LUCY COMESTO STAY

by Robert Bloch

“You can't go on thisway.”

Lucy kept her voice down low, because she knew the nurse had her room just down the hall from mine,
and | wasn't supposed to see any visitors.

“But George is doing everything he can—poor dear, | hate to think of what al those doctors and
specidigs are cogting him, and the sanatorium bill, too. And now that nurse, that Miss Higgins, staying
here every day.”

“It won't do any good. Y ou know it won't.” Lucy didn’t sound like she was arguing with me. She knew.
That’ s because Lucy is smarter than | am. Lucy wouldn't have started the drinking and gotten into such a
messin thefirst place. So it was about time | listened to what she said.

“Look, Vi,” shemurmured. “1 hateto tel you this. Y ou aren’t well, you know. But you' re going to find
out one of these days anyway, and you might aswell hear it from me.”

“What isit, Lucy?

“About George, and the doctors. They don’t think you' re going to get well.” She paused. “They don’t
want you to.”

“Oh, Lucy!”

“Listento me, you littlefool. Why do you suppose they sent you to that sanatorium in the first place?
They said it wasto take the cure. So you took it. All right, you' re cured, then. But you’ Il notice that you
gtill have the doctor coming every day, and George makes you stay herein your room, and that Miss
Higginswho's supposed to be a specia nurse—you know what sheis, don’'t you? She' saguard.”

| couldn’t say anything. | just sat there and blinked. | wanted to cry, but | couldn’t, because deep down
ingde | knew that Lucy wasright.

“Just try to get out of here,” Lucy said. “You' |l see how fast shelocksthe door on you. All that talk
about specid diets and rest doesn't fool me. Look at yourself—you' reaswell as1 am! Y ou ought to be
getting out, seeing people, visting your friends.”

“But | haveno friends,” | reminded her. “Not after that party, not after what | did—"



“That'salie” Lucy nodded. “That’ swhat George wants you to think. Why, you have hundreds of
friends, Vi. They Hill love you. They tried to see you a the hospitd and George wouldn’t let themin.
They sent flowersto the sanatorium and George told the nurses to burn them.”

“He did?Hetold the nurses to burn the flowers?’

“Of course. Look, Vi, it' s about time you faced the truth. George wants them to think you' re sick.
George wants you to think you' re sick. Why? Because then he can put you away for good. Notina
private sanatorium, but in the—"

“No!” | began to shake. | couldn’t stop shaking. It was ghastly. But it proved something. They told me at
the sanatorium, the doctorstold me, that if | took the cure | wouldn't get the shakes any more. Or the
dreams, or any of the other things. Y et hereit was—I was shaking again.

“Shdl | tell you somemore?” Lucy whispered. “ Shdl | tell you what they’re putting in your food? Shdll |
tell you about George and MissHiggins?’

“But she' solder than heis, and besdes he’ d never—"

Lucy laughed.

“Stopit!” | yeled.

“All right. But don't ydl, you little fool. Do you want Miss Higginsto comein?’
“Shethinks I’ m taking angp. She gave me a sedative.”

“Lucky | dumped it out.” Lucy frowned. “Vi, I’ ve got to get you away from here. And thereisn’'t much
time”

She wasright. There wasn't much time. Seconds, minutes, hours, days, weeks—how long had it been
sncel’d had adrink?

“WEell snesk off,” Lucy said. “We could take aroom together where they wouldn't find us. I'll nurseyou
until you' rewell.”

“But rooms cost money.”
“Y ou have that fifty dollars George gave you for aparty dress”
“Why, Lucy,” | said. “How did you know that?’

“Y ou told me ages ago, dear. Poor thing, you don’t remember things very well, do you? All the more
reason for trusting me.”

| nodded. | could trust Lucy. Even though she was responsible, in away, for me arting to drink. She
just had thought it would cheer me up when George brought al his high-class friendsto the house and we
went out to impress his clients. Lucy had tried to help. | could trust her. | must trust her—

“We can leave as soon as Miss Higgins goestonight,” Lucy was saying. “We Il wait until Georgeis
adeep, en? Why not get dressed now, and I’ [l come back for you.”

| got dressed. It isn't easy to dress when you have the shakes, but | did it. | even put on some make-up
and trimmed my hair alittle with the big scissors. Then | looked a mysdlf in the mirror and said out loud,
“Why, you can’t tdl, can you?’



“Of coursenot,” said Lucy. “You look radiant. Positively radiant.”

| stood there smiling, and the sun was going down, just shining through the window on the scissorsina
way that hurt my eyes, and dl a once | was so deepy.

“George will be here soon, and MissHigginswill leave,” Lucy said. “1’ d better go now. Why don't you
rest until | comefor you?’

“Yes” | sad. “You'll bevery careful, won't you?’
“Very careful,” Lucy whispered, and tiptoed out quietly.

| lay down on the bed and then | was deeping, realy deeping for the first time in weeks, deeping so the
scissorswouldn't hurt my eyes, the way George hurt me inside when he wanted to shut me upinthe
asylum so he and Miss Higgins could make love on my bed and laugh a me the way they all laughed
except Lucy and she would take care of me she knew what to do now | could trust her when George
came and | must deep and deep and nobody can blame you for what you think in your deep or doin

your deep...

It wasdl right until | had the dreams, and even then | didn’t really worry about them because adream is
only adream, and when | wasdrunk | had alot of dreams.

When | woke up | had the shakes again, but it was Lucy shaking me, standing there in the dark shaking
me. | looked around and saw that the door to my room was open, but Lucy didn’t bother to whisper.

She stood there with the scissorsin her hand and called to me.
“Comeon, let’shurry.”
“What are you doing with the scissors?’ | asked.

“Cutting the telephone wires, slly! | got into the kitchen after Miss Higgins left and dumped some of that
sedative into George' s coffee. Remember, | told you the plan.”

| couldn’t remember now, but | knew it wasal right. Lucy and | went out through the hall, past George's
room, and he never stirred. Then we went downstairs and out the front door and the street-lights hurt my
eyes. Lucy made me hurry right dong, though.

Wetook astreetcar around the corner. Thiswasthe difficult part, getting away. Once we were out of the
neighborhood, there’ d be no worry. The wireswere cut.

Thelady at the rooming house on the South Side didn’t know about the wires being cut. She didn’t know
about me, either, because Lucy got the room.

Lucy marched in bold as brass and laid my fifty dollars down on the desk. The rent was $12.50 aweek
in advance, and Lucy didn’t even ask to see the room. | guess that’ swhy the landlady wasn't worried

about baggage.

We got upstairs and locked the door, and then | had the shakes again.
Lucy sad, “Vi—cut it out!”

“But | can't helpit. What'Il 1 do now, Lucy? Oh, what'll | do? Why did | ever—"



“Shut up!” Lucy opened my purse and pulled something out. | had been wondering why my pursefelt so
heavy but | never dreamed about the secret.

She held the secret up. It glittered under the light, like the scissors, only thiswas anice glittering. A
golden glittering.

“A wholepint!” | gasped. “Wheredid you get it?”

“From the cupboard downgtairs, naturally. Y ou know George still kegpsthe stuff around. | dipped it into
your purse, just in case.”

| had the shakes, but | got that bottle open in ten seconds. One of my fingernails broke, and then the stuff
was burning and warming and softening—

“Pig!” said Lucy.
“You know | had to haveit,” | whispered. “ That’ swhy you brought it.”

“I don't liketo seeyou drink,” Lucy answered. “1 never drink and | don't like to see you hang one on,
ather.”

“Please, Lucy. Just thisonce”
“Why can't you take ashot and then leave it done? That'sdl | ask.”
“Just thisonce, Lucy, | haveto.”

“I won't it here and watch you make a spectacle of yoursdf. Y ou know what aways happens—another
mess.”

| took another gulp. The bottle was half-empty.
“I didal | could for you, Vi. But if you don't stop now, I'm going.”

That made me pause. “ Y ou couldn’t do that to me. | need you, Lucy. Until I'm straightened out,
anyway.”

Lucy laughed, theway | didn't like. “ Straightened out! That'sahot one! Taking about straightening out
with abottlein your hand. It sno use, Vi. Here| do everything | can for you, | stop at hothing to get you
away, and you're off on another.”

“Please. Youknow | can't hdpit.”

“Oh, yes, you can help it, Vi. But you don’'t want to. Y ou' ve dways had to make a choice, you know.
George or the bottle. Me or the bottle. And the bottle lwayswins. | think deep down insde you hate
George. You hate me.”

“You'remy best friend.”

“Nutsl” Lucy talked vulgar sometimes, when she got redly mad. And she was mad, now. It made me so
nervous | had another drink.

“Oh, I'm good enough for you when you'rein trouble, or have nobody e se around to talk to. I’'m good
enough to liefor you, pull you out of your messes. But I’ ve never been good enough for your friends, for
George. And | can’'t even win over abottle of rotgut whiskey. It'sno use, Vi. What I’ ve done for you



today you'll never know. And it is't enough. Keep your lousy whiskey. I'm going.”

| know | started to cry. | tried to get up, but the room was turning round and round. Then Lucy was
waking out the door and | dropped the bottle and the light kept shining the way it did on the scissors and
| closed my eyes and dropped after the bottle to thefloor...

When | woke up they were dl pestering me, the landlady and the doctor and Miss Higgins and the man
who said he was a policeman.

| wondered if Lucy had gone to them and betrayed me, but when | asked the doctor said no, they just
discovered me through aroutine checkup on hotels and rooming-houses after they found George' s body
in hisbed with my scissorsin histhroat.

All a once | knew what Lucy had done, and why she ran out on me that way. She knew they’ d find me
and cal it murder.

So | told them about her and how it must have happened. | even figured out how Lucy managed to get
my fingerprints on the scissors.

But MissHiggins said she' d never seen Lucy in my house, and the landlady told alieand said | had
registered for the room aone, and the man from the police just laughed when | kept begging him to find
Lucy and make her tell the truth.

Only the doctor seemed to understand, and when we were a one together in the little room he asked me
all about her and what shelooked like, and | told him.

Then he brought over the mirror and held it up and asked meif | could see her. And sure enough—

Shewas standing right behind me, laughing. | could see her in the mirror and | told the doctor so, and he
said yes, he thought he understood now.

Soitwasdl right after al. Even when | got the shakes just then and dropped the mirror, so that thelittle
jagged pieces hurt my eyesto look at, it wasall right.

Lucy was back with me now, and shewouldn’t ever go away any more. She' d stay with meforever. |
knew that. | knew it, because even though the light hurt my eyes, Lucy began to laugh.

After aminute, | began to laugh, too. And then the two of us were laughing together, we couldn’t stop
even when the doctor went away. We just stood there against the bars, Lucy and |, laughing like crazy.



