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THE MOON
|S GREEN

By FRITZ LEIBER

Anybody who wanted to escape death could, by paying a very simple
price—denial of life!

[llustrated by DAVID STONE
"EFFE! Whet the devil are you up to?'

Her husband's voice, chopping through her mood of terrified rapture, made her heart jump like a artled
cat, yet by some mirade of feminine self-control her body did not show a tremor.
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Dear God, she thought, he mustn't see it. It's so beautiful, and he always kills beauty.
"I'm just looking at the Moon," she sad lidlesdy. "It's green.”

Mustn't, mustn't see it. And now, with luck, he wouldn't. For the face, asif it dso heard and sensed the
menace in the voice, was moving back from the window's glow into the outsde dark, but dowly,
reluctantly, and dill faunlike, pleading, cgoling, tempting, and incredibly beautiful.

"Close the shutters a once, you little fool, and come away from the window!"

"Green as a beer bottle," she went on dreamily, "green as emeralds, green as leaves with sunshine griking
through them and green grassto lieon." She couldn't hep saying those last words. They were her token
to the face, even though it couldn't hear.

"Effid”

She knew what thet last tone meant. Wearily she sivung shut the ponderous lead inner shutters and drove
home the heavy bolts. That hurt her fingers; it dways did, but he mustn't know that.

"You know that those shutters are not to be touched! Not for five more years at least!"

"I only wanted to look at the Moon," she said, tumning around, and then it was dl gone—the face, the
night, the Moon, the magic—and she was back in the grubby, sde little hole, facing an angry, dde little
man. It was then that the eternd thud of the ar-conditioning fans and the crackle of the dectrogtatic
precipitators that Seved out the dust reached her consciousness again like the bite of a dentist's drill.

"Only wanted to look at the Moon!" he mimicked her in falsetto. "Only wanted to die like a little fool and
make me that much more ashamed of you!" Then his voice went gruff and professond. "Here, count
yourself."

She slently took the Geiger counter he held at arm's length, waited urtil it settled down to a steady
ticking dower than a clock—due only to cosmic rays and indicating nothing dangerous—and then began
to comb her body with the indrument. First her head and shoulders, then out dong her ams and back
dong ther under sde. There was something oddly voluptuous about her movements, athough her
features were gray and sagging.

Theticking did not change its tempo urtil she cameto her waist. Then it suddenly spurted, dicking faster
and faster. Her husband gave an excited grunt, took a quick step forward, froze. She goggled for a
moment in fear, then grinned foolishly, dug in the pocket of her grimy apron and guiltily pulled out a
wristwetch.

He grabbed it as it dangled from her fingers, saw that it had a radium did, cursed, heaved it up asif to
gmash it on the floor, but instead put it carefully on the table.

"You imbecile, you incredible imbecile” he softly chanted to himsdf through clenched teeth, with eyes
helf closed.



She shrugged fantly, put the Geiger counter on the table, and stood there dumped.

He waited until the chanting had soothed his anger, before speaking again. He said quietly, "'l do suppose
you 4ill redize the sort of world you're living in?"

SHE nodded dowly, saring a nothingness. Oh, she redlized, dl right, redized only too wdl. It was the
world that hadn't redlized. The world that had gone on stockpiling hydrogen bombs. The world that had
put those bombs in cobat shels, dthough it had promised it wouldn't, because the cobat made them
much more terrible and cost no more. The world that had started throwing those bombs, dways tdling
itdf that it hadn't thrown enough of them yet to make the air redly dangerous with the deedly radioactive
dust that came from the cobalt. Thrown them and kept on throwing until the danger point, where ar and
ground would become fad to dl humen life, was approached.

Then, for about a month, the two great enemy groups had hesitated. And then each, unknown to the
other, had decided it could risk one lagt gigantic and decisve attack without exceeding the danger point.
It had been planned to strip off the cobalt cases, but someone forgot and then there wasn't time. Besides,
the military scientists of each group were confident thet the lands of the other had got the most dust. The
two attacks came within an hour of each other.

After that, the Fury. The Fury of doomed men who think only of taking with them as many as possible of
the enemy, and in this case—they hoped—all. The Fury of suicides who know they have botched up life
for good. The Fury of cocksure men who redize they have been outsmarted by fate, the enemy, and
themsdves, and know that they will never be able to improvise a defense when arraigned before the high
court of history—and whose unadmitted hope is that there will be no high court of history left to araign
them. More cobat bombs were dropped during the Fury than in dl the preceding years of the war.

After the Fury, the Terror. Men and women with degth Sfting into their bones through ther nogtrils and
skin, fighting for bare survivd under a dust-hazed sky that played fantastic tricks with the light of Sun and
Moon, like the dust from Krakatoa thet drifted around the world for years. Cities, countryside, and ar
were dike poisoned, dive with deadly radiation.

The only redigtic chance for continued existence was to retire, for the five or ten years the radiation
would remain deadly, to some well-seded and radiation-shielded place tha must dso be copioudy
supplied with food, water, power, and a means of air-conditioning.

Such places were prepared by the far-seeing, seized by the stronger, defended by them in turn agangt
the desperate hordes of the dying ... until there were no more of those.

After that, only the waiting, the enduring. A mol€'s existence, without beauty or tenderness, but with fear
and guilt as congtant companions. Never to see the Sun, to wak among the trees—or even know if there
were dill trees.

Oh, yes, she redized what the world was like.



"YOU understand, too, | suppose, that we were dlowed to reclam this ground-level gpartment only
because the Committee bdieved us to be responsble people, and because I've been meking a damn
good showing latdy?'

"Yes, Hank."
"I thought you were eager for privacy. Y ou want to go back to the basement tenements?’

God, no! Anything rather than that fetid huddling, that shameless communal sprawl. And yet, was
this so much better? The nearness to the surface was meaningless; it only tantalized. And the
privacy magnified Hank.

She shook her head dutifully and said, "No, Hank."

"Then why aren't you careful? I've told you a million times, Effie, that glass is no protection agang the
dugt that's outsde that window. The lead shutter must never be touched! If you make one sngle dip like
that and it gets around, the Committee will send us back to the lower levels without blinking an eye. And
they'll think twice before trusting me with any important jobs.”

"I'm sorry, Hank."

"Sorry? What's the good of being sorry? The only thing that counts is never to make a dip! Why the devil
do you do such things, Effie? What drives you to it?'

She swdlowed. "It's just that it's so dreadful being cooped up like this™ she said hesitatingly, "shut away
from the ky and the Sun. I'm just hungry for alittle beauty.”

"And do you suppose I'm not?' he demanded. "Don't you suppose | want to get outsde, too, and be
carefree and have a good time? But I'm not so damn sdfish about it. | want my children to enjoy the Sun,
and my children's children. Don't you see that that's the dl-important thing and that we have to behave
like mature adults and make sacrifices for it?"

"Yes Hank."

He surveyed her dumped figure, her lined and listless face. "You're a fine one to tak about hunger for
beauty,” he told her. Then his voice grew softer, more deliberate. 'Y ou haven't forgotten, have you, Effie,
that until last month the Committee was so concerned about your derility? That they were about to enter
my name on the lig of those waiting to be dlotted a free woman? Very high on the lig, too!"

She could nod even & that one, but not while looking at him. She turned away. She knew very wel that
the Committee was judtified in worrying about the birth rate. When the community findly moved back to
the surface again, each additiond hedthy young person would be an asset, not only in the struggle for
bare survivd, but in the resumed war againg Communism which some of the Committee members ill



counted on.

It was naturd thet they should view a Serile woman with disfavor, and not only because of the waste of
her husband's germ-plasm, but because erility might indicate that she had suffered more than the
average from radiation. In that case, if she did bear children later on, they would be more apt to carry a
defective heredity, producing an undue number of monsters and fresks in future generations, and so
contaminating the race.

Of course she understood it. She could hardly remember the time when she didn't. Years ago?
Centuries? There wasn't much difference in a place where time was endless.

HIS lecture finished, her husband smiled and grew amost cheerful.

"Now that you're going to have a child, that's dl in the background again. Do you know, Effie, that when
| firs came in, | had some very good news for you? I'm to become a member of the Junior Committee
and the announcement will be made a the banquet tonight.” He cut short her mumbled congratulations.
"So brighten yoursdf up and put on your best dress. | want the other Juniors to see what a handsome
wife the new member has got." He paused. "Wdl, get a move on!”

She spoke with difficulty, gill not looking a him. "I'm terribly sorry, Hank, but youll have to go done. I'm
not wel."

He straightened up with an indignant jerk. "There you go again! First that infantile, inexcusable business of
the shutters, and now thid No feding for my reputation at al. Don't be ridiculous, Effie. Y ou're coming!™

"Terribly sorry,” she repeated blindly, "but | redly can't. I'd just be sick. | wouldnt make you proud of
mea dl."

"Of course you wont," he retorted sharply. "As it is, | have to spend hdf my energy running around
meking excuses for you—why youre so odd, why you aways seem to be aling, why youre dways
stupid and snobbish and say the wrong thing. But tonight's redly important, Effie. It will cause alot of bad
comment if the new member's wife isnt present. You know how jugt a hint of sckness gtarts the old
radiation-disease rumor going. Y ou've got to come, Effie”

She shook her head helpledly.

"Oh, for heaven's sake, come on!" he shouted, advancing on her. "Thisis just a slly mood. As soon as
you get going, youll snap out of it. There's nothing redlly wrong with you at dl."

He put his hand on her shoulder to turn her around, and at his touch her face suddenly grew so desperate
and gray that for amoment he was darmed in spite of himsdf.

"Redly?' he asked, dmogt with a note of concern.



She nodded miserably.

"Hmm!" He stepped back and strode about irresolutely. "W, of course, if that's the way it is ..." He
checked himsdf and a sad amile crossed his face. "So you don't care enough about your old husband's
success to make one supreme effort in spite of feding bad?!

Agan the hdpless headshake. "l just can't go out tonight, under any circumstances.” And her gaze stole
toward the lead shutters.

He was about to say something when he caught the direction of her gaze. His eyebrows jumped. For
seconds he stared at her increduloudy, asif some completely new and dmost unbelievable possibility had
popped into hismind. The look of incredulity dowly faded, to be replaced by a harder, more cdculating
expression. But when he spoke again, his voice was shockingly bright and kind.

"Wl it can't be helped naturdly, and | certainly wouldn't want you to go if you weren't able to enjoy it.
So you hop right into bed and get a good rest. I'll run over to the men's dorm to freshen up. No, redly, |
don't want you to have to make any effort at dl. Incidentaly, Jm Barnes isn't going to be able to come to
the banquet either—touch of the old flu, he tdls me, of dl things™

He watched her closdy as he mentioned the other man's name, but she didn't react noticegbly. In fact,
she hardly seemed to be hearing his chatter.

"I got a bit sharp with you, I'm afraid, Effie" he continued contritely. "I'm sorry about that. | was excited
about my new job and | guess that was why things upset me. Made me fed let down when | found you
weren't feding as good as | was. Sdfish of me. Now you get into bed right away and get well. Dontt
worry about me a bit. | know you'd comeif you possbly could. And | know youll be thinking about me.
Widl, | must be off now."

He started toward her, as if to embrace her, then seemed to think better of it. He turned back at the
doorway and said, emphaszing the words, "Youll be completely done for the next four hours” He
waited for her nod, then bounced oui.

SHE stood dill until his footsteps died away. Then she straightened up, walked over to where held put
down the wristwatch, picked it up and smashed it hard on the floor. The cryda shattered, the case flew
gpart, and something went zing!

She stood there bregthing heavily. Sowly her sagged features lifted, formed themseves into the beginning
of agmile She stole another look at the shutters. The smile became more definite. She fdt her hair, wet
her fingers and ran them aong her harline and back over her ears. After wiping her hands on her apron,
she took it off. She draightened her dress, lifted her head with a little flourish, and stepped smartly
toward the window.

Then her face went miserable again and her steps dowed.



No, it couldn't be, and it won't be, she told hersdlf. It had been just anilluson, aslly romantic dream that
she had somehow projected out of her beauty-starved mind and given a moment's fa<se redity. There
couldn't be anything dive outsde. There hadn't been for two whole years.

Andif there conceivably were, it would be something atogether horrible. She remembered some of the
pariahs—hairless, witless creatures, with radiation welts cranving over their bodies like worms, who had
come begging for succor during the last months of the Terror—and been shot down. How they must
have hated the peoplein refuges

But even as she was thinking these things, her fingers were caressing the balts, gingely drawing them,
and she was opening the shutters gently, apprehengvely.

No, there couldn't be anything outside, she assured hersdf wryly, peering out into the green night. Even
her fears had been groundless.

But the face came floating up toward the window. She started back in terror, then checked hersdlf.

For the face wasn't horrible at dl, only very thin, with full lips and large eyes and a thin proud nose like
the jutting beak of a bird. And no radiation wets or scars marred the skin, dlive in the tempered
moonlight. It looked, in fact, just as it had when she had seen it the firg time.

For a long moment the face stared deep, deep into her brain. Then the ful lips smiled and a
haf-clenched, thinfingered hand materidized itsdf from the green darkness and rapped twice on the

grimy pane.

Her heart pounding, she furioudy worked the little crank that opened the window. It came ungtuck from
the frame with a tiny exploson of dust and a zing like that of the watch, only louder. A moment later it
swung open wide and a puff of incredibly fresh air caressed her face and the ingde of her nodtrils, ginging
her eyes with unanticipated tears.

The man outside balanced on the gll, crouching like a faun, head high, one ebow on knee. He was
dressed in scarred, shug trousers and an old swedter.

"Isit tears | get for a welcome?' he mocked her gently in amusicd voice. "Or are those only to greet
God's own breath, the ar?'

HE swung down indde and now she could see he was tdl. Turning, he snapped his fingers and cdled,
"Come, puss.”

A black cat with a twisted sump of a tal and feet like amdl boxing gloves and ears dmog as big as
rabbits hopped dumgly in view. He lifted it down, gave it a pat. Then, nodding familialy to Effie he
unstrapped a little pack from his back and lad it on the table.



She couldn't move. She even found it hard to breathe.
"Thewindow," she findly managed to get ouit.

He looked at her inquiringly, caught the direction of her stabbing finger. Moving without haste, he went
over and closed it cardlesdly.

"The shutters, too," she told him, but he ignored that, looking around.

"It's a snug enough place you and your man have," he commented. "Or isit that thisis a free-love town or
aharem spot, or just amilitary post?" He checked her before she could answer. "Bt let's not be taking
about such things now. Soon enough I'll be scared to death for both of us Best enjoy the kick of
mesting, which is dways good for twenty minutes & the least.” He amiled at her rather shyly. "Have you
food? Good, then bring it."

She set cold meat and some precious canned bread before him and had water heeting for coffee. Before
he fdl to, he shredded a chunk of meat and put it on the floor for the cat, which left off its siffing
ingpection of the walls and ran up eagerly mewing. Then the man began to eat, chewing each mouthful
dowly and gppreciatively.

From across the table Effie watched him, drinking in his every deft movement, his every cryptic quirk of
expresson. She attended to meking the coffee, but that took only a moment. Findly she could contain
hersdf no longer.

"What's it like up there?' she asked breathlesdy. "Outside, | mean.”

He looked at her oddly for quite a space. Findly, he sad flaly, "Oh, it's a wonderland for sure, more
amazing than you tombed folk could ever imagine. A veritable fairyland.” And he quickly went on eating.

"No, but redly,” she pressed.

Noting her eagerness, he amiled and his eyes filled with playful tenderness. "I mean it, on my oath," he
assured her. Y ou think the bombs and the dust made only death and ugliness. That was true at firs. But
then, jugt as the doctors foretold, they changed the life in the seeds and loins that were brave enough to
gay. Wonders bloomed and waked." He broke off suddenly and asked, "Do any of you ever venture
outsde?'

"A few of the men are dlowed to," she told him, "for short trips in specid protective suits, to hunt for
canned food and fuds and batteries and things like that."

"Aye and those blind-souled dugs would never see anything but what they're looking for,” he sad,
nodding bitterly. "They'd never see the garden where a dozen buds blossom where one did before, and
the flowers have petas a yard across, with singless bees hig as sparrows gently supping their nectar.
Housecats grown spotted and huge as leopards (not little runts like Joe Louis here) stak through those
gardens. But they're gentle beasts, no more harmful than the rainbow-scaled snakes tha glide around
their paws, for the dust burned dl the murder out of them, asit burned itsdf out.



"I've even made up alittle poem about that. It starts, 'Fire can hurt me, or water, or the weight of Earth.
But the dust is my friend." Oh, yes, and then the robins like cockatoos and squirrds like a princesss
erming! All under a treasure chest of Sun and Moon and stars that the dust's magic powder changes from
ruby to emeradd and sapphire and amethys and back again. Oh, and then the new children—"

"Youretdling the truth?" she interrupted him, her eyes brimming with tears. "Y ou're not meking it up?'

"l annat," he assured her solemnly. "And if you could catch a glimpse of one of the new children, you'd
never doubt me again. They have long limbs as brown as this coffee would be if it had lots of fresh cream
in it, and gmiling ddicate faces and the whitish teeth and the finest har. They're so nimble that 1—a
gorightly man and somewhat enlivened by the dust—fed like a cripple beside them. And ther thoughts
dance like flames and make mefed avery imbecile.

"Of course, they have saven fingers on each hand and eght toes on each foot, but they're the more
beautiful for that. They have large pointed ears that the Sun shines through. They play in the garden, dl
day long, dipping among the greset leaves and blooms, but they're so swift that you can hardly see them,
unless one chooses to stand dill and look at you. For that matter, you have to look a bit hard for dl these
things I'm tdlling you."

"Butitistrue?" she pleaded.

"BEveary word of it," he said, looking sraight into her eyes. He put down his knife and fork. "What's your
name?' he asked softly. "Mines Patrick.”

"Effie" she told him.

He shook his head. "That can't be," he said. Then his face brightened. "Euphemia” he exclamed. "That's
what Effie is short for. Your name is Euphemia™ As he sad that, looking a her, she suddenly fet
beautiful. He got up and came around the table and stretched out his hand toward her.

"Euphemia—" he began.
"Yes?' she answered huskily, shrinking from him alittle, but looking up sideways, and very flushed.
"Dont ether of you move" Hank said.

Thevoice was fla and nasd because Hank was wearing a nose respirator that was just long enough to
uggest an dephant's trunk. In hisright hand was a large blue-black autométic pistol.

THEY turned ther faces to him. Patrick's was abruptly aert, shifty. But Effies was ill amiling tenderly,
asif Hank could not break the spdl of the magic garden and should be pitied for not knowing abot it.



"You litle—" Hank began with an dmost glesful fury, cdling her severa shameful names. He spoke in
short phrases, dosing tight his unmasked mouth between them while he sucked in bregth through the
respirator. His voice rose in a crescendo. "And not with a man of the community, but a pariah! A pariah!

"I hardly know what you're thinking, man, but you're quite wrong," Patrick took the opportunity to put in
hurriedly, condliatingly. "I just happened to be coming by hungry tonight, a londy tramp, and knocked at
the window. Y our wife was a bit foolish and let kindheartedness get the better of prudence—"

"Dont think youve pulled the wool over my eyes, Effie" Hank went on with a screechy laugh,
disregarding the other man completdy. "Dont think | don't know why you're suddenly going to have a
child after four long years."

At that moment the cat came nodng up to his feet. Patrick watched him narrowly, shifting his weight
forward allittle, but Hank only kicked the anima aside without taking his eyes off them.

"Bven that business of carrying the wristwatch in your pocket instead of on your arm,” he went on with
channded hygteria "A neat bit of camouflage, Effie Very neat. And tdling me it was my child, when dl
the while you've been seeing him for monthd™

"Man, you're mad; 1've not touched her!" Patrick denied hatly though ill caculatingly, and risked a step
forward, stopping when the gun indantly swung his way.

"Pretending you were going to give me a hedthy child,” Hank raved on, "when dl the while you knew it
would be—either in body or germ plasm—athing like that!"

He waved his gun a the maformed cat, which had legped to the top of the table and was eding the
remains of Patrick's food, though its watchful green eyes were fixed on Hank.

"I should shoot im down!™ Hank ydled, between sobbing, chest-racking inhaations through the mask. "l
should kill im thisingtant for the contaminated pariah he ig"

All thiswhile Effie had not ceased to amile compassionately. Now she stood up without haste and went
to Patrick's 9de. Disregarding his warning, gpprehensive glance, she put her am lightly around him and
faced her husband.

"Then you'd be killing the bringer of the best news weve ever had,” she said, and her voice was like a
flood of some warm sweset liquor in that musty, hate-charged room. "Oh, Hank, forget your slly, wrong
jedousy and ligen to me. Patrick here has something wonderful to tdl us.”

HANK sared a her. For once he screamed no reply. It was obvious that he was seeing for the firg time
how beautiful she had become, and that the redization jolted him terribly.



"What do you mean?' hefindly asked unevenly, dmost fearfully.

"I mean that we no longer need to fear the dudt,” she said, and now her amile was radiant. "It never redly
did hurt people the way the doctors said it would. Remember how it was with me, Hank, the exposure |
hed and recovered from, athough the doctors said | wouldnt at firs—and without even loang my hair?
Hank, those who were brave enough to stay outside, and who werent killed by terror and suggestion
and panic—they adapted to the dust. They changed, but they changed for the better. Everything—"

"Effie, he told you lied" Hank interrupted, but dill in that same agitated, broken voice, cowed by her
beauty.

"Everything that grew or moved was purified,” she went on ringingly. ™Y ou men going outsde have never
seen it, because you've never had eyes for it. Y ou've been blinded to beauty, to lifeitsdf. And now dl the
power in the dust has gone and faded, anyway, burned itsdf out. That's true, isnt it?'

She amiled at Patrick for confirmation. His face was srangely velled, as if he were cdculaing obscure
changes. He might have given a little nod; at any rate, Effie assumed that he did, for she turned back to
her husband.

"You see, Hank? We can dl go out now. We need never fear the dust again. Patrick is a living proof of
that," she continued triumphantly, sanding sraighter, holding him alittle tighter. "Look at him. Not a scar
or aggn, and he's been out in the dust for years. How could he be this way, if the dust hurt the brave?
Oh, believe me, Hank! Bdlieve what you see. Test it if you want. Test Patrick here.”

"Effie, you're dl mixed up. You don't know—" Hank fatered, but without conviction of any sort.

"Jud test him," Effie repeated with utter confidence, ignoring—not even noticing—Patrick's warning
nudge.

"All right," Hank mumbled. He looked at the stranger dully. ""Can you count?' he asked.

Petrick's face was a complete enigma Then he suddenly spoke, and his voice was like a fencer's
falllight, bright, dert, congtantly playing, yet utterly on guard.

"Can | count? Do you take me for a complete smpleton, man? Of course | can count!”
"Then count yoursdlf,” Hank said, barely indicating the table.

"Count mysdf, should I?' the other retorted with a quick facetious laugh. "Is this a kindergarten? Bt if
you want me to, I'm willing"” His voice was rapid. "I've two arms, and two legs, that's four. And ten
fingers and ten toes—youll take my word for them?—that's twenty-four. A head, twenty-five. And two
eyes and a nose and a mouth—"

"With this, | mean,” Hank said heavily, advanced to the table, picked up the Geiger counter, switched it
on, and handed it across the table to the other man.



But whileit was dill an arm's length from Patrick, the clicks began to mount furioudy, until they were like
the chatter of a pigmy machine gun. Abruptly the clicks dowed, but that was only the counter shifting to a
new scaling circuit, in which each dick stood for 512 of the old ones.

WITH those horrid, rattling little volleys, fear cascaded into the room and filled it, smashing like so much
colored glass dl the bright barriers of words Effie had raised againg it. For no dreams can stand against
the Geiger counter, the Twentieth Century's mouthpiece of ultimate truth. It was as if the dust and dl the
terrors of the dust had incarnated themsalves in one dread invading shape that said in words stronger than
audible speech, "Those wereillusons, whislesin the dark. Thisis redity, the dreary, pitiless redity of the
Burrowing Years."

Hank scuttled back to the wall. Through chattering teeth he babbled, ... enough radioactives ... kill a
thousand men ... fresk ... a fresk .." In his agitation he forgot for a moment to inhde through the
respirator.

Even Effie—taken off guard, dl the fears that had been drilled into her twanging like piano wires—shrank
from the skeletd-seeming shape beside her, hdd hersdf to it only by desperation.

Patrick did it for her. He disengaged her arm and stepped briskly away. Then he whirled on them, amiling
sardonicdly, and started to speak, but instead looked with distaste at the chattering Geiger counter he
held between fingers and thumb.

"Have we listened to this racket long enough?' he asked.

Without waiting for an answer, he put down the insrument on the table. The cat hurried over to it
curioudy and the clicks began again to mount in a minor crescendo. Effie lunged for it franticaly,
switched it off, darted back.

"That'sright,” Patrick said with another chilling smile. "You do wel to cringe, for I'm degth itsdf. Eveniin
death | could kill you, like a snake." And with that his voice took on the tones of a circus barker. "Yes,
I'm afreak, as the gentleman so wisdly said. That's what one doctor who dared talk with me for a minute
told me before he kicked me out. He couldn't tdl me why, but somehow the dust doesn't kill me.
Because I'm a freak, you see, just like the men who ate nalls and waked on fire and ate arsenic and
suck themselves through with pins. Step right up, ladies and gentlemen—only not too closel—and
examine the man the dust can't harm. Rappaccini's child, brought up to date; his embrace, death!

"And now," he said, breething heavily, "I'll get out and leave you in your damned lead cave."
He started toward the window. Hank's gun followed him shakingly.

"Wait!" Effie caled in an agonized voice. He obeyed. She continued fdteringly, "When we were together
ealier, you didn't act asif ..."



"When we were together earlier, | wanted what | wanted," he snarled a her. "You don't suppose I'm a
bloody saint, do you?"

"And dl the beautiful things you told me?"

"Tha," he said crudly, "is just aline I've found that women fal for. They're dl so bored and so starved
for beauty—as they generdly put it.”

"Even the garden?' Her question was bardly audible through the sobs that threatened to suffocate her.
He looked at her and perhaps his expression softened just atrifle.

"What's outsde" he sad flaly, "is just a little worse than ether of you can imagine” He tapped his
temple. "The garden's dl here”

"Youve killed it," she wept. "You've killed it in me. Youve both killed everything that's beautiful. But
you're worse," she screamed a Patrick, "because he only killed beauty once, but you brought it to life
just 0 you could kill it again. Oh, | can't stand it! | won't stand it!" And she began to scream.

Patrick started toward her, but she broke off and whirled away from him to the window, her eyes crazy.

"You've been lying to us" she cried. "The garden's there. | know it is. But you don't want to share it with
ayone"

"No, no, Euphemia" Patrick protested anxioudy. "It's hdl out there, believe me. | wouldnt lie to you
about it."

"Wouldn't lieto mel" she mocked. "Areyou afrad, too?'

With a sudden pull, she jerked open the window and stood before the blank green-tinged oblong of
darkness that seemed to press into the room like a menacing, heavy, wind-urged curtain.

At that Hank cried out a shocked, pleading, "Effid"

She ignored him. "l can't be cooped up here any longer," she said. "And | won't, now that | know. I'm
going to the garden.”

Both men sprang at her, but they were too late. She legped lightly to the slil, and by the time they had
flung themsdves againg it, her footsteps were dready hurrying off into the darkness.

"Effie, come back! Come back!" Hank shouted after her desperately, no longer thinking to cringe from
the man beside him, or how the gun was pointed. "I love you, Effie. Come back!"

Patrick added his voice. "Come back, Euphemia Youll be safe if you come back right avay. Come



back to your home."
No answer to that at dl.

They both strained their eyes through the greenish murk. They could barely make out a shadowy figure
about half a block down the near-black canyon of the dismd, dust-blown street, into which the greenish
moonlight hardly reached. It seemed to them that the figure was scooping something up from the
pavement and letting it Sft down adong its arms and over its bosom.

"Go out and get her, man," Patrick urged the other. "For if | go out for her, | warn you | won't bring her
back. She said something about having stood the dust better than most, and that's enough for me.”

But Hank, chained by his panfully learned habits and by something else, could not move.

And then a ghostly voice came whispering down the street, chanting, "Fre can hurt me, or water, or the
weight of Earth. But the dust ismy friend.”

Petrick spared the other man one more look. Then, without a word, he vaulted up and ran off.

Hank stood there. After perhaps a hdf minute he remembered to close his mouth when he inhaed.
Hndly he was sure the street was empty. As he started to close the window, there was allittle mew.

He picked up the cat and gently put it outsde. Then he did close the window, and the shutters, and
bolted them, and took up the Geiger counter, and mechanicaly began to count himsdf.

—FRITZ LEIBER
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