary, but no matter how tenpting, it was not a

vi abl e solution. Dr. Starkweather saw through ne as if | were a pane of gl ass;
he woul d not be fool ed by such an obvious lie. There was, therefore, neither
sense nor benefit in putting off the task, unpleasant though it was. | opened
t he envel ope then and there, and read the letter on the way back to ny office.

It was a superbly representative speci nen, running to three pages,
close-witten front and back, and containing absolutely no useful infornmation
of any kind. She had been at an estate sal e—and of course she neglected to
nmenti on whose estate-she had recogni zed the name Carol us Al bi nus as soneone in
whom her father had been interested, and thus she had bid on and purchased a
job lot of fire-danaged books, along with a picture she was quite sure would
prove when cl eaned to be an original Verneer. She had not so nuch as opened
the crate in which the books were packed, know ng—she said coyly—that | would
prefer to nake all the discoveries nyself. But | would see that she was right
about the Verneer.

| propped ny throbbing head on nmy hand and w ote back, thanking her for

t hi nki ng of the nmuseum and di sclaimng all know edge of seventeenth-century
Dutch painters. | posted the letter, dry-swallowed an aspirin, and returned to
the round of ny usual duties. |I gladly forgot about M ss Parrington's crate.

| shoul d have known better

On the next Tuesday, | was standing in Dr. Starkweather's office, helplessly
wat ching himand M. Browne tear strips off each other over a casus belli they



had both already forgotten, when we were startled by a shriek fromthe
direction of the mail room Dr. Starkweather raced to investigate, M. Browne
and nyself close behind, and we found M. Ferrick, one of the junior-npst of
the junior curators, sitting on the floor beside an open crate, his spectacles
askew and one hand pressed to his chest.

"What on Earth?" said Dr. Starkweather.

M. Ferrick yelped and shot to his feet in a welter of apologetic
hal f - sent ences.

"Are you all right?" said M. Browne. "What happened?"

"I don't know," said M. Ferrick. "I was opening the crate and sonet hi ng—t

flewinto my face—+ thought— He glanced at Dr. Starkweather's ful m nating
expression and sensibly did not explain what he had thought.

A closer ook at the crate caused ny heart to sink, in rather the same way
that reading the Cedi pus Tyrannos did. "lIs that, er, the crate from M ss
Parri ngt on?"

"Yes," said M. Ferrick, puzzled.

"Ch good God," said Dr. Starkweather in tones of utnost |oathing, probably
prompted equally by Mss Parrington and ne.

"She said she, er . . . that is, she didn't open the crate. So it probably—=

"A bit of straw," Dr. Starkweather said, seizing a piece fromthe fl oor and
brandi shing it at us. "You' ve heard of the boy who cried wolf, M. Ferrick?"

"Yes, Dr. Starkweather," M. Ferrick said, blushing.

"Good Cod," Dr. Starkweather said again, nore generally, and stormed out, M
Browne at his heels already girding hinself to re-enter the fray.

| saw an opportunity to let Dr. Starkweather forget about me, and stayed where
I was. M. Ferrick edged over to the crate as if he expected something else to
leap out at him it was with visible reluctance that he reached inside.

"What did you think it was?" | said.
"Beg pardon?"

"The, er, whatever it was that flewinto your face. What did you think it
was ?"

"Ch. |'ve been spending too nuch time in Entonology,"” he said with a grinmace.
| waited while he Iifted out a book so bl ackened with snoke that it was

i mpossible to say what color the binding had originally been. "It |ooked |ike
a spider,"” he said finally, tightly. "An enornous white spider. But Dr.

St ar kweat her was right. It was just straw "

"Make out an inventory," | said, "and, er, bring it to ne when you' re done."
And | left himto his straw

M. Ferrick's inventory included several works by Carolus Al binus, one by the
al chem st Johann de Wnter, three by the pseudonynous and frequently

untrut hful Rose Mundy, and a | eat her-bound conmonpl ace book evidently conpil ed
by the owner of the library—a deduction which would have been nore sati sfying



if he had signed his nane to it anywhere. One of the Carol us Al binus books was
rare enough to be valuable even in its damaged condition: the 1588 Prague
edition of the De Spiritu et Morte with the Verneul en woodcuts said to have
driven the printer mad. The rest of themwere nerely good practice for the
junior archivists. | heard from M. Lucent, who was friends with M. Browne's
second in command M. Etheredge, that the "Verneer" was no such thing and was
sadly unsurprised. The crate and straw were both reused—+ believe in packing a
set of canopic jars to be shipped to San Franci sco—and that was that. Another
of Mss Parrington's well-neaning disasters dealt with.

Except that the night watchnen, a pair of stalwarts naned Fi ske and Hobden
began to conplain of rats.

"Rats?" said Dr. Starkweather. "What nonsense!"”

The rest of us could not afford to be so cavalier, and even Dr. Starkweat her
had to rethink his position when Mss Chatteris cane to himon behalf of the
docents and announced that the first tine one of them saw so much as a whi sker
of arat, they were all quitting.

"But there have never been rats!" protested M. Tilley, the oldest of the
curators. "Never!"

Hobden and Fi ske, stolid and wal rus-mustached and as identical as twins, said
they could not speak to that, but M. Tilley was welcome to tell them what
el se the scuttling noises mght be.

M. Lucent rather wistfully suggested getting a nuseum cat and was pronptly
shout ed down.

Dr. Starkweat her grudgingly authorized the purchase of rat-traps, which were
baited and set and caught no rats.

M. Browne was deni ed permi ssion to purchase a quantity of arsenic
sufficient—said Mss Coburn, who did the cal cul ati ons—+o0 poison the entire
staff.

Frantic and paranoid i nventory-taking reveal ed no damage that could be
ascribed to rats, although Decorative Arts suffered a species of palace coup
over an infestation of noths in one of their storeroonms and our Orientalist,
M. Denton, pitched a public and nonunmental tenper tantrum over what he

cl ai med was water damage to a suit of bamboo arnor. M. Browne took advant age
of the opportunity to start a campaign to have the main buil ding re-roofed.
Dr. Starkweather chose, with sonme justification, to take this as fonenting
insurrection, and the rats were forgotten entirely in the resultant carnage.

Except by Hobden and Fi ske—and by ne, although that was nmy own fault for
staying in the museum after dark. I was witing an article which required the
consultation of (it seened in nmy nore despondent noods) no |less than half the
contents of ny office. Thus working on it at hone was futile, and working on
it during the day was proving inpossible, as the inventories were bringing to
[ight unidentifiables overlooked in the last inventory, and everyone was
bringing themto nme. The puzzles and nysteries were wel come, but | had

prom sed this article to the editor of Anerican Antiquities nearly six nonths
ago, and | was beginning to despair of finishing it. Being i nsommi ac by
nature, | found the practice of working at night nore congenial than
otherwi se, and the Parrington was bl essedly quiet. Fi ske and Hobden's rounds
were netronomcally regular, and they did not disturb ne.

And then there was the scuttling.



It was a ghastly noise, dry and rasping and sonehow slithery, and it was
weirdly omidirectional, so that while | was sure it was not in the office
with nme, | could never tell where in fact it was. It was horribly

intermttent, too, the sound of sonething scrabbling, and stopping, and then
scrabbling again. As if it were searching for the best vantage point from
which to observe me, and the night | had that thought, | went out to the front
entrance and asked the watchman if they had had any |luck at ridding the miseum
of rats.

He gave ne a long, steady | ook and then said, "No, sir. Have some tea."

| accepted the nmug he offered; the tea was hot and sweet and very strong. He
wat ched, and when | had nmet whatever his criteria were, he said, "Me and Hob
we reckon maybe it ain't rats."

This was Fiske, then; | was relieved not to have to ask. "No?"

"No, sir. Y see, Hob has a dog what is a chanpion ratter. Very well known, is
M ngus. And me and Hob brought Mngus in, sir, quiet-like, feeling that what
H's N bs don't know, he won't |ose sleep over "

"Quite," | said, perceiving that Fiske would not continue until he had been
reassured on that point.

"Thank you, sir. So Hob brought M ngus in, and the dog, sir, did not rat."
"He didn't?"

"No, sir. We took himall over the nmuseum and not a peep out of him And
before you ask, sir, that dratted scratching noise seened like it was

foll owi ng us about. M ngus heard it, sure enough, but he wouldn't go after it.
Just whi ned and kind of cringed when Hob tried him So we figured, Hob and
nmyself, that it ain't rats.”

"What do, er, you and M. Hobden think it is?"

M. Fiske |looked at me solemmly and said, "As to that, sir, we ain't got the
| east idea."”

Two nights later, | sawit, entirely by accident—and not "acci dent" neani ng
happenst ance or coincidence, but "accident" quite literally: | fell on the
stairs fromthe mail roomto the west storage roons. The stairs were of the
sort that consist only of treads—no risers—and when | opened my eyes from ny

i nvoluntary flinch, | was staring down into the triangul ar space beneath the
stairs and watching sonething scuttling out of sight. | sawit for less than a
second, but | saw that it was white, and it was not a rat. And | all too
easily recogni zed t he sound.

For a nonent, | was petrified, my body as heavy and col d and unresponsive as
marbl e, and then | scranbled frantically up the stairs, banging ny already
brui sed knees, smacking ny raw palns as | funbled with the door. It was nore
luck than anything else that | got the door open, and | locked it behind ne

wi th shaking fingers, then slunped against it, panting painfully for breath.
And then | heard that dry, rasping, scuttling sound from sonewhere ahead of ne
in the storage room and with the dreadful epiphantic clarity of a Iightning
bolt, | knew and whi spered al oud because it was too terrible a thing to have
pent and unvoiced in ny skull, "It's in the walls." Even that was not the
truth of ny horror, for in fact that was no nore than a banality. Wat made ny
chest seemtoo small for the panicked beating of nmy heart was not that it was



inthe walls, but that it was using the walls, as a subway train uses its
tunnel s.

Subway trains, unlike rats, have drivers.

And then | was running, ny mind full of a dry, rustling panic. Later, | would
reason with nyself, would point out that it had not harmed anyone, or even
anyt hing, that there was not the slightest shred of proof that its intentions
were malicious, or indeed that it had any intentions at all. But nothing

cane up with, no reasoned argument, no rational observation, could wthstand
the instinctive visceral loathing | had felt for that white scuttling shape. |
renmenbered that Hobden's dog, a champion ratter, would not go after this
thing. | renmenbered M. Ferrick, shaken and enbarrassed, describing the
"enormous white spider"” that had flung itself in his face. And | wondered that
ni ght, pacing fromroomto sleepless roomof ny apartnent, just what else Mss
Parrington had bought in that job |lot of worthless books.

Was it a sign of insanity that | assumed fromthe nmonent | saw it that it was
not natural? | do not know. | do know that discovering it to be a gigantic

al bino tarantul a woul d have been an overpowering relief, and by the very
magni tude of that imagined relief, I knewit was no such thing.

The next norning, | prevailed on M. Lucent to ask a favor of one of his
friends in Entomol ogy, and the two of themnmet nme in the mail room 1 brought
a flash-light. M. Lucent's friend was M. Vanderhoef, a shy young man who
wore thick horn-ri med spectacles and was an expert on African termtes.
Everyone in the nuseum of course, knew about M. Ferrick's spider, and

expl ained that | thought I had seen it the night before. M. Vanderhoef | ooked
dubi ous, but not reluctant, and contorted hinmself quite cheerfully into the
awkwar d space beneath the stairs. | passed himthe flash-1ight.

"A big piece of plaster is missing," he reported after a monment. "That nust be
how-eh! There is . . . something has been nesting here."

"Nesting?" M. Lucent said unhappily. "You mean it is rats?"

"No," said M. Vanderhoef, rather absently. "There aren't droppings, and it
doesn't look . . . In truth, I'"'mnot sure what it does |ook like."

"What do you mean?" | said. M. Lucent and | were now both peering between the
treads of the stairs, but all we could see was M. Vander hoef's shock of bl ond
hair.

"There are no droppings, no caches of food, no eggs—nor viviparous of fspring
for that matter "

"It couldn't be a, er, trap?"

"How do you mean?"

"Well, er, likea. . . like a spider's web."

"Ah. No."

"So, what is it using to nest in?" M. Lucent asked before | could find a way
to get M. Vanderhoef to expand. "It isn't as if we've got a lot of tw gs and

whatnot in the nuseum"”

"No, no," said M. Vanderhoef. "Paper. Newspaper, nostly, although | think
see the remains of one of Dr. Starkweather's nenoranda.”



"Paper," | said.
"M . Booth?" said M. Lucent, apparently not |iking the sound of ny voice.
"You're quite sure it couldn't be a spider?"

"That isn't what | said. This is not a web. There are spiders that don't build
webs, but arachnids are not my specialty, and | cannot say for certain—=

"I's there anyone in the nmuseum who woul d know?"

"Dr. Phillips is our arachnid expert, but he's on an expedition in Brazi
until Christmas."”

"Thank you," | said, because it was inportant to remenber to be courteous,
"you' ve been very kind."

"M . Booth!"

| stopped at the top of the stairs. "Yes, M. Lucent?"

"Did you . . . what were you . . . where are you goi ng?"
"Paper," | said. "WII you ask Major Galbraith to get the plaster repaired?"
M. Lucent sputtered; | nmade good ny escape and went to do what | should have

done weeks ago and exam ne the commonpl ace book from M. Ferrick's inventory.

M. Ferrick was not happy to see nme, though | could not tell if it was a
gui lty consci ence—an affliction which seened to be frequently visited on the
junior curators in my presence—er sinply that | irritated him In either case,

he stared at ne as blankly as if | had asked about the second book of
Aristotle's Poetics.

"The conmonpl ace book," | said. "From er, Mss Parrington's crate."

| noted that he had not been at the Parrington | ong enough for her nane to
have its full effect; we all w nced reflexively, even Dr. Starkweather, but

M. Ferrick merely frowned and said, "Is that the crate with the damaged
books?"
"And the enornmous white spider," | said before I could stop nyself.

He gave ne a | ook of mngled shock and reproach and said, "Ch! That

commonpl ace book. | gave it to M. Lucent because it was hol ograph. Was that
wr ong?"

It was now obvious that he did not like ne. I was glad he was a naturalist by
trai ning; once he had finished his probationary period, | was unlikely to have

to deal with himagain.

"No," | said. "That's fine." | was as pleased to |l eave as he was to have ne
go.

| spent the rest of the norning in a treasure hunt that was sinultaneously
ridi cul ous and nightmarish, pursuing the trail of the conmonpl ace book from
M. Ferrick to M. Lucent; fromM. Lucent—who was niffed at nme, he said, for
rushing away in the mddle of things and | eaving him"hol di ng the baby,"

al t hough whet her he neant by that the hole in the plaster, or M. Vanderhoef,



or possibly Major Galbraith, | could not deternmine and did not |like to ask—+to
M. Roxham from M. Roxham after a protracted and egregiously dusty search
to Mss Atterbury; fromMss Atterbury to M. Vine; and finally from M. Vine
to M. Horton, who said, "Oh, | haven't gotten to it yet," and reached
unerringly into the mddle of one of the stacks of books waiting to be

cat al ogued that surrounded his desk

| retreated to ny office with ny prize and | ocked the door. The first few
pages of the commonpl ace book told nme that its owner was strongly antiquarian
in his tastes, largely self-educated, and with an unhealthy penchant for the
occult. Judging by the authors he quoted, he nust have had quite the
collection; the coup of the 1588 Al bi nus paled in conparison

| flipped steadily through the pages, trying not to inhale too deeply, for the
book reeked of snoke and secondarily of tobacco, and there was another scent,
too faint for ne to identify but sharply unpleasant. | was |ooking for quotes
from Carol us Al binus or one of the other books that had been in the crate, and
I found them starting about three-quarters of the way through. Al binus; Mindy;
a |l engthy passage fromde Wnter on gol ens; a passage from an even nore

unpl easant aut hor on the abomination called a Hand of d ory, although | had
never seen these particular virtues ascribed to it before; and then the quotes
began to be interspersed with dated entries such as one mght find in a diary.
These were witten in a highly elliptical style, using an idiosyncratic set of
abbrevi ations, and | coul d make neither heads nor tails of them except for
repeated references to "cllg"—calling"?—soneone or sonething called Wite
Charles—the literal translation, of course, of Carolus Al binus, but the
referent was decidedly not a book. And | did recognize the di agram drawn

pai nst aki ngly on one verso page.

He had sumoned sonet hing he call ed Wite Charl es—presumably because he was

using Carolus Al binus as his principal text, which ought to mean | coul d use
my own knowl edge of Carolus Al binus at |east to nake a guess at what he had

been trying to do and what that white scuttling thing was.

So. He had summoned sonet hi ng, follow ng—er inprovising on—the rites of
Carol us Al bi nus. Al bi nus had been a necromancer who dabbl ed in al cheny; Wite
Charl es was probably a revenant of some kind. The passage about the Hand of

A ory suggested several further hypotheses; | was sel fishly, squeanishly
grateful that he had not discussed that matter in any greater detail. He had
want ed power, no doubt, imagining it was sonething one could acquire like a
new unbrell a.

What ever he had summoned, its actions indicated clearly that it had
self-volition, unlike what very little |I knew of golenms. It had preserved
itself fromthe fire, stowed away with the books—+ts books? | wondered. Did it
know t hat those particul ar books were relevant to its existence, or was it
nmer e coi nci dence? On reaching the nuseum it had acted to preserve itself
agai n, scavenged paper, made a nest. It had not, so far as | knew, harned
anyone, although it had greatly perturbed Fi ske and Hobden—and M ngus—and had
scared the lights and liver out of me. | certainly did not like the idea of a
necronmantic spider scuttling around the nmuseum but | could not imediately
see any way of either catching or destroying it, and | quailed fromthe

t hought of explaining ny theory to Dr. Starkweather—er even M. Lucent.

| would watch, | told nyself. Probably before long, the thing would die or
de-ani mate or whatever the correct termwas, and it would not be necessary to
take any action at all.

But over the next week, it becanme apparent that if | had deci ded to watch
White Charles, Wite Charles had al so decided to watch ne. Any tine | was in



the museum after dark, the scuttling dogged ny footsteps, and | could sit in
my office and track the thing' s | oathsone progress fromwall to ceiling and
back to wall. The plaster under the mail room stairs had been patched, but
that clearly hadn't caused White Charles nore than a nonmentary inconveni ence.

It unnerved me, but it still was not doing any harm and surely it would

di sintegrate soon. Surely I would not have to . . . to hunt it down, or any of
t he other mel odramatic imagi nings that plagued nme when | tried to sleep.
want ed desperately to avoid seeing it again, and npst especially to avoid
seeing it nmore clearly. This way, at least | could pretend | believed it was
some sort of al bino spider.

| was very carefully not thinking about Hands of d ory.

It was a Wednesday night when | finally finished ny article for Anerican
Antiquities. | tidied the manuscript into an envel ope and started for the mail
roomto leave it in the box for Mss Rivers the typist, but as | turned into
the hallway leading to the mail room | stopped so abruptly |I nearly stunbled
over my own feet. There was someone standing in the mddle of the hall, a
strange slouched figure who was certainly neither Hobden nor Fiske.

| had thought | was the only person left in the building save the wat chmen.
"Wh . . . who's there?" | said, my voice wobbling and squeaki ng
enbarrassingly, and groped toward the |ight swtch.

"Noli facere."

It was not a human voice; it crackled and shirred like paper. And it spoke in
Latin. | think I knew then, although | did not want to.

"Who are you? How did you get in here?"

"In a box," it said, in Latin. It understood English, even if it would not, or
could not, speak it. "Full of snpoke and straw and lies." It took a step toward
me, rustling and crackling. | took a step back

"What are you?" | said, although |I did not expect an answer. | only wanted to

distract it while | gathered nyself to run for the front entrance and Fi ske
and Hobden.

But even as | began to turn, shifting ny weight, it said, "I amthe ghost of a
Hand of dory." This time | did fall, sprawing ny full ungainly Iength on the
mar bl e; before |I could pick nyself up, before | could even roll over, it was
on top of nme, paper scratching and scuffling, pinning me flat, holding ny
wists in the small of ny back. It should not have been able to hold nme—even
at the tinme | knew that, but | could not nove, could not free nyself.

"He called me White Charles,” it said, the English words gratingly

i ncongruous, and though it spoke in ny ear, there was no breath, only the
rustling and sighing of paper. "But he did not know nme to nanme me truly. You
do."

"No, | don't!" | said vehenently.

"You lie," it said, and | shuddered and cringed into the floor, because it
shoul d not have known that, no matter how closely it had observed ne.

And what served it for eyes? Had it fashioned those out of paper, too?

"What do you want?" | asked.



It pressed even closer. | had often wondered norbidly what it would be like to
be buried under one of the teetering stacks of paper that rose in ny office

like the topless towers of Ilium now | knewthat | did not want to know. It
said, in the soft susurration of paper, "I want freedom"™

| tried to scream but there was paper blocking ny nouth. | heaved desperately
agai nst the—truly, alnost negligi bl e—aei ght on ny back, bucking like a wild
horse in a dine novel. | could not dislodge it; it seenmed to have nol ded
itself to ne and nerely waited until | was lying still again.

"I't nust be you," it said. "No one el se knows what | am"

No one else was a threat to it, it meant, but dear God, neither was I! | had

no idea how to banish it or to bind it—+ did not even know how that foolish
antiquari an had managed to sumon it. Carolus Al bi nus al one coul d never have
given himthe idea of making a golemfroma Hand of dory, and | could not
begin to i magi ne what mi shmash of experinent and tradition and insanity he
must ultimately have used.

The paper crinkled as the thing settled lower. | strained away fromthe paper
covering ny nouth and now al so ny nose, and realized that | did know one
thing. The antiquarian had tried to fight his creature by burning his books;
he had failed, but he had hurt it. It had taken Wiite Charles several weeks in
the museumto reach the point where it could be a danger to anyone. Moreover,
it had stayed with the books when that was surely the nmpst inconveni ent and
danger ous course of action. And although it said he had not known it, perhaps
there was nevertheless a reason he had called it Wite Charles.

It was the ghost of a Hand of Qory, it said, yet it clothed itself first in
paper .

Perhaps it was nerely panic and | ack of oxygen that nmade ne so certain | was
correct, but | twisted ny head, freeing nmy nmouth, and said, "Wite Charles,"
as loudly and clearly as | could. | felt the thing flinch

"That is your name," | said. "Your name and your nature, and you cannot escape
it."

Its hold on me | oosened; | lunged free, crawl ed a few awkward paces, then got
nmy feet under me and ran. | did not | ook back. The single sheets of paper that
flew around nme and slid under ny feet were evidence enough. | had hurt it;
worse than that, | had guessed its secret. It would not confront nme directly
again if it could help it.

I was not foolish enough to believe that that neant | was safe.

In the front entrance, behind the long curving counter that separated the coat
check fromthe rotunda with its Foucault's Pendul um ceasel essly swi ngi ng, M.
Fi ske and M. Hobden cane to their feet in alarmas | burst through the doors.

"I need your help," | said between heaving, panting breaths.

"Al'l right, sir," said one, after exchangi ng an unfathomable | ook with the
other. "Wat is it you need?"

"The furnace is going, isn't it?"

A stupid question, but they took it in good part. "Yes, sir," one of them
said, taking a step forward. "First of October, just |like clockwrk. Takes a



power ful anount of heating, the nuseum does."

"And you have the, er, the keys? To the boiler roonP"

"1 do."

"Then please, if you'd, er . . . That is, there's something | need to burn."

"Al'l right," he said equitably, as if he had received stranger requests. G ven
how | ong the two of them had worked for the nmuseum | supposed it was possible
that he had.

"What is it you're wanting to burn, M. Booth?" said the other, and |I was
appal l ed by ny owmn inability to renenber which of themwas Fi ske and whi ch was
Hobden.

"Ah," | said. "As to that, I, um. . ."
"Fiske, sir," he said, without any trace of surprise or resentnment. | wondered
in mserable distracted panic how nmany tinmes he had faced that blank [ ook from
men who saw hi m every day.

"Fiske, yes. I, er, I"'mgoing to need your help. | need to get into Dr.
St ar kweat her's office."

"Ch," said Fiske. "Ch dear."

Most of the books fromMss Parrington's crate were readily accessible to ne.
The conmmonpl ace book was still in my office; the others were | anguishing in
t he communal office of the junior archivists. But the val uabl e one, Carol us
Al binus' De Spiritu et Mrte, Prague 1588, was inmmured in Dr. Starkweather's
of fice against the all eged depredati ons of M. Browne and the Departnent of
Restoration and Repairs.

M. Fiske had the key to Dr. Starkweather's office, of course, but he bal ked
at letting me in to appropriate sonething | had already confessed | intended
to burn. H's position was entirely reasonabl e and understandable, and it made
me so frustrated that | wanted to sit down and how at the ceiling. Finally,

in desperation, | said, "This will get rid of the, er, the rats that aren't
rats. "
Fi ske's eyebrows rose. But he said, "Wll, nothing else has, true enough. All

right. But when he asks, | don't know anything about it."

"Absolutely. 1'll tell himl picked the lock."
"Can you?"
"No, but | doubt Dr. Starkweather will, er, ask for a denonstration."”

"Fair enough," Fiske said, and he escorted me—and ny increasingly unw el dy
stack of books—+o Dr. Starkweather's office. It took me only a nonent to find
the De Spiritu et Morte, for unlike ny own, Dr. Starkweather's office was

i mmacul ately tidy and oppressively well-organi zed. Fiske watched fromthe
doorway, and he | ocked the door again when | canme out.

"That it?" he said.

"Yes. This is all of them™" | thought it likely that the only book it was
necessary to destroy was the De Spiritu et Morte, but | was not prepared to



ganbl e.

Hobden was waiting in the doorway of the boiler room and he was not al one.
For a nonent, in bad light and panic, | thought the other person was Wite
Charles, but then he shifted a little, and | realized it was Achitophel Bates,
t he col ored man who mai ntai ned the boilers and other machinery of the nuseum s
infrastructure. | had thought —-assuned—-hoped—+that he had al ready gone hone.

"Good evening, M. Booth," he said. He was Southern by birth, and spoke with a
sl ow unhurriable dignity even to Dr. Starkweat her

"BEr . . . good evening. I . . . that is . . ." | |looked at Hobden, who nerely
shook hi s head.

"M . Hobden says you're wanting to burn sone books." Achitophel Bates was a
tall, thin man, as tall as I, and when he | ooked into ny eyes, he did not have
to crane to do so. "Seens like a funny thing for an archivist |like yourself to
want, M. Booth."

I was unaccustonmed to have anyone identify ny profession correctly, much | ess
a col ored nechanic, and my surprise nust have shown, for he said, "Not al
colored men are ignoranmuses, M. Booth. Sone of us can even read."

"I .. . | didn't mean . . ." But | could not take back words | had not said
words | woul d never have said al oud.

Achi t ophel Bates waved the natter aside with one lIong hand. "But tell ne, why
are you burning books at this tinme of night?"

| did think of lying, but it was hopeless. Even if | had had any gift for
deception, | had no story | could tell. | had nothing but the truth, and so
that was what | told Achitophel Bates and the |istening Hobden and Fi ske.
Achi t ophel Bates' eyebrows clinbed hi gher and higher as |I spoke, and when

had fini shed—er, at least, had run out of words—there was a long silence. In
it I could see Achitophel Bates trying to decide if this was sonme sort of

el aborate and cruel hoax. Certainly, it was a nore plausible explanation than
nmy |lane and faltering truth.

"You renenber the trouble we had with M ngus," said Hobden or Fiske

"I do," said Achitophel Bates, and he | ooked thoughtfully fromne to the
wat chnmen and back again. "You think this is part of that sane trouble, Hob?"

"M . Booth thinks so," said the watchman, and therefore he was Hobden and
surely | could renenber that if | tried. "And he's a | earned man."

Achi t ophel Bates snorted. "Learned nen. Haven't you been working here | ong
enough to know about | earned nen, Hob?"

"M. Booth ain't like Dr. Starkweather," said Fiske mldly. "O I|ike that
crazy man—what was hi s name?-who canme down here and tried to get you to
sabotage the boilers.”

"M. Carence Cyde Blessington," Achitophel Bates said, rolling the nane out
with a certain degree of relish.

"Ch dear," | said involuntarily. "M . Blessington is, er

"A committed Marxi st and a card-carrying menber of the Comuni st Party,"”
Achi t ophel Bates finished. "Yes, | know. He told ne. He showed nme the card,



even, when he was trying to persuade me that he knew what being oppressed by
t he bourgeoisie was |ike better than | did. Tell you the truth, | prefer M.
Vander hoef. He won't admt | exist, but at |least he doesn't try to inprove
me." Hs sigh was a mixture of exasperation and contenpt. "So just because
he's a | earned man, Fiske, doesn't nean a goddam thing."

"I . . | wouldn't . . ." But what was it, exactly, that | would not do?
settled on, "I wouldn't tell alie like that," even though that was not,
exactly, the point at issue.

"I admt," said Achitophel Bates, "that | would expect a liar to have a better
story—and to tell it better, too. And | do remenber the trouble you had with
your dog, Hob, and that's not behavior |'ve ever seen out of a ratter. So, al
right. Let's say it's true. Let's say there's sone sort of nonster wandering
around the rmuseum | still don't see why you need to burn those books."

"I told you," | said despairingly. Had he not understood? "It's the only way |
can think of to destroy it."

"And destroying it has to be the answer?"
"It tried to kill me!"

"Well, what choice did it have?" Achitophel Bates said reasonably, and
stared at him abruptly and utterly bereft of words. "It doesn't want to be
your sl ave."

"l don't want—

"I know. And | believe you. For one thing, | figure if that's what you wanted,
you could manage it for yourself, you being a | earned nan and all." And

wi nced at the derision in his voice. "But howis Wite Charles supposed to
know t hat ?"

And when | floundered, he pressed his point: "You'll forgive me if | have sone
synmpathy for a slave who wants to be free."

He was not ol d enough to have been a sl ave—but of course, | realized, flushing
hot with my own failure to think the matter through, his parents would have
been.

"I . . | don't want to enslave anyone. But | also don't want to be killed so
that White Charles can be free of the slavery I"'mnot trying to . . . that is
." | became hopel essly muddled in nmy own syntax and fell silent.

"That's a reasonabl e position," Achitophel Bates said, so gravely that |
suspected he was nocking ne. "So what you need isn't to burn it. You need to
talk toit."

"You, er, you are assuming that it is an entity with whom one can have a
reasoned conversation."

"You said it had self-volition. And that it spoke to you. So what other
concl usion should | draw?"

"And if you're wong?" | said and hated how near to sullen | sounded.

"Then I'Il throw the damm books in the furnace nyself. But I'mnot wong. The
only question is, how do you convince it to talk to you?"



"It is not necessary," said a new voice, and even if it had not spoken in
Latin, | would have known it to be Wiite Charles, for it was a new voice in
t he nost fundanental sense of the word, harsh and dull and not in the
slightest human. It had spoken frominside the boiler roon Achitophel Bates
turned and pushed the door all the way open and | saw why.

White Charl es had abandoned its first body and built itself a second one out
of newspaper and scrap |umber and an assortment of Achitophel Bates' tools.
Where | had gathered only inmpressions of that first body, |I saw this one al
too clearly, slunped and strange, as if it could not quite remenber what a
human body felt like. Its hands were enornous, with screwdrivers and socket
wrenches for fingers, its head no nore than a suggestion, a |unp between the
hul ki ng shoul ders.

| thought, distantly and quite calmy, that if it did intend evil, we were al
dooned.

But, "Audivi," it said. |I heard. "You do not wish to command ne?"
"No," | said. And then | realized that by speaking in English, the |language in

whi ch White Charles had been given the nanme it hated, | was belying nyself. |
groped after my Latin; | read it fluently, but had not had to attenpt

conposition since | graduated from Brockstone School. "I do not," | said
finally, haltingly—although at | east in these circunmstances | had an excuse
for my habitual hesitations and stamers. "I want no one to be hurt." d unsy,

but nmy meani ng shoul d be cl ear

There was a silence I ong enough that | began to believe that self-assessnent
had been rankest hubris, but then Wiite Charles said, "I do not want to hurt."

| thought, suddenly and painfully, of the creature in Mary Shelley's novel,
whi ch had not done evil until it was taught that evil was all it could expect,
and whi ch had yet been so horrible of aspect and origin that it was never

of fered anything else. Certainly, Wite Charles was horrible—+he ghost of a
Hand of d ory—but that horribl eness was not the fault of the intelligence

whi ch animated its scavenged bodi es. Like Frankenstein's creature, it had not
asked for the parody of life it had been given, and although, whatever ny
sins, | was not Victor Frankenstein, | had an obligation not to perpetuate
evil for its own sake.

"What do you want?" | asked it, as | had asked it before, but this tine |
asked in awkward Latin, and this time Wite Charles stood and answered me, if
not face to face—for indeed it did not exactly have a face—epenly. "I want
freedom" It made a strange gesture with the massive armatures of its hands
and said, "I want freedomfromthis." Iste. This itself, and very
enphatical ly.

"The body?" | said, guessing both at its meaning and at the right word.
"It is not correct," said Wiite Charles.
"I don't understand."

"That a ghost of a Hand of G ory should exist. It is not correct. It is not
right. | do not want to be this thing."

"What is it saying?" Achitophel Bates said in an undertone.

"It says it wants to be free of being what it is," | said, which was a
syntactic nightmare but—+ thought—substantially accurate.



"I't wants you to kill it? That's awfully convenient."

The irony and skepticismin his voice nade ne flinch, but I swallowed hard and
said, "It understands English. If | were lying, it would know. " And | | ooked,
rather desperately, to Wiite Charles.

"Verax," it said. And then slowy, and as if it were actually painful to it,
"Trut hful ."

"But how can you want that?" Achitophel Bates demanded, al nost angrily. "How
can you want to die?"

"I was not neant to live," Wiite Charles said in Latin, and |I translated. "I
amnot a living thing enslaved, but a dead thing . . ." Another of its strange
gestures, which | thought perhaps neant it could not find a word to express
its meaning. "A dead thing called into life to be a slave. It is not the
same. "

"Frankenstein's creature was a new |ife created out of death," | said, half to
nmysel f, "but that's a poet's conceit."

"Sum nors vetus," said Wiite Charles. | amold death. "I am death that was
never alive."

"The ghost of a Hand of Gory," | said. "Not even the ghost of the man whose
hand was cut off."

"You understand,"” said Wiite Charl es.

"The ghost of a book," | said, and only then realized that | was stil
carrying the entire unw el dy stack of books fromMss Parrington's crate.

"So that nmeans we're burning the books after all?" Fiske said doubtfully.

"No," | said, purely on instinct, and was echoed by Wite Charles' clanorous
voi ce. There was silence for a nmonent, as Fi ske and Hobden carefully did not
ask the next obvious question, and Achitophel Bates stood with his arns

fol ded, waiting to see what | would do.

"He brought you out of the book," | said, thinking of that paper body, of the
nane the creature bore and hated. Then | renmenbered something el se and fel
into English because |I could not think of the Latin words quickly enough. "No.
He call ed you out of the book. Called you and bound you and feared you so
greatly that no binding could ever be enough.”

"He bound nme to nurder at his command,"” said Wiite Charles, "and he was not
wong to fear what | would do if the binding failed."

| did not, | decided, want to know anything nore about the antiquarian or his
death. | found ny Latin again and said, "If you were called out of the book
you must go back into the book."

White Charles said again, "You understand,” and although its voice was not
expressive, | thought the enmotion in it was relief.

Achi t ophel Bates was still angry, although I could not tell whether his anger
was directed at ne or at Wiite Charles or at sonething el se entirely. But he

cane with us to the rotunda, as did Fiske and Hobden, and watched

di sapprovingly as | opened the antiquarian's books and used themto lay out a



rough circle, with the Carolus Albinus in the center. Wite Charles al so
wat ched, its lowslung head turning mnutely to follow my progress.

My circle was sonewhat cranped because of the Foucault's pendulum but this
was the | argest open space in the museumthat did not al so contain a host of
val uabl e objects. It would have to do.

Abruptly, Achitophel Bates bl ocked ny path. "Do you know what you're doi ng?"
"More or less," | said. "Education is, er, not wthout value."

"I never said it was. But ny experience has been that the value is in the nman,
not in what he knows."

| was assailed by exanples confirmng his contention. Learned nen—earned
persons, | corrected nyself, thinking of nmy colleague M ss Coburn—aere just as
prone to be selfish, short-sighted, and stupid as anyone el se. Or even nore
so, as the evidence of Wiite Charles itself suggested. It took a | earned man
to make such a terrible and conplicated m stake.

". . . 1 do know what I'mdoing. And I, er . . . that is, it's the right thing
to do."

"I want freedom" Wite Charles said thunderously fromthe other side of the
circle, and Achitophel Bates raised his hands in a gesture of surrender

"That word it keeps using. Libertas. Is that |iberty?"
"Yes."

"Al'l right," said Achitophel Bates. "I guess fromwhere he's standing, liberty
and death are the sanme thing. Not |like Patrick Henry."

"It, er, is dead. The state it's in. . . thereisn't a word for it, but it
isn"t alive. 'Awake' is closer. Mybe."

Achi t ophel Bates was frowning, but it seemed nore concentration than anger
"Well, | can't argue a creature has free will and then argue it can't choose
for itself. As long as you're sure what you're doing is going to do what it
want s. "

"As sure as | can be," | said.

He | ooked at nme searchingly, but seemed to accept that | was telling the
truth. "Al'l right," he said and stepped aside.

| picked up the de Wnter and closed it to create a door in the circle and
said in Latin, "Step inside."

White Charles did not hesitate. Its groaning, grinding body shanbl ed past ne
to stand over the book in the center of the circle. | stepped into the circle
nmysel f, then opened the de Wnter again and put it back in its place. | knelt
in front of White Charles and opened the Al binus at random It fell open, as
books will, to a page that had been often consulted, adorned in this instance
with a Vermeul en woodcut of a grave-robber—not inappropriate in a ghoulish
Sortes Vergilianae fashion. | rem nded nyself not to wonder how the
antiquarian had cone by his materials.

| looked up at Wiite Charles. It was still horrific in aspect, a crude
approxi mati on of the human formbuilt by something that did not wish to be



human, but | was no longer frightened of it. Achitophel Bates was right. Wen
gi ven the chance, it did not choose evil

The | ongest part of ny preprations had been working out the Latin; while
awkwar dness did not matter, inprecision mght matter a great deal, and the
consequences of using the wong word could be rather worse than fatal. M
words were inelegant, but | knew their meaning was correct.

"You were called fromthis book," | said in sinple, careful Latin, "and now
call you back to it. Relinquish this unnatural existence. Rest." And, although
even now | cringed fromtouching the creature, | reached out and gui ded one of

its screwdriver-fingers to touch the page.
Around the circle, one by one, the books snapped shut.

The edifice that was Wiite Charles was perfectly still for a monent; | saw-er
t hought | saw-sonething depart fromit, and it went from being a constructed
body to being sinply an anal gamati on of netal and wood. It swayed and sagged,
and at the same tine | realized what was going to happen, the entire thing
cane down on ny head.

| regai ned consciousness on the sofa in the Curators' Lounge with the doubled
bul | dog vi sages of Hobden and Fi ske staring down at ne.

"You all right there, M. Booth?" said one. And | still could not tell one
fromthe other.

"I, er . . . didit work?"

"As best any of us can tell," said the other.

Everything hurt. My right wist was nmade of broken glass. My head was
pounding; | felt that if | could observe it fromthe outside, | would see ny
temples pulsing like the gills of a fish. "Ch God, the books!"

| started to get up, but sagged and failed hal fway.

"D you reckon you ought to have a doctor, M. Booth? You' ve got a |unp on your
forehead |i ke a goose-egg, and you're not a good color."

"I"mnever a good color,"” | said. "But we can't |eave the books in the
rotunda—not to nmention the, er, the tools and whatnot. It nmust be nearly
dawn. "

"Just past it," said one of them "But don't worry. W took care of that part.
Al t hough Bates said he'd have a word with you | ater about his tools."

"I put the books back where you found them" said the other, who therefore had
to be Fiske. "Including the fancy one in Hs Nibs' office. | may have got sone
of the others wong."

"It doesn't matter," | said. | could not bear it any |longer; | reached out
with ny left hand, caught the material of his sleeve. "Are you Fi ske?"

"Yessir," he said, though he and Hobden exchanged al armed gl ances.

| squinted to focus, first on his face, then on Hobden's. They were not
identical lead soldiers, after all; they were nmen. And when finally,
reluctantly, | nmet their eyes, first one and then the other, both frowning and
worried, at last | saw Fiske's eyes were brown. Hobden's eyes were blue. And



around those eyes, dark and pale, their faces resol ved. Nothing changed, for
i ndeed there was nothing in themthat needed changing, but | saw them

But | | ooked away quickly, before they could see ne in return.



