JUNGLE DOCTOR

by Robert F. Young

Snow! At firgt, Sarith couldn't believe her eyes. Snow on Chal ce? Snow in the reception room of the
ChdceClinic?

Shivering, she looked around her. Night. A strange sky. An even stranger valley. She guessed, then,
what had happened. In her excitement over her first appointment and in her impatience to get started in
her chosen field, she had migudged her transit co-ordinates and had inadvertently transmitted herself to
one of Chalce's primitive neighbors.

But which one? Obvioudy it had to be amember of asystem near the edge of the gdactic lens, for
the Cha ce binary was remote from the main federated planets. But the transit-unit strapped around her
waist demanded more accurate information than that. If she wanted to transmit hersdlf to Chalce she had
to visudize not only the correct Chalce coordinates, but the distance between her present position and
her desired destination. To do that she had to know exactly where she was. Her transit-unit had no
memory: it merely accepted data, reacted to it, and awaited further data.

Sarith shivered again. The wind-driven snow clung icily to her face, sfted down the back of her thin
afternoon suit and melted coldly on her spine. She remembered the heavier clothing she had brought
aong for holiday treksin the Sharsh mountains, and she looked around for her traveling kit. All she saw
Was SNow.

Even her belongings had gone astray!

Panic touched her, but she brushed it aside and forced her thoughtsinto an orderly pattern. The only
type of planet to which atrangit-unit could react was an inhabitable type, and inhabitable planets
invariably supported inteligent life forms. Intelligent life forms dways had acivilization of somekind, and
even the crudest of civilizationsincluded some mariner of astronomica science. Her problem, then, was
to contact the loca natives and probe them for whatever information they possessed concerning the
location of their world.

The trouble was, there were no nativesin the vicinity. Then, when the wind abated momentarily, she
glimpsed a scattering of wan lightsfar down the valley and in sudden hope she sarted towards them.
That was when she redlized how serious her Stuation was. The gravity was compatible enough, but the
snow was knee-deep in some places and waist-deep in others. The cold numbed her nose, her hands,
her feet; penetrated her afternoon suit asthough it did not exist.

She had little strength remaining when shefindly reached the road, and even that little waslost. For
Sarith had never heard of ditches. One moment she was wading knee-deep in snow, and the next she
was floundering up to her neck in snow. She managed to scramble up the dope of the ditch to the
shoulder, but the effort completed her exhaustion. She was so tired, so very tired— I'll deep for awhile,
she thought. Segp—for awhile—

Lindsey washed cars days and drank nights. He walked home talking to trees, sometimes mumbling
the Sonnets From The Portuguese, sometimes quoting passages from Paradise Lost. When there had
been alot of blood on the cars and hewas rea drunk, he concentrated on Hamlet's soliloquy. Tonight he
was having ahard time of it. It wasn't the wind so much, it was the blinding snow. He kept blundering of f
the road and into the ditch, and once he fell ignominioudy, sprawling face down right in the middle of his
favorite line, "Thus conscience does make cowards of usal; and thusthe native hue of resolutionis
Scklied oer—"

Lindsey lay there for sometime, the blood-flecked carswhirling wildly in hismind. After awhile he
got to his hands and knees, and thence to hisfeet. He sood there in the wind, swaying, agaunt white
ghost of aman. "—with the pale cast of thought,” he finished deliberately. The wind tore the words apart
and flung them over hisshoulder.

Thefal had sobered him alittle, and he remembered hisflashlight. He got it out and flicked it on. He
moved forward into the wind, lapsing into the Sonnets. "Beloved, my Beloved, when | think that thou



wadt intheworld ayear ago—" Hefédt thetears begin in hiseyes, and then hefdt them intermingling with
the melted snow on his cheeks. He tasted their salt on hislips.

Hislurching body patterned the beam of the flashlight, making the light jump from road to ditch to
field, and crazily back again. The swirling snow played pranks on his eyes, teasing them with fantastic
shapes and shadows, turning aroadside drift into the body of a deeping child—

Lindsey paused uncertainly. He stared down at the body, but it would not go away. He concentrated
on the mass of ydllow curls, on the bare white arm haf covering the childish face. And then, suddenly, he
was knedling by the roadside, touching the soft hair, the thin wrist, and thinking of Silas Varner and his
lost gold.

Lindsey lived in arundown cottage amile outsde of EImsville. Two gppletrees grew riotoudy in the
front yard and there was a 1948 Ford coupe perpetudly parked in the overgrown driveway. There was
a path leading between the apple trees to the front door.

The path was buried deep in drifts now, and for awhile Lindsey was afraid he wasn't going to make
it. But heforced his numb legs forward and after an eternity he reached the door. Inside the house he
switched on the light and dropped the girl on the couch before the fireplace. Then he began to build a
fire

As soon as the wood caught, he returned to the girl. He undressed her with clumsy hands, marveling
at the texture of her clothing, struck by the exotic design of her sandas. There was asilvery bt strapped
around her waist benegth her gossamer underclothing. It consisted of hundreds, perhaps thousands, of
tiny interwoven wires, and it was embelished by a continuous series of tiny glistening nodes. When he
touched it hisfingerstingled.

Hetried to unfagten it, but could find no means of doing so, and findly heleft it whereit was and
went into the bedroom for blankets. He wrapped the girl in them and began to chafe her wrists. Slowly,
color cameinto her cheeks, and the flicker of her pulse became a steady throb.

Lindsey added more wood to the fire and returned to the couch. There was a conflicting qudity
about the girl's face that fascinated him. The checkswere full, but the nose was fine and delicate, if
dightly turned up; and dthough the chin was smdl, itsfirm lines suggested maturrity.

In oneway shelooked like alittle girl deeping, and in another way she looked like ayoung woman
about to wake up.

But it was her hair that fascinated him the most. In thelight of the flashlight, it had looked like gold.
But it wasn't gold at al—it was pure yelow, the deep, rich ydlow of summer sweetcorn—

Presently Lindsey became aware of his own exhaugtion, and realized with a start that he was cold
sober. He went into the kitchen, found a bottle that was not quite empty, and emptied it. Returning to the
living room, he switched off the overhead light and turned on the battered floor lamp by the couch. He
noticed the girl'swet clothing lying in apile on the floor, and he picked it up and spread it on the back of
achair to dry. Then he drew another chair close to the hearth and sat down.

He sat there quietly, listening to the crackling of the maple logs, fedling the soporific heat of the
flames. I'll haveto tell the police about her first thing in the morning, he thought. Her parents are probably
crazy, wondering where sheis. What was she doing out in astorm like this anyway, dressed for summer
instead of winter, or maybe dressed for bed? Maybe she was running away. Kids do crazy things
sometimes. Kids and people—

Hed had no intention of falling adeep. He had wanted to be there, waiting, when the girl cameto, so
that he could reassure her. But he was very tired, too tired even to think of the cars. Almost without his
knowing it, his head dropped back and his eyes closed.

Sarith'sfirgt reaction to the room was horror. A native hut, she thought —primitive, sordid, unkempt.
Then, looking around her further, she saw thelittle cultural tracesthat years of neglect had not entirely
obliterated: the ragged curtains, the moldering wallpaper, the tiers of dusty books wainscoting one of the
wdls.

Presently her eyes cameto her clothes, and with a shock she redlized her nakedness. Instantly she
thought of her trangt-unit, and she had a sudden demordizing vision of herself stranded forever ona
primitive planet, hopdesslight yearsfrom home. Almost immediately she became aware of the familiar



tingle around her waist, and she sighed with reief.

Her eyes moved from her clothesto thefire, past the fire— Suddenly she saw the deeping man.

Again, her first reaction was horror. But it transmuted swiftly to curiosity when she reached out and
touched the deeping mind. In thelong years of preparation for her profession, Sarith had traversed many
strange mental corridors, but she had never been confronted by a corridor as twisted and astortured as
the corridor that stretched before her now.

Intrigued, she moved into it. Thefirst memory she came to was a gentle picture of herself degping on
the couch. Shefelt the auraof kindness pervading the picture, and with astart she thought: A child! He
thinks| am alittle child! And then, wonderingly: He saved my life. This poor wretched creature saved my
lifel

She went on. The corridor curved abruptly and she saw the endless rows of dien vehicles stretching
on and on into infinity. She approached them closely and saw the flecks of blood on them, and for a
moment she doubted the vaidity of her own ps-vison. What manner of complex isthis, she wondered.
What manner of mechanized culture have | blundered into?

She bypassed the vehicle sequence and cameto the girl. The girl wastal and dark-haired and very
beautiful in an dien way, and she was standing, Stting, reclining in athousand different poses. Her name
was Elaine, and she was dead. Sarith knew she was dead even before she saw the gray memory of the
bier.

She became aware then of the deeping man's anguish, his pain. And suddenly she saw thelove he
bore for the girl. It was alove so degp and profound, and so permeated with dull, aching regret, that she
had to turn away from it.

That was when she saw the vaullt.

Just asthe corridor was a concrete analogy supplied by her own mind to give substanceto a
psi-structure that otherwise would have been intangible, so was the vault an anal ogy—the most apt
anadogy her trained faculties could supply—to give substance to an experience which the degping man
had buried deeply in his subconscious.

Sarith tried to open it, but its anadogous door was tightly secured and defied her menta strength.
Findly she desisted. There were other items of far more importance than repressed experiencesto be
garnered from the native's mind. The locae of his planet, for one, and the locae of Chalce, for another.

Provided such information was available.

She left the emationd level symbolized by the corridor, and delved into the accumulated deta
beneath. First she assmilated the language; then she went on to learn that the planet's name was Earth
and that it was the third of nine orbiting a Go star somewhere near the perimeter of the galactic lens. All
of which was excdlent information and on amuch higher plane than she had anticipated—but still not
good enough.

Presently she found a haf-remembered star map, and her heart began to pound. But the details were
dim and she could not make them out. On an ingpiration she traced the map to its source and was
delighted to discover that the origina was part of abook stored in the very room in which shelay.

She departed swiftly from the degping man's mind. The room was gray with dawn. She wriggled out
of the blankets and dressed in the wan warmth of the diminished fire; then started round the couch to the
tiers of books.

Her route took her close to the chair where the man dept, and remembering the twisted corridor, the
rows of incarnadine vehicles, the myriad pictures of thegirl, but most of al remembering the vault, she
paused and gazed down into the deeping face.

Then, for amoment, she forgot the books and the star map; the sordid room itself. For amoment she
even forgot Chalce. For the face was like no face she had ever seen before. 1t was aface that had aged
beyond itsyears, yet till retained traces of youth; aface of shadowed eyes and drawn mouth; of thin
cheeks, and aforehead horizontally excoriated by the whiplash of self-torture.

It wasthe face of asick and dying man.

As she stood there, cold with the new knowledge, the deeper stirred, awakened

They were the bluest eyesthat Lindsey had ever seen, and they were set far apart in the fairest face



that he had ever seen. At the moment their sole raison d'etre seemed to be him.

He graightened in the chair, feding the stiffness of hislegs and back. He looked around the room,
surprised at the dawn light. The events of the preceding night came back dowly.

He returned hiseyesto the girl. "How do you fed 7" he asked.

Shedidn't answer right away. He got the impresson she was searching for the right words. Findly: "1
fed dl right,” shesad. "Thank you for saving my life."

Helooked at her closely. Her words had been full and clear, her intonation perfect. Perhapsthat was
thetrouble; you didn't expect flawless diction from athirteen- or fourteen-year-old child.

"I'm glad you're okay," Lindsey said. "l wasalittle worried last night. What's your name?"

"Saith.”

"Mine's Gordon. Gordon Lindsey. Where do you live?'

There was a pause during which the blue eyes regarded him searchingly. Then: "I live along ways
from here, Mr. Lindsey."

"That's not much of an answer. What town do you livein? What state?"

"I'mafraid | cant tell you."

"Why not?'

"Because it would sound absurd to you. Besides, it doesn't matter. I'll be leaving soon.”

"But I'd liketo help you," Lindsey said. "Are you in some kind of trouble? Did you run away and get
dranded in the sorm?”

"I'mafraid | can't tdll you thet either.”

"But why not?Y ou're going to haveto tell the police.

"The police?'

"Why of course. I've got to report finding you. Y our parents are probably looking al over the
countrysidefor you right now."

"My parents are not looking for me, Mr. Lindsey."

Lindsey stood up. "I've got to report you anyway," he said.

| should take her down to the police station, he thought. But sheld only freeze dl over againin those
thin clothes. I'll drop in the station on my way to work and tell them to stop by for her. | can't keep her
here—

Suddenly he was conscious of the intensity of the girl's eyes. Their blueness seemed to incandesce, to
gab into hismind; and yet he felt no pain other than the dull throbbing of the hangover that was dways
with him. And then, abruptly, her eyesresumed their norma hue, and he was at aloss to explain whether
their metamorphosis had been real or imaginary. Considering the fact that it was early in the morning and
he hadn't had hisfirst drink yet, the latter contingency seemed the more probable.

He built up thefire; then went into the kitchen and fried the girl some eggs, and made a pot of coffee.
Sarith approached the eggs diffidently, employing a spoon instead of afork. Sipping his coffee acrossthe
table from her, Lindsey could have sworn she had never seen an egg before. But apparently she liked
them, for she cleaned her plate thoroughly.

"If you get hungry later on, you can fix yoursaf something to eat." He showed her where the canned
goods were. Then he donned his denim jacket and went to the door. No sensetelling her the police are
coming, he decided. Sheld only be upset, and she might run away again. "I'm going to work now. Y ou be
agood little girl till | get back."

Hetook agood look at her before he went out. He wanted to remember her face, her eyes, her
childish mouth; and above al he wanted to remember the sweet-corn shade of her hair—the gold he had
found in the snow and couldn't keep, because he was living in the twentieth century, and because he was
adrunk.

A good little girl! Sarith was furious. Here she was, a graduate psi-therapi<t, aresident psi-therapist
inthe greaetest menta clinic in the galactic federation, and in the eyes of thistechnologica savage shewas
nothing but alittle girl!

And yet histhoughts were so kind, she thought. Beautiful amost. Gold in the snow— No one ever
thought that way about my hair before. But if I'm going to get to Chacel'll never do so standing here. By



thetime he getsback | can belight years away, interviewing my first patient, possibly—

My first patient.

No, not really my first. This poor savageis my first, in away. But of course, he doesn't count. I've no
time to bother with him and hiswretched vault. There must be medicine menin his society. They should
be capable of dealing with his sickness.

But why don't they cometo him? Why do they let him suffer?

She stamped her foot angrily. Well, | don't care, she thought. I'm not going to concern myself about
it. Why, thisisn't even afederated planet. And why should | worry about him anyway? He'sgoing to
report meto hiswretched native police force and have me taken off his hands.

Or at least hethinksheis.

She smiled at the thought of the block she had imposed. In better humor she went over to the
wainscoting of books and began searching for the one she had seenin Lindsey's mind.

The storm had blown itself out during the night and the February morning was crisp and blue-skied.
Lindsey waked in the middle of the road, giving the cars ahard time as he dways did, never moving out
of theway till thelast second, and then giving them just enough room to go by. There weren't many cars
that morning though; the snowplow hadn't come through yet and the drifts were discouragingly deep.

Theroad was officialy desgnated Route 16, and before the Throughway had bypassed the town it
had been aheavily traveled highway. Now it was just another road, servicing locd traffic. It cameinto
Elmsville on the north, became Locust Street for awhile, then turned right and became Main Street,
going down ahill and across aviaduct, finaly turning left, leaving the town and becoming Route i6 again.

The garage where Lindsey worked was at the bottom of the hill, on the other side of the viaduct.
There was adrug store on the corner where he had to turn to go down the hill, and right next door to the
drug store was the police station.

He had every intention of stopping in and telling the night clerk about the girl. He even had the words
framed in hismind and ready to ddliver. He was surprised, then, when he walked right by the frosted
door and on down the hill.

He made an effort to turn around and go back. He went right on walking. He frowned. He knew that
in his heart he didn't want to report the girl, that heliked to think of her therein his house, waiting for him
to come home. But just the same, he had to report her. For her parents sake, if not her own. And if her
parents were dead, or had deserted her, there still had to be someone, somewhere, who was concerned
about her.

Not necessarily, though. There were plenty of kids around that no one wanted. There were casesin
the paper every day— Oh, the hdll withit! he thought suddenly. I'll report her this noon.

Acrossthe viaduct there was ameta sign over the wak that said, NICK'S GARAGE—CARS
GREASED, WASHED & REPAIRED. Acrossthe street from Nick's, there was a neon sgn—anemic
now in the morning sunlight—that said, SAM'S STOP-OVER—RESTAURANT & GRILLE.

Lindsey crossed the viaduct diagonally, contemptuous of the passing cars, and helped Sam open up.
Then he waited impatiently at the bar till the backbar clock registered the legal hour of 8:00 A.M., and
after ordering and downing his usua eye-opener, adouble shot with beer chaser, he recrossed the street
and went to work.

There was only one car to wash that morning—one that had been |eft the night before. After Lindsey
washed it, doing his usua meticulous job and making sure al the blood was off, Nick put him to work
sweeping. When Lindsey finished siweeping, Nick put him to work wiping down the grease-job
equipment. Once Nick had let Lindsey wait on the front, but never again. Lindsey wouldn't get out of the
way of the cars and severa times hed come close to being run down. Nick wasn't partial to drunks,
especidly educated drunks, and he wouldn't have cared particularly if Lindsey had got run down; but you
had to think of the insurance rates, and besides car wash men were hard to get.

At noon Lindsey crossed the Street to the Stop-Over again and consumed what was known locally
asthe Lindsey Lunch—three double shots, three beers, and aham on rye. He didn't go near the police
gtation. The car wash business picked up that afternoon. It was Friday, and the February sun hinted that



apleasant weekend might be coming up. Lindsey washed five cars. Therewasalot of blood on the last
one and he knew he needed adrink pretty bad, but he made sure he washed it al off. It was quitting time
by then, and he returned to the Stop-Over.

After three double shots, things steadied allittle. But some of the blood had come off on his hands
and it took four more double shotsto make it go away. Lindsey fdlt pretty good by then. He sat quietly at
the end of the bar, watching the customers come and go, nodding to the handful he knew, seeing the
shadows lengthen on the street.

Pretty soon Elaine camein and sat beside him. She'd been to the library again and there was alittle
piece of paper marking her place in the book she had borrowed.

Hi, baby, he said.

Hello, Gordon.

There was a presumptuous autumn leaf clinging to her suede jacket, and he reached over and
brushed it off. He touched the book tucked under her arm.

What are we reading now? he asked.

Just something | happened to pick up.

He dipped the book from under her arm and opened it. Sonnets From The Portuguese, he read.
Arent you the literary young thing, though! Not redlly, she said. | just thought 1'd like to read them.

He turned the pages to the bookmark. One of the sonnets was underlined, and he began to read it
aoud: And wilt thou have me fashion into speech—it was noisy in the college cafeteriaand he had to
rase hisvoice—the love | bear thee, finding words enough

Shetook over.

And hold the torch out, while the winds are rough, between our faces, to cast light on each? |
drop it at thy feet. | cannot teach my hand to hold my spirit so far off from myself—that | should
bring thee proof in words, of love hid in me out of reach

Say, you dready know it, he said.

| memorized it today.

Suddenly he saw theway her eyeswere. There was anew quality in them—amistiness that softened
them and made them different from any woman's eyes he had ever seen before. And then he felt cheap
and shoddy, undeserving of the idedlism with which she had clothed him. And yet a the sametime hefelt
relieved; thankful that he would no longer need to concedl hislove for her with affected indifference and
flippant remarks.

Heriffled the pages of the book, stopped them finally. He began to read

Beloved, my Beloved, when | think that thou wast in the world a year ago, what—

The hours passed.

"—time| sat done herein the snow and saw no footprint, heard the silence sink no moment at thy
voice, but—"

"Okay, Lindy, that'sal for you."

Elaine blurred, faded away. The college cafeteria disintegrated and alovely autumn afternoon
became a bleak February night. Sowly the Stop-Over came into focus, the Stop-Over, and Sam
gtanding on the other side of the bar with the familiar shut-off look in hiseyes.

Lindsey shrugged. He drank the rest of his shot and stood up. "To hell with you, Sam," he said, and
walked out.

There were other bars.

He stopped in three of them before he started for home. He wasin the "soliloquy” stage by then, and
the road was far too narrow for his erratic progress. Once anew Buick nearly ran him down. Lindsey
stood weaving in the darkness after it had passed, cursing the dwindling taillights, cursing the impulse that
had made him legp aside a the last moment.

He had forgotten al about the girl, and he was astonished to see alight in hiswindow and smoke
wreathing up from his chimney into the crisp night. He was even more astonished when he entered the
house and saw his books scattered al over the floor, with the girl in the midst of them, one of them open
onherlap. ...



Finding the book that contained the star map had been smple, and the star map, while crude, had
been accurate enough to enable her to orient hersdf. On it, the Chalce binary bore the fanciful appellation
of Alpha Centauri.

To establish her position and to determine the distance to Chalce, al she had to do was subgtitute the
corresponding sector of her eldetic star map. That required but amoment, and she could have
transmitted hersdlf then and there.

But shedidnt.

For onething, there was the vault in her host's mind. No matter how many times she told hersdlf that
Lindsey wasn't redlly her firgt patient, the relentless fact recurred that, patient or not, his was the most
baffling mind she had ever entered, and therefore a chdlenge to her newly acquired abilitiesasa
ps-therapist.

And then, for another thing, there were the books. They were surprisingly varied, and some of them
were on an intellectud plane consderably higher than she had thought possible in so barbaric a culture.
She had read them, every one, pausing only to eat and to rebuild thefire, and finaly she had cometo the
onethat interested her the most.

Interested, and infuriated her. A book by Albert Schweitzer.

Sdf-centered savage! she thought. Bargaining hislife for nobility. Running off to alittle jungle clearing
and playing god to ahandful of unwashed aborigines. And bdieving, actudly believing in his heart, that his
motivetion is spiritudl!

Her mood had camed by the time Lindsey arrived, but dregs of her anger ill remained. She
rechanneled them in hisdirection. Just ook at the chaotic creature! she thought. Permested, utterly
permeated with the digtilled grain heimbibes to wash away redity!

Shelaid the book aside and stood up. "I thought you were going to report meto the police,” she said
coldly.

"The police," Lindsey said, swaying. He shook hishead vaguely. "I didnt," he said. "Somehow |
didn'. I don't know why." He looked bewilderedly at the scattered books. "My books—" he began.

She saw the thought in hismind and intercepted hiswords. "I was only reading them," she said. Did
children mutilate booksin this horrid society?

"But you're so young," Lindsey said. " So young to be reading Shakespeare, Hegel— Schweltzer."

He stepped forward and nearly fell. Sarith saw how bad he was then, and she helped him out of his
jacket and over to the chair by the fire. She peeked into the corridor and saw al the cars, and suddenly
contrition overcame her.

"Sit down and rest," she said softly. " Are you hungry?'

But Lindsey's head had aready falen back and his eyes had closed. For a shocked moment, Sarith
thought he was dead, but then she saw the movement of his chest and heard the hoarse sound of his
breathing.

For some time she stood immobile beside the chair, then she went over and sat down on the couch.

| could leave thisingtant, she thought. With aflick of my mind I could escape from thisdovenly hovel,
thisforsaken psychopath, thisjungle clearing. In an ingtant | could be in the Chalce Clinic and seethe
lucid wallsrisng around me, and through the walls the eternd summer |andscape stretching away to the
pink Sharsh mountains

The native twisted in his chair, moaned softly in hisdeep.

Sarith sighed. . ..

At firgt the over-all pattern of the corridor seemed the same. Just past the entrance there was a
blue-eyed image of hersdlf, but Sitting in the middle of the living room floor thistime instead of deeping on
the couch; and then the sudden curve and all the cars.

Abruptly Sarith saw the man moving among the cars. Washing them. Furioudy, desperately,
meticuloudy washing them.

The man was Lindsey.

There were so many cars, and all of them had flecks of blood on them. The new cars were the worst
because so many of them were red and you could never redlly tdll if al the blood was off, and you had to



get it off, some way, somehow, because it had no right to be there, it was wrong for it to be there,
horribly, shamefully, unforgivably wrong—

Shuddering, Sarith ran past the car sequence and came to the menta images of the girl named Elaine.
She did not view them haphazardly thistime, but tried to arrange them in their proper chronologica
order.

Asnearly as she could ascertain, the first image was the one where Elaine was Sitting in what
appeared to he a primitive classroom. There were vague faces al around her, but hers wasthe only one
that stood out: flashing black eyes beneath dark winged brows, rather high cheek bones, cheeksfilled
with the pinkness of youth, awide mouth parted in awarm smile. A beautiful face, Sarith had to admit,
though by her own standardsit seemed old.

The next image had to be the one where Lindsey and Elaine were walking together acrossa
close-cropped sward benegth tall stately trees. In the background were vine-garnished buildings
reminiscent of adifferent, far more dignified age.

And the one after that was probably the one where Elaine was entering what seemed to be apublic
eating place of somekind, carrying athin book under her arm. It was aparticularly vivid image, for Sarith
could see atiny piece of paper marking one of the pages of the book, and she could even see asmal
colored |leaf on the girl's shoulder—

There were so many imagesthat she could not study each of them individualy but had to skim
through them, dwelling longest over the ones she considered to be the most essentid:

Elainesface, pangakingly remembered, the lashes of the closed eyes addicate fringe lightly touching
the soft checks, the upturned mouth a pale crimson flower about to bloom

Elaines hand, and a golden band being dipped on one of the fingers—Elaine's profile silhouetted
againgt the background of atremendous cataract—

Elaine sanding in the doorway of asmall building, waving— (The building was newly painted,
agparkle with white siding and green shutters; nevertheless, Sarith recognized it asthe native hut in which
shesat.)

Elaine and Lindssy meandering through meadows green with summer

Elaine and Lindsey in afamiliar room, packing clothing into leather containers— (Thisroom, Sarith
thought. Thisvery room!)

Elainelying in her bier among wreaths and blankets of flowers, her cheeks no longer pink, but white
and cold; her eyes closed forever—

Puzzled, Sarith went through the images again. At first she thought she had missed one, the most
essentid one of al. But her second survey netted her nothing: there was no image that threw any light
whatsoever on the circumstances of Elaine's death.

Suddenly she remembered the vault. Why of course!

She approached it confidently, but her knowledge of the nature of its contents was not enough; she
till couldn't open it. For amoment she was furious, and she pounded on the symbolized door with angry
psi-fists. Then she camed hersdlf. She was behaving like achild instead of agraduate ps-therapi<.

She remembered her training. There were more ways than one to uncover arepressed experience.
When ordinary psi-techniquesfailed, there was dways word association, and the association words, in
thisinstance, wereright at her fingertips. Elaine, car, blood, degth.

But in order to apply them, she would have to wait till Lindsey awoke.

Shewithdrew from his mind. His breathing was deep, |abored. It would be morning, at lesst, before
awareness returned to that drink-saturated mind.

Therewas nothing for it but to pend another night in the cramped little room. But in the morning I'll
be free, she thought—free to leave this psychopathic jungle and carry on my work among civilized
patientswith civilized complexes.

But civilized or not, Lindsey's complex intrigued her more than any of those with which she had come
in contact during her long internship. Why does he see blood on the cars? she thought. Isit possible that
thereredly isblood on them?

She knew what cars were, of course, by then. She had seen many of them passing on the road during



the day and she had identified them with the imagesin Lindsey's mind. But she had never seen ared one
a closerange, s0 she couldn't be absolutely sure whether Lindsey's preoccupation was norma or
psychopethic.

Then she remembered the car that stood in the yard outside. Suddenly curious, she got up from the
couch and dipped out of the house. In the east a gibbous moon was rising, and the snow-covered yard
was slvered. The car was an ugly blob in the silvered snow, on aline with the corner of the house. Sarith
approached it closdly. It was quite old, she saw, and it had not been moved for along time. The weather
had been unkind to it; itstires were rotted, and its Sides were streaked with rust. One of its doorswas
open and hanging by one hinge. Theinterior smelled of mold and decay.

She walked around the car in the moonlight. There was no blood on it asfar as she could see.

At least not now. . . .

Sarith dept badly. She twisted and turned on the couch, thinking over and over of the car in the yard.
And dl through the night she was vaguely conscious of agrowing uneasiness, an uneasiness that had
nothing to do with the abandoned car and its potentia implications but which was related in someway to
her physicd status quo. It wasn't until dawn was agray ghost in the room that she reaized what was
wrong.

In her excitement over her first gppointment and in her eagernessto get started in her chosenfield,
she had not only migudged her co-ordinates, but she had a so forgotten to replenish the energy cells of
her trangt-unit. The tingle around her waist had faded to afaint titillation.

Her firg impulse wasto trangt to Cha ceimmediately. Aslong asthe unit contained any lifeat al it
would function for so relatively brief adistance. But then her eyes touched the man deeping in the chair,
and she remembered the vault, and sheredlized that if she did not discover its contents before she left she
would be haunted for the rest of her life. And it was out of the question for her to transit to Chalce,
replenish her unit, and then return, for once on Chal ce her resdency would automatically go into effect.
While aresdency was not retrictive in aplanetary sense, it was definitely restrictivein agalactic sense.
A resident ps-thergpist was on constant call, and except for her biennid sabbatica, was never permitted
to trangt beyond the Chal cean horizons.

Therewas ill timeto learn the nature of the buried experience, but not time enough for word
association subtleties. She had to make adirect approach and risk aggravating Lindsey's complex il
further. There was no other way.

She got up, dressed, and went over to the chair. She was about to shake Lindsey into wakefulness
when she saw thefluttering of his eydlids, detected the dight change in hisbregthing.

The eyes seemed even bluer than before, and more absorbed in him than ever. Lindsey straightened
up inthe chair, felt the renewed throb of the endless hangover. He was totally unprepared when the girl
sad, "Why did you murder your wife, Mr. Lindsay?"

At firgt hismind fought back the words, refused to assmilate them. But gradudly they got through his
defenses and stabbed into his consciousness. The room regled around him, and he raised atrembling
hand to his throbbing head. In spite of everything he could do, the present tore ahead and the past came
walking arrogantly through the rent. Seven years absconded and the ghastly day returned—

It was the Tuesday following the Labor Day weekend, the Tuesday marking the end of sweet
summer—that dreaming honeymoon in the cottage he and Elaine had bought on the outskirts of thelittle
town so that they would aways have some faraway place to come to whenever their new posts a the
universty permitted.

Bitter Tuesday.

Bitter with the aftermath of their first quarrdl. . . .

Lindsey threw the suitcases into the trunk of the new Ford, dammed the trunk cover shut, and went
around and got into the driver's Side. He started up the car and let the motor idle, then he sat there hating
Elane

Elanewasill in the cottage, smearing silly lipstick on her lips, touching up her cheekswith
unnecessary rouge.

Lindsey waited for her to come out, lock the back door, and get into the car. He thought up crud,



cutting thingsto say to her, Stting there in the car, the motor idling.

His resentment smoldered in him as the minutes whispered past. She was deliberately making him
wait, deliberately trying to show him that she didn't careif they never made up.

Well, he didn't care either!

He gripped the steering whed angrily, raced the motor loudly so that she would hear it and know that
he didn't care.

Abruptly the front door dammed, and the thought that she had decided to go out the front way when
she knew perfectly well that he was waiting at the back was a catalyst to his anger. He shifted into
reverse and brought his foot down hard on the accel erator—harder than he had intended. The car shot
back wildly. His desperate foot found the brake and bore down hard, but the scream had aready
shattered the September day by then, and the sickening lurch of the car as the back wheels passed over
the soft, beloved body was dready an excruciating memory.

And then he was out of the car and running around to where Elaine lay crumpled on the gravel, and
seeing the startled dishdief on her gray and dying face and the accusation in her dilated eyes, and then
seeing the drops of red on the gleaming fender and the crimson smear on the white sidewalls of thetire. .

Lindsey was back in the present. He got up from the chair and found hisway out of the room and
into the morning. The wind was from the south, and the snow was meting, and the car was sitting in the
drive theway he had left it seven years ago. There was no corpse beneath it now, and the blood had long
since washed away. And yet it was till there—

He got to the road somehow, and he walked down the middle of the road, praying that a car would
come. Come swiftly. Mercifully—

So now you know, Sarith thought. Now you can go to Chalce.

Y ou can go to Chalce and take up your residency. Y ou can forget al about this miserable savage
who imagines he killed his mate because her eyes accused him when she died.

Who washesimaginary blood off cars as part of a sdf-inflicted penance and who drinks himself into
insengibility because the penanceistoo much for himto bear.

Who wandersthe dim trails of hisjungle civilization hoping that acareless driver will perform the task
which he cannot find the courage to perform for himsdf.

Whoisavictim of hisown sengtivity—apoor wanderer in thisjungle civilization wherein the
physician does not come to the maimed but expects the maimed to cometo him.

Except for one physician; only one. And perhaps heisnoble, after dl, thisjungle doctor in his
primitive African province, writing his Philosophy of Civilization in his corrugated iron hut, playing his
Bach in stolen moments, adminigtering to the strangulated hernias of hisflock

Now you can go, Sarith. Now.

To the clean, chaste corridors of the Chace Clinic and the clean, uncomplicated minds of the
federated patients whom the peripatetic therapists have deemed in need of ingtitutional care.

And you can begin the noble task of dleviating their picayune frustrations, of reanimating their sexua
desires, of refurbishing their egos—He picked me up, out of the snow, and carried me to the crude hovel
he cdls his home. He was concerned about me. | wasaliving creature, and despite the pain of hisyears
and the horrid gpathy of his days he was concerned with the lifein me.

Thissck savage. Thisjungle wanderer.

And what avast jungleit must be! Far larger than Lambaréné. There must be many Lindseys
wandering itsdim trails, maimed of mind and spirit. Many many Lindseys. And no jungle doctor to ease
their dumb pain—

Now you can go, Sarith. Now!

Lindsey had never seen so much blood on a car. He scrubbed and scrubbed, but it wouldn't come
off. Presently Nick came over to where Lindsey was knedling at the back left fender of the Chryder.
"What's the matter with you?' Nick said. "Y ou should have finished that car along time ago!”

Lindsey didn't say anything. Nick didn't understand about the blood. No one understood about the
blood, about how it was dways there, Elaine's blood, and you had to wash it away, you couldn't leave it



there, it waswrong to leave it there, horribly, shamefully, unforgivably wrong. If someone would
understand, perhaps there wouldn't be so much blood, perhaps there wouldn't be any blood at al—

There was so much blood this morning that it was too much for one person to wash away. He
scrubbed furioudy—

"Hey!" Nick shouted. "Areyou crazy? Y oull ruin thefinish! Y ou'll—"

Nick's voice floundered, trailed away. Lindsey saw the exotic sandals then, and the dender legsrising
above them. When Sarith knelt beside him her face seemed older somehow, and therewas aquality in
her eyesthat made him think of Christ.

She took the sponge from his bleeding hands.

"Let mehelpyou,” shesad.



