














grey sea. It had a perfectly breath-
able atmosphere — except for one
thing. Because of that one thing,
Captain Murchison G. Dodge had
named the planet ‘‘Deadly”.

Interstellar Investigation Team
411 had been on one of the sea-
coasts of Deadly for three days
when Mabel Guernsey tripped
over a huge, half-buried clam-like
shell. In falling, she struck her
head on the point of a huge conch-
like shell. Her oxy-mask was torn
off, and Mabel Guernsey got the
madness.

They locked her up. They
walked her over to the Lance that
stood like a shining three-hun-
dred-foot trophy on its sloping
base of brown-black obsidian, cre-
ated from sand by landing-blasts.
They took her inside and put her
in an extra storage compartment,
and stacked crates in front of the
door, and put a twenty-four-hour
guard on duty to see that she
didn’'t get away. For it became
swiftly apparent that the one
thing in the world — or, rather,
on Deadly — that Mabel wanted
to do, wanted most terribly to do,
was to take off everybody else’s
mask so that they would all be
like her.

Murchison Dodge, who was the
Lance’'s physiologist-biologist as
well as its captain, went off search-
ing the surrounding ecology for
some cure for the malady, which
was in many ways similar to ergot
poisoning. Like ergot, the condi-
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tion was caused by the sclerotium
of a fungus — airborne and in-
haled, in this case, as a curious
microscopic unit which Murchison
Dodge thought of as a sclerotioid
spore. Like ergot, it brought itch-
ing and twitching and numbness
at extremities; but these were
short-lived symptoms, and there
was no ergot-like effect upon the
involuntary muscles, so the vic-
tims didn’t die. They only went
mad, and stayed mad. From Mabel
Guernsey’s behavior, Rupert, the
psychologist, judged it to be an
especially manic form of insanity.
Mabel seemed very happy. She
wished they could all be as happy
as she. She was still trying to grab
off oxy-masks when they closed
the door on her.

So Dodge went searching for an
antidote. He was gone for two
days. And while he was gone, the
night guard at Mabel's storage-
room prison — a spacehand named
Kraus, whom nobody liked, and
who found himself stimulated by
the proximity of a fairly attractive
and provocatively irresponsible
woman — pushed aside the crates,
opened the door, and went in to
do some tax-free tomcatting.

When Dodge returned, in the
little one-man crewboat, the Lance
was gone.

Far below, a patch of bright
color — red, blue, yellow, purple,
with the tiniest glimmer of steel
to one side — told Dodge that he
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had at last found his wayward
spaceship.

So they hadn't gone interstellar,

thank God, or suicidally run the
Lance into the local sun. That had
been his first terrified thought
upon finding the note they'd left
and realizing what must have
happened.
* The note had been formed by
large shells in the sand. It had
been a hundred feet long. It had
said: YOU'RE CRAZY. WE'RE
GOING. YOU'LL NEVER FIND
US.

And beneath, in smaller shells
carefully selected for size and
color, the names of the sixty-three
spacehands and Team-members of
the Lance.

Dodge sighed and cut the jets.
He pulled the crewboat up into a
stall. Its airfoils whined in at-
mosphere that was like Earth's,
but almost twice as heavy. The
green horizon of Deadly slid
smoothly from the round nose-
port, to be replaced by copper sky
and yellow clouds and a hazv
orange glow that was the sun, and
at the moment of immotion Dodge
released the chute. It whipped
out, obscuring sky, clouds, sun.
It billowed and boomed open.
Dodge’s couch and its empty com-
panion pistoned back deeply at
the jar, slowly rose. Dodge half-
sat, half-lay, his weight on his
shoulders, looking straight up into
the stiff white underside of the
chute with eyes that were feath-
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ered with red and burning under
dry lids. His hand went out to the
button that would right the couch,
but he pulled it back. The lying-
down position was too comfortable
after eighty foodless and sleepless
hours at the controls.

The little boat drifted down,
swaying on its lines, the apex of
each swing allowing him a view
around the edge of the chute.
Copper sky. Yellow clouds. Hazy
sun.

Back and forth, back and forth;
and suddenly glimpses of green
replaced glimpses of copper and
yellow; the crewboat was among
the giant trees. Each swing-now
revealed a wall of green and brown
sliding evenly, silently, up past
the port. Behind Dodge the cyclo-
drive hummed mezzo piano, out of
circuit; Dodge’s hand rested on
the board, ready to drop the boat
on its jets should the chute tangle
or be torn.

He started the gyro, and the
swinging stopped.

He switched on the rear-vision
screen. He blinked in astonish-
ment at what he saw, down among
the giant roots of giant trees,
though he had been prepared for
just about anything. He com-
menced to push buttons that con-
trolled slip-strings. The boat’s
downward course altered, drifting
left toward the clearing in the
forest.

A last-moment adjustment
brought it to rest on its fins in the
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the clearing — Dodge had found
the Lance by following waterways
methodically up and down the
continent — and several slapdash
garden plots were already under
way. Beyond, at the edge of the
clearing, was the heavy glass and
metal heap of machinery that
had been in the crates.

Dodge turned the gyro off, but
left the slower-starting cyclodrive
on as precaution; he might want
to get away in a hurry. His trem-
bling, dirty hands found another
control. The couch turned slowly
vertical; the straps that had held
him tight demagnetized, retreated
into slots. He got up, swaying a
moment on the spider platform
beneath the couch, took a deep
breath that had acrid jet-odor in
it. Then he stepped over to the
shaft, found the ladder with his
feet. He descended to the airlock.

Through the transparent port
he could look down fifteen feet to
the ground and see them staring
up at him. . . .

Jansen, Goldberg, Chabot, de
Silva, Mabel Guernsey, young
Jones, Marian — his heart ached
as he saw Marian's face in the
crowd, lovely as ever and smiling
vapidly — Strickland, the four
wide-eyed children, all the others.
Standing in a wide circle whose
center was the boat, and whose
radius was the sharp-nosed shadow
of the boat. Some presentably
clothed, others incongruously
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clothed — like de Silva, who wore
women's silk stockings and bath-
ing trunks beneath the dress coat
he'd affected for social gatherings
aboard ship—and many not
clothed at all. Dodge saw old, dig-
nified Rupert, who had evidently
not elected to come watch the
crewboat; Rupert stood nude
some distance off in front of a
crate-house, facing away from
crowd and crewboat, posing mo-
tionless with wrists crossed over
his head and back arched. There
was a puddle at his feet. Rupert
was being a fountain.

Dodge worked the airlock mech-
anism, let the lock open a few
inches, stopped it there; he had
little assurance that they wouldn’t
blow his head off if they got the
chance. First, of course, he put on
his oxy-mask.

Looking out through the partly-
open lock, his voice nasal through
the mask, he said, ““You poor,
poor devils.”

“It's Dodge, all right,” said
Chabot, the Lance's Chief Engi-
neer. He stood on the grass with
his head just out of the shadow
the boat cast, his body in it.

“It's God!"' cried Mabel Guern-
sey, and prostrated herself. Sev-
eral others did likewise.

“It is not!"’ said Chabot scorn-
fully over his shoulder. “It’s only
the captain!”

Dodge looked at Marian. She
had moved to the fore of the
crowd where he could see her {ully,
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cutting its bit into his lips, and
his face was running tears too.

“We'll give you three,” said
Chabot. “On-n-n-ne . . ."”

Dodge could taste blood in his
mouth.

The others took it up like a
chant, all smiling, surging for-
ward: “Two-0-0-0 . . .”

Dodge sagged against the air-
lock and cried like a baby.

“Three!” Explosive, like ““ T hree!”
always is.

They milled around the boat
with Chabot, by furious shouting
finally succeeding in getting the
effort organized. They shoved and
the boat rocked on its fins.

Wildly Dodge went up the lad-
der. He sprawled across the twin
couches to slap the gyro control.
The gyro whined into action and
the rocking stopped abruptly. He
heard laughter from outside. He
went back down the ladder to the
airlock, in time to stamp on dirty
fingers that clutched the very rim
of the lock trying for a solid grasp.
The man fell back, hooting. Look-
ing down through the transparent
port, Dodge saw that it had been
de Silva, boosted on the shoulders
of several others.

De Silva lay on the grass and
grinned up at him. “Damn you,
Cap, I think you broke my hand.”

A woman — Susan May Larkin,
Nobel physicist — came around
the corner of one of the houses.
She didn’t walk; she hopped. She
had a bouquet of alien flowers in
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one hand and her face was buried
in them, and she hopped. Both
feet together — crouch — hop!
Both feet together — crouch —
hop! A big bearlike man, one of
the jetmen, came around the cor-
ner after her, grinning. He took
her roughly by the arm and led
her back out of sight. Still she
hopped.

Sounds — a soft tinny clatter
that could only be pots and pans
and other kitchenware from the
Lance's galley, beaten upon and
together — came from the dark-
ness beyond a rough-hewn, cur-
tained window nearby. A certain
periodicity of pitch-change sug-
gested that it was music. Across
the village, out of sight behind the
crewboat, a female voice began to
la-la-la tunelessly, loudly, in the
very uppermost register. The sing-
ing children stopped singing to
listen.

Dodge said sharply, ‘“‘Chabot,
come up here.”

Chabot shook his head. *“And
have you make me crazy? Uh-uh!”

“l don’t want to make you
crazy,” Dodge said patiently.
“Remember, Chabot, I'm still
captain of the Lance. Come on up.
I just wantto . . .”

And his voice trailed off, with
no place to go. Just wanted to
what? He had no cure for the
madness. Chabot down there
thought he had and was afraid —
but he had none. Use Chabot as
hostage, then? Why? On threat of
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“I'd like to meet her, Pops,”
Martin said smilingly. *‘ Like some
excitement. Beginning to feel a
big evening coming on. And Bobby
sounds like my kind of girl.”

“l wouldn’t introduce her to
my last year’s best friend!”

Sol laughed lightly but con-
clusively. He leaned across the
bar, confidentially, glancing back
at the older man with secretive hu-
mor. He touched Martin's sleeve.
“You've heard Pops’ big story.
Now get this: I've never been
able to notice this girl, and I'm
always here until I close. So far
as I know, nobody’s ever been
able to notice her except Pops.
I think she’s just one of his pipe
dreams. You know, the guy’s a
little weak in the head.’’ He leaned
a bit closer and spoke in a loud
and mocking stage-whisper. ** Used
weed when he was a boy.”

Pops’ face grew a bit red, and
the new set of hummocks stood
out more sharply. ‘“All right, Mr.
Wise,” he said. ‘I got something
for you."”

He put the glass down in the
shining ranks, hung up the towel,
fished a cigar box from under the
bar.

“Last night she forgot her
lighter,” he explained. ‘‘It’s cov-
ered with a dull, shiny black stuff,
same as her dress. Look!"

The other two men leaned for-
ward, but when Pops flipped up
the cover there was nothing inside
but the white paper lining.
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Sol looked around at Martin
with a slow grin. * You see?”’

Pops swore and ripped out the
lining. ‘“One of the band must
have swiped it!”

Sol laid his hand gently on the
older man’s arm. “Our musicians
are nice, honest boys, Pops.”

“But [ tell you I put it there
last thing last night."”

‘“No, Pops, you just thought
you -did.”” He turned to Martin.
‘““Not that strange things don't
sometimes happen in bars. Why,
just these last few days —""

A door slammed. The three men
looked around. But it must have
been a car outside, for nothing
came in.

‘ Just these last few days,”’ Sol
repeated, ‘‘I’ve been noticing the
damndest thing.”’

“What?" Martin asked.

Sol shot another of his secre-
tively humorous glances toward
Pops. “I'd like to tell you,” he
explained to Martin, ““but I can't
in front of Pops. He gets ideas.”

Martin got off his stool, grin-
ning. ‘I got to go anyhow. I'll
see you later.”

Not five minutes later, Pops
smelled the perfume. A rotten,
sickly smell. And his ears caught
the mouse-faint creaking of the
midmost barstool, and the tiny,
ghostly sigh. And the awful feel
of it went deep down inside him
and grated on his bones like
chalk. He began to tremble.
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Then the creaking and the sigh
came again through the gloom of
the Tomtoms, a little impatiently,
and he had to turn, although it
was the last thing he wanted to
do, and he had to look at the
emptiness of the bar. And there,
at the midmost stool, he saw it.

It was terribly indistinct, just
a shadowy image superimposed
on the silvers and gilts and mid-
night blues of the far wall, but he
knew every part of it. The gleam-
ing blackness of the dress, like the
sheerest black silk stocking held
up in near darkness. The pale gold
of the hair, like motes in the beam
of an amber spotlight. The pale-
ness of face and hands, like puffs
of powder floating up from a
spilled compact. The eyes, like
two tiny dark moths, hovering.

“What's the matter, Pops?”
Sol asked sharply.

He didn't hear the question.
Although he'd have given any-
thing not to have to do it, he was
edging shakily down the bar,
hand grasping the inner margin
for support, until he stood before
the midmost stool.

Then he heard it, the faint clear
voice that seemed to ride a mos-
quito's whine, as they say the
human voice rides a radio ‘wave.
The voice that knifed deep, deep
into his head.

‘“Been talking about me, Pops?”’

He just trembled.

“Seen Jeff tonight, Pops?”

He shook his head.
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‘““What's the matter, Pops?
What if I'm dead and rotting?
Don’t shake so, Pops, you've got
the wrong build for a shimmy
dancer. You should be compli-
mented I show myself to you.
You know, Pops, at heart every
woman'’s a stripper. But most of
them just show themselves to the
guy they like, or need. I'm that
way. | don't show myself to the
bums. And now give me a drink.”

His trembling only increased.

The twin moths veered toward
him. ‘‘Got polio, Pops?”

In a spasm of haste he jerked
around, stooping. By blind fum-
bling he found the brandy bottle
under the ranked glasses, poured
a shaky shot, set it down on the
bar and stepped back.

‘““What the hell are you up to!”’

He didn’t even hear the angry
question, or realize that Sol was
moving toward him. Instead, he
stood pressed back as far as he
could, and watched the powder-
cloud fingers wind around the
shot glass like tendrils of smoke,
and heard the bat-shrill voice
laugh ruefully and say, ‘‘Can’t
manage it that way, haven’t got
strength enough yet,’”’ and watched
the twin moths, and something
red and white-edged just below
them, dip toward the brandy.

Then for a moment a feeling
reached out and touched Sol, for
though no hand was on the bar,
the shot glass shook, and a little
rill of brandy snaked down its
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regret that she’'d caught the nice
boy she’d gone after, as she caught
everything she went after. And
now  nearer and nearer — the
towel dropped from Pops’ fingers
— past the bandstand, past the
short, chromium-fenced stretch of
bar where the girls got the drinks
for the tables, until she spun her-
self up onto the midmost barstool
and smiled cruelly at him. ‘' Lo,
Pops.”

The nice boy sat down next to
her and said, ‘“Two brandies,
Pops. Soda chasers.” Then he
took out a pack of cigarettes, be-
gan to battle through his pockets
for matches.

She touched his arm. ‘‘Get me
my lighter, Pops,” she said.

Pops shook.

She leaned forward a little. The
smile left her face. ‘‘1 said get me
my lighter, Pops.”

He ducked like a man being
shot at. His numb hands found
the cigar box under the bar. There
was something small and black
inside. He grabbed it up as if it
were a spider and thrust it down
blindly on the bar, jerked back
his hand. Bobby picked it up and
flicked her thumb and lifted a
small yellow flame to the nice
bov's cigarette. The nice boy
smiled at her lovingly and then
asked, ‘“Hey, Pops, what about
our drinks?” ,

For Martin, the crystal world
was getting to be something of a
china shop. Stronger and stronger,
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slowly and pleasurably working
toward a climax like the jazz, he
could feel the urge toward wild
and happy action. Masculine ac-
tion, straight-armed, knife-edged,
dramatic, destroying or loving half
to death everything around him.
Waiting for the inevitable — what-
ever it was would be — he almost
gloated.

The old man half spilled their
drinks, he was in such a hurry
setting them down. Pops really
did seem a bit nuts, just like Sol
had said, and Martin stopped the
remark he’d half intended to make
about finding Pops’ girl. Instead,
he looked at Bobby.

“You drink mine, lover,” she
said, leaning close to be heard over
the loud music, and again he saw
the scar. “I've had enough.”

Martin didn’'t mind. The dou-
ble brandy burned icily along his
nerves, building higher the cool
flame of savagery that was fanned
by the band blaring derision at
the haughty heads and high tow-
ers of civilization.

A burly man, who was taking
up a little too much room beside
Martin, caught Sol’s attention as
the latter passed inside the bar,
and said, ““So far vou're winning.
It's still empty.”” Sol nodded,
smiled, and whispered some witti-
cism. The burly man laughed, and
in appreciation said a dirty word.

Martin tapped his shoulder.
“I'll trouble you not to use that
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and I don't know as I do now, but
this other guy says it give a roar
just like a lion. Only not just like,
of course, because look at it, but
like as if vou didn't have your
radio turned up quite enough,”

“Wombats don’'t make much
noise, do they? Or llamas?” All
right, Paul said to himself. You're
crazy. This is worse than wood
talking; but it’s nicer. And there
is a pattern. “Tim,” he said
abruptly, ‘‘can you let me in the
wombat enclosure? "’

‘“Jeez, Mr. Peters, there's big-
shots coming from the University
and . . . But you did give us
that show for free at the pension
benefit and . . . And,"” Tim con-
cluded more firmly as he tucked
the five unobtrusively into his
pocket, ‘‘can do, I guess. O.K,,
everybody! Let’'s have a little
room here. Got to let Dr. Peters
in!"”

Paul hesitated at the gate. This
was unquestionably either the
most momentous or the most
ridiculous effort he had made in
a reasonably momentous-ridicu-
lous life. ‘‘Joe Henderson, thou
shouldst be with me at this
hour!” he breathed, and went in.

He walked up to where the
creature squatted by its circles.

He knelt down beside it and
pointed his forefinger, first at the
small central circle with the lines
sticking out all around it, then up
at the sun. Next he tapped his
finger insistently on the unmarked
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ground, then thrust it at the large
dot on the third of the bigger con-
centric circles.

The creature looked up at him,
and for the first time in his life
Paul understood just what Keats
had meant by a wild surmise. He
saw it on the creature’s face, and
he felt it thrill through his own
being.

An animal who can draw, an
animal who can recognize a crude
diagram of the solar system, is
rational — is not merely a beast
like the numbly staring wombats.

Hastily the creature held up a
single digit of one forepaw and
then drew a straight line in the
dirt. Paul did the same, with an
amused sudden realization of the
fact that the figure one is probably
a straight line in almost any sys-
tem.

The creature held up two fingers
and made an odd squiggle. Paul
held up two fingers and made our
own particular odd squiggle which
is shaped 2. They almost raced
each other through the next three
numbers.

At the squiggle shape 5, the
creature looked at Paul’'s five
fingers, hesitated, then advanced
by a daring step. It held up both
its hands, each with its six digits,
and made a straight line followed
by an S-shaped curve.

Paul thought frantically, and
wished that he had majored in
mathematics. He held up his ten
fingers, then marked down a
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straight line followed by a circle.
The creature paused a moment,
as if rapidly calculating. Then it
nodded, looked carefully at Paul’s
2 squiggle, held up its own twelve
fingers again, and wrote down /2.

Paul sank back on his heels.
This twelve-fingered being had,
as was plausible, a duodecimal
system, based on twelve as our
decimal system is on ten. And
it had almost instantaneously
grasped the human ten-system so
well as to write down its fwelve
in our method.

“Friend,” said Paul softly,
pitching his voice too low for the
crowds outside the enclosure,
““you can’t understand my lan-
guage; but in the name of God and
Man, welcome to Earth.”

“Oh dear,” said the creature,
‘“you communicate only by
speech! And otherwise you seem
such a highly rational being.”

Paul gulped. “That’s an accusa-
tion I haven’t had leveled against
me recently.”

*“I never dreamed,’’ it went on,
‘“that the beings shaped like you
were the rational ones. | couldn’t
get any waves from them. [ can
from you, though, even enough to
pick up the language.”

“And you got waves from
the other animals,”” Paul mused.
“That’s why you chattered like a
monkey and roared like a lion-
not-turned-up-enough. Only they
didn't understand your diagrams,
so you knew they weren't high
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enough for you to deal with.”

“But why do you have waves
and not the others?”

‘] am not,” said Paul hastily,
““a mutant. We can figure out
why later. The trouble right now,
if 1 know anything about the
people-without-waves, is that no-
body’s going to believe a word of
this scene. As if indeed I did.
But it's nicer than wood. . . .”

The creature shuddered, then
apologized. ‘“‘I'm sorry. Some-
thing I touched in there. . . .”

*I know," said Paul, abruptly
grave and humble. ‘“Maybe we
can help each other. God grant.
I'm taking a chance — but [
think the first thing is to get you
out of here before Tim'’s ‘bigshots
from the University’ show up and
maybe decide to dissect you. Will
you trust me? "’

The pause was a long one —
long enough for Paul to think of
all the vile weakness of his hu-
manity and know his infinite
unworthiness of trust. He could
hear the words pouring forth from
the wood — and then the creature
said simply, ‘‘Yes'".

And the wood was silent even
in memory.

Never, Paul felt, had he in-
vested twenty dollars more wisely.
And never had he discovered such
unsuspected inborn acting talent
as Tim's. There was something
approaching genius, in a pure
vein of Stanislavsky realism, in
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himself, must provide a fasci-
nating variety of significant sec-
ondary sexual characteristics. ‘' If
I can help you,” he said sincerely,
“T'll try. I’'ll do my best. And in
the meantime we've the little
problem of feeding you. I'll have
to take you —"" he tensed a little
‘“— home. I suppose, that is, you
do eat?”

“So far as we have observed,”
Tarvish pronounced solemnly,
‘“all races of rational beings eat
and sleep and . . .”" The blue
was again intenstfied.

‘“And relish a fine pair of ears,”
Paul concluded for him. ‘Defini-
tion of rationality.” He started
the car.

By the next morning Paul Pe-
ters had learned a number of
things.

He had learned that men of
Tarvish’s race are, as they choose,
bipeds or quadrupeds. When they
entered the Montgomery Block,
that sprawling warren of odd
studios where Paul lived, Tarvish
had trotted behind him on all
fours ‘‘because,” he said, ‘it
would be less conspicuous,” as
indeed was true. He was only by
a small margin the most unusual
of the animal and human com-
panions whom Montgomery Block
denizens had brought home, few
of whom — including the humans
— were at the moment function-
ally bipedal. But once inside the
studio apartment, he seemed to
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prefer the erect posture.

Between them they had worked
out the problem of feeding. The
proboscidiferous Tarvish was of
course edentate, and accustomed
to subsisting on liquids and pap.
Milk, raw eggs and tomato juice
sufficed him for the time being —
a surprisingly simple diet to con-
tain most of the requisite vitamins
and proteins. Later Paul planned
to lay in a supply of prepared
baby foods, and looked forward
to the astonishment of the clerk
at the nearby chain store who
knew him as a resolute bachelor.

Paul had also learned an as-
tonishing amount, considering the
relative brevity of the conversa-
tion, concerning the planet which
was to Tarvish the earth — from
its socio-economic systems to the
fascinating fact that at present
fine full, ripe ears were, as any
man would prefer, in style, where-
as only a generation ago they had
been unaccountably minimized
and even strapped down. Paul’s
amused explanation of the anal-
ogy on this earth served perhaps
as much as anything to establish
an easy man-to-man intimacy.
Tarvish went so far as to elabo-
rate a plan for introducing gradu-
ally inflatable false earlobes on his
earth. It was never quite clear to
Paul how an edentate being could
speak so easily, but he imagined
that the power resembled his own
professional skill.

All of these strange thoughts

55







































moment that means all the people
there are — you head the list. Go
away."”

Budgie pulled off her gloves and
stuffed them into an oversized
shoulder-bag, which she hurled
across the laboratory onto a work-
surface. ‘‘ Come on, Muley. | saw
the meat-wagon outside. I know
what it brought, too. That double
murder in the park. Al told me.”

“Al's jaw is one that needs more
tying up than any of the stiffs he
taxis around,’” said Muhlenberg
bitterly. ‘*“Well, you're not get-
ting near this pair.”

She came over to him, stood
very close. In spite of his annoy-
ance, he couldn’t help noticing
how soft and full her lips were just
then. Just then — and the sudden
realization added to the annoy-
ance. He had known for a long
time that Budgie could turn on
mechanisms that made every one
of a man’s ductless glands purse
up its lips and blow like a trumpet.
Every time he felt it he hated
himself.” ““Get away from me,”
he growled. ‘It won’t work.”’

“What won't, Muley?”
murmured. .

Muhlenberg looked her straight
in the eye and said something
about his preference for raw liver
over Budgie-times-twelve.

The softness went out of her
lips, to be replaced by no particu-
lar hardness. She simply laughed
good-naturedly. ‘‘ All right, you're
immune. ['ll try logic.”

she
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“Nothing will work,” he said.
“You will not get in there to see
those two, and you’ll get no de-
tails from me for any of that
couche-con-carne stew you call a
newspaper story.”’

““Okay,” she said surprisingly.
She crossed the lab and picked up
her handbag. She found a glove
and began to pull it on. ““Sorry 1
interrupted you, Muley. I do get
the idea. You want to be alone.”

His jaw was too slack to enunci-
ate an answer. He watched her go
out, watched the door close,
watched it open again, heard her
say in a very hurt tone, ‘‘But I do
think  you could tell me why you
won't say anything about this
murder."”’

He scratched his head. ‘‘ As long
as you behave yourself, I guess |
do owe you that.”” He thought for
a moment. ‘“‘It’s not your kind of
a story. That’s about the best
way to put it.”

“Not my kind of a story? A
double murder in Lover's Lane?
The maudlin mystery of the mug-
ger, or mayhem in Maytime? No
kidding, Muley — you're not se-
rious!"”’

‘“Budgie, this one isn’t for fun.
It's ugly. Very damn ugly. And it’s
serious. It’s mysterious for a num-
ber of other reasons than the ones
you want to siphon into your
readers.”’

‘*What other reasons?”

‘‘Medically. Biologically. Socio-
logically.”
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“Too little,”” she said. ‘' This
couple were having a conversation
without words in the park when
some muggers jumped them and
killed them, a little more grue-
somely than usual. But instead of
being delivered to the city morgue,
they were brought straight to you
on the orders of the ambulance in-
terne after one quick look.”

‘“How did you know about it?"

“Well, if you must know, I was
in the park. There’s a short-cut
over by the museum, and | was
about a hundred vards down the
path when I , . .”

Muhlenberg waited as long as
tact demanded, and a little longer.
Her face was still, her gaze de-
tached. ““Go on.”

“ . when I heard a scream,"”
she said in the precise tone of
voice which she had been using.
Then she began to cry.

‘“Hev,” he said. He knelt be-
side her, put a hand on her shoul-
der. She shoved it away angrily,
and covered her face with the
damp towel. When she took it
down again she seemed to be
laughing. She was doing it so
badly that he turned away in very
real embarrassment.

““Sorrv,” she said in a very
shaken whisper. ““It . . . was
that kind of a scream. I’ve never
heard anything like it. It did
something to me. It had more
agony in it than a single sound
should be able to have.” She
closed her eyes.
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‘““Man or woman?"’

She shook her head.

“‘So,” he said matter-of-factly,
‘““what did you do then?”

‘““Nothing. Nothing at all, for
] don't know how long."” She
slammed a small fist down on the
table. “‘I'm supposed to be a re-
porter!” she flared. ‘‘And there |
stand like a dummy, like a wharf-
rat in concussion-shock!”’ She wet -
her lips. ““When I came around I
was standing by a rock wall with
one hand on it.”” She showed him.
‘Broke two perfectly good finger-
nails, I was holding on so tight. I
ran toward where I'd heard the
sound. Just trampled brush, noth-
ing else. I heard a crowd milling
around on the avenue. I went up
there. The meat-wagon was there,
Al and that young sawbones
Regal — Ruggles —"”

‘‘Regalio.”

“Yeah, him. They’d just put
those two bodies into the ambu-
lance. They were covered with
blankets. 1 asked what was up.
Regalio waved a finger and said
‘Not for school-girls’ and gave me
areal death-mask grin. He climbed
aboard. I grabbed Al and asked
him what was what. He said mug-
gers had killed this couple, and it
was pretty rugged. Said Regalio
had told him to bring them here,
even before he made a police re-
port. They were both about as up-
set as they could get."”

“I don’t wonder,’" said Muhlen-
berg.
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berg knew about it. Regalio and
Al had been all right when he had
seen them this morning, and cer-
tainly no attempts had been made
on him. On the other hand, he had
been in and around the precinct
station and its immediate neigh-
borhood all day, and about the
same thing applied to the am-
bulance staff.

But Budgie . .

Not only was she vulnerable,
she wasn't even likely to be missed
for hours by anyone since she was
so frequently out on stories. Sto-
ries! Why — as a reporter she pre-
sented the greatest menace of all
to anyone who wanted to hide
information!

With that thought came its cor-
ollary: Budgie was missing, and if
she had been taken care of he,
Muhlenberg, was next on the list.
Had to be. He was the only one
who had been able to take a good
long look at the bodies. He was
the one who had given the infor-
mation to the reporter and the
one who still had it to give. In
other words, if Budgie had been
taken care of, he could expect
some sort of attack too, and
quickly.

He looked around the place with
narrowing eyes. This was a rugged
section of town. Why was he here?

He had a lurching sense of shock
and pain. The girl he’d met last
night — that couldn't be a part
of this thing. It mustn’t be. And
yet because of her he found him-
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self here, like a sitting duck.

He suddenly understood his un-
willingness to think about the sig-
nificance of Budgie's disappear-
ance.

““Oh, no,” he said aloud.

Should he run?

Should he — and perhaps be
wrong? He visualized the girl com-
ing there, waiting for him, perhaps
getting in some trouble in this
dingy place, just because he’'d got-
ten the wind up over his own
fantasies.

He couldn’t leave. Not until
after eight anyway. What else
then? If they got him, who would
be next? Regalio, certainly. Then
Al Then the coroner himself.

Warn Regalio. That at least he
might do, before it was too late.
He jumped up.

There was, of course, someone
in the phone booth. A woman. He
swore and pulled the door open.

“Budgiel”

He reached in almost hysteri-
cally, pulled her out. She spun
limply into his arms, and for an
awful split second his thoughts were
indescribable. Then she moved.
She squeezed him, looked up in-
credulously, squeezed him again.
‘““Muley! Oh, Muley, I'm so glad
it's you!” »

‘““Budgie, you lunkhead —
where've you been?”

“Oh, I've had the most awful
— the most wonderful —"

“Hey, yesterday you cried.
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we got out and headed cross
country."”

“What did you do all day?”
Mubhlenberg asked as she sipped.

‘“Chased rabbits. Ran. Lay in
the sun. Fed ducks. Laughed a lot.
Talked. Talked a whole lot.”” Her
eyes came back to the present,
back to Muhlenberg. ‘‘Gosh, I
don’t know, Muley. I tried to tell
myself all about it after he left
me. I couldn’t. Not so I'd believe
it if I listened.”

‘“And all this wound up in a
crummy telephone booth?"

She sobered instantly. ‘‘I was
supposed to meet him here. I
couldn’t just wait around home.
I couldn’t stomach the first faint
thought of the office. So I just
came here.

‘I sat down to wait. I don’t
know why he asked me to meet
him in a place like — what on
earth is the matter with you?"’

“Nothing,” choked Muhlenberg.
‘I was having an original thought
called ‘It’s a small world."” He
waved her forthcoming questions
away. ‘‘Don’t let me interrupt.
You first, then me. There's some-
thing weird and wonderful going
on here.”

“Where was I? Oh. Well, I sat
here waiting and feeling happy,
and gradually the feeling went
away and the gloom began to seep
in. Then I thought about you,
and the murder in the park, and
that fantastic business at your lab
last night, and I began to get
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scared. I didn’t know what to do.
I was going to run from here, and
then I had a reaction, and won-
dered if I was just scaring myself.
Suppose he came and I wasn’t
here? I couldn’t bear that. Then I
got scared again and— and won-
dered if he was part of the whole
thing, the Siamese-twin murder
and all. And 1 hated myself for
even thinking such a thing. I went
into a real hassel. At last I squared
myself away and figured the only
thing to do was to call you up.
And you weren't at the lab. And
the coroner didn't know where
you’d gone and — oh-h-h, Muley!"”

‘It meant that much?"”

She nodded.

“Fickle bitch!
leaving your lover-boy —

She put her hand over his
mouth. ““Watch what you say,”
she said fiercely. " This was no gay
escapade, Muley. This was like —
like nothing I've ever heard of. He
didn't touch me, or act as if he
wanted to. He didn’t have to; it
wasn’t called for. The whole thing
was the whole thing, and not a
preliminary to anything else. It
was — it was — oh, damn this
language!”

Mubhlenberg thought about the
Prokofiev album standing up-
right by his amplifier. Damn it in-
deed, he thought. ‘“What was his
name?’’ he asked gently.

‘‘His — ' She snapped her head
up, turned slowly to him. She whis-
pered, ‘I never asked him. . . .”
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and her eyes went quite round.

“I thought not.”” Why did I say
that? he asked himself. I almost
know. . . .

He said, suddenly, ‘' Budge, do
you love him?"

Her face showed surprise. “‘I
hadn’t thought about it. Mavbe
I don’t know what love is. I
thought I knew. But it was less
than this.”” She frowned. ‘It was
more than this, though, some
ways.”

“Tell me something. When he
left you, even after a day like that,
did you feel . . . that you'd lost
something?"”’

She thought about it. “Why

. no. No, I didn't. I was full
up to here, and what he gave me
he left with me. That's the big dif-
ference. No love's like that. Can
yvou beat that? I didn't lose any-
thing!"”’

He nodded. ‘“ Neither did I,”" he
said.

“You what?"

But he wasn’t listening. He was
rising slowly, his eyes on the door.

The girl was there. She was
dressed differently, she looked
trim and balanced. Her face was
the same, though, and her incred-
ible eyes. She wore blue jeans,
loafers, a heavy, rather loose
sweater, and two soft-collar points
gleamed against her neck and
chin. Her hair hardly longer than
his own, but beautiful, beauti-
ful. . ..
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He looked down, as he would
have looked away from a great
light. He saw his watch. It was
eight o'clock. And he became
aware of Budge looking fixedly
at the figure in the door, her face
radiant. ‘“ Muley, come on. Come
on, Muley. There he is!”’

The girl in the doorway saw him
then and smiled. She waved and
pointed at the corner booth, the
one with windows on two streets.
Muhlenberg and Budge went to
her.

She sat down as they came to
her. ‘““Hello. Sit there. Both of
yvou.”

Side by side they sat opposite
her. Budge stared in open admira-
tion. Muhlenberg stared too, and
something in the back of his mind
began to grow, and grow, and —
““No,” he said, incredulously.

“Yes," she said, directly to him.
“It’s true.” She looked at Budge.
“She doesn't know yet, does
she?”

Muhlenberg shook his head. ‘1
hadn’t time to tell her.”

‘““Perhaps you shouldn’t,” said
the girl.

Budge turned excitedly to Muh-
lenberg. *“You know him!"

Mubhlenberg said, with difficulty,
“I know . . . know—"'

The girl laughed aloud. ‘*“You're
looking for a pronoun.”

Budge said, ‘“Muley, what’s he
mean? Let me in on it."”

‘“An autopsy would have shown
it, wouldn’t it?"" he demanded.
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The girl nodded. ‘“ Very readily.
That was a close call.”

Budge looked from one to the
other. “Will somebody tell me
what in blazes this is all about?”

Mubhlenberg met the girl’s gaze.
She nodded. He put an arm around
Budgie. *‘ Listen, girl reporter. Our
— our friend here's something

. something new and different.”

“Not new,” said the girl. ““We've

been around for thousands of

years."’
‘“Have you now!” He paused
to digest that, while Budgie

squirmed and protested, ‘' But —
but — but —"

““Shush, you,” said Mubhlen-
berg, and squeezed her shoulders
gently. ‘““What you spent the
afternoon with isn’t a man, Budgie,
any more than what I spent most
of the night with was a woman.
Right?"

““Right,” the girl said.

““And the Siamese twins weren’t
Siamese twins, but two of our
friend’s kind who — who —"’

“They were in syzygy.” An in-
expressible sadness was in the
smooth, almost contralto, all but
tenor voice.

“In what?’' asked Budgie.

Muhlenberg spelled it for her.
‘“‘In some forms of life,”’ he started
to explain, ““well, the microscopic
animal called paramecium’s a
good example — reproduction is
accomplished by fission. The crea-
ture elongates, and so does its nu-
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cleus. Then the nucleus breaks in
two, and one half goes to each end
of the animal. Then the rest of the
animal breaks, and presto — two
paramecia.”

‘“But you — he —"'

*‘Shaddup,” he said. “I'm lec-
turing. The only trouble with re-
production by fission is that it
affords no variation of strains.
A single line of paramecium would
continue to reproduce that way
until, by the law of averages, its
dominant traits would all be non-
survival ones, and bang — no
more paramecia. So they have an-
other process to take care of that

- difficulty. One paramecium rests

beside another, and gradually
their contacting side walls begin
to fuse. The nuclei gravitate to-
ward that point. The side walls
then break down, so that the nu-
clei then have access to one an-
other. The nuclei flow together,
mix and mingle, and after a time
they separate and half goes into
each animal. Then the side walls
close the opening, break away
from one another, and each ani-
mal goes its way.

“That is syzygy. It is in no
sense a sexual process, because
paramecia have no sex. It has no
direct bearing on reproduction
either — that can happen with or
without syzygy.” He turned to
their companion. ‘‘But 1'd never
heard of syzygy in the higher
forms.”

The faintest of smiles. ‘' It's
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thing, this increasing sense of the
oneness of all your species. And
now it is fumbling toward a United
Nations, and later it will grope for
the stars; and where it builds, we
thrive.”

“Can you name this thing you
get from us — this thing that is
the difference between men and
the rest of the animals?”’

‘““No. But call it a scnse of
achievement. Where you feel that
most, you feed us most. And you
feel it most when others of your
kind enjoy what you build.”

“Why do you keep yourselves
hidden?”’ Budgie suddenly asked.
“Why?" She wrung her hands on
the edge of the table. ‘** You're so
beautiful!”

“We have to hide,” the other
said gently. ‘““Yeu still kill any-
thing that's . . . different.”

Muhlenberg looked at that
open, lovely face and felt a sick-
ness, and he could have cried. He
said, “Don’t you ever kill any-
thing?’ and then hung his head,
because it sounded like a defense
for the murdering part of human-
ity. Because it was.

“Yes,'" she said very softly, ‘‘we
do.”

““You can hate something? "

“It isn't hate. Anyone who
hates, hates himself as well as the
object of his hate. There's an-
other emotion called righteous
anger. That makes us kill.”

"I can’t conceive of such a
thing.”’

”
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“What time is it?"’

*“ Almost eight-forty.

She raised herself from her
booth and looked out to the cor-
ner. It was dark now, and the
usual crowd of youths had gath-
ered under the street-lights.

“I made appointments with
three more people this evening,”
she said. ‘‘They are murderers.
Just watch.” Her eyes seemed to
blaze.

Under the light, two of the
vouths were arguing. The crowd,
but for a prodding yelp or two,
had fallen silent and was begin-
ning to form a ring. Inside the
ring, but apart from the two who
were arguing, was a third —
smaller, heavier and, compared
with the sharp-creased, bright-
tied arguers, much more poorly
dressed, in an Eisenhower jacket
with one sleeve tattered up to the
elbow.

What happened then happened
with frightening speed. One of the
arguers smashed the other across
the mouth. Spitting blood, the
other staggered back, made a
lightning move into his coat pocket.
The blade looked for all the world
like a golden fan as it moved in
the cvclic pulsations of the street-
lamp. There was a bubbling
scream, a deep animal grunt, and
two bodies lay tangled and twitch-
ing on the sidewalk while blood
gouted and seeped and defied the
sharpness of creases and the colors
of ties.

[
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Far up the block a man shouted
and a whistle shrilled. Then the
street corner seemed to become a
great repulsing pole for humans.
People ran outward, rayed out-
ward, until, from above, they
must have looked like a great
splash in mud, reaching out and
out until the growing ring broke
and the particles scattered and
were gone. And then there were
only the bleeding bodies and the
third one, the one with the tat-
tered jacket, who hovered and
stepped and waited and did not
know which way to go. There was
the sound of a single pair of run-
ning feet, after the others had all
run off to silence, and these feet
belonged to a man who ran fast
and ran closer and breathed heav-
ily through a shrieking police
whistle.

The youth in the jacket finally
turned and ran away, and the
policeman shouted once around
his whistle, and then there were
two sharp reports and the youth,
running hard, threw up his hands
and fell without trying to turn his
face away, and skidded on it and
lav still with one foot turned in
and the other turned out.

The girl in the dark sweater
and blue jeans turned awayv from
the windows and sank back into
her seat, looking levelly into the
drawn faces across the table.
“Those were the men who killed
those two in the park,” she said
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in a low voice, ‘‘and that is how
we kill.”’

‘A little like us,”” said Muhlen-
berg weakly. He found his hand-
kerchief and wiped off his upper
lip. “Three of them for two of
you.”

““Oh, you don’t understand.”
she said, and there was pity in her
voice. ‘‘It wasn’t because they
killed those two. It was because
they pulled them apart.”

Gradually, the meaning of this
crept into Muhlenberg’'s awed
mind, and the awe grew with it.
For here was a race which sepa-
rated insemination from the mix-
ing of strains, and apart from
them, in clean-lined definition,
was a third component, a psychic
interflow. Just a touch of it had
given him a magic night and
Budgie an enchanted day; hours
without strife, without mixed mo-
tives or misinterpretations.

If a human, with all his grossly
efficient combination of functions,
could be led to appreciate one
light touch to that degree, what
must it mean to have that third
component, pure and in essence,
torn apart in its fullest flow? This
was worse than any crime could
be to a human;and yet, where hu-
mans can claim clear consciences
while jailing a man for a year for
stealing a pair of shoes, these peo-
ple repay the cruelest sacrilege of
all with a quick clean blow. It was
removal, not punishment. Punish-
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didn’t even look at it again. He
slowly turned away and retraced
his steps around the bed and over
to the door and out to the hall and
thence to the living room. He got
his hat from the closet. He left the
apartment, went down in the ele-
vator. He started to walk across
the lobby:.

“Oho, Mr. Fransic!' rasped the
ID Box. ‘“Going out this evening,
siwr? Have a good time!"”’

Mr. Fransic didn’'t hear. He
went outside, out on the sidewalk.
There were two things about that
cigar that fed the part of his brain
that hadn’t gone numb; two
things, one of them negative and
the other positive. Whoever had
been smoking the cigar was not
one of his own friends, for none of
them smoked cigars. Also, of
course, it could not have been a
stranger, for obviously such a per-
son wouldn’t have gotten by the
ID Box. So much for the negative.
And the positive: logically, the
interloper must have been a resi-
dent of the apartment house.

Whatever he might have been
and wasn't, whatever it was he
lacked in his thin frame, at least
this much was true: he had the
power of reasoning. Someone not
personally known to him, but cer-
tainly known tothealert electronic
brain in the lobby, had been in his
wife's bedroom. Had been smoking
a cigar in his wife's bedroom. Be-
yond that point Mr. Fransic did
not allow his thoughts to go.

BEATRICE

He walked for a long time.
Night fell around him like a heavy
dark blanket. Traffic went by —
the supermatic taxis that required
no driver — but Mr. Fransic was
oblivious to his surroundings. He
walked as a sleepwalker: without
volition or purpose, two snoring
feet on the concrete of stunned
unreality.

When he finally went home,
Beatrice was there.

She was stretched out languor-
ouslyv on the big divan, a long-
limbed, curve-hipped sort of a
woman with full, rounded breasts
and a thinly-veiled look of hunger
in dark half-closed eyes. When
Mr. Fransic came in, she reached
out lazily and crushed a cigarette
in a tray next to the tall figurine
of the nude on the coffee table.
She watched him hang up his hat.

‘“Large day at the office?’’ she
asked casually. There was some-
thing wrong with her voice, some-
thing akin to the thing that was
wrong with her eyes.

‘“Hello, my dear,” said Mr.
Fransic, a little tightly.

“You're late.”

“Ah . .. yes. I guess I am,”
he admitted. He forced himself to
smile and walked past her and
went to the hall and to his bed-
room. Once there he took off his
suit coat and went to the bath-
room which served both his bed-
room and hers. He washed his
hands. Leaving the water running,
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ing.”” And then he almost snick-
ered. ‘‘What's the matter, some-
thing wrong with your trick bar?”’

‘“It’'s fine,”” said Mr. Fransic.
“On my way home tonight I just
happened to remember that the
hot tap in the shower seems to
turn off and on a little stiffly. I
was just wondering if you'd looked
at it lately?”

Mason shrugged again. ** Didn’t
know about it.”

“Oh.”" Mr. Fransic sighed quietly.
“I see. Well, it isn’t serious, of
course. Sometime if you get the
chance . . .”

“Yeah.” Mason's eyes went to
the package under Mr. Fransic’s
arm. ‘‘Taking up smoking now?"
It wasn’t quite a sneer the way he
said it.

Mr. Fransic smiled very care-
fully, very tightly. ‘“‘Oh, no. But
I have a customer who evidently
thinks so. He gave them to me. |
was thinking that since [ can't
use them, it would be a shame to
let them dry out. Perhaps you
know of one of the tenants here in
the building who smokes cigars,
Mason? I mean . . .”

Mason laughed. ‘‘I'll look in a
mirror and give 'em to the first
man [ see. That okay? Happens |
smoke cigars myself.”” He reached
over for the box, took it. He
looked at it. His jaw went down.
“Corona del Lobo’s, huh? Be
darned. By a strange coincidence,
that’s my own brand.”

For an instant Mr, Fransic al-
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most swayed. He leaned over,
gripped the edge of the desk with
his thin fingers.

“*Something wrong?" said Ma-
son. ““You got a complexion looks
like it came out of a buck bag.”

Mr. Fransic shook his head.
*““No. J-just a little overtired, I
guess. Working hard lately.” He
turned to go, and added: ‘' Glad
you can use them, Mason.”

““Much obliged. About that
shower . . . I'll sneak up there
next week sometime. Happens
I've got a large bundle of last-
minute stuff to attend to as it is,
and it’s all got to get done before
tomorrow night. Leaving on vaca-
tion then, see?”

He didn't notice the look in Mr.
Fransic's eyes when he said that.
Perhaps he wouldn’t have recog-
nized it if he had. There are people
to whom a certain kind of sickness
is something they never heard
about. Or if they did they only
laugh at it. Mr. Fransic closed the
door quietly behind him.

Upstairs his wife picked up an
airline ticket from the coffee table,
made a little fillip with it in the
air, and then dropped it. ‘' Leav-
ing at ten tomorrow night,” she
said tersely.

Mr. Fransic didn't answer that.
He sat down.

““What's the matter?' she de-
manded.

“*Nothing,” he said. He looked
up at her. There was hurt in his
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“Didn’t you even have a sus-
picion what was going on?’’ he
asked very gently.

But Mr. Fransic didn't need
pity now. His eyes took on a
grave dignity as real as the pain
in a broken arm. ‘I was happily
married for more than ten years,”
he said simply. ‘‘Last night at
nine-thirty I kissed my wife good-
bye. She was on her way to
Seattle to visit her mother.”

Weaver nodded and looked
away from Mr, Fransic's eyes.
That checked solid, if nothing else
did. The woman had an airline
ticket in her bag. And she was
dead because she hadn’t used it.

Mr. Fransic went home. The
massive ornamental bronze doors
swung open for him noiselessly.
He went into the lobby.

“Good morning, Mr. Fransic!”

rasped out the ID Box. “ You're

certainly looking fit today, sir!’’

Mr. Fransic went to the ele-
vator. He went upstairs. He mur-
mured into the chromium grill at
the door and went inside.

He walked deliberately over to
the figurine of the nude on the
coffee table. He looked at it dis-
tastefully. He picked it up, raised
it high above his head and flung
it down. It shattered in many
pieces that winked up at him
brightly like the facets on a big
diamond.

He looked around at the table-
spoon chair, at the long long divan.
A corner of his mouth twisted up.

BEATRICE

He took a deep breath and strode
across the living room, down to
the hall. He stopped at her bed-
room door. He jerked it open,
went in, went to the sprawling
satin headboard with the naked
women on it. Snarling, he clawed
at it and ripped it to shreds. He
turned around and stared at the
crystal-topped vanity. He made
his way over to it. He reached
down with a hooked right arm and
swept the bottles and jars and
powder boxes to the floor with a
savage motion, and then stood
and glared at the wreckage.

The scent of an outrageously
high-priced perfume reached out
into the room and embraced him.
It swirled around him like a snake
coiling, full of sinuous grace, and
deadly. Mr. Fransic snorted it out
of his nostrils. He went back to the
living room. He went to the
drapes at the windows and tore
them aside to let the sunshine in.
He threw up the windows and
breathed of the clean air of the
day. He stood there for a long
while. Inhaling. Exhaling. Inhal-
ing. Exhaling.

But there are some things that
won't be buried no matter how
deep a hole you dig. Mr. Fransic
knew it. He felt sick because he
knew it. He tried to fight against
it. He summoned all the little
store of strength he possessed to
fight it.

And it wasn’t enough. It never
would be.
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filtered through the closed door
of the apartment across from 2C.
Ruth Feldman was home. She
might have word, if I needed it. I
hoped I wouldn’t need it. There
was the faint scent of jasmine on
the air.

I unlocked the door to my
apartment and went in and said,
loudly: ‘“Hey, Donna. It's your
ever-lovin’.”

All that came back was silence.
Quite a lot of it. I closed the door
and leaned against it and heard
my heart thumping away. The
white metal Venetian blinds at
the living room windows over-
looking the street were lowered
but not turned and there was a
pattern of sunlight on the maroon
carpeting. Our tank-type vacuum
cleaner was on the floor in front of
the fireplace, its hose tracing a
lazy S along the rug like a grav
python, the cord plugged into a
wall socket.

The silence was beginning to
rub against my nerves. | went
into the bedroom. The blind was
closed and 1 switched on one of
the red-shaded lamps on Donna’s
dressing table. Nobody there. The
double bed was made up, with her
blue silk robe across the foot and
her slippers with the powder blue
pompons under the trailing edge
of the pale yellow spread.

My face in the vanity's triple
mirrors had that strained look. [
turned off the light and walked
out of there and on into the bath-
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room, then the kitchen and break-
fast nook. I knew all the time
Donna wouldn’t be in any of
them; I had known it from the
moment that first wave of silence
answered me.

But I looked anyway. . . .

She might have left a note for
me, | thought. I returned to the
bedroom and looked on the night-
stand next to the telephone. No
note. Just the day’'s mail: two
bills, unopened; a business en-
velope from my agent, unopened,
and a letter from Donna’s mother
out in Omabha, opened and thrust
carelessly back into the envelope.

The mail’s being there added up
to one thing at least: Donna had
becn in the apartment after three
o'clock that afternoon. What with
all this economy wave at the Post
Offices around the country, we
were getting one delivery a day
and that not before the middle of
the afternoon. The phone call,
the vacuum sweeper, the mail on
the nightstand: they were enough
to prove that my wife was around
somewhere. Out for a lipstick,
more than likely, or a carton of
Fatimas, or to get a bet down on
a horse.

I left the apartment and crossed
the hall and rang the bell to 2D.
The news clicked off in the middle
of the day's baseball scores and
after a moment the door opened
and Ruth Feldman was standing
there.
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though 1 knew the dead woman
couldn’t be Donna. Now that I
had come home and found the
place deserted, the fear was crawl-
ing into my throat, closing it to
the point where breathing seemed
a conscious effort.

Where was Donna?

I lighted a cigarette and began
to pace the floor. Let’s use a little
logic on this, Kane. You used
to be a top detective-story writer;
let’s see you go to work on this
the way one of your private eyes
would operate.

All right, we've got a missing
woman to find. To complicate
matters, the missing woman's car
was found earlier in the day with
a dead woman at the wheel. Im-
possible to identify her, but we
know it's not the one we're after
because that one called her hus-
band after the accident.

Now, since your wife's obvi-
ously alive, Mr. Kane, she’s miss-
ing for one of two reasons: either
she can’t come home or she
doesn’'t want to. “Can’t” would
mean she’s being held against her
will; we’'ve nothing to indicate
that. That leaves the possibility
of her not wanting to come home.
- What reason would a woman have
for staying away from her hus-
band? The more likely one would
be that she was either sore at him
for something or had left him for
another man,

I said a short ugly word and
threw my cigarette savagely into
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the fireplace. Donna would never
pull a stunt like that! Hell, we'd
only been married a few months
and still as much in love as the
day the knot was tied.

Yeah? How do you know? A lot
of guys kid themselves into think-
ing the same thing, then wake up
one morning and find the milkman
has taken over. Or they find some
hot love letters tied in blue ribbon
and shoved under the mattress.

I stopped short. It was an idea.
Not love letters, of course; but
there might be something among
her personal files that could fur-
nish a lead. It was about as faint a
possibility as they come, but at
least it would give me something
to do.

The big bottom drawer of her
desk in the bedroom was locked. I
remembered that she carried the
key in the same case with those to
the apartment and the car, so |
used the fireplace poker to force
the lock. Donna would raise hell
about that when she got home,
but I wasn’t going to worry about
that now.

There was a big Manila folder
inside, crammed with-letters, tax
returns, receipted bills, bank books
and miscellaneous papers. 1|
dumped them out and began to
paw through the collection. A lot
of the stuff had come from Dave
Wainhope's office, and there were
at least a dozen letters signed by
him explaining why he was send-
ing her such-and-such. '
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dropped the letter on the desk and
reached for the phone. But there
was no point to that. Martell
wouldn’t be back at the station
vet.

Maybe I had missed something.
Maybe the envelope was a clue?
A clue to what? 1 looked at it.
Carefully, The postmark was
Hollywood. That meant it had
gone through the branch at Wil-
cox and Selma. At five-twelve
that afternoon. At five-twelve I

-was just about pulling up behind
those department cars out on
Stone Canyon Road. She would
have had to mail it at the post-
office instead of a drop box for
me to get it four hours later.

No return address, front or
back, as was to be expected. Just
a cheap envelope, the kind you
pick up at Woolworth’s or Kress’.
My name and the address neatly
typed. The “e” key was twisted
very slightly to the right and the
“t" was tilted just far enough to
be noticeable if you looked at it
long enough.

I let the envelope drift out of
my fingers and stood there staring
down at Donna’s letter. My eyes
wandered to the other papers
next to it. . . .

I said, *Jesus Christ!” You
could spend the next ten years
in church and never say it more
devoutly than I did at that mo-
ment. My eyes were locked to one
of the letters David Wainhope
had written to Donna —and in
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its typewritten lines two indi-
vidual characters stood out like
bright and shining beacons: a
tilted ‘‘t" and a twisted ‘‘e’"!

VI

It took some time — I don't
know how .much — before I was
able to do any straight-line think-
ing. The fact that those two letters
had come out of the same type-
writer opened up so many possi-
ble paths to the truth behind
Donna’s disappearance that —
well, I was like the mule standing
between two stacks of hay.

Finally I simply turned away
and walked into the living room
and poured a good half inch of
bonded bourbon into a glass and
drank it down like water after an
aspirin. I damned near strangled
on the stuff; and by the time I
stopped gasping for air and wiping
the tears out of my eyes, I was
ready to do some thinking.

Back at the desk again, I sat
down and picked up the two
sheets of paper. A careful com-
parison removed the last lingering
doubt that they had come out of
the same machine. Other points
began to fall into place: the fact
that the typing in Donna's letter
had been done by a professional.
You can always tell by the even
impression of the letters, instead

-of the dark-light-erasure-strike-

over touch you find in an amateur
job. And I knew that Donna had
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separate entrances. Five stone
steps, flanked by a wrought-iron
balustrade, up to the front door. A
couple of squat Italian cypresses
in front of the landing.

There was no one in the foyer.
In the light from a vellow- bulb
in a ceiling fixture I could make
out the names above the bell
buttons. Nora Kemper's apart-
ment was 205. Automatically I
reached for the button, then hesi-
tated. There was no inner door
to block off the stairs. Why not
go right on up and knock on
her door? No warning, no chance
for her to think up answers before
I asked the questions.

I walked up the carpeted steps
to the second floor and on down
the hall. It was very quiet. Soft
light from overhead fixtures glinted
on pale green walls and dark green
doors. At the far end of the hall a
large window looked out on the
night sky.

Number 205 was well down the
corridor. No light showed under
the edge of the door. I pushed a
thumb against a small pearl
button set flush in the jamb and
heard a single flatted bell note.

Nothing happened. No answer-
ing steps, no questioning voice. A
telephone rang twice in one of
the other apartments and a car
horn sounded from the street be-
low.

I tried the bell again, with the
same result. Now what? Force
the door? No sense to that, and
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besides illegal entry was against
the law. 1 wouldn't know how to
go about it anyway.

She would have to come home
eventually. Thing to do was stake
out somewhere and wait for her to
show up. If she didn’t arrive with-
in the next half hour, say, then |
would hunt up a phone and call
Martell.

I went back to the stairs and
was on the point of descending to
the first floor when I heard the
street door close and light steps
against the tile flooring down
there. It could be Nora Kemper.
Moving silently, I took the steps
to the third floor and stood close
to the wall where the light failed
to reach.

A woman came quickly up the
steps to the second floor. From
where I stood 1 couldn’t see her
face clearly, but her build and the
color of her hair were right. She
was wearing a light coat and
carrving a white drawstring bag,
and she was in a hurry. She
turned in the right direction, and
the moment she was out of sight
I raced back to the second floor.

It was Nora Kemper, all right.
She was standing in front of the
door to 205 and digging into her
bag for the key. I had a picture
of her getting inside and closing
the door and refusing to let me in.

I said, *“Hold it a minute, Miss
Kemper."

She jerked her head up and
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used some of it to write that
letter. He told me to mail it at
the post office right away, then he
walked out. I haven't seen him
since."’

“‘Secretaries like you,” 1 said
sourly, ‘must take some finding.
Whatever the boss says goes.
You don't find 'em like that
around the broadcasting studios.”

Her head swung up sharply. ‘1
happen to love Dave . . . and he
loves me. We're going to be mar-
ried — now that he's free.”

My face ached from keeping
my expression unchanged. ‘‘ How
nice for both of you. Only he's got
a wife, remember?"’

She looked at me soberly.
*Didn’t you know about that?”

‘“About what?”

‘““‘Helen Wainhope. She was
killed in an automobile accident
this afternoon."”

‘““When did you hear that?”

‘“David told me when he called
in around three o'clock.”

I let my eyes drift to the gun in
my hand. There was no point in
flashing it around any longer. I
slid it into one of my coat pockets
and fished a cigarette out and
used a green and gold table lighter
to get it going. I said, ‘‘And all
this hocus-pocus about signing
my wife's name to a phony letter,
calling me on the phone and pre-
tending to be her — all this on
the same day Dave Wainhope's
wife dies— and you don’t even
work up a healthy curiosity? I
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find that hard to believe, Miss
Kemper. You must have known
he was into something way over
his head.”

““Ilove David," she said simply.

I blew out some smoke. ‘‘ Love
isn’t good for a girl like you.
Leave it alone. It makes you stu-
pid. Good night, Miss Kemper.”

She didn’t move. A tear began
to trace a jagged curve along her
left cheek. I left her sitting there
and went over to the door and out,
closing it softly behind me.

VIII

At eleven o’clock at night
there’s not much traffic on Sun-
set, especially when you get out
past the bright two-mile stretch
of the Strip with its Technicolor
neons, its plush nightclubs crowded
with columnists and casting-couch
starlets and vacationing lowans,
its modernistic stucco buildings
with agents’ names in stylized
lettering across the fronts. I drove
by them and dropped on down
into Beverly Hills where most of
the homes were dark at this hour,
through Brentwood where a lot of
stars hide out in big estates behind
hedges and burglar alarms, and
finally all that was behind me and
1 turned off Sunset onto Beverly
Glen Boulevard and followed the
climbing curves up into the foot-
hills to the north.

The pattern was beginning to
form. Dave Wainhope had known
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shrubs and bushes and more of
the scrub oak. I followed a grav-
eled driveway around a sweeping
half-circle and pulled up alongside
the porch.

I cut off the motor and sat
there. Water gurgled in the radia-
tor. With the headlights off, the
night closed in on me. A bird said
something in its sleep and there
was a brief rustling among the
bushes.

The house stood big and silent.
Not a light showed. I put my
hand into my pocket next to the
gun and got out onto the gravel.
It crunched under my shoes on my
way to the porch. I went up eight
steps and across the flagstones
and turned the big brass door-
knob.

Locked. I hadn’t expected it not
to be. I shrugged and put a finger
against the bell and heard a stri-
dent buzz inside that seemed to
rock the building.

No lights came on. I waited a
minute or two, then tried again,
holding the button down for what
seemed a long time. All it did was
use up some of the battery.

Now what? I tried to imagine
David Wainhope crouched among
the portieres with his hands full
of guns, but it wouldn't come off.
The more obvious answer would
be the right one: he simply wasn’t
home.

I wondered if he would be com-
ing home at all. By now he might
be half way to Mexico, with a
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bundle of his clients’ cash in the’
back seat and no intention of
setting foot in the States ever
again. He would have to get away
before somebody found Donna
Kane and turned her loose to tell
what had actually happened. I
had a sharp picture of her trussed
up and shoved under one of the
beds. It was all I needed.

I walked over to one of the
porch windows and tried it. It
was fastened on the inside. I took
out my gun and tapped the butt
hard against the glass. It shat-
tered with a sound like the break-
ing up of an ice jam. I reached
through and turned the catch
and slid the frame up far enough
for me to step over the sill.

Nobody else around. I moved
through the blackness until I
found an arched doorway and a
light switch on the wall next to
that.

I was in a living room which
ran the full length of the house.
Modern furniture scattered taste-
fully about. Sponge-rubber easy
chairs in pastel shades. An enor-
mous wood-burning fireplace.
Framed Greenwich Village smears
grouped on one wall. A shiny
black baby grand with a tasselled
gold scarf across it and a picture
of Helen Wainhope in a leather
frame. Everything looked neat
and orderly and recently dusted.

I walked on down the room and
through another archway into a
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like a nightmare. I want vou to
know about it, to understand that
[ didn't intend . . .”

There was a gun in my pocket.
I thought of it and I nodded.
“I'm listening, Dave.”

His eyes tlicked to the body on
the bed, then back to me. They
were tired eyes, a little wild, the
whites bloodshot. ‘‘Not in here,”
he said. He moved to one side.
“Go into the living room. Ahead
of me. Don't do anything . . .
foolish.”

I went past him and on along
the hall. He was close behind me,
but not close enough. In the si-
lence 1 could hear him breathing.

I sat down on a sponge-rubber
chair without arms. [ said, “1'd
like a cigarette, Dave. You know,
to stecady my nerves. I'm very
nervous right now. You know how
it is. I'll just put my hand in my
pocket and take one out. Will
that be all right with you?"

He said, ““Go ahead,” not car-
ing, not even really listening.

Very slowly I let my hand slide
into the side pocket of my coat.
His gun went on pointing at me,
The muzzle looked as big as the
Second Street tunnel. My fingers
brushed against the grip of the
.38. A knuckle touched the trigger
guard and the chill feel was like
an electric shock. His gun went
on staring at me.

My hand came out again,
Empty. I breathed a shallow
breath and took a cigarette and
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my matches from behind my dis-
play handkerchief. My forehead
was wet. Whatever herocs had, 1
didn’t have it. I struck a match
and lighted the cigarette and blew
out a long plume of smoke. My
hand wasn't shaking as much as |
had expected.

“Tell me about it,” I said.

He perched on the edge of the
couch across from me, a little
round man in a painful blue suit,
white shirt, gray tie and brown
pointed shoes. He had never been
one to go in for casual dress like
everyone else in Southern Cali-
fornia. Lamp light glistened along
his scalp below the receding hair-
line and the muscle in his cheek
twanged spasmodically.

“You knew Helen.'" he said in a
kind of far-away voice. ‘She was a
wonderful woman. We were mar-
ried twelve years, Clay. I must
have been crazy. But ['m not
making much sense, am 17" He
tried to smile but it broke on him.

I blew out some more smoke
and said nothing. He looked at
the gun as though he had never
scen it before, but he kept on
pointing it at me.

“About eight months ago,” he
continued, ‘I made some bad
investments with my own money.
I tried to get it back by other
investments, this time with
Donna's money. It was very
foolish of me. I lost that, too."”

He shook his head with slow
regret. ‘It was quite a large sum,
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a canary,” she said. ““ Would you
mind if I woke him? I'd like to
hear him sing.”

“Leave Tommy alone,” said
Mrs. Miller, anxiously. ‘‘Don't
you dare wake him."”

“Certainly,” said Miriam. ‘“But
I don’t see why I can’t hear him
sing.”” And then, ‘“Have you any-
thing to eat? I'm starving! Even
milk and a jam sandwich would be
fine.”

-““Look,’ said Mrs. Miller, aris-
ing from the hassock, ‘‘look — if
I make some nice sandwiches will
you be a good child and run along
home? It's past midnight, I'm
sure.”

“It’s snowing,”” reproached
Miriam. ‘“And cold and dark.”

““Well, you shouldn’t have come
here to begin with,” said Mors.
Miller, struggling to control her
voice. ‘I can’t help the weather.
If you want anything to eat you'll
have to promise to leave.’”

Miriam brushed a braid against
her cheek. Her eyes were thought-
ful, as if weighing the proposi-
tion. She turned toward the bird
cage. ‘“Very well,” she said, "I
promise.”’

How old is she? Ten? Eleven?
Mrs. Miller, in the kitchen, un-
sealed a jar of strawberry pre-
serves and cut four slices of bread.
She poured a glass of milk and
paused to light a cigarette. And
why had she come? Her hand
shook as she held the match,
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fascinated, till it burned her fin-
ger. The canary was singing; sing-
ing as he did in the morning and
at no other time. ‘ Miriam,"” she
called, ‘“ Miriam, I told you not to
disturb Tommy.” There was no
answer. She called again; all she
heard was the canary. She inhaled
the cigarette and discovered she
had lighted the cork-tip end-and
oh, really, she mustn't lose her
temper.

She carried the food in on a tray
and set it on the coffee table. She
saw first the bird cage still wore
its night cover. And Tommy was
singing. It gave her a queer sensa-
tion. And no one was in the room.
Mrs. Miller went through an al-
cove leading to her bedroom; at
the door she caught her breath.

“What are you doing?’ she
asked.

Miriam glanced up and in her
eyes there was a look that was not
ordinary. She was standing by the
bureau, a jewel case opened before
her. For a few minutes she studied
Mrs. Miller, forcing their eyes to
meet, and she smiled. ‘‘There’s
nothing good here,”” she said.
“But I like this.”” Her hand held
a cameo brooch. ““It's charming.”

*Suppose — perhaps you'd bet-
ter put it back,” said Mrs. Miller,
feeling suddenly the need of some
support. She leaned against the
door frame; her head was un-
bearably -heavy; a pressure
weighted the rhythm of her heart-
beat. The light seemed to flutter

FANTASTIC












of desertion is permanent. Mrs.
Miller walked five blocks without
meeting anyone, and all the while
the steady crunch of his footfalls
in the snow stayed near. And
when she came to a florist’s shop,
the sound was still with her. She
hurried inside and watched through
the glass door as the old man
passed; he kept his eyes straight
ahead and didn’t slow his pace,
but he did one strange, telling
thing; he tipped his cap.

“Six white ones, did you say?”’
asked the florist. “ Yes,” she told
him, ‘‘white roses.” From there
she went to a glassware store and
selected a vase, presumably a
replacement for the one Miriam
had broken, thought the price was
intolerable and the vase itself (she
thought) grotesquely vulgar. But
a series of unaccountable pur-
chases had begun, as if by prear-
ranged plan: a plan of which she
had not the least knowledge or
control.

She bought a bag of glazed
cherries, and at a place called the
Knickerbocker Bakery she paid
forty cents for six almond cakes.

Within the last hour the weather
had turned cold again; like blurred
lenses, winter clouds cast a shade
over the sun, and the skeleton of
an early dusk colored the sky; a
damp mist mixed with the wind
and the voices of a few children
who romped high on mountains of
gutter snow, seemed lonely and
cheerless. Soon the first flake fell,
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and when Mrs. Miller reached the
brownstone house, snow was fall-
ing in a swift screen and foot
tracks vanished as they were
printed.

The white roses were arranged
decoratively in the vase. The
glazed cherries shone on a ceramic
plate. The almond cakes, dusted
with sugar, awaited a hand. The
canary fluttered on its swing and
picked at a bar of seed.

At precisely five the doorbell
rang. Mrs. Miller knew who it
was. The hem of her housecoat
trailed as she crossed the floor. *‘ Is
that you?” she called.

“Naturally,” said Miriam, the
word resounding shrilly from the
hall. “*Open this door.”

“Go away,” said Mrs. Miller.

“Please hurry ... 1 have a
heavy package."

“Go away,” said Mrs. Miller.
She returned to the living room,
lighted a cigarette, sat down and
calmly listened to the buzzer; on
and on and on. “You might as
well leave. I have no intention of
letting you in."”

Shortly the bell stopped. For
possibly ten minutes Mrs. Miller
did not move. Then, hearing no
sound, she concluded Miriam had
gone. She tiptoed to the door and
opened it a sliver; Miriam was
half-reclining atop a cardboard
box with a beautiful French doll
cradled in her arms.

“Really, 1 thought you were
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never coming,”’ she said peevishlyv.
‘“Here, help me get this in, it's
awfully heavy.”

It was not spell-like compulsion
that Mrs. Miller felt, but rather a
curious passivity; she brought in
the box, Miriam the doll. Miriam
curled up on the sofa, not troub-
ling to remove her coat or beret,
and watched disinterestedly as
Mrs. Miller dropped the box and
stood trembling, trying to catch
her breath.

“Thank you,"” she said. In the
daylight she looked pinched and
drawn, her hair less luminous.
The French doll she was loving
wore an exquisite powdered wig
and its idiot glass eyes sought
solace in Miriam’'s." [ have a sur-
prise,” she continued. * Look into
my box.”

Kneeling, Mrs. Miller parted
the flaps and lifted out another
doll; then a blue dress which she
recalled as the one Miriam had
worn that first night at the
theater; and of the remainder she
said, ‘“It’s all clothes. Why?"'

‘“Because I've come to live
with you,"” said Miriam, twisting
a cherry stem. ‘““Wasn't it nice
of you to buy me the cher-
ries. . . ?"

“But you can’t! For God’s sake
g0 away — go away and leave me
alone!"” '

“ . and the roses and the
almond cakes? How really won-
derfullvy generous. You know,
these cherries are delicious. The

MIRIAM

last place I lived was with an old
man; he was terribly poor and we
never had good things to eat. But
1 think I'll be happy here.” She
paused to snuggle her doll closer.
‘“Now, if you'll just show me
where to put my things. . . ."

Mrs. Miller’s face dissolved into
a mask of ugly red lines; she began
to cry, and it was an unnatural,
tearless sort of weeping, as though,
not having wept for a long time,
she had forgotten how. Carefully
she edged backward till she
touched the door.

She fumbled through the hall
and down the stairs to a landing
below. She pounded frantically
on the door of the first apartment
she came to; a short red-headed
man answered and she pushed
past him. “Say, what the hell is
this?’’ he said. ‘'‘ Anything wrong,
lover?” asked a young woman
who appeared from the kitchen
drying her hands. And it was to
her that Mrs. Miller turned.

“Listen,”” she cried, *“I'm
ashamed behaving this way but
well, I'm Mrs. H. T. Miller and
I live upstairs and .. .” She
pressed her hands over her face.
“It sounds so absurd. . . .”

The woman guided her to a
chair, while the man excitedly rat-
tled pocket change. ‘‘Yeah?”

“I live upstairs and there’s a
little girl visiting me, and I sup-
pose that I'm afraid of her. She
won't leave and I can't make her
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my mind to take the life of the old
man, and thus rid myself of the
eye forever.

Now this is the point, — you
fancy me mad. Madmen know
nothing. But you should have
seen me. You should have seen
how wisely I proceeded — with
what caution — with what fore-
sight — with what dissimulation
I went to work! I was never
kinder to the old man than during
the whole week before I killed
him. And every night, about mid-
night, I turned the latch of his
door and opened it —oh, so
gently! And then, when I had
made an opening sufhcient for my
head, I put in a dark lantern, all
closed, closed, so that no light
shone out, and then I thrustin my
head. Oh, you would have laughed
to see how cunningly I thrust it
in! I moved it slowly — very
slowly, so that I might not dis-
turb the old man’s sleep. It took
me an hour to place my whole
head within the opening so far
" that I could see him as he lay upon
his bed. Ha! — would a madman
have been so wise as this? And
then, when my head was well in
the room, 1 undid the lantern
cautiously — oh, so cautiously —
cautiously (for the hinges creaked)
— ] undid it just so much that a
single thin ray fell upon the vul-
ture eye. And this I did for seven
long nights — every night just at
midnight — but I found the eye
always closed; and so it was im-
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possible to do the work; for it was
not the old man who vexed me,
but his Evil Eye. And every morn-
ing, when the day broke, I went
boldlv into the chamber, and
spoke courageously to him, calling
him by name in a heartv tone,
and inquiring how he had passed
the night. So vou see he would
have been a very profound old
man, indeed, to suspect that every
night, just at twelve. [ looked in
upon him while he slept.

Upon the eighth night 1 was
more than usually cautious in
opening the door. A watch’s
minute hand moves more quickly
than mine did. Never before that
night had I felt the extent of my
own powers — of my sagacitv. |
could scarcely contain my feelings
of triumph. To think that there [
was, opening the door little by
little, and he not even to dream of
my secret deeds or thoughts! |
fairly chuckled at the idea; and
perhaps he heard me, for he moved
on his bed suddenly, as if startled.
Now vou think that | drew back
— but no. His room was as black
as pitch with the thick darkness
(for the shutters were close fast-
ened, through fear of robbers),
and so I knew that he could not
see the opening of the door, and |
kept pushing it on steadily, stead-
ily.

I had my head in, and was
about to open the lantern, when
my thumb slipped upon the tin
fastening, and the old man sprang
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kept still. 1 scarcely breathed, I
held the lantern motionless. I tried
how steadily I could maintain the
ray upon the eye. Meantime the
hellish tattoo of the heart in-
creased. It grew quicker and
quicker, and louder and louder,
every instant. The old man’s ter-
ror must have been extreme! It
grew louder, I say, louder every
moment! — do you mark me well?
I have told you that I am nervous;
so I am. And now at the dead hour
of the night, amid the dreadful
silence of that old house, so strange
a noise as this excited me to un-
controllable terror. Yet for some
minutes longer I refrained and
stood still. But the beating grew
louder, louder! 1 thought the
heart must burst. And now a new
anxiety seized me, — the sound
would be heard by a neighbor!
The old man’s hour had come!
With a loud yell, I threw open the
lantern and leaped into the room.
He shrieked once, — once only. In
an instant | dragged him to the
floor, and pulled the heavy bed
over him. I then smiled gayly to
find the deed so far done. But for
many minutes, the heart beat on
with a muffled sound. This, how-
ever, did not vex me; it would not
be heard through the wall. At
length it ceased. The old man was
dead. I removed the bed and ex-
amined the corpse. Yes, he was
stone, stone dead. I placed my
hand upon the heart and held it
there many minutes. There was no
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pulsation. He was stone dead. His
eye would trouble me no more.

If you still think me mad, you
will think so no longer when |
describe the wise precautions |
took for the concealment of the
body. The night waned, and |
worked hastily, but in silence.
First of all I dismembered the
corpse. I cut off the head and the
arms and the legs.

I then took up three planks from
the floorings of the chamber, and
deposited all between the scant-
lings. I then replaced the boards so
cleverly, so cunningly, that no hu-
man eye — not even his — could
have detected anything wrong.
There was nothing to wash out, —
no stain of any kind, — no blood-
spot what-ever. 1 had been too
wary for that. A tub had caught
all — ha, ha!

When | had made an end of
these labors, it was four o’clock, —
still dark as midnight: As the bell
sounded the hour, there came a
knocking at the strect door. I went
down to open it with a light heart,
— for what had | now to fear?
There entered three men who in-
troduced themselves with perfect
suavity, as officers of the police. A
shriek had been heard by a neigh-
bor during the night; suspicion
of foul play had becn aroused; in-
formation had been lodged at the
police office, and they (the offi-
cers) had been deputed to search
the premises.
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