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Wth love, for my daughters
Bettina and Alison,
who have haunted ny life so sweetly

HELL HOUSE

DECEMBER 18, 1970

3:17 P.M

It had been raining hard since five o' clock that norning. Brontean weather, Dr. Barrett
thought. He repressed a smile. He felt rather |ike a character in sone |latter-day Gothic romance.
The driving rain, the cold, the two-hour ride from Manhattan in one of Deutsch's |ong bl ack
| eat heruphol stered |inousines. The interm nable wait in this corridor while disconcerted-I| ooking
men and wonen hurried in and out of Deutsch's bedroom glancing at himoccasionally.

He drew his watch fromits vest pocket and raised the lid. He'd been here nore than an
hour now. What did Deutsch want of hinP Something to do with parapsychol ogy, nost |ikely. The old
man' s chain of newspapers and magazi nes were forever printing articles on the subject. "Return
fromthe Grave"; "The Grl Wio Wuldn't D e"--always sensational, rarely factual.
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Wncing at the effort, Dr. Barrett lifted his right leg over his left. He was a tall
slightly overweight man in his niddle fifties, his thinning blond hair unchanged in color, though
his trimmed beard showed traces of white. He sat erect on the straight-back chair, staring at the
door to Deutsch's bedroom Edith nust be getting restless downstairs. He was sorry she'd cone.
Still, he'd had no way of knowing it would take this |ong.

The door to Deutsch's bedroom opened, and his male secretary, Hanley, cane out. "Doctor,"
he said.

Barrett reached for his cane and, standing, |inped across the hallway, stopping in front
of the shorter nman. He waited while the secretary |leaned in through the doorway and announced,
"Doctor Barrett, sir." Then he stepped past Hanley, entering the room The secretary closed the
door behind him

The darkly panel ed bedroom was i mrense. Sanctum of the nonarch, Barrett thought as he
nmoved across the rug. Stopping by the nassive bed, he |ooked at the old man sitting init. Rolf
Rudol ph Deut sch was ei ghty-seven, bald, and skeletal, his dark eyes peering out from bony
cavities. Barrett smiled. "Good afternoon.” Intriguing that this wasted creature ruled an enpire,
he was t hi nki ng.

"You're crippled." Deutsch's voice was rasping. "No one told me that."

"I beg your pardon?" Barrett had stiffened.

"Never mnd." Deutsch cut himoff. "It's not that vital, | suppose. My people have
recomended you. They say you're one of the five best in your field." He drew in |aboring breath.
"Your fee will be one hundred thousand dollars."

Barrett started.

"Your assignment is to establish the facts."

"Regar di ng what?" asked Barrett.

Deut sch seened hesitant about replying, as though he felt it was beneath him Finally he
said, "Survival."

"You want ne--?"

"--to tell me if it's factual or not."

Barrett's heart sank. That amount of noney would nake all the difference in the world to
him Still, how could he in conscience accept it on such grounds?

"It isn't lies | want," Deutsch told him "I'Il buy the answer, either way. So |ong as
it's definitive."

Barrett felt a roil of despair. "How can | convince you, either way?" He was conpelled to
say it.

"By giving me _facts_," Deutsch answered irritably.

"Where am | to find then? I'ma physicist. In the twenty years |'ve studied
par apsychol ogy, |'ve yet to--"

"I'f they exist," Deutsch interrupted, "you'll find themin the only place on earth | know
of where survival has yet to be refuted. The Bel asco house in Mine."

" Hell House? "

Sonething glittered in the old man's eyes.

"Hel | House," he said.

Barrett felt a tingling of excitement. "I thought Belasco's heirs had it sealed off after
what happened--"

"That was thirty years ago." Deutsch cut himoff again. "They need the nbney now, 1've
bought the place. Can you be there by Mnday?"

Barrett hesitated, then, seeing Deutsch begin to frown, nodded once. "Yes." He couldn't
l et this chance go by.

"There'll be two others with you," Deutsch said.

"May | ask who--?"

"Fl orence Tanner and Benjam n Franklin Fischer."

Barrett tried not to show the di sappointnment he felt. An over-enotive Spiritualist medi um
and the | one survivor of the 1940 debacl e? He wondered if he dared object. He had his own group of
sensitives and didn't see how Fl orence Tanner or Fischer could be of any help to him Fischer had
shown incredible abilities as a boy, but after his breakdown had obviously lost his gift, been
caught in fraud a nunber of tines, finally disappearing fromthe field entirely. He |istened, half-
attentive, as Deutsch told himthat Florence Tanner would fly north with him while Fischer would
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meet themin Mine.

The old man noted his expression. "Don't worry, you'll be in charge,"’
only going because ny peopie tell me she's a first-class nmedi um-"

"But a nental nmedium" said Barrett

"--and | want that |ine of approach enployed, as well as yours,
though Barrett hadn't spoken. "Fischer's presence is obvious."

Barrett nodded. There was no way out of it, he saw. He'd have to bring up one of his own

he said; "Tanner's

Deut sch went on, as

peopl e after the project was under way. "As to costs--" he started.
The old man waved himoff. "Take that up with Hanley. You have unlinmited funds."
"And tine?"
"That you don't have," Deutsch replied. "I want the answer in a week."

Barrett | ooked appall ed.

"Take it or leave it!" the old man snapped, sudden, naked rage in his expression. Barrett
knew he had to accede or | ose the opportunity--and there _was_ a chance if he could get his
machi ne constructed in tine.

He nodded once. "A week," he said.

3:50 P.M

Anyt hi ng el se?" asked Hanl ey.

Barrett reviewed the itens in his nmind again. A list of all phenonena observed in the
Bel asco house. Restoration of its electrical system Installation of tel ephone service. The
swi mm ng pool and steamroom nade avail able to him Barrett had ignored the small man's frown at
the fourth item A daily swimand steam bath were nandatory for him

"One nore item" he said. He tried to sound casual but felt that his excitenment showed. "I
need a machine. | have the blueprints for it at ny apartment."”

"How soon will you need it?" Hanl ey asked.

"As soon as possible."

"I's it large?"

_Twelve years_, Barrett thought. "Quite large," he said.

"That's it?"

"Al'l I can think of at the nonent. | haven't nmentioned living facilities, of course."

"Enough roons have been renovated for your use. A couple fromCaribou Falls will prepare
and deliver your neals." Hanley seened about to smile. "They've refused to sleep in the house."

Barrett stood. "It's just as well. They'd only be in the way."

Hanl ey wal ked himtoward the library door. Before they reached it, it was opened sharply
by a stout man, who glared at Barrett. Al though he was forty years younger and a hundred pounds
heavi er, WIIliam Rei nhardt Deutsch bore an unni stakabl e resenbl ance to his father

He shut the door. "I'mwarning you right now " he said, "I'"mgoing to block this thing."

Barrett stared at him

"The truth," Deutsch said. "This is a waste of tinme, isn't it? Put it in witing, and I'l
make you out a check for a thousand dollars right now "

Barrett tightened. "I'mafraid--"

"There's no such thing as the supernatural, is there?" Deutsch's neck was reddeni ng.

"Correct," said Barrett. Deutsch began to smile in triunph. "The word is '_supernornmal _.
Nat ure cannot be transcen--"

"What the hell's the difference?" interrupted Deutsch. "It's superstition, all of it!"

"I"'msorry, but it isn't." Barrett started past him "Now, if you'll excuse ne."

Deut sch caught his arm "Now, _|ook , you better drop this thing. 1'll see you never get
that noney--"

Barrett pulled his armfree. "Do what you will," he said. "I'Il proceed until | hear
ot herwi se fromyour father."

He closed the door and started down the corridor. In light of present know edge, his mind
addr essed Deut sch, anyone who chooses to refer to psychic phenonmena as superstition sinply isn't
aware of what's going on in the world. The docunentation is imense--

Barrett stopped and | eaned against the wall. H's |leg was starting to ache again. For the
first time, he allowed hinself to recognize what a strain on his condition it night be to spend a
week in the Belasco house.
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What if it was really as bad as the two accounts clained it was?

4:37 P.M

The Rol | s- Royce sped al ong the hi ghway toward Manhattan

"That's an awful |ot of nmoney." Edith still sounded incredul ous.

"Not to him" said Barrett. "Especially when you consider that what he's paying for is an
assurance of imortality."

"But he must know that you don't believe--"

“I"'msure he does," Barrett interrupted. He didn't want to consider the possibility that
Deut sch hadn't been told. "He's not the sort of man who goes into anything w thout being totally
i nforned. "

"But a hundred thousand dollars."

Barrett smiled. "I can scarcely believe it nyself," he said. "If | were |ike ny nother,
I"d undoubtedly consider this a miracle fromGod. The two things |'ve failed to acconplish both
supplied at once--an opportunity to prove ny theory, and provision for our later years. Really, |
could ask no nore."

Edith returned his smle. "I'mhappy for you, Lionel," she said.

"Thank you, my dear." He patted her hand.

"Monday afternoon, though." Edith | ooked concerned. "That doesn't give us too nuch tine."

Barrett said, "I'mwondering if | shouldn't go alone on this one."
She stared at him

"Well, not alone, of course," he said. "There are the two others."
"What about your meal s?"

"They'll be provided. Al 1'lIl have to do is work."

"I'"ve al ways hel ped you, though," she said.
“I know. It's just that--"

"What ?"

He hesitated. "lI'd rather you weren't along this time, that's all."

" _Why , Lionel?" She | ooked uneasy when he didn't answer. "Is it ne?"

"OfF course not." Barrett's smile was quick, distracted. "It's the house."

"I'sn't it just another so-called haunted house?" she asked, using his phrase.
“I"'mafraid it isn't," he adnmitted. "It's the Mount Everest of haunted houses, you m ght

say. There were two attenpts to investigate it, one in 1931, the other in 1940. Both were

di sasters. Eight people involved in those attenpts were killed, conmitted suicide, or went insane.
Only one survived, and | have no idea how sound he is--Benjam n Fischer, one of the two who'll be
with ne.

"I't"'s not that | fear the ultimate effect of the house,"” he continued, trying to
aneliorate his words. "I have confidence in what | know It's sinply that the details of the
i nvestigation may be"--he shrugged--"a little nasty."

"And yet you want ne to let you go there al one?"

"My dear--"

"What if sonething happens to you?"

"Nothing will."

"What if it does? Wth me in New York, and you in Mine?"

"Edith, nothing' s going to happen."”

"Then there's no reason | can't go.

"I know you're not."

"I won't get in your way."

Barrett sighed.

"I know | don't understand nuch of what you're doing, but there are always things | can do
to hel p. Pack and unl oad your equi pnment, for instance. Help you set up your experinments. Type the
rest of your nanuscript; you said you wanted to have it ready by the first of the year. And | want
to be with you when you prove your theory."

Barrett nodded. "Let me think about it."

“I won't be in your way," she prom sed. "And | know there are any nunber of things | can
do to help."

He nodded again, trying to think. It was obvious she didn't want to stay behind. He could

She tried to smle. "I"mnot afraid, Lionel."
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appreci ate that. Except for his three weeks in London in 1962, they'd never been separated since
their marriage. Wwuld it really hurt that nuch to take her? Certainly, she'd experienced enough
psychi c phenonena by now to be accustoned to it.

Still, that house was such an unknown factor. It hadn't been called Hell House wi thout
reason. There was a power there strong enough to physically and/or nentally denolish ei ght people,
three of whom had been scientists |ike hinself.

Even believing that he knew exactly what that power was, dare he expose Edith to it?

10: 39 P. M

Fl orence Tanner crossed the yard which separated her small house fromthe church and
wal ked along the alley to the street. She stood on the sidewal k and gazed at her church. It was
only a converted store, but it had been everything to her these past six years. She |ooked at the
sign in the painted wi ndow TEMPLE OF SPI RI TUAL HARMONY. She smiled. It was indeed. Those six
years had been the nost spiritually harnonious of her life.

She wal ked to the door, unlocked it, and went inside. The warnmth felt good. Shivering, she
turned on the wall lanmp in the vestibule. Her eye was caught by the bulletin board:

Sunday Services--11:00 am, 8:00 p. m

Heal i ng and Prophecy--Tuesdays, 7:45 p.m

Lectures and Spirit Geetings--Wdnesdays, 7:45 p.m
Messages and Revel ati ons--Thursdays, 7:45 p. m

Hol y Communi on--1st Sunday of Mbnth

She turned and gazed at her photograph tacked to the wall, the printed words above it:
_The Reverend Florence Tanner_. For several nonents she was pleased to be reni nded of her beauty.
Forty-three, she still retained it uninpaired, her long red hair untouched by grayness, her tall

Junoesque figure alnmost as trimas it had been in her twenties. She smiled in self-depreciation
then. Vanity of vanities, she thought.

She went into the church, wal ked al ong the carpeted aisle, and stepped onto the platform
taking a familiar pose behind the |ectern. She | ooked at the rows of chairs, the hymals set on
every third one. She visualized her congregation sitting before her. "My dears," she mnurnured.

She had told themat the norning and evening services. Told themof the need for her to be
away fromthem for the next week. Told themof the answer to their prayers--the nmeans to build a
true church on their own property. Asked themto pray for her while she was gone.

Fl orence cl asped her hands on the lectern and closed her eyes. Her lips noved slightly as
she prayed for the strength to cleanse the Bel asco house. It had such a dreadful history of death
and suicide and nadness. It was a house nost horribly defiled. She prayed to end its curse.

The prayer conmpleted, Florence lifted her head and gazed at her church. She loved it
deeply. Still, to be able to build a real church for her congregation was truly a gift from
heaven. And at Christmastinme . . . She smiled, eyes glistening with tears.

God was good

11:17 P. M
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Edith finished brushing her teeth and gazed at her reflection in the nmrror--at her short-
cut auburn hair, her strong, alnmpst nmasculine features. Her expression was a worried one.

Di sturbed by the sight of it, she switched off the bathroomlight and returned to the bedroom

Li onel was asleep. She sat on her bed and | ooked at him listening to the sound of his
heavy breathi ng. Poor dear, she thought. There had been so much to do. By ten o' clock he'd been
exhausted, and she'd nade himgo to bed.

Edith lay on her side and continued | ooking at him She'd never seen himso concerned
before. He'd nade her prom se that she'd never |eave his side once they'd entered the Bel asco
house. Could it be that bad? She'd been to haunted houses with Lionel and never been frightened.
He was al ways so calm so confident; it was inpossible to be afraid when he was near.

Yet, he was di sturbed enough about the Belasco house to nake an issue of her staying by
his side at all tinmes. Edith shivered. Wuld her presence harm hin? Wuld | ooking after her use up
so nmuch of his Iimted energy that his work would suffer? She didn't want that. She knew how nuch
his work meant to him

Still, she had to go. She'd face anything rather than be al one. She'd never told Lione
how cl ose she'd come to a nental breakdown during those three weeks he'd been gone in 1962. It
woul d only have distressed him and he'd needed all his concentration for the work he was doing.
So she'd lied and sounded cheerful on the tel ephone the three tinmes he'd called--and, alone, she'd
wept and shaken, taken tranquilizers, hadn't slept or eaten, lost thirteen pounds, fought off
conpul sions to end it all. Met himat the airport finally, pale and smling, told himthat she'd
had the flu.

Edith cl osed her eyes and drew her |egs up. She couldn't face that again. The worst
haunt ed house in the world threatened her |ess than being al one.

11: 41 P. M

He coul dn't sl eep. Fischer opened his eyes and | ooked around the cabin of Deutsch's
private plane. Strange to be sitting in an arncthair in an airplane, he thought. Strange to be
sitting in an airplane at all. He'd never flown in his life.

Fi scher reached for the coffeepot and poured hinself another cupful. He rubbed a hand
across his eyes and picked up one of the nmagazines lying on the coffee table in front of him It
was one of Deutsch's. What el se? he thought.

After a while his eyes went out of focus, and the words on the page began to blur
toget her. Goi ng back, he thought. The only one of nine people still wal king around, and he was
goi ng back for nore.

They' d found himlying on the front porch of the house that nmorning in Septenber 1940,
naked, curled up Iike a fetus, shivering and staring into space. Wen they'd put himon a
stretcher, he'd begun to scream and vonit bl ood, his nuscles knotting, rocldike. He'd lain in a
coma three nonths in the Caribou Falls Hospital. Wen he'd opened his eyes, he'd | ooked like a
haggard man of thirty, a nonth short of his sixteenth birthday. Now he was forty-five, a | ean
gray-haired man with dark eyes, his expression one of hard, suspicious readi ness.

Fi scher straightened in the chair. Never nmind; it's tine, he thought. He wasn't fifteen
anynore, wasn't naive or gullible, wasn't the credul ous prey he'd been in 1940. Things woul d be
different this tine.

He' d never dreaned in his wldest fancies that he'd be given a second chance at the house.
After his nother had died, he'd traveled to the Wst Coast. Probably, he later realized, to get as
far away as possible from Maine. He'd commtted clunsy fraud in Los Angel es and San Franci sco,
deliberately alienating Spiritualists and scientists alike in order to be free of them He'd
exi sted barely for thirty years, washing di shes, doing farmwrk, selling door to door, janitoring,
anything to earn noney without using his mnd.

Yet, sonehow, he'd protected his ability and nurtured it. It was still there, naybe not as
spectacul ar as it had been when he was fifteen, but very much intact--and backed now by the
thoughtful caution of a man rather than the suicidal arrogance of a teenager. He was ready to
shake | oose the dornmant psychic nuscles, exercise and strengthen them use them once nore. Agai nst
t hat pesthol e up in Mine.

Agai nst Hel | House.
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11:19 A M

The two bl ack Cadillacs nmoved al ong the road, which twi sted through dense forest. In the
| ead car was Deutsch's representative. Dr. Barrett, Edith, Florence Tanner, and Fischer rode in
the second, chauffeur-driven |inobusine, Fischer sitting on the pull-down seat, facing the other
t hr ee.

Fl orence put her hand on Edith's. "I hope you didn't think me unfriendly before," she
said. "It was only that |I felt concern for you, going into that house."

"I understand,"” said Edith. She drew her hand away.

"I'd appreciate it, Mss Tanner,"” Barrett told her, "if you wouldn't alarmny wfe
prematurely."

"l had no intention of doing that, Doctor. Still--" Florence hesitated, then went on. "You
_have_ prepared Ms. Barrett, | trust."

"My wife has been advised that there will be occurrences.”

Fi scher grunted. "One way of putting it," he said. It was the first time he'd spoken in an
hour .

Barrett turned to him "She has al so been advised," he said, "that these occurrences wll
not, in any way, signify the presence of the dead."”

Fi scher nodded, taking out a pack of cigarettes. "Al right if | smoke?" he asked. His
gaze flicked across their faces. Seeing no objection, he lit one.

Fl orence was about to say something nore to Barrett, then changed her nmind. "Gdd that a
project such as this should be financed by a man |i ke Deutsch,” she said. "I would never have
t hought himgenuinely interested in these natters."

"He's an old nan," Barrett said. "He's thinking about dying, and wants to believe it isn't
the end."

"It isn't, of course.”

Barrett smil ed.

"You | ook famliar," Edith said to Florence. "Wy is that?"

"I used to be an actress years ago. Television nostly, an occasional film M/ acting nane
was Fl orence M chaels."

Edi t h nodded.

Fl orence | ooked at Barrett, then at Fischer. "Wll, this _is_ exciting," she said. "To
work with two such giants. How can that house not fall before us?"

"Why is it called Hell House?" Edith asked.

"Because its owner, Eneric Belasco, created a private hell there,” Barrett told her

"I's he supposed to be the one who haunts the house?"

"Anong many," Florence said. "The phenonena are too conplex to be the work of one
surviving spirit. It's obviously a case of multiple haunting."

"Let's just say there's sonething there," said Barrett.

Fl orence smiled. "Agreed."

"WIl you get rid of it with your machi ne?" asked Edith.

Fl orence and Fischer | ooked at Barrett. "I'll explain it presently,"” he said

They all | ooked toward the wi ndows as the car angled downward. "We're al nost there,"
Barrett said. He | ooked at Edith. "The house is in the Matawaskie Valley."

Al of themgazed at the hill-ringed valley |lying ahead, its fl oor obscured by fog.
Fi scher stubbed his cigarette in the ashtray, blow ng out snoke. Looking forward again, he w nced.
"We're going in."
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The car was suddenly imersed in greenish mst. Its speed was decreased by the driver, and
they saw him |l eaning forward, peering through the wi ndshield. After several nonents he switched on
the fog lights and w pers.

"How coul d anyone want to build a house in such a place?" asked Fl orence.

"This was sunshine to Bel asco," Fischer said.

They all stared through the windows at the curling fog. It was as though they rode inside
a submarine, slowy navigating dowmward t hrough a sea of curdled nilk. At various nonents, trees
or bushes or boul der formati ons woul d appear beside the car, then di sappear. The only sound was
the hum of the engine.

At |ast the car was braked. They all |ooked forward to see the other Cadillac in front of
them There was a faint sound as its door was closed. Then the figure of Deutsch's representative
| oomed fromthe nist. Barrett depressed a button, and the wi ndow by his side slid down. He
grimaced at the fetid odor of the mist.

The man | eaned over. "W're at the turnoff," he said. "Your chauffeur is going into
Caribou Falls with us, so one of you will have to drive to the house--it's just a little way. The
t el ephone has been connected, the electricity is on, and your roons are ready." He glanced at the
floor. "The food in that basket should see you through the afternoon. Supper will be delivered at
si x. Any questions?"

"WII we need a key for the front door?" Barrett asked.

"No, it's unlocked."

"Get one anyway," Fischer said.

Barrett | ooked at him then back at the man. "Perhaps we'd better.”

The nman withdrew a ring of keys from his overcoat pocket and di sconnected one of them
handing it to Barrett. "Anything el se?"

"We'll phone if there is."

The man smiled briefly. "Good-bye, then," he said. He turned away.

"I trust he meant _au revoir_," said Edith.

Barrett smled as he raised the w ndow.

"Il drive," Fischer said. He clanbered over the seat and got in front. Starting the
nmotor, he turned left onto the rutted bl acktop road.

Edith drew in sudden breath. "I wish | knew what to expect."

Fi scher answered wi t hout |ooking back. "Expect anything," he said.

11: 47 A M

For the past five minutes Fischer had been inching the Cadillac along the narrow, fog-
bound road. Now he braked and stopped the engine. "W're here."” he said. He wenched up the door
handl e and ducked outside, buttoning his Navy pea coat.

Edith turned as Lionel opened the door beside him She waited as he struggled out, then
edged across the seat after him She shivered as she got out. "Cold," she said, "and that

snel | _."

"Probably a swanp around here sonewhere."

Fl orence joined them and the four stood silent for a few nonents, | ooking around.

"That way," Fischer said then. He was gazing across the hood of the car

"Let's take a | ook," said Barrett. "W can get our |luggage afterward."” He turned to
Fi scher. "Wuld you | ead?"

Fi scher noved off.

They had gone only a few yards when they reached a narrow concrete bridge. As they wal ked
across it, Edith | ooked over the edge. If there was water below, the m st obscured it from sight.
She gl anced back. Already the |inopusine was swal | oned by fog.

"Don't fall in the tarn." Fischer's voice drifted back. Edith turned and saw a body of
wat er ahead, a gravel path curving to its left. The surface of the water | ooked |ike clouded
gelatin sprinkled with a thin debris of |eaves and grass. A niasnma of decay hovered above it, and
the stones which lined its shore were green with sline.

"Now we know where the odor comes from" Barrett said. He shook his head. "Belasco _would_
have a tarn."

"Bastard Bog," said Fischer.

"Why do you call it that?"
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Fi scher didn't answer. Finally he said, "I'Il tell you later."
They wal ked in silence now, the only sound the crunching of gravel underneath their shoes.
The cold was nunbing, a clamy chill that seemed to dew itself around their bones. Edith drew up

the collar of her coat and stayed close to Lionel, holding on to his armand | ooking at the
ground. Just behi nd them wal ked Fl orence Tanner.

When Lionel stopped at last, Edith | ooked up quickly.

It stood before themin the fog, a massive, |oom ng specter of a house.

" Hideous_," said Florence, sounding al nost angry. Edith | ooked at her. "W haven't even
gone inside, Mss Tanner," Barrett said.

"I don't have to go inside." Florence turned to Fischer, who was staring at the house. As
she | ooked at him he shuddered. Reaching out, she put her hand in his. He gripped it so hard it
made her wi nce.

Barrett and Edith gazed up at the shrouded edifice. In the nmist, it resenbled some ghostly

escar prment bl ocking their path. Edith | eaned forward suddenly. " _ It has no windows_," she said.
"He had them bricked up,"” Barrett said.
n \My?"

"I don't know. Perhaps--"

"We're wasting time," Fischer cut himoff. He let go of Florence's hand and | urched
f orward.

They wal ked the final yards along the gravel path, then started up the w de porch steps.
Edith saw that all the steps were cracked, fungus and frosted yell ow grass sprouting fromthe
fissures.

They stopped before the massi ve doubl e doors.

"If they open by thenselves, |'mgoing hone," Edith said, trying to sound anused. Barrett
gripped the handle on the door and depressed its thunb plate. The door held fast. He gl anced at
Fi scher. "This happen to you?"

"More than once."

"Good we have the key, then." Barrett renoved it fromhis overcoat pocket and slid it into
the lock. It wouldn't turn. He wiggled the key back and forth, attenpting to | oosen the bolt.

Abruptly the key turned over, and the heavy door began to swing in. Edith twitched as
Fl orence caught her breath. "Wat is it?" she asked. Florence shook her head. "No cause for
alarm" Barrett said. Edith glanced at himin surprise.

"It's just reaction, Ms. Barrett," Florence explained. "Your husband is quite right. It's
nothing to be alarnmed about.™

Fi scher had been reaching in to locate the light switch. Now he found it, and they heard
himflick it up and down without result. "So nmuch for restored electrical service," he said.

"Cbviously the generator is too old," Barrett said.

"Cenerator?" Edith | ooked surprised again. "There's no electrical service here?"

"There aren't enough houses in the valley to make it worth the effort,” Barrett answered.

"How could they put in a tel ephone, then?"

"It's a field tel ephone," Barrett said. He | ooked into the house. "Well, M. Deutsch wll
have to provide us with a new generator, that's all."

"You think that's the answer, do you?" Fischer sounded dubi ous.

"Of course," said Barrett. "The breakdown of an antique generator can scarcely be
classified as a psychic phenonenon. "

"What are we going to do?" asked Edith. "Stay in Caribou Falls until the new generator is
i nstall ed?"

"That might take days," said Barrett. "We'Ill use candles until it arrives."

"Candl es," Edith said.

Barrett snmiled at her expression. "Just for a day or so."

She nodded, her returned smile wan. Barrett | ooked inside the house. "The question now,"
he said, "is how do we find sone candl es? | assune there nust be some inside--" He broke off,
| ooki ng at the flashlight Fischer had taken out of his coat pocket. " _Ah ," he said.

Fi scher switched on the flashlight, pointed the beaminside, then, bracing hinself,
st epped acoss the threshold.

Barrett went in next. He stepped through the doorway, seened to listen briefly. Turning
then, he extended his hand to Edith. She entered the house, clutching at his hand. "That _smell _,
she said. "It's even worse than outside.”

"It's a very old house with no aeration," Barrett said. "It could al so be the furnace,
whi ch hasn't been used in nore than twenty-nine years." He turned to Florence. "Coming, M ss
Tanner ?" he asked.
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She nodded, sniling faintly. "Yes." She took a deep breath, held herself erect, and
stepped inside. She | ooked around. "The _atnosphere_ in here--" She sounded queasy.

"An at nosphere of this world, not the next," said Barrett dryly.

Fi scher played the flashlight beam around the dark immensity of the entry hall. The narrow
cone of light junped fitfully fromplace to place, freezing nonentarily on hul ki ng groups of
furniture; huge, |eaden-colored paintings; giant tapestries filmed with dust; a staircase, broad
and curving, leading upward into bl ackness; a second-story corridor overlooking the entry hall;
and far above, engul fed by shadows, a vast expanse of paneled ceiling.

"Be it ever so hunble,” Barrett said.

"It isn't hunble at all," said Florence. "It reeks of arrogance."

Barrett sighed. "It reeks, at any rate." He |ooked to his right. "According to the fl oor
pl an, the kitchen should be that way."

Edi th wal ked beside himas they started across the entry hall, the sound of their
footsteps | oud on the hardwood fl oor.

Fl orence | ooked around. "It knows we're here," she said.

"M ss Tanner--" Barrett frowned. "Please don't think I'"'mtrying to restrict you--"

"Sorry." Florence said. "I'Il try to keep ny observations to nyself."

They reached a corridor and wal ked along it, Fischer in the lead, Barrett and Edith behind
him Florence last. At the end of the corridor stood a pair of netal-faced sw nging doors. Fischer
pushed one of them open and stepped into the kitchen, holding the door ajar for the others. When
all of them had gone inside, he let the door sw ng back and turned.

"Good Lord." Edith's eyes noved with the flashlight beamas Fischer shifted it around the
room

The kitchen was twenty-five by fifty feet, its perinmeter rinmed by steel counters and dark-
panel ed cupboards, a |ong, double-basin sink, a gigantic stove with three ovens, and a massive

wal k-in refrigerator. In the center of the room like a giant's steel-topped casket, stood a huge
steam t abl e.
"He nust have entertained a good deal,"” Edith said.

Fi scher pointed the flashlight at the large electric wall clock above the stove. Its hands
were stopped at 7:31. AM or P.M, and on what day? Barrett wondered as he |linped along the wall
to his right, pulling open drawers. Edith and Fl orence stood together, watching him Barrett
pul | ed open one of the cupboard doors and grunted as Fi scher shone the |ight over. "Genuine
spirits,” he said, |ooking at the shelves of dust-filmed bottles. "Perhaps we'll raise sone after
supper. "

Fi scher pulled a sheet of yell ow edged cardboard from one of the drawers and pointed the
flashlight at it.

"What's that?" Barrett asked.

"One of their menus, dated March 27, 1928. Shrinp bisque. Sweetbreads in gravy. Stewed
capon. Bread sauce in gravy. Creaned cauliflower. For dessert, _amandes en crénme_: crushed al nmonds
i n whi pped egg whites and heavy cream™

Barrett chuckled. "Hi s guests nust have all had heartburn.”

"The food wasn't aimed at their hearts," said Fischer, taking a box of candles fromthe

dr awer .
12:19 P. M

They started back across the entry hall, each carrying a candle in a holder. As they
moved, the flickering illumnation nade their shadows billow on the walls and ceiling.

"This nmust be the great hall over here," said Barrett.

They noved beneath an archway six feet deep and stopped, Edith and Fl orence gaspi ng al nost
simul taneously. Barrett whistled softly as he raised his candle for a maxi mum of |ight.

The great hall neasured ninety-five by forty-seven feet, its walls two stories high
paneled in wal nut to a height of eight feet, rough-hewn bl ocks of stone above. Across from where
they stood was a mammoth fireplace, its mantel constructed of antique carved stone.

The furnishings were all antique except for scattered chairs and sofas upholstered in the
fashion of the twenties. Marble statues stood on pedestals in various |locations. In the northwest
corner was an ebony concert grand piano, and in the center of the hall stood a circular table,
nmore than twenty feet across, w th sixteen high-backed chairs around it and a | arge chandelier
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suspended over it. Good place to set up ny equipnent, Barrett thought; the hall had obviously been
cl eaned. He |l owered his candle. "Let's push on," he said.

They left the great hall, noved across the entry hall, beneath the overhangi ng staircase,
and turned right into another corridor. Several yards along its length, they reached a pair of
swi ngi ng wal nut doors set to their left. Barrett pushed one in and peered inside. "The theater,"
he sai d.

They went inside, reacting to the nmusty snell. The theater was designed to seat a hundred
people, its walls covered with an antique red brocade, its sloping, three-aisled floor with thick
red carpeting. On the stage, gilded Renai ssance colums fl anked the screen, and spaced al ong the
wal | s were silver candelabra wired for electricity. The seats were custom nade, upholstered with
wi ne-red vel vet.

"Just how weal thy _was_ Bel asco?" Edith asked.

"l believe he left in excess of seven mllion dollars when he died," Barrett answered.

"Di ed?" said Fischer. He held open one of the doors.

"If there's anything you care to tell us . " Barrett said as he stepped into the

corridor.

"What's to tell? The house tried to kill me; it alnmost succeeded."”

Barrett | ooked as though he nmeant to speak. Then he changed his nmind and peered down the
corridor. "I think that staircase | eads down to the pool and steamroom" he said. "No point in

going there until the electricity's on.'
door.

He |inped across the corridor and opened a heavy wooden

"What is it?" Edith asked.

"Looks |ike a chapel."

"A _chapel ?_" Florence | ooked appalled. As she neared the door, she started naki ng sounds
of apprehension in her throat. Edith glanced at her uneasily.

"M ss Tanner?" Barrett said.

She didn't answer. Alnpbst to the door, she held back

"Better not," said Fischer

Fl orence shook her head. "I nust." She began to enter

Wth a faint, involuntuy cry, she shrank back. Edith started. "What _is_it?" Florence was
unable to reply. She sucked in breath and shook her head with tiny novenments. Barrett put his hand
on Edith's arm She | ooked at himand saw his lips frane the words, "It's all right."

"I can't go in," Florence said, as though apol ogi zi ng. "Not now, anyway." She swal | owed.
"The atnosphere is nore than | can bear."

"W'll only be a nonent," Barrett told her

Fl orence nodded, turning away.

As she went inside the chapel, Edith braced herself, expecting a shock of some Kind.
Feel i ng nothing, she turned to Lionel in confusion, started to speak, then waited until they were
apart from Fischer. "Wy couldn't she cone in?" she whispered then.

"Her systemis attuned to psychic energy," Barrett explained. "Cbviously it's very strong
"Why here?"

"Contrast, perhaps. A church in hell; that sort of thing."

Edi th nodded, gl ancing back at Fischer. "Wy doesn't it bother hinP" she asked.

"Per haps he knows how to protect hinself better than she does."

Edi th nodded again, stopping as Lionel did to | ook around the | owceilinged chapel. There
wer e wooden pews for fifty people. In front was an altar; above it, glinting in the candlelight, a
life-size, flesh-colored figure of Jesus on the cross.

"It _looks_ like a chapel," she started to say, breaking off in shock as she saw that the
figure of Jesus was naked, an enornous phallus jutting upward from between the | egs. She nade a
sound of revul sion, staring at the obscene crucifix. The air seemed suddenly thick, coagulating in
her throat.

Now she noticed that the walls were covered with pornographic murals. Her eye was caught
by one on her right, depicting a mass orgy involving half-clothed nuns and priests. The faces on
the figures were denmented--1eering, slavering, darkly flushed, distorted by mani acal |ust.

"Profanation of the sacred,"” Barrett said. "A venerable sickness."

"He was_ sick," Edith nmurnmured.

"Yes, he was." Barrett took her arm As he escorted her along the aisle, Edith saw that
Fi scher had already |eft.

They found himin the corridor

" She's gone_," he said.

in here.
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Edith stared at him "How can she--?" She broke off | ooking around.

"I"'msure it's nothing," Barrett said.

" Are_ you?" Fischer sounded angry.

"I"'msure she's all right,"” said Barrett firmy. "Mss Tannet!" he called. "Cone along, ny

dear." He started down the corridor. "Mss Tanner!" Fischer followed himw thout naking a sound.

“Li onel, why would she--?"

"Let's not jump to conclusions,"” Barrett said. He called again. "M ss Tanner! Can you hear
ne?"

As they reached the entry hall, Edith pointed. There was candl elight inside the great
hal I .

"M ss Tanner!" Barrett call ed.

"Yes!"

Barrett smiled at Edith, then glanced over at Fischer. Fischer's expression had not
rel axed.

She was standing on the far side of the hall. Their footsteps clicked in broken rhythm on
the floor as they crossed to her. "You shouldn't have done that, Mss Tanner,"” Barrett said. "You
caused us undue alarm"

“"I"'msorry," Florence said, but it was only a token apology. "I heard a voice in here."

Edi t h shudder ed.

Fl orence gestured toward the piece of furniture she was standi ng beside, a phonograph
installed inside a wal nut Spanish cabinet. Reaching down to its turntable, she lifted off a record
and showed it to them "It was this."

Edith didn't understand. "How could it play without electricity?"

"You forget they used to wi nd up phonographs." Barrett set his candl e holder on top of the
cabi net and took the record from Fl orence. "Honemade," he sai d.

"Bel asco. "

Barrett | ooked at her, intrigued. "H s voice?" She nodded, and he turned to put it back on
the turntable. Florence | ooked at Fischer, who was standi ng several yards away, staring at the
phonogr aph.

Barrett wound the crank tight, ran a fingertip across the end of the steel needle, and set
it on the record edge. There was a crackling noise through the speaker, then a voice.

"Wl come to ny house," said Eneric Belasco. "I'mdelighted you could cone."

Edith crossed her arns and shi vered.

"I amcertain you will find your stay here nost illumnating." Belasco's voice was soft
and nellow, yet terrifying--the voice of a carefully disciplined nadman. "It is regrettable
cannot be with you," it said, "but | had to | eave before your arrival."

Bast ard, Fischer thought.

"Do not |et ny physical absence disturb you, however. Think of me as your unseen host and
believe that, during your stay here, | shall be with you in spirit."

Edith's teeth were set on edge. _That voice_.

"Al'l your needs have been provided for," Belasco's voice continued. "Nothing has been
over|l ooked. Go where you will, and do what you will--these are the cardi nal precepts of nmy hone.
Feel free to function as you choose. There are no responsibilities, no rules. 'Each to his own
device' shall be the only standard here. May you find the answer that you seek. It is here,
promi se you." There was a pause. "And now . . . _auf Wedersehen_.

The needl e made a scratching noise on the record. Barrett raised the needl e arm and
switched of f the phonograph. The great hall was imensely still.

" Auf Wedersehen ." said Florence. " _Until we neet again_."

“Li onel --?"

"The record wasn't nmeant for us," he said.

"But--"

"It was cut a good half-century ago,"” said Barrett. "Look at it." He held it up. "It's

merely a coincidence that what he said seens applicable to us.™
"What nade the phonograph go on by itself, then?" Florence asked.
"That is a separate problem" Barrett said. "I'monly discussing the record now " He
| ooked at Fischer. "Did it play by itself in 1940? The accounts say nothing of it."
Fi scher shook his head.
"Do you know anyt hi ng about the record?"
It appeared that Fischer wasn't going to answer. Then he said, "Guests would arrive, to
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find himgone. That record would be played for them" He paused. "It was a game he played. Wile
the guests were here, Belasco spied on them from hiding."

Barrett nodded.

"Then, again, nmaybe he was invisible," Fischer continued. "He clainmed the power. Said that
he could will the attention of a group of people to sone particular object, and nove anong them
unobserved. "

"I doubt that," Barrett said.

"Do you?" Fischer's snmile was strange as he | ooked at the phonograph. "W all had our
attention on that a few nonents ago," he said. "How do you know he didn't walk right by us while
we were |istening?"

12:46 P. M

They were noving up the staircase when an icy breeze passed over them causing their
candle flames to flicker. Edith's flane went out. "Wat was that?" she whispered.

"A breeze," said Barrett instantly. He declined his candle to relight hers. "W'Il| discuss
it later."

Edith swal | omed, glancing at Florence. Barrett took her by the arm and they started up
the stairs again. "There'll be many things like that during the week,"” he said. "You' Il get used
to them"

Edith said no nore. As she and Lionel ascended the stairs, Florence and Fi scher exchanged
a | ook.

They reached the second floor and, turning to the right, started al ong the bal cony
corridor. On their right, the heavy bal ustrade continued. To their left, set periodically along a
panel ed wall, were bedroom doors. Barrett approached the first of these and opened it. He | ooked
inside, then turned to Florence. "Wuld you like this one?" he asked.

She stepped into the doorway. After several nonents, she turned back to them "Not too
bad," she said. She smiled at Edith. "You'll rest nore confortably here."

Barrett was about to comment, then relented. "Fine," he said. He gestured toward the room

He foll owed Edith inside and shut the door. Edith watched as he |inped around the bedroom
To her left were a pair of carved wal nut Renai ssance beds, between thema small table with a |anp
and a French-style telephone on it. A fireplace was centered on the opposite wall, in front of it
a heavy wal nut rocking chair. The teakwood floor was al nost covered by a twenty-by-thirty-foot
bl ue Persian rug, in the mddle of which stood an octagonal -topped table with a matching chair
uphol stered in red | eather

Barrett glanced into the bathroom then returned to her. "About that breeze," he said. "I
didn't want to get involved in a discussion with Mss Tanner. That's why | gl ossed over it."

"It really happened, didn't it?"

"Of course," he answered, sniling. "A nanifestation of sinple kinetics: unguided,

unintelligent. No matter what M ss Tanner thinks. | should have nentioned that before we left."

“Menti oned what ?"

"That you'll need to inure yourself to what she'll be saying in the next week. She's a
Spiritualist, as you know. Survival of and communication with the so-called disincarnate is the
foundati on of her belief; an erroneous foundation, as | intend to prove. In the neantine, though"--
he smiled--"be prepared to hear her views expressed. | can't very well ask that she renmain nute."

To her right, their heads against the wall, were a pair of beds with el aborately carved

headboar ds, between them a huge chest of drawers. Above the chest, suspended fromthe ceiling, was
a large Italian silver |anp.

Directly across fromher, by the panel ed wi ndow shutters, was a Spanish table with a
mat ching chair. On top of the table was a Chinese |lanp and a French-style tel ephone. Florence
crossed the roomand pickd up the receiver. It was dead. Did | expect it to be working? she
t hought, anused. At any rate, it had doubtless been used only for calls nade within the house.

She turned and | ooked around the room There was sonething in it. Wat, though? A
personality? A residue of enotion? Florence closed her eyes and waited. Sonething in the air; no
doubt of it. She felt it shift and throb, advancing on her, then retreating |ike some unseen
ti nmorous beast.
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After several mnutes she opened her eyes. It will cone, she thought. She crossed to the
bat hroom squinting slightly as its white tile walls glittered with reflected candlelight. Setting
the hol der on the sink, she turned the hot-water faucet. For a nonment, nothing happened. Then
with a gurgling rattle, a gout of darkly rusted water splattered into the basin. Florence waited
until the water cleared before she held her hand beneath it. She hissed at its coldness. | hope
the water heater isn't broken too, she thought. Bending over, she started patting water onto her
face.

| should have gone into the chapel, she thought. | shouldn't have backed off fromthe very
first challenge. She w nced, remenbering the violent nausea she'd felt as she was about to enter.
An awful place, she thought. She'd have to work her way up to it, that was all. If she forced it
now, she mght |ose consciousness. I'll get in there soon enough, she promi sed herself. God wll

grant the power when it's tine.

H s roomwas snaller than the other two. There was only one bed with a canopy top. Fischer
sat at the foot of it, staring at the intricate pattern on the rug. He could feel the house around
himlike some vast, invisible being. It knows |I'm here, he thought; Belasco knows, they all know
that 1'mhere: their single failure. They were watching him waiting to see what he'd do.

He wasn't going to do anything prematurely, that was certain. He wasn't going to do a
thing until he got the feel of the place.

2:21 P. M

Fi scher came into the great hall carrying his flashlight. He had changed into a bl ack
turtl eneck sweater, black corduroy trousers, and a pair of scuffed white tennis shoes. H's steps
wer e soundl ess as he nmoved toward the huge round table where Barrett, seated, and Edith, standing,
wer e openi ng wooden boxes and unl oadi ng equi pment. In the fireplace, a fire was burning.

Edith started as Fischer energed fromthe shadows. "Need hel p?" he asked.

"No, it's going fine," said Barrett, smling. "Thank you for the offer, though."

Fi scher sat in one of the chairs. H s eyes renmmined on Barrett as the tall, bearded man
removed an instrunent from protective excelsior, wiped it carefully with a cloth, and set it on
the tabl e. Fussy about his equi pment, Fischer thought. He pulled a pack of cigarettes fromhis
pocket and lit one, watching the ganboling deformty of Edith's shadow on the wall as she picked
up anot her wooden box and carried it to the table.

"Still teach physics?" he asked.

"Limtedly, because of health." Barrett hesitated, then continued. "I had polio when | was
twelve; ny right leg is partially paralyzed."

Fi scher gazed at himin silence. Barrett took another instrunment fromits box and wiped it
off. He set the instrunment on the table and | ooked at Fischer. "It won't affect our project in any
way, " he said.

Fi scher nodded.

"You referred to the tarn before as Bastard Bog," Barrett said, returning to his work.
"Why was that?"

"Some of Belasco's fenale guests got pregnant while they were here."

"And they actually--?" Barrett broke off, glancing up.

"Thirteen tines."

"That's hideous," said Edith.

Fi scher bl ew out snoke. "A | ot of hideous things happened here," he said.

Barrett ran his eyes across the instrunents already on the table: astatic gal vanoneter
m rror gal vanoneter, quadrant el ectroneter, Crookes bal ance, canera, gauze cage, snoke absorber

manonet er, weighing platform tape recorder. Still to be unpacked were the contact clock

el ectroscope, lights (standard and infrared), maxi mum and m ni mum t hermoneter, hygroscope,

st henonet er, phosphorescent sulfide screen, electric stove, the box of vessels and tubes, the
nmol di ng materials, and the cabi net equipnent. And the npbst inportant instrunent of all, Barrett

thought with satisfaction

He was unpacking the rack of red, yellow, and white |ights when Fischer asked, "How are
you going to use those when there's no electricity?"

"There will be by tonorrow,” Barrett said. "I tel ephoned Caribou Falls; the phone is near
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the front door, incidentally. They'll install a new generator in the norning."
"And you think it will work?"
Barrett repressed a smile. "It will work."
Fi scher said no nore. Across the hall, a burning | og popped, naking Edith twitch as she

wal ked to one of the |arger wooden boxes.

"Not that one, it's too heavy," Barrett told her

“I'"ll doit." Rising fromhis chair, Fischer walked to Edith and, stooping, lifted the
box. "What is it, an anvil?" he asked as he set it on the table.

Barrett was aware of Fischer's curious gaze as he pried up the boards on top of the box.
"Woul d you--?" he asked. Fischer lifted out the bulky netal instrunent and set it on the table. It
was cube-shaped, painted dark blue, an unconplicated dial in front of it nunbered 0-900, the thin
red needle pointed at zero. Across the top of the instrument was stenciled, in black letters:
BARRETT- - EMR.

"EMR?" asked Fi scher.

"I"l'l explainit later,’

"Thi s your machi ne?"

Barrett shook his head. "That's being constructed."

They all turned toward the archway at the sound of heels. Florence was approachi ng,
carrying a candle in its holder. She had changed to a heavy green, |ong-sleeved sweater, thick
tweed skirt, and | ow heel ed shoes. "Hello," she said cheerfully.

As she cane up to them her gaze ran across the array of devices on the table, and she
smled. She turned to Fischer. "Like to take a walk with ne?" she asked.

"Why not ?"

After they were gone, Edith saw a typed list on the table and picked it up. It was headed,
"Cbserved Psychic Phenonena at the Bel asco House"

said Barrett.

Apparitions; Apports; Asports; Automatic drawi ng; Autonmtic painting; Automatic speaking
Automatic witing; Autoscopy; Bilocation; Biological phenonena; Book tests; Breezes; Catal epsy;
Cheni cal phenonena; Cheni cographs; d airaudi ence; Cairsentience; Cairvoyance; Conmmuni cation
Control; Crystal gazing; Dematerialization; Direct drawing; Direct painting; Direct voice; Direct
witing; Divination; Dreans; Dream conmunications; Dream prophecies; Ectoplasm El dol ons;

El ectrical phenonena; Elongation; Emanations; Exteriorization of nmotricity;, Exteriorization of
sensation; Extras; Extratenporal perception; Eyeless sight; Facsimle witing; Flower
clairsentience; Ghosts; dossolalia; Hyperammesia;, Hyperesthesia; |deonorphs; |deoplasm

| npersonation; Inprints; |ndependent voice; Interpenetration of matter; Knot tying; Levitation
Lum nous phenonena; Magnetic phenomena; Materialization; Matter through matter; Metagraphol ogy;
Monition; Mdtor automatisnt Newspaper tests; Obsession; Paraffin nolds; Parakinesis; Parammesi a;
Par est hesi a; Percussi on; Phantasnata; Poltergei st phenonena; Possession; Precognition
Presentinent; Prevision; Pseudopods; Psychic photography; Psychic rods; Psychic sounds; Psychic
touches; Psychic wi nds; Psychokinesis; Psychonetry; Radi esthesia; Radi ographs; Raps;

Retrocogni tion; Scriptograph; Sensory automatisny Skin witing; Skotography; Slate witing;
Smel | s; Sommanbul i sm Stigmata; Tel eki nesis; Tel epl asm Tel escopi ¢ vision; Tel esthesi a;
Transcendental music; Transfiguration; Transportation; Typtol ogy; Voices; Water sprinkling;
Xenogl ossy.

Edith put the list down nunbly. My God, she thought. What kind of week was it going to be?

2:53 P. M

The garage had been built to accommbdate seven autonobiles. Now it was enpty. As they
entered, Fischer thunbed off his flashlight, enough daylight filtering through the griny door
wi ndows for themto see. He | ooked at the greenish m st which pressed agai nst the panes of gl ass.
"Maybe we should keep the car in here," he said.

Fl orence didn't answer. She was wal ki ng across the oil spotted floor, turning her head from
side to side. She paused by a shelf and touched a dirty, rust-flecked hamer.

"What did you say?" she asked.

"Maybe we shoul d keep the car in here."
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Fl orence shook her head. "If a generator can be tanpered with, so can a car."

Fi scher watched the medi um nove around the garage. As she passed close by, he caught a
scent of the cologne she wore. "Wiy did you give up acting?" he asked.

Fl orence glanced at himwith a fleeting smle. "It's a long story, Ben. Wen we've settled
down a bit, I'Il tell it to you. Right now, |I'd better get the feeling of the place." She stopped
in a patch of light and cl osed her eyes.

Fi scher stared at her. In the dimillumnnation, the nediums ivory skin and lustrous red
hai r gave her the appearance of a Dresden doll

After a while she returned to Fischer. "Nothing here," she said. "You agree?"

"\What ever you say."

Fi scher switched on his flashlight as they ascended the steps to the corridor. "Wich way
now?" she asked.

"l don't know the place that well. | was here only three days."
"We'l | just explore, then," Florence said. "No need--" She broke off suddenly and stopped,
head twisted to the right, as though she heard a noi se behind them "Yes," she murnmured. " _Yes_.

Sorrow. Pain." She frowned and shook her head. "No, no." At |ength she sighed and | ooked at
Fischer. "You felt it," she said.

Fi scher didn't answer. Florence sniled and | ooked away. "Well, let's see what el se we can
find," she said.

"Have you read Doctor Barrett's article in which he conpares sensitives to Ceiger
counters?" she asked as they wal ked al ong the corridor

"No. "

"I't's not a bad conparison. W _are_ |like Ceiger counters in a way. Expose us to psychic
emanations, and we tick. O course, the difference is that we are judge as well as instrunment, not
only picking up inpressions, but evaluating themas well."

"“Uh- huh, " said Fischer. Florence glanced at him

They started down the flight of stairs across fromthe chapel, Fischer pointing the

flashlight beamat their feet. "I wonder if we're going to need the full week," Florence said.
"A full year wouldn't be too long."
Fl orence tried to make her sound of disagreenent mild. "I've seen the nost abstruse of
psychi c problens solved overnight. W nustn't--" She stopped, hand cl anpi ng on the banister rail

_This goddamm sewer," she nuttered in a savage voice. She jolted in dismy and shook her head.
"Ch, dear. Such fury. Such destructive venom" She drew in trenbling breath. "A very hostile man,”
she said. "No wonder. Who can blanme him inprisoned in this house?" She glanced at Fi scher

Reaching the | ower corridor, they noved to a pair of swinging netal doors with porthole
wi ndows in them Fischer pushed at one of the doors and held it open for Florence. As they went
inside, their footsteps sounded sharply on a tile floor and reverberated off the ceiling.

The pool was O ynpic size. Fischer shone his flashlight into the nurky green depths of it.
He wal ked to the end of the pool and knelt at its corner. Pulling up the sleeve of his sweater, he
put his hand in the water. "Not too cold,” he said, surprised. He felt around. "And water's com ng
in. The pool nust work on a separate generator."

Fl orence gazed across the glinting pool. The ripples nmade by Fischer were gliding across
its surface. "Sonething in here," she said. She did not look to Fischer for verification

"Steam roonm s down the other end." Fischer returned to her side.

"Let's look at it."

The ringing echoes of their footsteps as they wal ked al ong the edge of the pool made it
sound as though soneone were following them Florence glanced across her shoul der. "Yes," she
mur nur ed, unaware that she had spoken

Fi scher pulled open the heavy netal door and held it ajar, playing the flashlight beam
i nside. The steamroomwas twelve feet square, its walls, floor, and ceiling tiled in white. Built-
i n wooden benches lined the walls, and spiraling across the floor |ike sonme petrified serpent was
a length of faded green hose connected to a water outlet.

Fl orence grinmaced. "Perverted," she said. "In there--" She swal |l owed as though to rid her
throat of sour bile. "In _there_," she said. "But what?"

Fi scher let the door swing shut, the thunping closure of it echoing |loudly. Florence
gl anced at him then, as he turned away, she fell into step beside him "Doctor Barrett is
certainly well equipped, isn't he?" she said, trying to lighten his mbod. "It's strange to think
he really believes that science alone can end the power of this house."

"What will?"

"Love," she answered. She squeezed his arm "W know that, don't we?"
Fi scher hel d open the sw nging door for her, and they went back into the corridor. "Wat's
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over there?" Florence crossed the hallway and opened a wooden door. Fischer pointed the flashlight
beaminside. It was a wine cellar, all its shelves and racks enpty. Florence winced. "I see this
roomconpletely filled with bottles.” She turned away. "Let's not go in."

They went back up the staircase and started along the first-floor corridor. As they passed

t he chapel door, Florence shuddered. "That place is the worst of all," she said. "Even though I
haven't seen the entire house, sonmehow | have the feeling . " Her voi ce faded as she spoke
She cleared her throat. "I'Il get in there," she said.

They turned into an adjoining corridor. Twenty yards along its right wall was an archway.
"What have we here?" Florence wal ked beneath the archway and caught her breath. " _This house_ ,"
she sai d.

The ballroomwas i nmense, its |lofty, brocaded walls adorned with red vel vet draperi es.
Three enornous chandel i ers hung, spaced, along the paneled ceiling. The fl oor was oak, elaborately
parqueted. At the far end of the roomwas an al cove for rmnusicians.

"A theater, yes, but this?" said Florence. "Can a ballroombe an evil place?"

"The evil canme later," Fischer said.

Fl orence shook her head. "Contradictions." She | ooked at Fischer. "You're right, it's
going to take a while. |I feel as if I'mstanding in the center of a | abyrinth of such i nmeasurable
intricacy that the prospect of energing is--" She caught herself. "W will_ energe, however."

Overhead, there was a tinkling noise. Fischer jerked up his arm pointing the flashlight
at the parabol a of heavy hanging crystal above them Its pendants refracted the light, splaying
colors of the spectrum across the ceiling. The chandelier was notionl ess.

"The challenge is net," whispered Florence.

"Don't be too quick to accept it," Fischer warned.

Fl orence | ooked at himabruptly. "You're blocking it off," she said.

"What ?"

" You're blocking it off . That's why you didn't feel those things."

Fischer's snmile was cold. "I didn't feel them because they weren't there. | was a
Spiritualist too, remenber. | know how you people find things in every corner when you want to."

"Ben, that isn't true." Florence | ooked hurt. "Those things were_there. You would have
felt themjust as | did if you weren't obstructing--"

"I'mnot obstructing anything,"” he cut her off. "lI'mjust not sticking nmy head on the
bl ock a second tinme. Wien | cane here in 1940, | was just |ike you--no, worse, nuch worse. |
really thought | was sonmething. God's gift to psychical research.”

"You were the nost powerful physical nediumthis country has ever known, Ben."

"Still am Florence. Just a little bit nore careful now, that's all. | suggest the sane
approach for you. You're wal king around this house |ike an open nerve. \Wen you really _do_ hit
sonmething, it'll tear your insides out. This place isn't called Hell House for nothing, you know.
It intends to kill every one of us, so you' d damm well better learn to protect yourself unti
you're ready. Or you'll just be one nore victimon the list."

They | ooked at each other in silence for a long tinme. Finally she touched his hand. "' But
he who buried his talent--'" she began

"Ch, shit." Turning on his heel, he stal ked away from her

6:42 P. M

The dining hall was sixty feet in length, and as high as it was w de--twenty-seven feet in
both directions. There were two entrances to it--one an archway fromthe great hall, the other a
swi ngi ng door |eading to the kitchen

Its ceiling was divided into a series of elaborately carved panels, its floor polished
travertine. Its walls were paneled to a height of twelve feet, stone-blocked above. In the center
of the west wall was a giant fireplace, its Gothic nantel reaching to the ceiling. Spaced at
interval s above the length of the forty-foot table in the center of the hall hung four inmense
sanctuary lanps, wired for electricity. Thirty chairs stood around the table, all of them
constructed of antique wal nut with wi ne-red velvet uphol stery.

The four were sitting at one end of the table, Barrett at its head. The unseen couple from
Caribou Falls had |l eft the supper at six-fifteen

“I'f no one objects, I'd like to try a sitting tonight," Florence said.

Barrett's hand froze nomentarily before continuing to spoon hinmself a second portion of
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broccoli. "I have no objection," he said.

Fl orence gl anced at Edith, who shook her head. She |ooked at Fischer. "Fine,’
reaching for the coffeepot.

Fl orence nodded. "After supper, then." Her plate was enpty; she'd been drinking only water
since they'd sat down.

"Wwuld _you_ care to sit in the norning, M. Fischer?" Barrett asked.

Fi scher shook his head. "Not yet."

Barrett nodded. There; it's done, he thought. He'd asked and been refused. Since his part
in the project required the services of a physical nedium Deutsch couldn't object to his sending
for one of his own people. Excellent_ , he thought. He'd get it settled in the norning.

"Well," he said, "I nmust say that the house has scarcely lived up to its reputation so

he said,

far.

Fi scher | ooked up fromthe scraps of food on his plate. "It hasn't taken our measure yet,"
he said. His lips flexed briefly in a hunorless snle

"I think we'd be nistaken to consider the house as the haunting force," Florence said.
"Quite evidently, the trouble is created by surviving personalities--whoever they may be. The only
one we can be sure of is Belasco."

"You contacted himtoday, did you?" Barrett asked. H s tone was mld, but Florence sensed
the goading in it. "No," she said. "But M. Fischer did when he was here in 1940. And Bel asco's
presence _has_ been docunented."

"Reported," Barrett said.

Fl orence hesitated. Finally she said, "I think it mght be well for us to lay our cards on
the table, Doctor Barrett. | take it you are still convinced that no such things as ghosts exist."

“I'f, by that, you nean surviving personalities," said Barrett, "you are quite correct."

"Despite the fact that they've been observed throughout the ages?" Florence asked. "Have
been seen by nore than one person at a tinme? Been seen by ani nmal s? Been phot ographed? Have
inmparted information that was later verified? Have touched peopl e? Moved objects? Been wei ghed?”

"These are facts in evidence of a phenonenon, M ss Tanner, not proof of ghosts.”

Fl orence smiled wearily. "I don't know how to answer that," she said.

Barrett returned her snile, gesturing with his hands as though to say: W don't agree, so
why not let it go at that?

"You don't accept survival, then," Florence persisted.

"It's a charming notion," Barrett said. "I have no objection to it, so long as | am not
expected to give credence to the concept of comrunicating with the so-called survivors.™

Fl orence regarded him sadly. "You can say that, having heard the sobs of joy at seances?"

"“I'"ve heard sinilar sobs in nmental institutions."

"_Mental institutions?_"

Barrett sighed. "No of fense intended. But the evidence is clear that belief in
communi cation with the dead has | ed nore people to nadness than to peace of nind."

" That isn't true_," said Florence. "If it were, all attenpts at spirit comuni cation
woul d have ended | ong ago. They haven't, though; they've lasted through the centuries." She | ooked
intently at Barrett, as though trying to understand his point of view "You call it a charm ng
notion, Doctor. Surely it's nore than that. Wat about the religions that accept the idea of life
after death? Didn't Saint Paul say: 'If the dead rise not fromthe grave, then is our religion
vain' ?"

Barrett didn't respond.

"But you don't agree," she said.

"I don't agree."

"Have you any alternative to offer, though?"

"_Yes_." Barrett returned her gaze with challenge. "An alternative far nore interesting,
al beit far nore conpl ex and demandi ng; nanely, _the sublimnal self_, that vast, conceal ed expanse
of the human personality which, iceberglike, inheres beneath the so-called threshold of
consci ousness. That is where the fascination lies, Mss Tanner. Not in the specul ative real ns of
afterlife, but _here, today; the challenge of ourselves . The undiscovered nysteries of the human
spectrum the infrared capacities of our bodies, the ultraviolet capacities of our mnds. This is
the alternative | offer: _the extended faculties of the human system not as yet established_. The

faculties by which, | am convinced, all psychic phenonena are produced."”
Fl orence remnined silent for a few nonents before she smled. "W'I|| see," she said.
Barrett nodded once. "lIndeed we shall."
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Edith | ooked around the dining hall. "Wen was this house built?" she asked.

Barrett | ooked at Fischer. "Do you know?"

"Ni net een- ni neteen, " Fi scher answered.

"From several things you said today, | have the inpression that you know quite a bit about
Bel asco," Barrett said. "Wuld you care to tell us what you know? It nmight not be aniss to"--he
repressed a snmile--know our adversary."

Anmused? thought Fischer. You won't be when Belasco and the others get to work. "What do
you want to know?" he asked.

"What ever you can tell us,
hel pful . "

Fi scher poured hinself another cupful of coffee, then set the pot back on the table,
wr apped his hands around the cup, and began to speak

"He was born in 1879, the illegitimte son of Myron Sandl er, an Anerican nunitions maker
and Noell e Bel asco, an English actress.”

"Why did he take his nother's nanme?" Barrett asked.

"Sandler was narried," Fischer said. He paused, went on. "His childhood is a blank except
for isolated incidents. At five he hanged a cat to see if it would revive for the second of its
nine lives. Wien it didn't, he becane infuriated and chopped the cat to pieces, flinging the parts
from his bedroomw ndow. After that, his nother called himEvil Emeric."

"He was raised in England, | presune," Barrett interjected.

Fi scher nodded. "The next verified incident was a sexual assault on his younger sister,"”
he sai d.

Barrett said. "A general account of his Iife m ght be

Barrett frowned. "lIs it all to be like this?"
"He didn't live an exenplary life, Doctor," Fischer said, a caustic edge to his voice.
Barrett hesitated. "Very well." he said. He | ooked at Edith. "You object, ny dear?" Edith

shook her head. He gl anced at Florence. "M ss Tanner?"

"Not if it will help us understand,"” she said. Barrett gestured toward Fi scher, bidding
hi m conti nue.

"The assault put his sister in the hospital for two nonths," Fischer said. "I won't go
into details. Belasco was sent to a private school--he was ten and a half at the tinme. There, he
was abused for a number of years, nostly by one of the honosexual teachers. Belasco later invited
the man to visit his house for a week; at the end of that time, the retired teacher went hone and
hanged hi nsel f."

"What did Belasco |look |ike?" Barrett asked, attenpting to guide the course of Fischer's
account .

Fi scher stared into his nenory. After a while, he began to quote: "His teeth are those
of a carnivore. When he bares themin a snile, it gives one the inpression of an aninmal snarling.
Hs face is white, for he despises the sun, eschews the out-of-doors. He has astonishingly green
eyes, which seemto possess an inner light of their own. His forehead is broad, his hair and short-
trimed beard jet black. Despite his handsoneness, his is a frightening visage, the face of sone
denon who has taken on a human aspect'”

"Whose description is that?" asked Barrett.

"His second wife's. She committed suicide here in 1927."

"You know that description word for word," said Florence. "You nust have read it nany
times."

Fischer's smle was sonber. "As the Doctor said,"” he answered, "know thine adversary."”

"Was he tall or short?" asked Barrett.

"Tall, six-foot-five. 'The Roaring G ant,' he was called."

Barrett nodded. "Education?"

"New York. London. Berlin. Paris. Vienna. No specific course of study. Logic, ethics,
religion, philosophy."

"Just enough with which to rationalize his actions, | inagine," Barrett said. "He
inherited his noney fromhis father, did he?"

"Mostly. His nother left himseveral thousand pounds, but his father left himten and a
half mllion dollars--his share of the proceeds fromthe sales of rifles and nachi ne guns."

"That coul d have given hima sense of guilt," said Florence.

"Bel asco never felt a twinge of guilt in his life."

"Which only serves to verify his nental aberration,” Barrett said.

"His mind nay have been aberrant, but it was brilliant, too," Fischer went on. "He could
mast er any subj ect he chose to study. He spoke and read a dozen | anguages. He was versed in
nat ural and net aphysi cal phil osophy. He'd studied all the religions, cabalist and Rosicrucian
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doctrines, ancient nysteries. His nmind was a storehouse of information, a powerhouse of energy."
He paused. "_A charnel house of fancies_.

"Did he ever love a single person in his |ife?" asked Fl orence.

"He didn't believe in love," Fischer answered. "He believed in will. 'That rare _vis viva_
of the self, that nagnetism that nost secret and prevailing delectation of the mind: influence.'
Unquote. Emeric Belasco, 1913."

"What did he mean by 'influence' ?" asked Barrett.

"The power of the mnd to dominate," Fischer said. "The control of one human being by
anot her. He obviously had the kind of hypnotic personality nen |ike Cagliostro and Rasputin had.
Quote: 'No one ever went too close to him lest his terrible presence overpower and engulf them'
H s second wife, again."

"Did Bel asco have any children?" Florence asked.

"A son, they say. No one's really sure, though."

"You said the house was built in 1919," Barrett said. "Did the corruption start
i mredi atel y?"

"No, it was innocent at first. _Haut nonde_ dinner parties. Lavish dances in the ballroom
Soirees. People traveling fromall over the country and world to spend a weekend here. Bel asco was
a perfect host--sophisticated, charning.

"Then--" He raised his right hand, thunb and index finger alnost touching. "In 1920: ' _un
peu_,' as he referred to it. A _soupcon_ of debasement. The introduction, bit by bit, of open
sensuality--first in talk, then in action. Gossip. Court intrigues. Aristocratic machinations.

Fl owi ng wi ne and bedroom hopping. Al of it induced by Belasco and his _influences_.

"What he did, in this phase, was create a parallel to eighteenth-century European high
society. It would take too long to describe in detail how he did it. It was subtle, though
engi neered with great finesse."

"I presunme that the result of this was primarily sexual license," Barrett said.

Fi scher nodded. "Bel asco formed a club he called Les Aphrodites. Every night--later, two
and three tinmes a day-- they'd hold a neeting; what Belasco called his Sinposium Having al
partaken of drugs and aphrodisiacs, they'd sit around that table in the great hall talking about
sex until everyone was what Belasco referred to as 'lubricous.' Then an orgy woul d conmence.

"Still, it wasn't exclusively sex. The principle of excess was applied to every phase of
life here. Dining becanme gluttony, drinking turned to drunkenness. Drug addiction nounted. And, as
t he physical spectrum of his guests was perverted, so, too, was their nental."

"How?" asked Barrett.

"Visualize twenty to thirty people set |oose upon each other nentally--encouraged to do
what ever they wanted to one another; no linits set but those of inmmgination. As their ninds began
to open up--or close in, if you like--so did every aspect of their |lives together. People stayed
here nmonths, then years. The house becane their way of life. Away of life that grewa little nore
i nsane each day. lsolated fromthe contrast of normal society, the society in this house becane
the norm Total self-indul gence becane the norm Debauchery becane the norm Brutality and carnage
soon becane the norm™"

"How could all this . . . bacchanalia take place w thout repercussions?" Barrett asked.
"Surely soneone nmust have-- what's the expression?--blown the whistle on Bel asco?"

"The house is isolated; really isolated. There were no outside tel ephones. But, just as
i mportant, no one dared to inplicate Belasco; they were too afraid of him Once in a while,
private detectives mght do a little probing. They never found a thing. Everyone was on their best
behavi or while the investigation was taking place. There was never any evidence. O, if there was,
Bel asco bought it."

"And, during all this tine, people kept coming to the house?" Barrett asked, incredul ous.

"In droves," said Fischer. "After a while, Belasco got so tired of having only eager
sinners in his house, he started to travel around the world enlisting young, creative people for a
visit to his "artistic retreat--to wite or conpose, paint or neditate. Once he got them here, of
course--" He gestured. " _Influences._.

"The nost vile of evils," Florence said, "corruption of the innocent." She |ooked at
Fi scher al nost pleadingly. "Had the nan no trace of decency at all?"

"None," said Fischer. "One of his favorite hobbies was destroying wonen. Being so tall and
i mposi ng, so nmagnetic, he could nmake themfall in love with himat will. Then, when they were in
the deepest throes of adoration, he'd dunp them He did it to his own sister--the sane one he'd
assaulted. She was his mstress for a year. After he rejected her, she becane a drug addict and
the leading lady of his Little Theater Conpany. She died here of an overdose of heroin in 1923."

"Did Bel asco take drugs?" asked Barrett.
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"I n the beginning. Later on, he started to withdraw fromall involvenent with his guests.
He had it in mind to make a study of evil, and he decided that he couldn't do that if he was an
active participant. So he began to renove hinmself concentrating his energies on the mass
corruption of his people.

"About 1926, he started his final thrust. He increased his efforts at encouragi ng guests
to conceive of every cruelty, perversion, and horror they could. He conducted contests to see who
could come up with the ghastliest ideas. He started what he terned 'Days of Defilement,' twenty-
four-hour periods of frenzied, nonstop depravities. He attenpted a literal enactnent of de Sade's
120 Days of Sodom. He began to inport nonstrosities fromall over the world to mingle with his
guest s- - hunchbacks, dwarfs, hermaphrodites, grotesques of every sort."

Fl orence cl osed her eyes and bowed her head, pressing tightly clasped hands agai nst her
f or ehead.

"“About that time," continued Fischer, "everything began to go. There were no servants to
mai ntai n the house; they were indistinguishable fromthe guests by then. Laundry service failed,
and everyone was forced to wash their own cl othes--which they refused to do, of course. There
bei ng no cooks, everyone had to prepare their own neals with whatever was at hand--which was | ess
and | ess, because the pickups of food and |iquor had dw ndl ed so nuch, with no acting servants.

"An influenza epidenmic hit the house in 1927. Believing the reports of several of his
doctor guests that the Matawaskie Valley fog was injurious to health, Belasco had the w ndows
seal ed. About that tinme, the main generator, no |onger being maintained, started functioning
erratically, and everyone was forced to use candles nost of the time. The furnace went out in the
wi nter of 1928, and no one bothered to relight it. The house becane as cold as a refrigerator.
Pneunoni a killed off thirteen guests.

"None of the others cared. By then they were so far gone that all they were concerned with
was their '"daily diet of debaucheries,' as Belasco put it. They were at the bottom by 1928,
delving into mutilation, rmurder, necrophilia, cannibalism"

The three sat notionless and silent, Florence with her head inclined, Barrett and Edith
staring at Fischer as he kept on speaking, quietly, virtually w thout expression, as though he
were recounting sonething very ordinary.

“I'n June of 1929, Belasco held a version of the Roman circus in his theater," he said.
"The highlight was the eating of a virgin by a starving leopard. In July of the same year, a group
of drug-addicted doctors started to experiment on animals and humans, testing pain thresholds,
exchangi ng organs, creating nonstrosities.

"By then everyone but Bel asco was at an aninal |evel, rarely bathing, wearing torn, soiled
clothes, eating and drinking anything they could get their hands on, killing each other for food
or water, liquor, drugs, sex, blood, even for the taste of human flesh, which many of them had
acquired by then.

"And, every day, Belasco wal ked anong them cold, wthdrawn, unnoved. Belasco, a latter-
day Satan observing his rabble. Always dressed in black. A giant, terrifying figure, |ooking at
the hell incarnate he'd created.”

"How did it end?" asked Barrett.

“If it had ended, would we be here?"

"It will end now_," Florence said.

Barrett persisted. "Wat happened to Bel asco?"

"No one knows," said Fischer. "When relatives of sone of his guests had the house broken
into in Novenber of 1929, everyone inside was dead--twenty-seven of them

"Bel asco was not anong them"

8:46 P. M

Fl orence cane wal ki ng back across the great hall. For the past ten mnutes, she'd been
sitting in a corner, "preparing herself," she'd told them Now she was ready. "As ready as one can
be in this kind of climte. Excessive danpness is always a handicap." She snmiled. "Shall we take
our places?"

The four sat at the huge round table, Fischer across fromFlorence, Barrett several chairs
away fromher, Edith next to him

“"It's occurred to nme," Florence said as she settled herself, "that the evil in this house
is so intensely concentrated that it might be a constant lure to earthbound spirits everywhere. In
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ot her words, the house m ght be acting like a giant magnet for degraded souls. This could explain
its conplicated texture."

VWhat is one supposed to say to that? Barrett thought. He glanced at Edith, forced to
repress a smle at her expression as she gazed at Florence. "You're certain this equipnent isn't
goi ng to bother you?" he said.

"Not at all. As a matter of fact, it might not be amiss for you to switch on your tape
recorder when Red Cloud starts to speak. He might say sonething val uable."

Barrett nodded noncommittally.

"I't works on battery as well, doesn't it?"

Barrett nodded again.

"Good." Florence sniled. "The rest of the instruments, of course, are of no use to ne."
She | ooked at Edith. "Your husband has explained to you, |I'msure, that |'mnot a physical nedi um
Mne is solely a nental contact with those in spirit. | admt themonly in the formof thought."
She gl anced around. "WII| you put out your candl es now?"

Edith tensed as Lionel wet two fingers and crinped out the wick of his candle, Fischer
blew his out. Only hers remained, a tiny, pulsing aura of light in the vastness of the hall; the
fire had gone out an hour earlier. Edith was unable to make herself extinguish it. Barrett reached
out and did it for her

Bl ackness seened to crash across her like a tidal wave, taking her breath. She groped for
Li onel ' s hand, the noment reninding her of a visit she had made once to the Carlsbad Caverns. In
one of the caverns, the guide had turned out the lights, and the darkness had been so intense that
she had felt it pressing at her eyes.

"O Spirit of Love and Tenderness," Florence began. "W gather here tonight to discover a
nore perfect understanding of the | aws which govern our being."

Barrett felt how cold Edith's hand was and sniled in synpathy. He knew what she was going
t hrough; he'd been through the same thing dozens of times in the early days of his work. True,
she'd been to seances with himbefore, but never in a place with such an awesone size and history.

"G ve us, O Divine Teacher, avenues of conmunication with those beyond, particularly those
who wal k this house in restless tornent."

Fischer pulled in a long, erratic breath. He recalled his first sitting here in 1940--in
this hall, at this very table. Cbjects had been hurled about; Dr. G aham had been knocked
unconsci ous by one of them A greenish, glowing mst had filled the air. Fischer's throat felt
parched. | shouldn't be sitting in on this, he thought.

"May the work of bridging the chasm of death be, by us, so faithfully acconplished that
pain nay be transfornmed into joy, sorrow into peace. Al this we ask in the name of our infinite
Fat her. Amen."

It was silent for a while. Then Edith's legs retracted as Florence began to sing in a
soft, nelodious voice: "'The world hath felt a quickening breath from heaven's eternal shore. And
soul s, triunphant over death, return to earth once nore.'" Something about the sound of her nuted
singing in the darkness made Edith's flesh craw.

When the hym had ended. Florence started to breathe in deeply, naking passes in front of
her face. After several mnutes, she began to rub both hands over her arns and shoul ders, down
across her breasts, and over her stomach and thighs. The strokings were al nbst sensual as she
massaged herself, |ips parted, eyes half-closed, an expression of torpid abandonnment on her face
Her breathi ng becane slower and |ouder. Soon it was a hoarsely sibilant, wheezing sound. By then
her hands lay flaccid in her lap, her arnms and legs twitching slightly. Bit by bit, her head
| eaned back until it touched the chair. She drew in an extended, quavering breath, then was still.

The great hall was without a sound. Barrett stared at the place where Florence sat, though
not hing was visible to him Edith had cl osed her eyes, preferring an individual darkness to that
of the room Fischer sat tensely in his chair, waiting.

Fl orence's chair made a creaking noise. "Me Red Coud,"” she said in a sonorous voice. Her
face, in the darkness, was stonelike, her expression inmperious. "Me Red O oud," she repeated.

Barrett sighed. "Good evening.”

Fl orence grunted, nodding. "Me cone fromafar. Bring greeting to you fromreal mof Eterna
Peace. Red d oud happy see you. Al ways happy see earthlings gather in circle of belief. W with
you al ways, watch and ward. Death not end of road. Death but door to world without end. This we
know. "

"Coul d you--?" Barrett started.

"Earthling souls in prison,” Florence interrupted. "Bound in dungeons of flesh."
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"Yes," said Barrett. "Could you--?"

"Death the pardon, the rel ease. Leave behind what poet call 'nuddy vesture of decay.' Find
freedom-light--eternal joy."

"Yes, but do you think--?"

Edith bit her lower lip to keep fromlaughing as Florence interrupted again. "Tanner woman
say put on nachine, get voice on ribbon. Not know what she nean. You do that?"

Barrett grunted. "Very well." Reaching across the table, he felt around for the tape
recorder, switched it on, and pushed the nicrophone toward Florence. "Now, if you'd--"

"Red O oud Tanner worman gui de. Gui de second nmediumon this side. Talk with Tanner woman.
Bring other spirits to her."

Fl orence | ooked around abruptly, teeth bared, eyebrows pressing down, a grow of
di sapproval runmbling in her throat "Bad house. Place of sickness. Evil here. Bad nedicine." She
shook her head and grow ed again. " _Bad_ mnedicine."

She twi sted around the other way, grunting in surprise, as though soneone had come up
behind her and attracted her attention. "Man here. Ugly man. Like caveman. Long hair. Dirt on
face. Scratches, sores. Yellow teeth. Man bent over, twisted. No clothes. Like aninmal. Breathing
hard. In pain. Very sick. Say: 'Gve ne peace. Let free.'"

Edith clutched at Lionel's hand, afraid to open her eyes |est she see the figure Florence
had descri bed.

Fl orence shook her head, then slowy raised her armand pointed toward the entry hall
"Go. Leave house." She stared into the darkness, turned back with a grunt. "No good. Here too
long. Not listen. Not understand."” She tapped her head with an index finger. "Too much sick
i nside."

She made a sound as though sonething interesting had been inparted to her. "Linits," she
said. "Nations. Ternms. Not know what that nean. Extrenmes and linits. Term nations and
extremties." She shook her head. "Not know. "

She jerked around as though sonmeone had grabbed her rudely by the shoulder. "No. Go away."
She grunted. "Young man here. Say must tal k--nust tal k.” She nade a grunbling noi se and then was
still.

Al three twitched as Florence cried out, "I don't know you people!" She | ooked around the
tabl e, her expression one of rabid agitation. "Wy are you here? It does no good. Nothing ever
changes. _Nothing! _Get out of here, or I'lIl hurt you! | can't help myself! God dam you filthy

sons of bitches!"”
Edith pressed back hard against her chair. The voice was totally unlike Florence's--

hysterical, unbal anced, threatening. "Can't you see |I'mhelpless! | don't want to hurt you, but |
_nmust! " Florence's head shifted forward, eyes hooding, |ips drawn back fromclenching teeth. "I
warn you," she told themin a guttural voice. "_Get out of this house before I kill you all _."

Edith cried out as a series of |oud, staccato rappings sounded on the table. "Wat's
that ?" she asked. Her voice was | ost beneath the chain of savage blows. It sounded as though a
berserk man were pounding a hammer on the tabletop as hard and fast as he could. Barrett started
to reach for his instrunents, then renmenbered that there was no electricity. Damm! he thought.

Abruptly, the rappings ceased. Edith | ooked toward Fl orence as the nedium started making
groani ng noi ses. She could still hear the blows ringing in her ears. Her body felt numb, as though
the vibrations had deadened her flesh

She started as Lionel pulled his hand free. She heard a rustling of his clothes, then
started again as a small red |ight appeared where he was sitting. He had taken the penci
flashlight fromhis pocket and was pointing it at Florence. In the dimillumnation, Edith could
see the medium s head | olling back agai nst the chair, eyes shut, nouth hangi ng open

She stiffened, suddenly aware of a nounting col dness underneath the table. Shuddering, she
crossed her arms. Fischer clenched his teeth together, willing hinmself not to junmp fromhis chair.

Barrett tugged at the nicrophone wire, the scraping of the microphone across the table
meki ng Edith shudder. Picking it up, he noted quickly, "Tenperature decline. Strictly tactile.
I nstrunment readi ng i npossi bl e. Physical phenomena commenced with series of severe percussions." He
poi nted the flashlight at Florence again. "M ss Tanner reacting erratically. Trance state
retai ned, but variable. Possible confusion at onset of unexpected physical phenonena. Absence of
cabi net a probable factor. Handi ng subject tube of uraniumsalt solution."

Edith watched the red light flicking around the tabletop. She saw Lionel's dark hand pick
up the tube. The col dness beneath the table was meking her | egs and ankles ache. Still, she felt a
little better, the unruffled tone of Lionel's voice having had a quieting effect on het. She
wat ched as he pressed the tube into Florence's hands.

Fl orence sat up quickly, opening her eyes.
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Barrett frowned in disappointment. "Subject out of trance." He switched off the tape
recorder and struck a match. Florence averted her face while he relit the candl es.

Fi scher stood and noved around the table to a pitcher of water. As he poured sone into a
glass, the lip of the pitcher rattled on the glass edge. Barrett glanced at him Fischer handed
the glass to Florence, who drank its contents in a single swallow. "There." She sniled at Fischer
"Thank you." She set the glass down, shivering. "Wat happened?"

When Barrett told her, she stared at himin confusion. "I don't understand. |I'mnot a
physi cal medi um"

"You were just now. The enbryo of one, at any rate."

Fl orence | ooked disturbed. "That doesn't nmake sense. Wiy should | suddenly becone a
physi cal nmedium after all these years?"

“I have no idea."

Fl orence gazed at him Finally she nodded with reluctance. "Yes; this house." She | ooked
around. At |ast she sighed. "God's will, not mine," she said. "If my part in the cleansing is to
alter nmy nediunmship, so be it. Al that matters is the end." She didn't | ook at Fischer as she
spoke. The weight's been lifted fromhis shoulders to be put on mne, she thought.

"W can work together now if you're anenable," said Barrett.

"Yes, of course."

“I'I'l tel ephone Deutsch's man and have him see to the construction of a cabinet tonorrow
nmorni ng." Barrett wasn't convinced that what had happened indi cated a physical nediunmship in
Fl orence extensive enough for his needs. There was certainly no i mediate harmin seeing if she
had the capability, however. If she did it would be nore expeditious to work with her than be
forced to wait for Deutsch's permission to bring up one of his own people.

Seei ng her expression still reflect uneasy doubt, he asked, "You really want this?"

" Yes, yes_." Her smle was disconcerted. "It's just that . . . well, it's difficult for
me to understand. Al these years, a mental nmedium" She shook her head. "Now this." She nmade a
sound of wy anmusenent. "The Lord noves in nysterious ways indeed."

"So does this house,"” said Fischer

Fl orence | ooked at himin surprise. "You think the house had sonething to do with me--?"

"Just watch your step," he cut her off. "The Lord nmay not have too rmuch influence in Hell
House. "

9:49 P. M

_Science is nore than a body of facts. It is, first and forenonst, a nmethod of
investigation, and there is no acceptabl e reason why parapsychol ogi cal phenonena shoul d not be
i nvestigated by this nethod, for, as nuch as physics and chem stry, parapsychology is a science of
the natural.

_This, then, is the intellectual barrier through which nan nmust inevitably break. No
| onger can parapsychol ogy be classified as a phil osophical concept. It is a biological reality,
and sci ence cannot permanently avoid this fact. Already it has wasted too nmuch tine skirting the
borders of this irrefutable realm Now it nust enter, to study and learn. Mrselli expressed it
thus: "The tinme has cone to break with this exaggerated, negative attitude, this constant casting
of the shadow of doubt with its smle of sarcasm" _

It is a sorry condemmation of our tinmes that those words were published sixty years ago--

because the negative attitude of which Morseili wote still persists. |ndeed--_

"Li onel ?"

Barrett | ooked up from his manuscript.

"Can | hel p?"

"No, I'll be finished in a few nonents."” He | ooked at her propped agai nst a bank of
pillows. She was wearing blue ski pajanas, and with her short hair and slight figure she | ooked,
sonehow, like a child. Barrett smiled at her. "Ch, it can wait," he said, deciding with the words.

He put the nmanuscript back in its box, |ooking briefly at the title page: "Borders of the
Human Faculty, by Lionel Barrett, B.S., MA, Ph.D." The sight of it gratified him Really,
everyt hing was goi ng wonderfully. The chance to prove his theory, anple funds for retirenment, and
the book al nost conpl eted. Perhaps he'd add an epil ogue about the week here; maybe even do a thin
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appendi ng volunme. Smiling, he extinguished the candle on the octagonal table, stood, and crossed
the room He had a momentary vision of hinmself as sonme baronial |lord crossing a pal ace chanber to
converse with his lady. The vision anmused him and he chuckl ed.

"What ?" she asked.

He told her, and she snmiled. "It is a fantastic house, isn't it? A nuseum of treasures. |f
it weren't haunted--" Lionel's expression made her stop

Barrett sat down on her bed and put aside his cane. "Were you frightened before?" he
asked. "You were very quiet after the sitting."

"It was a bit unnerving. Especially the coldness; | can never get used to that."

"You know what it is," he said. "The nedium s systemdrawi ng heat fromthe air to convert
it into energy."

"What about those things she said?"

Barrett shrugged. "lnpossible to analyze. It mght take years to trace down each renark
and determine its source. W only have a week. The physical effects are where the answer lies."

He broke off as she | ooked across his shoulder with a gasp. Twi sting around, he saw t hat
the rocking chair had begun to nove.

"What is it?" Edith whispered.

Barrett stood and |inped across the room He stood beside the chair and watched it rocking
back and forth. "It's likely the breeze," he told her

"I't noves as though someone were sitting init.'
agai nst the pill ows.

"No one's sitting init, that | guarantee you," Barrett said. "Rocking chairs are easy to
set in notion. That's why the phenonmenon is so frequent in haunted houses. The | east application
of pressure suffices."

"But--"

"--what applies the pressure?" Barrett finished for her. "Residual energy." Edith tensed
as he reached out and stopped the chair. "See?" H s hand had w t hdrawn, and the chair remined

Edi t h had unconsci ously pressed back

nmotionless. "It's dissipated now. " He pushed the chair. It rocked a few tinmes, then was stil
again. "Al gone," he said.
He returned to her bed and sat beside her. "I'mnot very good parapsychol ogi st materi al

I'"'mafraid," she said.

Barrett snmiled and patted her hand.

"Why does this residual energy suddenly make a chair rock?" she asked.

"No specific reason |'ve been able to discover. Al though our presence in the room
undoubt edly has sonething to do with it. It's a kind of random nechani cs which follows the Iine of
| east resistance--sounds Sand novenents which occurred nost often in the past, establishing a
pattern of dynam cs: breezes, door slans, rappings, footsteps, rocking chairs."

She nodded, then touched the tip of his nose. "You have to sleep,"” she said.

Barrett kissed her on the cheek, then stood and noved to the other bed. "Shall | |eave the
candl e on?" he asked.

"Woul d you m nd?"

"No. We'll use a night light while we're here. No harmin it."

They settled down, and Edith | ooked up at the shell design carved in the wal nut ceiling
panel s. "Lionel ?" she asked.

"Yes?"

"Are you sure there are no such things as ghosts?”

Barrett chuckled. "Nary a one."

10: 21 P. M

The hot stream of water sprayed off Florence's upper chest and rivul eted down between her
breasts. She stood in the shower stall, head back, eyes shut, feeling the ribbons of water |ace
across her stomach and down her thighs and | egs.

She was thinking about the tape recording of her sitting. Only one thing in it seened of
inport: that crazed and trenbling voice which had told themto get out of the house or be killed
There was sonething there. It was anorphous, just beginning, but nost conpelling. Can't you see
I'"'m hel pl ess?_ she heard the pitiful voice in her nind. | don't want to hurt you, but | nust! _

It could be part of the answer.
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She twisted off the faucets and, pushing open the shower door, stepped out onto the
bat hmat. Hissing at the cold, she grabbed a bath towel fromits rack and rubbed herself briskly.
Dry, she pulled the heavy flannel gown across her head and thrust her arns into its full-length
sl eeves. She brushed her teeth, then noved across the bedroomwith the candle, set it down, and
got into the bed closest to the bathroom door. She thrashed her legs to warmthe sheets, then
stretched out, pulling the bedclothes to her chin. After a while, her shivering stopped. She wet
two fingers and, reaching out, crinped the candl e flane between them

The house was massively silent. | wonder what Ben is doing, she thought. She clucked in
di stress. Poor, deluded man. She brushed aside the thought. That was for tonorrow. Now she had to
thi nk about her part in the project. That voice. Wose had it been? Beneath its threatening had
been such despair, such harrowed angui sh

Fl orence turned her head. The door to the corridor had just been opened. She | ooked across
t he darkness of the room The door closed quietly.

Foot steps started toward her.

"Yes?" she said.

The footsteps kept approaching, nuffled on the rug. Florence started reaching for the
candl e, then withdrew her hand, knowing it was not one of the other three. "All right," she
nmur nur ed.

The footsteps halted. Florence listened carefully. There was a sound of breathing at the
foot of the bed. "Wo's there?" she asked.

Only the sound of breathing. Florence peered into the darkness, but it was inpenetrable.
She cl osed her eyes. Her tone was even, undi smayed. "Wio is it, please?”

The breat hing conti nued.

"You wi sh to speak to ne?"

Br eat hi ng.

"Are you the one who warned us to get out?"

The sound of breathing quickened. "Yes," she said. "It _is_ you, isn't it?"

The breathing grew nore | abored. It was that of a young man. She could al nost visualize
himstanding at the foot of the bed, his posture tense, his face tornented.

"You nust speak or give ne sone sign," she said. She waited. There was no reply. "I wait
for you with God's love. Let nme help you find the peace | know you hunger for."

Was that a sob? She tightened. "Yes, | hear, | understand. Tell nme who you are, and | can
hel p you."

Suddenly the roomwas still. Florence cupped her hands behind her ears and |istened
intently.

The sound of breathing had stopped.
Wth a sigh of disappointnment, she reached to the left until her fingers found the
mat chbook on the chest of drawers. Striking one, she |lit her candle and | ooked around. There was

still something in the room
"Shall | put out the candl e?" she asked.
Si | ence.
"Very well." She smiled. "You know where I am Anytine you want--"

She broke of f, gasping, as the bedspread | eaped into the air and sailed across the foot of
the bed, then stopped and settled downward flutteringly.
A figure stood beneath it.

Fl orence regai ned her breath. "Yes, | can see you now," she said. She estinated height.
"How tall you are." She shivered as Fischer's words flashed across her mnd. "The Roaring G ant,"
he was called . She stared at the figure. She could see its broad chest rise and fall, as though

with breath.

"No," she said abruptly. It was not Bel asco. She began to rise, easing the bedclothes from
her body, gazing at the figure. She let her legs slide off the mattress, stood. The head of the
figure turned, as though to watch her while she drifted toward it. "You' re not Bel asco, are you?
Such pain would not be in Belasco. And | feel your anguish. Tell ne who--"

The bedspread suddenly col | apsed. Florence stared at it awhile, then | eaned over to pick
it up.

She reared with a gasp as a hand caressed her buttocks. Angrily, she | ooked around the
room There was a chuckling-- lowpitched, sly. Florence drew in a shaking breath. "You' ve proved
your sex to ne, at any rate,"” she said. The chuckling deepened. Florence shook her head in pity.
"If you're all that clever, why are you a prisoner in this house?"

The chuckl i ng stopped, and all three blankets flew fromthe bed as though someone were
pulling themaway in rage. The sheets went next, the pillows, then the mattress cover. In seven
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seconds, all the bedclothes lay in scattered heaps across the rug, the mattress shifted to the
si de.

Fl orence waited. Wien nothing nore occurred, she spoke. "Feel better now?"

Smiling to herself, she started gathering up the bedclothes. Sonmething tried to pull a
bl anket from her hands. She jerked it back. "That's enough! |I'mnot anused!" She turned to the
bed. "Go away, and don't cone back until you're ready to behave."

As she started to remake the bed, the corridor door was opened. She didn't even | ook
around to watch it shut.

7:01 A M

I"'mafraid not." Barrett drew his foot fromthe water. "Maybe it'll be warm enough by
tomorrow norning." He dried the foot and pulled his slipper on again. Pushing to his feet, he
| ooked at Edith with a rueful smle. "I could have |let you sleep.”

"That's all right."

Barrett | ooked around. "I wonder if the steamroom works."

Edith pulled the heavy nmetal door and held it open for him Barrett |inped inside and
turned to watch her follow The door thunped shut. Barrett raised his candl e and peered around,
then | eaned forward, squinting.

"Ah." Setting down his cane and candle, he eased hinself into a kneeling position. He
reached underneath and tried to turn the tap wheel of the steamoutlet.

Edith sat across fromhimand | eaned against the tile wall, straightening as the chill of
it pierced her robe. She stared at Lionel sleepily. The flickering of their candles and his
bobbi ng shadow on the walls and ceiling seened to pul se agai nst her eyes. She closed t hem
monentarily, then opened them agai n. She found herself begi nning to apprai se the shadow hoveri ng
on the ceiling over Lionel. It seened, sonmehow, to be expanding. How could that be? There was no
movenent of air in the room the candle flanes burned straight up now Only Barrett's shifting as
he | abored with the tap wheel was reflected on the walls and ceiling.

She blinked and shook her head. She could swear the edges of the shadow were extending
i ke a spreading inkblot. She shifted on the bench. The roomwas still except for Lionel's
breathing. Let's go, she thought. She tried to speak the words al oud, but sonething kept her from
it.

She stared at the shadow. It hadn't gone across that corner before, had it? Let's get out
of here, she thought. It's probably nothing, but let's go.

She felt her body going rigid. She was sure she'd seen a patch of lighted wall go bl ack
"Li onel ?" The sound she made was barely audible, a feeble stirring in her throat. She swal |l owed
hard. "Lionel?"

Her voice came so abruptly that Barrett jerked around with a gasp. "Wiat _is_ it?"

Edith blinked. The shadow on the ceiling | ooked normal now.

"Edith?"

She filled her lungs with air. "Let's go?"

"Nervous?"

"Yes, I'm. . . seeing things." Her smile was wan. She didn't want to tell him Still, she
had to. If it did nmean something, he would want to know. "I thought | saw your shadow start to
grow." He stood and picked up his cane and candl e holder, turning back to join her. "It's
possi bl e," he said, "but follow ng your sleepless night in this particular house, |I'mnore

inclined to think it was inmagination."
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They left the steamroom and started back al ong the pool edge. It _was_ imagination, Edith
t hought. She repressed a snile Wo ever heard of a ghost in a steamroonf

7:33 A M

Fl orence knocked softly on the door to Fischer's room Wen there was no answer, she
knocked agai n. "Ben?" she called.

He was sitting up in bed, eyes closed, head | eaning back against the wall. On the table to
his right, his candle was al nost guttered. Florence drifted across the room protecting the flane
of her candle with an uprai sed hand. Poor man, she thought, stopping by the bed. Hi s face was
drawn and pal e. She wondered when he'd gotten to sleep. Benjamin Franklin Fischer: the greatest
Areri can physical nediumof the century. His sittings in Professor Gal breath's house at Marks
Col | ege had been the nost incredible display of power since the heyday of Hone and Pal |l adi no. She
shook her head with pity. Now he was enotionally crippled, a |latter-day Sanson, selfshorn of
m ght .

She returned to the corridor and shut the door as quietly as possible. She | ooked toward
the door to Belasco's room She and Fi scher had gone there yesterday afternoon, but its atnosphere
had been curiously flat, not at all what she'd expected.

She crossed the corridor and entered it again. It was the only duplex apartnent in the
house, its sitting roomand bath | ocated on the lower level, its bedroomon a bal cony reached by a
curved stairway. Florence noved to it and ascended the steps.

The bed had been constructed in seventeenth-century French style, its intricately carved
colums as thick as tel ephone poles, the initials "E. B." carved in the center of the headboard.
Sitting down on it, Florence closed her eyes and opened herself to inpressions, wanting to verify
that it had not been Belasco in her roomthe night before. She released her nind as nuch as
possi bl e without going into a trance.

A tunbl e of inmmges began to cross her consciousness. The room at night, |anps burning.
Soneone lying on the bed. A figure chuckling. Lucid, staring eyes. A calendar for 1921. A nan in
bl ack. A snell of pungent incense in her nostrils. A man and wonan on the bed. A painting. A
cursing voice. Awne bottle hurled against the wall. A sobbing woman flung across the bal cony
rail. Blood oozing on the teakwood fl oor. A photograph. A crib. New York. A calendar for 1903. A
pregnant wonan.

The birth of a child; a boy.

Fl orence opened her eyes. "Yes." She nodded. " _Yes ."
She went down the stairs and left the room A nminute later, she was entering the dining
hall, where Barrett and his w fe were breakfasting.

"Ah, good, you're up," Barrett said. "Breakfast just arrived.”
Fl orence sat at the table and served herself a small portion of scranbled eggs, a piece of

toast; she wouldn't be sitting until later in the day, since they had to wait for a cabinet to be
built. She exchanged a few remarks with Ms. Barrett, answered Barrett's questions by saying that
she felt it would be better to let Fischer sleep than wake himup, then, finally, said, "I think

have a partial answer to the haunting of the house."

"Ch?" Barrett |ooked at her with interest that was clearly nore polite than genui ne.

"That voi ce warning us. That pounding on the table. The personality that approached ne in
nmy roomlast night. A young man."

"Who?" asked Barrett.

"Bel asco's son."

They | ooked at her in silence.

"You recall that M. Fischer nentioned him"

"But didn't he say that no one was sure whether Belasco had a son or not?" Barrett said.

Fl orence nodded. "But he did. He's here now, suffering, tornmented. He nust have gone into

spirit at an early age-- just past twenty, | feel. He's very young and very frightened-- and,
because he's frightened, very angry, very hostile. | believe if we can convince himto go on, a
portion of the haunting force will be elininated."

Barrett nodded. Don't believe a word of it, he thought. "That's very interesting."

Fl orence thought, | know he doesn't believe ne, but it's better that | tell himwhat I
t hi nk.

She was about to change the subject when there was a | oud knocki ng on the front door
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Edith, who was drinking coffee, spilled some as her hand jerked. Barrett smled at her. "Qur

generator, | imagine, And a carpenter, | hope."

St andi ng, he picked up his candl e hol der and cane and started toward the great hall. He
stopped to | ook back at Edith. "Well, | guess it's safe to | eave you | ong enough to answer the
door," he said after a few nonments.

He crossed the great hall and noved into the entry hall. Opening the front door, he saw

Deut sch's representative standing on the porch, coat collar raised, an unbrella in his hand. To
Barrett's surprise, he saw that it was raining.
"I've got your generator and your carpenter,’
Barrett nodded. "What about the cat?"
"That too."
Barrett smiled with satisfaction. Now he could nove.

t he man sai d.

1:17 P. M
The lights went on, and, in unison, all four uttered sounds of pleasure. "I'Il be dammed,"
sai d Fischer. They exchanged spontaneous smiles. "I never thought electric lights could | ook so

good, " Edith said.

Bathed with Iight, the great hall was another place entirely. Nowits size seened rega
rat her than om nous. No |onger black with | oom ng shadows, it was a nassive chanber in sone art
museum and not a haunted cavern. Edith | ooked at Fischer. He was obviously pleased, his posture
di fferent, apprehension cleansed fromhis eyes. She | ooked at Florence, who was sitting with the
cat on her lap. The lights on, she thought. That cat resting peacefully. She smled. It didn't
seem | i ke a haunted house at all now.

She gasped as the lights flickered, went out, then on again. Imediately, they began to
dim "Ch, no," she murnured.

"Easy," Barrett said. "They'll get it."

A mnute later, the Iights were bright and steady. Wen another mnute passed w thout a
change, Barrett smiled. "There, you see?"

Edith nodded. Her relief had ended, though. Fromrel axed assurance, she had fallen back to
a naggi ng dread that, any second, they might once nore be in darkness.

Fl orence | ooked at Fischer, caught his eye, and smled at him He did not return it.
Idiots, he thought. Sone bul bs go on, and they all think the danger's over

1:58 P.M

The cabi net had been constructed in the northeast corner of the great hall by the
installation of an eight-foot-Iong round wooden bar between the walls. A pair of heavy green
draperies was hanging fromthe bar on rings, formng a triangular encl osure seven feet high.

I nside the enclosure was a straight-backed wooden arnthair

Barrett edged aside the draperies on each side until there was an opening in the mddle
| arge enough to accomodate a small wooden table he had asked Fischer to carry in. Pushing the
table in front of the opening, he placed on top of it a tanbourine, a snmall guitar, a tea bell,
and a length of rope. He | ooked at the cabinet appraisingly for several nonents, then turned to
t he ot hers.

They wat ched as he rummaged through the contents of the wooden chest fromwhich he'd
gotten the rope, tea bell, guitar, and tanbourine. He lifted out a pair of black tights and a
bl ack | ong-sl eeved snock and held themout to Florence. "I believe they'll fit," he said

Fl orence stared at him

"“You don't object, do you?"

"well--"

"You know it's standard procedure.”

"Yes, but"--Florence hesitated, then went on--"as a precaution against fraud."

"Primarily."

Fl orence's snile was awkward. "Surely you don't think |I'm capable of perpetrating fraud

file://IC|/2590%20Sci-Fi%20and%20Fantasy%20...s/Richard%20Matheson%20-%20Hell%20House.txt (29 of 117) [12/29/2004 2:32:55 PM]



file:/11C|/2590%620Sci - Fi %20and%20Fantasy %20E-books/Ri chard%20M atheson%620-%20Hel 1 %620House. txt

with a formof nediumship | didn't even know | had before last night."

“I"'mnot inplying that, Mss Tanner. It's sinply that | rmust maintain a standard. If |
don't, the results of the sitting are scientifically unacceptable."”

Finally she sighed. "Very well." She took the tights and snock, | ooked around, then went
i nside the cabinet to change, pulling the draperies together. Barrett turned to Edith. "Wuld you
exam ne her, ny dear?" he asked. Bending over the box, he lifted out a spool of black thread with
a needl e pushed through the thread, and handed it to her.

Edith nmoved toward the cabinet, a disconfited | ook on her face. She'd al ways hated doi ng
this, although she'd never indicated it to Lionel. Stopping by the cabinet, she cleared her
throat. "May | cone in?"

There was a nonentary sil ence before Florence answered. "Yes." Edith pushed between the
drapery edges, stepping into the cabinet.

Fl orence had renoved her skirt and sweater and was | eaning over, stepping fromher half-
slip. Straightening, she draped the slip across the chair back. As she reached back to unhook her
white brassiere, Edith stepped aside. "I'msorry," she rmurnured; "I know it's--"

"Don't be enbarrassed,"” Florence said. "Your husband is quite right. It's standard
procedure."

Edi th nodded, keeping her eyes on Florence's face as the nedi um hung her brassiere across
the chair back. Her gaze dropped as Florence bent forward to renove her underpants. She was
startled by the fullness of the nedium s breasts, and | ooked up quickly. Florence stood erect.
"Al'l right," she said. Edith saw a stippling of gooseflesh on the mediums arns.

"We'll nake it quick so you can dress,"” she said. "Your nouth?"

Fl orence opened her nouth, and Edith | ooked inside. She felt ridiculous. "Wll, unless you
have a hollow tooth or sonething--"

Fl orence cl osed her nmouth and sniled. "It's just a technicality. Your husband knows |'m

not conceal i ng anything."

Edi t h nodded. "Your hair?"

Fl orence reached up both hands to unpin her hair. The novenent nmade her breasts hitch, so
their hardened ni ppl es brushed against Edith's sweater. Edith twi tched back, watching the tresses
of thick red hair as they rippled dowward, spilling over Florence's creany shoul ders. She'd never
exani ned a woman so beautiful before

"Al'l right," Florence said.

Edith started fingering through the nmediums hair. It was warmand silky to the touch. The
fragrance of Florence's perfunme drifted over her. Bal enciaga, she thought. She drew in a | abored
breath. She could feel the pressing weight of Florence's breasts against her own. She wanted to
step back but couldn't do it. She |ooked into the nediunm s green eyes, |ooked down quickly.
Turning Florence's head, she | ooked into her ears. | will not |ook up her nose, she thought. She
drew her hands back awkwardly. "Arnpits?" she said.

Fl orence raised her arns and caused her breasts to jut again. Edith edged away from her
and gl anced down at her shaved arnpits. She nodded once, and Florence |lowered her arns. Edith felt
her heartbeat thudding. The inside of the cabinet seened very close. She | ooked at Fl orence
unhappily. It seened as if the two of themwere stopped in tinme. Then she noted Fl orence gl anci ng
down, and | owered her gaze. She started at the sight of Florence's hands cupped beneath her
breasts, holding themup. This is ridiculous, she thought. She nodded once, and Fl orence took her
hands away. That's enough, Edith decided. I1'Il just say | did the rest. Ooviously she has no
intention of conmmtting fraud.

She watched as the mediumsat in the chair, hissing at its col dness. She | ooked up at
Edith. 1'Il just say | did the rest, Edith thought.

Leani ng back, Florence spread her |egs apart.

Edith stared down at the nediunml s body: the heavy, ovate loll of her breasts, the swell of
her stomach, the milk-white fullness of her thighs, the parted tuft of gl ossy copper hair between
her legs. She couldn't take her eyes away. She felt a drawi ng hotness in her stomach

She jerked her head around so quickly, |ooking up, that it sent a shooting pain through
her neck.

"What _is_ it?" Florence asked.

Edith swal | owed, staring up across the wooden rod. There was only ceiling visible. She
| ooked at Florence. " Wiat? " the nmedi um asked.

Edith shook her head. "I think we can assunme--" She broke off, gesturing with a trenbling
hand, then turned and pushed from the cabi net.

She nodded to Lionel and crossed to the fireplace. She was sure she | ooked conpl etely
di sconcerted, but hoped he woul dn't ask her why.
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She stared into the fire. There was sonething in her hand. She | ooked at it; the spool of

thread. Now she'd have to bring it back. She closed her eyes. Her neck still hurt fromthe
wrenching she'd given it. Had she really seen a novenent? There'd been nothing there. Still, she
could have sworn that someone had been | ooki ng down into the cabinet.

At her.
2:19 P.M

"Too tight?" asked Barrett.

"No, it's fine," Florence answered quietly.

Barrett finished tying the gloves at her wists. As he did, Florence | ooked across his
shoul der at Edith, who was sitting by the equipnent table, the cat resting on her |ap.

"Put your palns on the chair plates,” Barrett instructed. The gloves he'd fastened to
Fl orence had netal plates attached to their palns. As Florence rested themon the plates nailed to
the chair arms, a pair of tiny bulbs on the equi pnent table |ighted.

"So long as your hands remain in place, the bulbs will burn," Barrett told her. "Break
contact--" He lifted her hands, and the bul bs went out.

Fl orence wat ched as Barrett unrolled the wire for the shoe plates. It disturbed her that
Edith had | ooked up the way she had, when she'd been consci ous of not hing.

"WIl the foot plates activate the same two bul bs?" she asked.

"Two ot hers."

“Isn't that a lot of |ight?"

"The conbi ned wattage of all four bulbs is less than ten,'
shoe pl at es.

"I"d assurmed we'd be in darkness."

"I can't accept darkness as a test condition." Barrett glanced up. "Wuld you try the foot
pl at es?"

Fl orence set the plates attached to the soles of her shoes on the pair of plates Barrett
had placed on the floor. On the equipnment table, two nore small bul bs went on. Barrett pushed up
wi ncing. "Don't be concerned,” he said. "There'll be just enough illum nation to observe by."

Fl orence nodded. Barrett's words failed to reassure her, though. Wiy do | feel so upset?
she t hought.

Fi scher sat | ooking at the nedium her luxuriant figure outlined by the skin-tight
costume. The sight did not arouse him Those dammed bl ack outfits, he was thinking. How many of
them had he worn? The nenmory of his early teen years was of endless sittings like this, his nother
and himself riding fromcity to city on buses, fromone test to another

He lit another cigarette and watched as Barrett connected wire |leads to Florence's arns
and thighs, roped her to the chair, then picked up a fol ded piece of nbsquito netting to which
tiny bells had been sewn. Shaking it open, Barrett fastened it to the wooden rod so that the
netting hung down in the space uncovered by the draperies. He pulled the small table severa
i nches toward hinself. Now the netting filled the space between the table and Fl orence, weights on
its bottomholding it taut.

Barrett arranged the infrared Iights so they'd shine across the surface of the table in
front of the cabinet. Switching on the invisible lights, he noved his hand across the cabi net
table. There was a clicking noise as the synchroni zed shutters of the two caneras were activat ed.
Satisfied, Barrett checked the dynanoneter and the gl obe of the tel eki netoscope. He set out
nmodel ing clay and briefly stirred the nelted paraffin wax in its pot on the snmall electric stove.

"W're ready now," he said.

As if it understood his words, the cat junped suddenly fromEdith's |ap and | oped across
the room heading for the entry hall. "Isn't that encouragi ng?" she said.

"Doesn't mean a thing," Barrett told her. Adjusting the red and yellow |ights to m ni num
illumnation, he noved to the wall switch and depressed it. The great hall darkened. Barrett took
his place at the table, switching on the tape recorder. "Decenber 22, 1970," he said into the
m crophone. "Sitters: Doctor and Ms. Lionel Barrett, M. Benjanin Franklin Fischer. Medium M ss
Fl orence Tanner." Quickly he recited the details of arrangenments and precautions, then sat back
"Proceed," he said.

The three sat quietly as Florence spoke an invocation and sang a hyrtm. After she was
finished, she began to take in deep breaths. Soon, her hands and | egs began to twitch as though

he answered as he connected the
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she were being subjected to a series of galvanic shocks. Her head began to loll from side to side,
her face becom ng flushed. Low pitched groans quavered in her throat. "No," she nuttered. "No, not
now." Gradually her noises faded, until, follow ng a wheezing inhalation, she relapsed into

si | ence.

"Two-thirty-eight p.m; Mss Tanner in apparent trance," Barrett said into the nicrophone.
"Pul se rate: eighty-five. Respiration: fifteen. Four electric contacts nmintained." He checked the
self-recording thermoneter. "No change in tenperature. Steady at seventy-three-point-two degrees.
Dynanonet er readi ng: ei ghteen hundred and seventy."

Twenty seconds | ater, he spoke again. "Dynanoneter reading decreased to ei ghteen hundred
and twenty-three. Tenperature |owering; now at sixty-six-point-six degrees. Pulse rate: ninety-
four-point-five and rising."

Edith drew in her legs, pressing themtogether as she felt col dness underneath the table.
Fi scher sat immobile. Even sheltered, he could feel the power gathering around him

Barrett checked the thernometer again. "Tenperature drop now twel ve-point-three degrees.
Dynanonet er tension reduced to seventeen hundred and seventy-nine. Pressurometer negative.

El ectric contacts still maintained. Rate of breath increasing. Fifty . . . fifty-seven .
sixty; rising steadily."

Edith stared at Florence. In the feeble light, all she could make out was the nediums
face and hands. She seened to be |ying back agai nst the chair, eyes shut. Edith swall owed. There
was a cold knot in her stomach, which even Lionel's assured tones could not dispel

She started as the canera shutters clicked. "Infrared rays broken, caneras activated,"”
Barrett said. He | ooked at the dark blue instrument and tightened with excitenent. "Evidence of
EMR conmenci ng. "

Fi scher | ooked at him Wat was EMR? Clearly it was sonething vital to Barrett.

"Medium s respiration now two hundred and ten," Barrett was saying. "Dynanoneter fourteen
hundred and sixty. Tenperature--"

He broke off at the sound of Edith's gasp. "Ozone present in the air,"'
Renmar kabl e, he thought.

A mnute passed, then two, the snell and col dness steadily increasing. Abruptly Edith
cl osed her eyes. She waited, opened them again, and stared at Florence's hands. It had not been
her i nagination

Threads of pale white, viscous matter were oozing fromthe nedium s fingertips.

"Tel eplasmformng," Barrett said. "Separate filanents uniting into single filnmy strand.
WIIl attenpt matter penetration.” He waited until the tel eplasmstrand was |onger, then said to
Fl orence, "Lift the bell." He paused before repeating the instruction

The viscous tentacle began to rear up slowy |like a serpent. Edith drew back in her chair,
staring at it as it glided forward through the air, penetrated the net, and headed for the table.

"Tel epl asmic stalk through net and noving toward the table." Barrett said. "Dynanoneter
readi ng: thirteen hundred and forty, dropping steadily. Electric contacts still maintained."

H s voice becane a blur of neaningl ess sounds to Fischer as he watched the noist,
glistening tentacle inch its way across the table like a giant worm A photograph flared briefly
in his mind: him fourteen, deep in trance, a sinmlar extrusion fromhis nouth. He shivered as the

he sai d.

filny nmenmber twined itself around the handle of the tea bell. The tentacle began to tighten
slowy. Suddenly it raised the bell, and Fischer's legs twitched spastically as the bell was
shaken.

"Thank you. Put it down, please,"” Barrett said. Edith |ooked at him astounded by his
casual tone. Her gaze returned to the table as the gray extrenity put down the bell, uncurling
itself fromthe handl e.

"WII try for specimen retrieval," Barrett said. Standing, he set a porcelain bow on the
cabinet table; at his approach, the tentacle jerked back as though in startled retreat. "Leave a
section in the bow, please," Barrett said, returning to his chair.

The gray appendage started swayi ng back and forth |like the stalk of some undersea pl ant
undulating in the current. "Leave a section in the bow, please," Barrett repeated. He | ooked at
the EMR recorder. The needl e had passed the 300 mark. He felt a glow of satisfaction. Turning back
to the cabinet, he repeated his instruction once nore.

He was forced to speak the words seven tinmes nore before the glistening filament began to
move. Slowy it started toward the bow. Edith stared at it, repelled yet fascinated. It |ooked
li ke an eyel ess, gray-scaled serpent. As it reached the bow, it slithered up across the rim She
flinched as it recoiled. Again it advanced on the bow, with perceptible caution in its novenent.
Once again it snapped back soundl essly.

On the fifth advance, the tentacle renmained in place, coiling with a | anguid, spiraling
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nmovenent, until it filled the bow. Thirty seconds later it withdrew Edith started as it
di sappeared from sight.

Barrett rose and transferred the bow to the equipnent table. Edith glanced at the
transparent liquid inside it. "Specinen retained in bow ," Barrett said, |ooking at it. "No odor.
Colorless and slightly turbid."

“"Lionel." Edith's urgent whisper nmade himl ook up

Across the bottom half of Florence's face, a cloudy mass was starting to form

"Tel epl asmic matter being generated across |lower part of nedium s face," Barrett said.

"I ssuance from nouth and nostrils.”

As he continued speaking into the m crophone, describing the materialization and noting
the flux of instrument readings, Edith stared at the fornation in front of Florence's face. Now it
resenbled a torn, griny handkerchief, the | ower part of which hung down in shreds. The upper part
was starting to rise. It spread with a swayi ng novenent, first obscuring Florence's nose, then her
eyes, finally her brow, so that her face was cl oaked entirely, the formation like a ragged vei
t hrough which her pale features could be seen

"Tel epl asmi c veil beginning to condense," said Barrett. This really was remarkabl e, he
thought. For a mental nediumto produce such striking teleplasmat her first physical sitting was
al nost unprecedented. He watched with nmounting interest.

The texture of the mistlike veil [ooked curdled now, in less than half a ninute,

Fl orence's face had vani shed behind it. Soon, her head, then upper shoul ders, were conceal ed
beneat h fol ds of what appeared to be a soggy, grayish shroud. The bottom of this dingy fabric was
descending toward her lap, lengthening into a solid strip several inches wide. As it descended, it
began to take on coloration

"Separate filanment extending downward," Barrett said. "Reddish hue inpinging on the
grayness. Stretching tissue seens to be inflaned. Getting brighter . . . brighter. The col or of
open flesh now "

Fi scher felt nunb. H's chair seemed to be tilting backward as he watched the altering
vesture on Florence's head and body. Sudden panic struck him He was going under! He dug his nails
into his palns until pain overshadowed all else

The shroud on Florence was beconi ng nore al bescent every nonent, starting to resenble
linen dipped in white paint, transparent in sone places, solid in others. Veillike strips and
pat ches were begi nning to appear at other spots on her body--her right armand | eg, her right
breast, the center of her lap. It |ooked as though a solid bedsheet had been di pped into sone
iridescent liquid, then torn apart, the fragments thrown across her indiscrimnately, the |argest
pi ece settling on her head and shoul ders.

Edith pressed back hard agai nst her chair, unaware that she was doing so. She had
wi t nessed physi cal phenonena before, but never anything like this. Her face was masklike as she
wat ched the teleplasm c sections start to coalesce. Bit by bit, they started to assune a shape.
The filament, now pal e again, |ooked vaguely |ike an armand wist.

"Sonet hing taking form" said Barrett.

Twent y-seven seconds later, a white figure stood before the cabinet, garbed in a shapel ess
robe, sexless, inconplete, its hands like rudinentary claws. There was a nouth, and two dark spots
for nostrils, and it had two eyes which seenmed to gaze at them Edith drew in a rasping breath.

"Easy," Barrett said. "Teleplasnmic figure forned. Inperfectly--"

He broke off as the figure chuckl ed.

Edith nade a stricken noise. " _Easy ," Barrett told her.

The figure laughed: a rolling |laugh, deep and resonant, which seened to gorge the air.
Edith felt her scalp begin to crawm. _The figure was turning to look at her_. It seemed to be
comng closer. A frightened whinper filled her throat. "_Hold still_," Barrett whispered.

Suddenly the figure reached for her, and Edith screamed, throw ng her arnms across her
face. Wth a noise that sounded |ike the snapping of a giant rubber band, the figure vani shed.

Fl orence cried out hoarsely, making Edith junp again. Fischer struggled to his feet. "Hold it!"
Barrett ordered.

Fi scher stood beside the table rigidly as Barrett drew up the netting and shone the red
beam of his pencil flashlight into Florence's face. Immediately he turned it off and checked his
instruments. "M ss Tanner conming out of trance," he said. "Premature retraction, causing brief
system ¢ shock." He | ooked at Fi scher.

"Hel p her now," he said.
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4:23 P.M

Edith woke with a start. She checked her watch and saw t hat she'd been sl eeping nore than
an hour.

Li onel was sitting at the octagonal table, looking into his m croscope and maki ng notes.
Edith dropped her feet across the mattress edge and worked theminto her shoes. Standing, she
wal ked across the rug. Barrett |ooked up, smling. "Feeling better?"

She nodded. "I apol ogi ze for what | did before.”

"No problem"

Edith made a pained face. "I caused a 'premature retraction,' didn't |?"

"Don't worry, she'll get over it; I'msure it's not the worst thing that's ever happened

to her during a sitting." Barrett |ooked at her a nonment, then asked, "Wat was it that upset you
before the sitting? The exani nation?"

Edith was aware of restraining her reply. "It was a little awkward, yes."

"You' ve done it before."

"I know." She felt herself tensing. "I just felt awkward this tine."

"You should have told nme. | could have done it."

“I"'mglad you didn't." Edith managed a snmile. "Conpared to her, | look |like a boy."
Barrett nade a scoffing noise. "As if that would matter."

"Anyway, |I'msorry | ruined the sitting." Edith was conscious of changing the subject.

"You didn't ruin anything. | couldn't be nore satisfied."

"What are you doi ng?"

Barrett gestured toward the mcroscope. "Take a | ook."

Edith peered into the eyepiece. On the slide, she saw groups of shapel ess forns and groups
of oval and pol ygonal bodies. "What am | |ooking at?" she asked.

"A specinmen of that teleplasmprepared in water. Wat you see are congl onerates of
etiolated, lanmellar, cohesive bodies, as well as single |amnae of varied forns resenbling
epi thel i um w thout nuclei."

Edith | ooked up chidingly. "Now, do you really think | understood what you just said?"

Barrett smiled. "Just showing off. What I'mtrying to say is that the speci men consists of
cell detritus, epitheliumcells, veils, lanmellae, filnmy aggregates, isolated fat grains, mucus,
and so on."

"Whi ch neans--?"

"Whi ch neans that what the Spiritualists refer to as ectoplasmis derived al nbst entirely
fromthe medium s body, the remainder being adm xtures fromthe air and the medium s costumne--
fi brous vegetabl e renmains, bacterial spores, starch grains, food and dust particles, et cetera.
The bul k of it, however, is organic, living matter. Think of it, my dear. _An organic
externalization of thought . Mnd reduced to matter, subject to scientific observation
measur enent, and anal ysis." He shook his head in wondernent. "The concept of ghosts seens
dreadful ly prosaic conpared to that."

"You nmean M ss Tanner nmade that figure fromher own body."

"Essentially."

" \hy? "

"To prove a point. That figure was undoubtedly supposed to be Belasco's son--a son who,
I'' mconvinced, never existed."

4:46 P.M

The cat lay warmly indol ent beside her. Its body throbbed with purrs as Florence stroked
its neck.

When she'd conme upstairs, she'd found it cowering outside her door and, despite her
wr et chedness, had picked it up and carried it inside. She'd held it in her lap until its trenbling
had stopped, then had put it on the bed and taken a hot shower. Now she was |lying in her robe, the
bedspread pul |l ed across her

"Poor puss,” she nmurrmured. "What a place to bring you." She ran the edge of a finger along
the front of its neck, and the cat raised its head with a |anguid novenent, eyes still closed.
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Barrett had said that he needed it as an additional verification of "presence" in the house. It
seenmed a harsh neasure, though, nerely to acquire a slight scientific validation. Maybe she could
get it taken away by the couple who brought their nmeals. She'd ask Barrett to let her know the
nonent the cat had served its purpose.

Fl orence cl osed her eyes again. She w shed she coul d sl eep, but things kept naggi ng at her
mnd. Ms. Barrett's strained enbarrassnent--the way she'd jerked around, as though sonmeone were
| ooking at her; Barrett's overzeal ous saf eguards agai nst fraud; the onset of physical nediunmship
in herself; her inability to go inside the chapel; her concern for Fischer; her feeling of
di ssatisfaction with herself; her fear that she was giving nore inportance to Belasco's son than
he warranted. After all--

She jolted, gasping, as the cat |eaped fromthe bed. Sitting up, she sawit rushing to the
door and crouching there, back arched, fur on end, its pupils expanded so conpletely that its eyes
| ooked bl ack. Hastily she stood and crossed to it. The instant she opened the door, it darted out
into the corridor and di sappear ed.

Somret hi ng fl apped behind her, and she whirled, to see the spread and bl ankets | andi ng on
t he rug.

There was sonet hi ng underneath the sheet.

Fl orence stared at it. It was the figure of a man. She started toward the bed, tightening
as she saw that the figure was nude. She could make out every body contour, fromthe swelling
broadness of the chest to the bulge of genitals. She felt a stir of sensual awareness in her body.
No, she told herself; that's what he wants. "If you're here only to inpress me with your
cleverness again, I'mnot interested,” she said.

The figure made no sound. It lay i mmobile underneath the sheet, chest expanding and
contracting in a perfect simulation of breath. Florence peered at its face. "Are you Enmeric
Bel asco' s son?" she asked. She edged along the side of the bed. "If you are, you said that nothing
changes. Yet, with love, all things are possible. This is true of life, and true of life beyond
life." She | eaned across him trying to make out his features. "Tell me who you are,"” she said.

"Boo!" the figure shouted. Florence junped back with a cry. Instantly the sheet coll apsed,
and there was nothing on the bed. The air began to ring with nocking |aughter. Florence tightened
with resentment. "Very funny," she said. The laughter rose in pitch, taking on a frenzied quality.

Fl orence cl enched her hands. "If practical jokes are all you're interested in, stay away fromne!"
she ordered.
For al mbst twenty seconds, it was deathly still inside the room Florence felt her stomach

muscl es slowy tightening. Suddenly the Chinese |anp was pitched to the floor, shattering its
bul b; only the light fromthe bathroom kept the roomfromtotal darkness. Florence twitched as

f oot steps thudded across the rug. The door to the corridor was flung open so hard that it crashed
agai nst the wall.

She waited for a while before she crossed the roomto shut the door. Sw tching on the
overhead light, she noved to the fallen lanp and picked it up. Such anger, she thought. Yet it
wasn't only anger; that was clear

It was a plea as well.

6:21 P. M

Fl orence wal ked into the dining hall. "Good evening," she said.
Fischer's snile was cursory. Florence sat down. "Have you seen this couple yet?" she
asked, gesturing toward the table, which was set for supper.

"No. "
She sniled. "Funny if there wasn't any couple."”
Fi scher showed no sign of anusenment. Florence glanced toward the great hall. "I wonder
where the Barretts are," she said. She | ooked back at him "Wll, what have you been doi ng?"

"Scouting." Fischer lifted the cover fromone of the serving dishes and eyed the heap of
| anb chops. He repl aced the cover.

"You shoul d eat," she said.

He pushed the dish toward her. "Maybe we should wait," she said.

"Go ahead."

Fl orence waited a few nore seconds. Then she said, "I'Il have sonme sal ad." She served her
pl ate and | ooked at him He shook his head. "Alittle?" Fischer shook his head agai n.
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Fl orence ate sone sal ad before she spoke again. "Were you in contact with Bel asco's son
when you were here before?"

"Al'l 1 was in contact with was a live wire."

The sound of footsteps nade them | ook around. "Good evening," Florence said.

"Good evening." Barrett snmiled politely; Edith nodded. "Are you feeling better?" Barrett
asked.

Fl orence nodded. "Yes, |I'mfine."

"CGood," Barrett and his wife sat down, served thensel ves, and started eating.

"W were tal ki ng about Bel asco's son," Florence said.

"Ah, yes; Belasco's son."

Sonething in Barrett's tone nade Florence bristle. Suddenly the thought of having been
subjected by himto the indignity of a physical exam nation galled her. The costune, those
ridicul ous precautions: ropes and nets and infrared | anps, hand and foot plates turning lights on,
canmeras. She tried to repress a nounting anger but couldn't. How dare Barrett treat her this way?
Her position in this project was just as vital as his.

"WII it never end?" she said.

The others | ooked at her. "Were you addressing me?" inquired Barrett.

"I was." Again she tried to quell her anger, but again the vision of the physica
exam nation flashed across her mnd, the costune, the absurd safeguards agai nst fraud.

"WI1l what never end?" asked Barrett.

"This attitude of doubt. Distrust."

"Di strust?"

"Why shoul d nmedi uns be expected to produce phenonena only under conditions which science
di ctates?" she demanded. "We're not nmachines. W' re hunman beings. These rigid, unyielding demands
by sci ence have done nore harmthan good to parapsychol ogy."

"M ss Tanner--" Barrett |ooked confused. "What brought this on? Have |--"
"I"'mnot a mediumfor the fun of it, you know " Florence cut himoff. The nore she spoke,
the nore infuriated she becane. "It's often painful, often unrewarding."”

"Don't you think--?"

"It just so happens | believe that mediunmship is God's nanifestation in man." She coul dn't
stop herself. "'Wen | speak with thee,'" she quoted angrily. "'I will open thy mouth, and thou
shalt say to them Thus saith the Lord.""

"M ss Tanner--"

"There is nothing in the Bible--not a single recorded phenonenon--whi ch does not occur
today, whether it be sights or sounds, shaking of the house, or com ng through cl osed doors:
rushing wi nds, levitations, automatic witing, or the speaking in tongues."

There was a heavy silence. Florence glared at Barrett, conscious of Fischer and Edith
staring at her. Sonmewhere, deep inside her mind, she heard a warning cry, but fury stilled it. She
wat ched Barrett pour hinself sone coffee, watched himpick up his cup. He | ooked at her. "Mss

Tanner," he said, "I don't know what's bothering you, but--"
He broke off as the cup exploded in his hand. Edith jerked back, gasping. Barrett, frozen
gaped at the shard of handle still in his fingers. Blood was starting to drip fromthe cut in his

thunb. Florence felt a pounding at her tenples. Fischer |ooked around in startlenment. "Wat in
God's nane--?" Barrett started.

He was drowned out as the glass beside his plate burst apart, its fragments scattering
across the table. Edith jerked her hands back as her plate | eaped fromthe table, flipping over
rapi dly and dunpi ng food across the floor before it | anded, shattering. She recoiled as the top
part of her glass broke off with a cracking noise and junped across the table toward her husband.
Barrett, pulling out a handkerchief, twisted to the side. The glass top thudded off his arm and
tunbled to the floor. Fischer's glass exploded, and he lurched back, flinging an armin front of
his face.

Fl orence's plate sonersaulted, scattering salad over the table. She reached out to grab
it, then jolted back as the plate went flying across the table. Barrett jerked his head aside. The
pl ate scal ed past his ear and | anded on its edge, rolling rapidly across the floor, to break
against the wall. Edith cried out as a heavy serving dish began to slide across the table toward
him Barrett junped up, toppling his chair. He alnost fell, then | eaned against the table. The
serving dish slid off the table edge and crashed to the floor. Mashed potatoes splattered over his
shoes and trouser cuffs.

Fi scher was on his feet now He tried to turn fromthe table, but was slamed against it
as his chair lurched hard against his |l egs. He saw his cup go | eaping fromthe table, gouting
cof fee over Barrett's shirt front as it struck himin the mddl e of the chest. Edith's scream
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choked off as Fischer's plate was catapulted fromthe tabletop, flying closely over her head. The
chair slid back fromFischer, and he crunpled to his knees, his face a mask of shock.

Barrett tried to twi st the handkerchief around his bleeding thumb. The silver pot fel
over and began to spin across the table at him spouting coffee. Barrett lurched aside to avoid
it, slipped on the potatoes, flailed for balance, then went crashing onto his right side. The
cof feepot fell off the table, bouncing off his left calf. He cried out at the burning inpact.
Edith tried to stand to help him but her chair rocked backward, throwi ng her off balance. A knife
and spoon went flying past her cheek.

Fl orence shrank into her chair as another serving dish began to skid across the table,
headed for Barrett. Barrett scrabbled aside with a gasp. The serving dish crashed down beside him
the edge of its cover striking his shin. Edith struggled to her feet. "Under the table!" Fischer
cried. Florence slid fromthe chair, falling to her knees. Fischer flung hinself beneath the
tabl e. Overhead, the hanging | anp began to pendulum the length of its swings increasing rapidly.

They were barely in the shelter of the table when the objects on the nonastery table
agai nst the east wall canme to life. A heavy silver chafing dish arced across the room and hit
their table with a deafening inmpact. Edith cried out. Barrett started reaching for her
autonmatically, then went back to wapping his thunb. A silver bow cane hurtling at them struck a
table leg, and spun around in a blur of novenent. Florence glanced at Fischer. He was on his
knees, eyes staring, face a frozen mask of dread. She wanted to help himbut felt too dazed. There
was a churning coldness in her stomach

Al of them | ooked up in shock as the dining table started rocking back and forth. The
silver creaner |anded nearby, contents splattering across the floor |like a gout of ivory paint.
The silver sugar bow fell beside it as the table rocked with nounting violence, |egs crashing
down |i ke pounding horse hooves. The table shifted suddenly, and Barrett had to jerk his hand away
to keep fromgetting it crushed. The chairs began to overturn, bangi ng one by one against the
floor, the noise like rifle shots.

Suddenly the table surged away fromthem sliding fast across the polished floor. It
snmashed against the fire screen and bent it out of shape. Above them all the sanctuary |anps were
swinging violently. One of themtore |oose and hurtled sideways, creating a shower of sparks as it
collided violently with the stone mantel, then crashed to the tabletop. A silver candel abrum fl ew
across the roomand | anded on the floor by Barrett, thudding against his side. He fell with a gasp
of pain. Florence cried out. "_No! "

Al'l movenent ceased abruptly, except for the decreasing arcs of the remining sanctuary
| anps. Edith bent over Barrett anxiously. "Lionel?" She touched his shoul der. He managed to nod.

"Ben, you've got to leave this house."

Fi scher turned to Florence, startled by her words.

"You aren't up to it," she told him

" _What the hell are you tal king about ?_"

Fl orence turned to Barrett for support. "Doctor--" she began, then stopped, seeing how he
| ooked at her as Edith helped himto his feet. "Are you all right?" she asked.

He didn't answer, |eaning against the table with a groan. Edith | ooked at himin fright.
"Li onel ?"

“I'"I'l be all right." He tightened the handkerchief around his thumb. The cut was deep; it
stung. There were islands of pain all over his body--his arm his chest, his shin, his ankle,
mostly his side. Hi s | eg ached horhbly.

Fl orence stared at him Wy had he | ooked at her that way? Suddenly she thought she knew.
"I"'msorry | spoke so angrily,"” he said. "But please support me in this. | think it's inportant
that Ben--that M. Fischer |eave the house."

Barrett clenched his teeth against the pain. "Trying to get us both out now?" he nuttered.
Fl orence | ooked at himin surprise. "Help nme to our room please?" Barrett asked his wife. Edith
nodded faintly, handed him his cane, and took his arm

Fl orence didn't understand. "What do you nean, Doctor Barrett?"

He threw a gl ance around the weckage of the hall. "I should think that was obvious," he
sai d.

Stunned into silence, Florence watched the Barretts | eave. After they were gone, she
| ooked at Fischer. "What is he saying?" she asked. "That _|_--?"

Fi scher turned away from her.

"Ben, it isn't true!"

He lurched away. Still noving, he glanced back at her. "You're the one who'd better
| eave," he said. "You're the one who's being used, not ne."
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6:48 P. M

Barrett sat down gingerly. "My bag," he murnured. Edith let go of his armand hurried to
the Spanish table, lifting off the small black bag in which he kept his codeine and first-aid kit.
Returning quickly to the bed, she set the bag beside him Lionel was renoving the handkerchi ef
fromhis thumb with slow, careful novenments, his teeth clenched at the pain.

The sight of the deep, blood-o00zing cut nade Edith hiss. "It's all right," Barrett told
her. Reaching into the bag, he took out the first-aid kit and opened it. Renoving a packet of
sul fa powder, he tore it open. "Wuld you get me a glass of water, please?"

Edith turned to the bathroom Barrett drew a box of gauze fromthe first-aid kit and
started to break the seal on its cover. Wen Edith returned, he handed her the box. "Wuld you
bandage it?" he asked. She nodded, giving himthe glass of water. Taking his container of pills
fromthe bl ack bag, he got one out and washed it down.

Edith wi nced as she started bandagi ng. "This needs stitches."

"I don't think so." Barrett gritted his teeth, eyes narrow ng, as she w apped the gauze
around the thunmb. "Make it tight."

When the thunb was bandaged and taped, he eased up his left trouser leg. There was a dark-
red burn on the calf. Edith |ooked at it in dismy. "You have to see a doctor."

"Put sone Butesin picrate onit."

She | ooked at himfor several nonments indecisively. Then, kneeling beside him she spread
the yell ow cream across the burn. Barrett hissed and closed his eyes. "It's all right," he
nmuttered, knowi ng she was | ooking at him

Edith wrapped some gauze around his leg, then helped himlie dowm. Barrett groaned and

shifted onto his left side. "I amone gigantic nmass of bruises," he said, trying to nake it sound
like a joke.
"Lionel, let's go hone."

Barrett took another sip of water and handed her the glass. He slunped back on the pill ows
she had propped behind him "I'mall right," he said.

"What if it happens again?"

He shook his head. "It won't." He | ooked at her a monent. "You could go, though."

" Leave_ you here?"

Barrett raised his right hand as though making a pledge. "Believe ne, it won't happen

again."

"Then why should | | eave?"

"I just don't want you hurt."

"You're the one who's hurt."

Barrett chuckled. "That | am It had to be that way, of course. |I'mthe one who angered
her. "

"You're saying"--Edith hesitated--"she did all that?"

"Maki ng use of the power in the room" he said. "Converting it to poltergeist-type
phenonena directed at ne."

Edi th thought about the viol ence of what had happened. The gigantic table rocking back and
forth, then hurled across the floor like an express train. The whi ppi ng novenent of those massive
hangi ng lanps. "My God," she said.

"I nmade a mstake,"” Barrett told her. "I accepted her genial attitude toward ne at face
val ue. You can never do that with a nedium You never know what's underneath. It m ght be absolute
hostility, and if it is"--he blew out breath--"by maki ng unconsci ous use of their power, they can
inflict tremendous danmage. Especially when that power can be anplified a hundredfold by the kind
of energy that fills this house.” His smile was grim "I1'll not nmake that mnistake again."

"I's it so inmportant that we stay?" she asked.

Li onel answered quietly. "You know it nmeans everything to ne."

Edith nodded, trying to suppress the rise of panic in herself. _Five nore days of this_,
she thought.

8:09 P. M
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As she paced restlessly, her mind kept going over it again and again. Was Barrett right?
She coul dn't nmake herself believe it. Yet the evidence was there. She had_ been furious with him
The poltergei st phenomena _had_ been directed primarily at him Her body _did_ feel enervated, as
it always did after psychic use.

She turned and crossed her roomagain. | was angry with him vyes, she thought, but I
woul dn't try to hurt himjust because our views are different.

_No_. She wouldn't accept it. She respected Dr. Barrett; loved himas a fell ow human
being, as a fellow soul. She'd die before she'd harmhim Truly. Truly!

Wth a faint sob, Florence knelt beside the bed and bowed her head to rest it on tightly
cl aspi ng hands. Dear God, please help ne. Show ne the path to follow. | amyours to lead. |
consecrate ny heart and soul to your exalted works. Dear Lord, | beg you for an answer. Reach down
your hand and lift ny spirit, help me to walk in your light, along your blessed way.

She | ooked up suddenly, eyes opened. For several nonents she was frozen to the spot, her
expression one of indecision. Then a radiant snile pulled back her l|ips, and standi ng eagerly, she
crossed the roomand went into the corridor. She glanced at her wistwatch; they would still be
awake. Wal king to the door of the Barretts' room she knocked four tines in quick succession.

Edith opened the door. Across her shoul der, Florence could see Dr. Barrett sitting up in
bed, his |egs beneath the covers.

"May | speak to you?" she asked.

Barrett hesitated, his face drawn with pain.

“I"1l only be a nonent," she said.

"Very well."

Edith stepped aside, and Florence crossed the roomto Barrett's bed. "I know what happened
now," she said. "It wasn't ne. It was Belasco's son."

Barrett | ooked at her wi thout response.

"Don't you see? He wants to separate us. Disunited, we are far less of a challenge to
him™"

Barrett didn't speak.

"Pl ease believe nme," Florence said. "I know |I'mright. He's trying to turn us agai nst each
other." She | ooked at himw th anxious eyes. "If you don't believe ne, he'll have succeeded; can't

you see that?"

Barrett sighed. "M ss Tanner--"

"I"1l sit for you first thing in the norning," she broke in. "You'll see."

"There'll be no further sittings."

Fl orence stared at him incredul ous. "No further sittings?"

"It isn't necessary."

"But we've barely begun. We can't stop now. We've so nuch to learn.”

"I've learned everything | wish to learn.” Barrett was trying to control his tenper, but
the pain was making it difficult.

"You're cutting nme off because of what happened before,
fault. 1've told you that."

"Telling me is not convincing nme," Barrett answered in a tightly restrained voice. "Now,
if you don't mind--"

"Doctor, we can't stop the sittings!"

"l am doing so, Mss Tanner."

"You think it was ne who--"

Fl orence objected. "It wasn't ny

"Not only think it, Mss Tanner, but knowit,"” he interrupted. "Now, please , I'min
consi derabl e pain."

"Doctor, | was not responsible! It was Belasco's son!"

"M ss Tanner, _there is no such person!_"

The shar pness of his voice made Florence shrink away fromhim "I know you're in pain--"

she started faintly.

"M ss Tanner, will you _go? " he asked through gritted teeth.

"M ss Tanner--" Edith began

Fl orence | ooked around at her. She wanted desperately to convince Barrett, but the |ook of
concern on his wife's face stopped her. She | ooked back at him "You're wong," she said. Turning
away, she started for the door. "lI'msorry," she murnmured to Edith. "Please forgive ne."

She held herself in check until she'd returned to her room There she sat down on the edge
of her bed and started to cry. "You' re wong," she whispered. "Don't you see? You' re wong. You're
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_wong_."

10: 18 P. M

Edith lay on her back, staring at the ceiling. She'd closed her eyes a dozen tines, only
to open themagain in seconds. She couldn't conceive of falling asleep. It seened an inpossibility
to her.

She turned her head on the pillow and | ooked at Lionel. He was heavily asleep. It was no
wonder, after what he'd been through. She'd been appall ed when she'd hel ped hi mundress and put on
his pajamas. His entire body was discol ored by bruises.

She cl osed her eyes again, a terrible uneasiness inside her--nervousness with no apparent
source. It was probably the house that nade her feel it. What in God's nane was this power Lionel
kept tal king about? That it was present was undeni abl e. What had happened in the dining hall had
been terrifying proof of its existence. The thought that Mss Tanner could utilize that power
agai nst them was unnervi ng.

Edith sat up, turning back the bedcl othes. Frowning, she slid her feet into her slippers
and stood. She wandered across the rug and stopped by the octagonal table, |ooking at the box in
whi ch Li onel kept his manuscript. Abruptly she turned and wal ked across the room Stopping in
front of the fireplace, she | ooked inside. There was a |l owburning fire, nostly gl ow ng wood
coal s. She thought of putting on another log, sitting in the rocking chair, and staring at the
fire until sleep cane. She glanced uneasily at the rocking chair. What would she do if it started
movi ng by itself again?

She rubbed a hand across her face. There was a tingling underneath the skin. She drewin a
shaki ng breath and | ooked around. She shoul d have brought a book to read. Sonething |ight and
undemandi ng. A nystery novel would be good. Better still, some hunor; that would be perfect. Sone
H Alen Smith or Perel man.

She noved to the cabinet to the right of the fireplace and opened one of its doors. "Ch,
good, " she murrmured. There were shel ves of | eatherbound vol unmes inside. None of themwere titled
She pulled one out and opened it. It was a treatise on _Conation and Volition_. She frowned and
slid it back onto its shelf; drew out another. It was printed in German. "Wonderful." She repl aced
it on the shelf, pulled out a third book. It dealt with eighteenth-century mlitary tactics.
Edith's smle was pained. Water, water everywhere, she thought. Sighing, she pushed the book back
onto its shelf and pulled out a | arger volune bound in blue | eather with gol d-edged pages.

The book was false, its center hollowed out. As she opened the cover, a pack of
phot ographs fell out and spilled across the rug. Edith started, al nmost dropping the book. Her
heart beat qui ckened as she stared down at the fading photographs.

Swal | owi ng, she stooped and pi cked one up. A shudder rippled through her flesh. The
phot ograph was of two wonen in a sexual enbrace. Al the photographs were pornographic-- nen and
wonen in a variety of poses. Sonme of themmade it evident that the nen and women were performng
on the huge round table in the great hall while other nen and wonen sat around the table, watching
avidly.

Edith pressed her lips together as she picked up all the photographs and pressed theminto
a bundle. What an ugly house this is, she thought. She put the photographs into the holl ow book
and thrust it back onto its shelf. As she closed the cabi net door, she saw, on one of the upper
shel ves, a decanter of brandy on a silver tray with two snall silver cups beside it.

She wal ked across the room and sat on her bed again. She felt unconfortable and restl ess.
Wiy did she have to |l ook in that cabinet? Wiy, of all the books inside it, did she have to pick
out that one?

She lay down on her side and drew her |egs up, crossing her arnms. She shivered. Cold, she
t hought. She stared at Lionel. If only she could lie beside him not for sex, just to feel his
war nt h.

_Not for sex . She closed her eyes, a | ook of self-reproach on her face. Had she ever
wanted sex with hinf She nade a pai ned sound. Wuld she have even narried himif he hadn't been
twenty years her senior and left virtually inpotent by the polio?

Edith twi sted on her back and glared up at the ceiling. Wiat's the matter with nme, anyway?
she thought. Just because ny nother told ne sex is evil and degrading, do | have to fear it all ny
life? My nother was a bitter woman, nmarried to an al coholic wonman-chaser. |I'mmarried to anot her
kind of man entirely. | have no reason to feel like this; no reason at all
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She sat up suddenly and | ooked around in terror. _Someone's watching nme again_, she
thought. She felt the skin on the back of her neck begin to craw. Her scalp was covered with an
icy tingling. Someone's |ooking at ne, know ng what | feel

Pushi ng up, she wal ked to Lionel's bed and | ooked at him She nustn't wake hi mup; he
needed rest. Turning hurriedly, she noved to the octagonal table and dragged its chair beside
Li onel 's bed. She sat on the chair, and carefully, so as not to wake him put her hand on his arm
There couldn't be anyone | ooking at her. There were no such things as ghosts. Lionel had said so;
Li onel knew. She cl osed her eyes. There are no such things as ghosts, she told herself. No one is
| ooking at ne. There are no such things as ghosts. _Dear God in heaven, there are no such things
as ghosts_.

11: 23 P. M

Fi scher broke the seal on the bottle and unscrewed its cap. He poured two inches of
bourbon into a glass and set down the bottle. Picking up the glass, he swirled the |iquor around.
He hadn't had a drink in years. He wondered if it was a mistake to start again. There had been a
time when he couldn't stop once he'd started. He didn't want to sink to that again. Especially
her e.

He took a sip, grimacing as he swall owed. He coughed, and his eyes watered; he rubbed a
finger over them Then he | eaned agai nst the cupboard and began to take tiny sips of the bourbon
It felt confortingly warmas it trickled down his throat and settled in his stomach

Better thin it down, he thought. He wal ked around the steamtable and over to the sink
where he turned on the cold water. After it had cleared, he held the glass of bourbon underneath
the faucet and added an inch of water. That was better. Now the relaxation could come without the
danger of his getting drunk.

Fischer lifted hinself onto the sink counter and took judicious sips of his drink as he
t hought about the house. What was it doing this time? he wondered. There _was_ a plan; of that he
had no doubt. That was the horror of the place. It was not anorphously haunted. Hell House had a
met hod. It worked agai nst invaders systematically. How it did this, no one had ever found out.
Until Decenber 1970, he thought, when B. F. Fischer, noving just as systematically--

H s right hand twitched so violently as the corridor door was opened that he spilled half
his drink across the floor. Florence cane into the kitchen, |ooking harried and exhaust ed.

"Why aren't you in bed?" she asked.

"Why aren't you?"

"I'"m 1 ooking for Belasco's son."

He didn't speak

"You don't think he exists either, do you?"

Fi scher didn't know what to say.

“I'"l1l find him" she said, turning away.

Fi scher watched her go. He wondered if he should offer to acconpany her. He shook his
head. Things al ways happened around her, because she was too open. He didn't want to experience
anyt hi ng nore today. He watched her push through the sw nging door and di sappear into the dining
hall. Her footsteps faded. It was still again

Al right, the house, he thought; his plan. Two days had passed. He had the feel of the
place now. It was tinme to start figuring what his approach was going to be. Cbviously, it could
not consist of working in tandemw th Barrett or Florence. He'd have to function on his own. But
how?

Fi scher sat immbile, staring at the floor. After a while, he took a sip of his drink. It
had to be sonething clever, he thought, something different, sonething that would circunvent the
house' s net hod.

He tapped the fingers of his left hand on the drainboard. Clever. Different. Florence was
right about the nultiplehaunting idea; that much he could agree on. Belasco and a host of others
were in this house. How to best them though?

After several mnutes Fischer put the drink down, junped abruptly to the floor, and
started toward the entry hall. A wal k around the house, he thought. Al by hinself this tineg,
wi t hout Florence Tanner to distract his train of thought. Those things she'd "felt." Jesus Christ.
He shook his head, a mirthless smle on his |ips. Those Spiritualists were too damm nuch.

He was crossing the entry hall when he froze in his tracks, his heartbeat |eaping. A
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figure was drifting down the staircase. Fischer blinked his eyes and squinted, trying to see who
or what it was; there were no lights on the stairs.

He started as the figure reached the foot of the steps and started toward the front door.
It was Edith in a pair of light blue ski pajamas, her eyes staring straight ahead. Fischer stood
nmoti onl ess as she glided like a waith across the entry hall and pulled open the front door

She went outside, and Fischer, starting, ran across the entry hall. He dashed through the
open doorway, gasping in shock as he saw that she had di sappeared into the mst. He ran across the
porch and down the steps, hearing a crackling of frost beneath his tennis shoes as he ran al ong
the path. He saw a blur of novenment ahead. _Is it really her?_ he thought in sudden horror. O was
he being tricked? He started sl owi ng down, then caught his breath. The figure was headed toward--

"No!" He bolted forward, grabbing. Two enotions flared in himat once--relief that it was
flesh and skin he clutched, and fierce elation that he'd thwarted the will of the house. He pulled
Edith away fromthe edge of the tarn. She | ooked at himw thout a sign of recognition, eyes |like
gl ass.

"Come back inside," he said.

Edith held back stiffly, face expressionless.

“"Cone on. It's cold out here." He turned her toward the house. "Cone on."

Edith began to shiver as he | ed her. For several frightening nonents he thought he'd | ost
his sense of direction; that they were going to walk into the freezing night to die of exposure.
Then he saw, through the swirling mist, the nebulous rectangle of the front doorway, and hurried
toward it, one armaround Edith, drawi ng her al ong beside him He led her up the porch steps and
into the house, pushing the door shut as they went inside. As quickly as he could, he guided her
across the entry hall and into the great hall. Standing Edith before the hearth, he bent over and
picked up a log, tossing it onto the coals. He grabbed a poker and jabbed at the log until it
caught fire. Tongues of flame | eaped upward cracklingly. "There we go," he said. He turned to | ook
at Edith. She was staring at the mantel, her expression taut, unreadable. Fischer turned and
| ooked. There were pornographic carvings on the mantel he hadn't noticed before.

Edith's groan was one of such revul sion that Fischer |ooked back sharply. She was
shivering. He pulled off his sweater and held it out to her. She didn't take it. Her eyes were
fixed on his face. "I'mnot," she said.

Fi scher stiffened as she reached up and began to renove her pajama top. "Wat are you
doi ng?" he asked. Hi s heartbeat quickened as she pulled the pajama top over her head and dropped
it on the floor. Her skin was covered wth gooseflesh, but she didn't seem aware of being col d.
She started to work the pajama bottons over her hips. Her blank expression was unnerving. "Stop
it," Fischer told her.

She didn't seemto hear. She pushed down hard, and the pajama bottons slipped down her
| egs. She stepped out of them and noved toward Fischer. "No," he nuttered, as she stepped up cl ose
to him She pressed against himwi th a moan and slid her arms around his back. She pushed her
| oi ns against him Fischer started as she kissed his neck. She started reaching down to touch him
Fi scher pulled back. Edith's eyes were blank. He braced hinself and sl apped her as hard as he
coul d.

Edith spun around with a gasp and al nost fell. Fischer grabbed her arm and pulled her back
to her feet. She stared at himin shock. Suddenly she | ooked down at herself; gasping in horror
She yanked free of his grip so violently that it nade her stagger backward. She alnost fell again.
Regai ni ng her bal ance, she snatched her pajanas off the floor and held themin front of herself.

"You were wal king in your sleep,” he told her. "I found you outside, starting to go into
the tarn.'

She didn't respond. Her eyes were wide with fear. She backed away from him headi ng toward
t he archway.

"Ms. Barrett, it was the house--"

He broke off as she whirled and ran across the room He started after her, then stopped
and listened. After alnpst a mnute, he heard a door being closed upstairs. H's shoul ders sl unped.
Turning, he stared into the fire.

Now t he house was getting to her as well.

11:56 P. M

Sonet hi ng kept drawi ng her to the cellar. Florence descended the stairs and pushed through
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the swinging netal door that opened on the swi mring pool. She renmenbered the feeling she'd had
when she and Fi scher had | ooked into the steamroomyesterday: a sense of somnething perverted,
somet hi ng unwhol esone. She could not resign that feeling to what she felt about Belasco's son
Still, she had to be sure.

Her footsteps echoed and re-echoed as she wal ked al ong the edge of the pool. She blinked.
Her eyes were tired. She felt badly in need of sleep. But she couldn't go to bed the way things
were. Before she slept, she had to prove--to herself; at |east--that Belasco's son was not
i magi nati on.

She pull ed open the door to the steamroom |ooked inside. The pipe valve had been fixed,
she saw. The roomwas filled with steam She stared into the curling depths of it. There was
sonmething in there, without a doubt, sonmething terribly malignant. But Bel asco's son was not that
way. His fury was defensive. He was desperately in need of help, and desperately desired that
hel p, yet, at the sanme tine, had such scarified malaise of soul that he fought against help in
al nost sui ci dal fashion

She turned fromthe steamroom and wal ked back al ong the |l ength of the pool. She'd better
warn Dr. Barrett not to use the steamroom She |ooked around. |If Belasco's son was not here, why
had she felt a conpulsion to cone to the cellar? There was only the pool and steamroom No, that
wasn't true; she renenbered now. There was a w ne cellar across the corridor

The nonent she renenbered it, it seemed as though a burst of cognizance expl oded through
her. An excited snile beginning on her lips, she hurried to the sw nging door and pushed it open.
Runni ng across the corridor, she opened the wi ne-cellar door and felt around for a light swtch.
After a nonent she found it, pushed it up. The light was dim the overhead bulb filmed w th dust
and grine.

Fl orence wal ked into the room and | ooked around. The feeling was intense. Her gaze junped
fromwall to wall, across the enpty wine racks. Suddenly it froze on the wall across fromthe
door. She stared at it. _Yes_, she thought. She started toward it.

She cried out as unseen hands clutched her by the throat. She reached up and began to
grapple with the hands. They were cold and npist. She yanked them away and staggered to the side

Regai ni ng direction, she lunged for the wall. The hands grabbed her arm and slung her sideways.
She reel ed across the floor and crashed against a wine rack. "Don't!" she cried. She turned and
| ooked around the room "I'mhere to help!"

She pushed away fromthe wi ne rack, started for the wall again. Again the hands were on
her, clutching at her shoul ders. She was turned and hurl ed away. She alnbst hit the door before

she caught her balance, whirling. " _You will not deter me_." She started forward slowy, praying
in a soft, deternined voice. The hands grabbed hold of her again. They jerked free as she spoke
out loudly: "In the nane of the Father, the Son, and the Holy Ghost!" Florence rushed to the wall

and pressed herself against it. She was flooded with awareness. "Yes!" she cried. A vision |eaped
across her nmind: a lion's den--a young man | ooking at her pleadingly. She sobbed with joy.
"Daniel!" She had found him " _Daniel! "

6:47 A M

The distant screamcut like a knife into Edith's sleep. She tw tched awake, staring upward
in confusion. A sound of rustling made her jerk around. Lionel was propped on his |left el bow,
| ooki ng at her.

"What _was_ it?" she asked.

Barrett shook his head.
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"l nean, was it real ?"

Barrett didn't answer.

The second scream made her gasp. Barrett caught his breath. "M ss Tanner." He dropped his
| egs across the nattress edge and felt for his slippers. Edith started sitting up. She gasped
again as Lionel's legs gave way. He fell against his bed, hissing at the pain in his thunb.

"Are you all right?" she asked

He nodded once and pushed erect again, grabbing for his cane. Edith stood up, pulling on
her quilted robe. She foll owed Lionel quickly to the door. He pulled it open, and they noved into
the corridor, Lionel hobbling badly. Edith wal ked beside him buttoning her robe. She gl anced
toward Fischer's room Surely he had heard.

Barrett stopped at Florence Tanner's door and knocked three tinmes in quick succession
When she failed to answer, he opened the door and went inside. The roomwas dark. Edith felt
herself stiffen with anticipation as Lionel flicked up the wall swtch.

Fl orence Tanner was on her back, arms clutched across her chest. Barrett linped to her
bed, Edith close behind him "Wat is it?" he asked.

Fl orence stared at himw th narrowed, pain-glazed eyes. He | eaned down, wi ncing at the
pul | of stiffened nuscles. "M ss Tanner?"

She shuddered, digging teeth into her lower lip to keep fromcrying. Slowy she withdrew
her arms, and Edith started as she saw hi mbegin to unbutton the medium s gown. There were two
danp patches on it, one above each breast. Florence closed her eyes as Barrett drew aside the
edges of the gown. Edith shrank back

There were deep teeth marks ringing the nipples on Florence's breasts.

Abruptly Florence pulled the blankets to her chin. Despite her will, a sob convul sed her
throat; she tried in vain to check it. "Don't fight it," Barrett told her. Florence sobbed again
tears spilling down her cheeks.

Edith stared at Florence as she cried. For the first tine since they'd met, the nedium
seened vul nerable, and Edith felt a rush of synpathy. "lIs there anything I can do?" she asked.

Fl orence shook her head. "I'Il be all right."

Edith gl anced aside as Fischer entered the roomand joined them by the bed. "What
happened?" he asked.

Fl orence hesitated before drawi ng down the covers briefly. Edith tried not to | ook, but
couldn't help herself. Her breath shook as she saw the bites on Florence Tanner's breasts again.

"He's punishing ne," Florence said.

Edith's face went blank. She glanced at Lionel, who was | ooking at the nedi um w t hout
expressi on.

“I found himlast night," Florence told him "Daniel Belasco."

There was heavy silence. Barrett |ooked enbarrassed. Florence managed a snmile. "No, |'m
not imagining it." She laid a hand on her breasts. "Did | imagine these?"

Barrett gestured inconclusively.

"H's body is in the wine cellar.”

Edith coul d see how awkward Lionel felt. She knew that he wanted to be synpathetic but
didn't know what to say that wouldn't hurt her further

"WII you hel p exhume the body?" Florence asked.

"I would, but after last night, I'mafraid I'min no condition for heavy |abor."

Fl orence stared at himin disbelief. "But, Doctor, he's there_. Doesn't that nean
anything to you?"

"M ss Tanner--"

Fl orence turned to Fischer. "WIIl you help ne, then?"

Fi scher | ooked at her in silence. He _had_ heard her scream Edith realized abruptly;
heard but been afraid to come until Lionel had arrived. Now he was afraid to offer help. It was
not surprising. Whenever sonething violent occurred, Mss Tanner was al ways there.

When he didn't answer, Florence clenched her teeth, forcing back a sob. "Al right, Il
do it nyself." The pain of the bites seened to overwhel mher, and she cl osed her eyes.

“I'"1l help you," Fischer said.

Fl orence opened her eyes and tried to snile. "Thank you."

Barrett put his hand on Edith's armand started turning.

"Are you so afraid | mght be right, Doctor?" Florence asked him

Barrett | ooked at her appraisingly. At |last he nodded. "Very well. W'Il go downstairs
with you. | can't dig, however, if that's what you intend to do."

"Ben and | will do that," Florence told him

Edith glanced at Fischer. He was standing at the foot of the bed, |ooking at Fl orence
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wi t hout expression. Suddenly she felt a shiver plaiting up her back.
_Was there really sonet hing down there?_

7:29 A M

Fi scher drove the crowbar edge into the cleft, and, straining, |evered out another chunk
of brick and nortar. It had taken himnore than twenty mnutes to gouge away an opening no | arger
than his fist. His pants and tennis shoes were streaked with nortar stains; there was a fil m of
powder on his hands. He sneezed as nortar dust got up his nostrils. Turning, he wthdrew his
handker chi ef and bl ew his nose. He | ooked at Florence, who was watching himw th anxi ous eyes. She
forced a smile. "I knowit's hard."

Fi scher nodded, drawing in a ragged breath. He al nost sneezed again, controlled it, then
raising the crowbar, jamed its edge into the breach. It slipped as he began to pry away anot her
clump of brick, and, |osing balance, he pitched against the wall. "Dam!" he nuttered. He
strai ghtened up, teeth set on edge, and once nore drove the crowbar edge into the wall gap

He jimm ed out another piece of brick, which bounced across the floor, then | ooked at
Fl orence. "This could take all day," he said.

"I know it's hard,"” she said again. Fischer stretched his back. "Let me do it for a
while," she offered. Fischer shook his head and raised the crowbar.

"Before you continue--" Barrett said.

Fi scher turned.

"Since this is clearly going to take a long tine," Barrett said to Florence. "you won't
mnd if | go upstairs and get off this leg. It's rather painful."

"Yes, of course,"” she said. "W'll call you when we've found him"

"Quite." Barrett took hold of Edith's armand turned for the door. Florence exchanged a
| ook with Fischer as he turned back to the gap in the wall

He was about to thrust the crowbar when he sawit. "_Wait_." Barrett and Edith | ooked
around as he picked up his flashlight and shone the beam of |ight into the opening.

"What is it?" Florence was unable to contain her eagerness.

Fi scher squinted through the haze of dust. He blew into the gap, then pointed the
flashlight beam again. "Looks |ike a rope,” he answered.

Fl orence cane over, and Fischer handed her the flashlight. "Keep pointing it in there."
She nodded quickly. Fischer reached into the opening and cl anped his fingers on the dusty rope. He
pul | ed down, but there was no give. He pulled up, felt the rope grow slack, then tauten as he | et
go. "I think there's a weight on the end of it," he said.

Fl orence caught her breath. "A _counterbal ance_."

Fi scher grabbed the crowbar and started jabbing its beveled edge at the sides of the hole,
widening it as quickly as he could. After a mnute of forceful digging he dropped the crowbar, and
before the clangi ng resonance had faded, had both hands through the opening. Cutching at the
rope, he started pulling upward. The resistance was too strong. He braced hinself and pulled with
all his mght, forehead pressed against the wall, eyes closed, teeth gritted. Myve, you bastard,
_move_, he thought.

Suddenly the rope lurched upward, slanm ng the edge of his right wist against the jagged
brick edge. Fischer jerked his hands back. He was exanining his wist when a runbling noise began
inside the wall. He | ooked up, startl ed.

A section of wall was hitching slowy to the right. Fischer braced hinmself for what they'd
see--or wouldn't see. He was conscious of Florence standing beside himtensely as the wall section
creaked and shuddered to the side.

Edith nmade a gaggi ng noi se and turned away. Fischer's lips pulled back in a grinmace.

Fl orence's sigh of relief fell strangely on his ears.

Shackled to the wall inside the narrow passage were the nmummified renains of a nan.

Barrett nurnured, "Shades of Poe."

"l told you he was here," Florence said.

Fi scher stared at the grayish, parchnentlike features of the corpse. Its eyes were |ike
dark, hardened berries, its lips drawn back and frozen in a soundl ess scream Cbviously, he'd been
tied behind the wall while still alive.

"Well, Doctor?" Florence asked.

Barrett drewin a faltering breath. "Well, what?" he asked. "I see the mumy of a nan. How
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do you know it's Daniel Belasco?"

"I _know_," she said.

"Beyond a doubt? Beyond the slightest doubt?"

" Yes ." She | ooked incredul ous.

Barrett smiled. "I think nore proof than that is called for."

Fl orence stared at him "You're right," she said abruptly.

Turning to the opening, she reached out for the left hand of the shackled figure. Fischer
wat ched her renove a ring. "Here." She held it out to Barrett.

Barrett hesitated before taking it. Fischer glanced at Edith. She was staring at her
husband with a | ook of apprehension. He | ooked at Barrett. The physicist was handi ng back the
ring, a forced snile on his lips. "Very good," he said.

"Do you believe ne now?"

“I'"1l think it over."

" Think it over?_" Florence gaped at him "Are you telling me--?"

"I"'mtelling you nothing," Barrett cut her off. "I"'msaying that | need nore tine to
digest this information and work out ny interpretation of it. |I nust advise you, however, not to
presune that one cadaver with a ring can reverse the scientific convictions of alifetine."

"Doctor, I'mnot _trying_ to reverse your convictions. Al I'masking is that we work
together. Can't you see that both of us can be right?"

Barrett shook his head. "lI'msorry, no. That | cannot see; and never will." He turned

abruptly, linping toward the corridor. "My dear?" he said.

Edith | ooked at Florence for a noment, then turned to foll ow her husband across the room
Fi scher took the ring fromFlorence. It was nade of gold, with an oval crest.

Across the crest, in scroll-like letters, were the initials "D. B."

8:16 A M

They had eaten in silence for alnpbst twenty minutes now. Barrett pushed aside his plate
and drew his cup of coffee in front of hinmself. He stared across the table at the EMR indi cator
Awkward that they had to take their neals at the same table on which his equi pnent was pl aced.
Still, there was no help for it, since the dining hall was wecked.

He gl anced at Edith. She was sitting notionless, both hands w apped around her coffee cup
as if for warnth. She | ooked like a frightened child.

He thrust aside his thinking on the problem "Edith?" She | ooked at him and Barrett
smil ed. "Disturbed?"

"Aren't you?"

He shook his head. "No, not at all. Is that why you think I've been quiet?"

Edith seened to hesitate, as if afraid to bring up points he mght not be able to refute.
"There _was_ a figure," she finally said.

"Quite a dreadful one."

Edith gazed at hi muneasily.

"Not necessarily _the_ figure, however,'

"But the ring."

"D. B. doesn't _have_ to stand for Daniel Belasco."

She did not | ook reassured.

"It could stand for David Bart," he said. "Donald Basconb." He sniled. "Doctor Barrett."

"But--"

"On the other hand, it mght actually _be_ Daniel Belasco-- assum ng such a person existed
at all."

"Doesn't that prove her story, then?"

“I't would appear to."

"l don't understand, then."

"The point is not the evidence or what it seenms to prove, but _who found_ that evidence."

Edith still |ooked bew |l dered. Barrett snmiled. "My dear," he said, "M ss Tanner is a
sensitive of considerable devel opnent. Add to that the vast power residuumin this house to which
she, as a nmedium has access. The result is a | oaded psychic situation in which she is enabled to
create any nunber of effects to validate her views. She was responsi ble for that 'poltergeist
attack on ne last night, later clainmng its source as Dani el Belasco. Next she becane 'aware' of

he sai d.
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his body and 'discovered' it this norning, thus verifying her story even further. The fact that
those may actually be the remains of Daniel Belasco is irrelevant. The point is sinply that Mss
Tanner i s mani pul ati ng her power and the power in the house to build a case for herself."

Edith | ooked at himanxiously. Barrett knew she wanted to believe himbut was still thrown
of f by what had happened. "Wat about the teeth nmarks, though?" he said.

She started.

"That _is_ what you're thinking, isn't it?"

Her smle was faint. "You rmust be psychic, too."

Barrett chuckled. "Not a bit. It has to be the only point rengining on which you're stil
uncert ain.

“I'sn't it proof?"

"To her it is."

"They were_ teeth marks."

"They appeared to be."

"Lionel--" Edith | ooked nore confused than ever. "Are you telling me they weren't_teeth
mar ks?"

"They nmay have been," he said. "All I'msaying is that they nost certainly were not
inflicted by Daniel Belasco."

Edith grimaced. "She did it to hersel f?"

"Perhaps not directly, although I can't discount the possibility,’
though, it falls under the category of stigmata."”

Edith | ooked a little ill.

"Stranger things have happened." Barrett hesitated, then Went on. "I never did tell you
what happened to Martin Wather that time; if you recall, | nmerely said he'd suffered injury while
sitting. What happened was that his genitals were nearly severed. He did it to hinself in a nonment
of hysteria. To this day, however, he remains convinced that 'forces fromthe other side'
attenpted to emasculate him" He smled sonberly. "Wiich is a far cry froma few small bites on
femal e breasts--although I'msure the pain she's suffering is considerable.

"You see how she's rounding out her case, though," he continued. "She cones upon the body
last night--and this norning, in a rage at having his secret discovered, Daniel Belasco punishes
her, tries to frighten her away."

"But you"--she gestured weakly--"don't believe any of it."

"None. "

She sighed, as if surrendering. "Wat's going to happen, then?"

"What's going to happen is that ny nachine will arrive this norning, and by tonmorrow |'1l]|
end the so-called curse of Hell House by purely scientific neans."

They | ooked around as Fischer entered the great hall and wal ked over to the table, wearing
his pea jacket, his clothes and hands streaked with earth stains. He said nothing as he sat and
poured hinmself a cup of coffee, lit a cigarette.

"Are the services conpleted?' Barrett asked, the faintest edge of gibing in his voice.

Fi scher glanced at him then lifted the silver cover fromthe platter of bacon and eggs
and | ooked at them before he dunped the cover back in place.

"Isn'"t Mss Tanner having breakfast?" Barrett asked.

Fi scher shook his head, then drank sonme coffee. Barrett studied him The man was obvi ously
under pressure. He'd never given it much thought, but for Fischer to have cone back to this house
after what had happened nust have required a trenmendous act of wll.

"M . Fischer," he said

Fi scher raised his eyes.

“I didn't respond to Mss Tanner |ast night because | was in painand . . . well, to be
quite frank, angry with her, too. But | do think she was right when she suggested that you |eave."

Fi scher eyed himcoldly.

"Pl ease don't take this as criticism | sinply think that, for your own good, it m ght be
wi se for you to go."

Fischer's snmile was bitter. "Thanks."

Barrett laid his napkin on the table. "Well, |'ve given you ny feelings on the matter. The
decision is yours to nmake, of course." He took out his pocket watch and raised the lid. As he put
the watch back into its pocket, he noticed Edith glancing away from Fi scher. "Perhaps we shoul d
bring some food to M ss Tanner," he suggest ed.

"She wants to be alone right now, " Fischer said.

Barrett nodded, then pushed to his feet, flinching as he set his weight down on his burned
leg. "My dear?" he said. She nodded with a faint snile, standing.

he said. "Mre likely,
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"He seens particularly tense today," he said as they started across the entry hall.

TR y—

He | ooked at her. "So do you."

"It's the house."

"OfF course." He smiled. "Wait until tonorrow. You'll notice quite a change."

He | ooked around with an elated snile as soneone knocked on the front door. "My machine,"
he said.

8:31 A M

So this broken body has rel eased the spirit which shall never return to it again. This
body has served its purpose, it can serve that purpose no nore. Earth to earth, ashes to ashes,
dust to dust. Anen."

She had spoken the words of the funeral service three tinmes now, the first time when she
and Fi scher had | aid Daniel Belasco's body to rest, twice nore upon returning to her room Now his
soul could rest.

It had been bitterly cold outside, the ground as hard as iron. Fischer's attenpt to dig a
pit finally had to be abandoned. They had searched the area around the house until they'd found a
hollow in the earth, placed the body in that, and covered it with | eaves and stones. Then she had
recited the words of the funeral service, both of them standing besi de the nmakeshift grave, heads
bowed, eyes cl osed.

Fl orence smled. She'd see to it that Daniel had a proper burial as soon as possible. Wat
mattered now was that he was released fromthis house.

Reaching into the pocket of her sweater, she drew out Daniel's ring and held it in her
pal m closing her fingers over it.

The i nmages began i nmmedi ately. She saw hi m dark-haired, handsone, inperious in attitude,
yet, underneath the superficial arrogance, as defenseless as a child. She saw hi mlaughing at the
table in the dining hall, saw himin the ballroom waltzing with a beautiful young woman. There
was only youth and tenderness in his snile

The visions darkened. Daniel in the theater, |ooking at a play, face taut, eyes
glittering. Florence tightened. This was not what he desired; but he was young, inpressionable.
Everyt hi ng degradi ng was avail able. She saw himreeling down a corridor, a drunken worman on his
arm She saw himin this very bedroom trying, in spite of everything, to find a sense of beauty
in the sex act.

The corruption deepened. Drunkenness. Despair. A brief escape, then, helplessly, retreat
to Hell House, never to escape again. Florence winced. She saw himin the great hall, naked,
sitting at the huge round table, watching avidly. She saw himsliding a hypodernm c needle into his
arm saw himventing sexual desires that nade her trenble in the darkness. Yet, always, behind the
mask--the face that Hell House had created--cowered the boy; wanting to flee, but incapable of
doi ng so; wanting love, but finding only I|icense.

She caught her breath, seeing himapproach his father. She could not nmake out the face of
Emeri c Bel asco; the figure stood in shadows, giant, nenacing. She noved her lips in prayer, the
ring gripped tightly in her hand. The shadows started to contract. In a nonment she would see him
Sonet hing cold began to fill her chest; the vision faltered. Florence groaned. She nustn't |ose
it! She descended deeper with a surge of will. If only she could see the father, get inside the
father, understand the father. Sweat broke out across her brow She felt a snake uncoiling in her
stomach, cold and wet. "No," she nurmured. She nmust not surrender. There was neaning here, an
answer .

She cried out as a violent shock coursed through her body. Instantly her hand uncl asped,
the ring slipped off. She heard it thunping on the rug, a vast distance below. She felt as though
she lay in sonme great cavern, wounded. She could not perceive the walls or ceiling; in every
direction lay only darkness and distance. She tried to open her eyes but couldn't. Bl ackness
trickled sluggishly across her nmind, blotting out awareness. Power, she thought. Dear Cod, the
_power _.

She started slipping down the wall of a gigantic pit, noving downward toward a darkness
whi ch was bl acker than any she had ever known. She tried to stop herself but couldn't. The
sensation was physical --her body sliding down and down, the walls of the pit adhesive enough to
keep her frompitching into space, not enough to stop her inexorable descent toward the darkness
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bel ow. The darkness that waited had a character, a personality. It's him she thought. He waits
for ne.

_OCh, God, he waits for ne!_

She fought against it, praying to her guides, her spirit doctors, all those who had hel ped
her in the past. Keep me fromfalling deeper, she entreated them Take ny hand and bear nme up. |
ask this in the name of our eternal God. Help ne, help ne!

Abruptly she was back inside the room the pit and cavern gone. She was asl eep, yet not
asl eep. She knew that she was on the bed, unconsci ous; knew she was aware, as well. She heard the
openi ng and closing of a door. Was it the door of her room or sone inagined door within her m nd?
Al'l she knew was that her eyes were fastened shut; that she slept, yet was awake. She heard
f oot st eps draw ng near

She saw a figure. Wth her eyes closed, she could see it coming toward her like a
sil houette cut fromblack paper. Did she imagine it? Was the figure in the room or in her mnind?

It reached the bed and sat beside her; she could feel the mattress yielding as it sat.
Suddenly she knew that it was Daniel, and a groaning noi se envel oped her. Was it a real groan
issuing fromher lips, or a thought sound which expressed the shock she felt? It could not be
him. He was at rest. She and Fischer had placed his body in a consecrated grave. He could not be
back again; it was inpossible. Asleep, awake, she saw himsitting on the bed beside her, a figure
in black. Was he looking at her? Wre there eyes in that dark head?

"I's it you?" she asked. She heard her voice but couldn't tell if it was thought or real
"It is."

" _Wiay?_ " she asked, she thought. "You should have gone on."

"l cannot."

She tried to wake herself, unable to endure this linbo of fragnmentary awareness. "You have
to go," she told him "You were given your release."”

"It's not the release | seek."

"What _is_, then?" She becane nore conscious of the battle to awaken. She had to separate
herself before it was too |ate.

"You know what it is," he said.

She did know, suddenly. The know edge was a chilling wind across her heart. " _You nust go
on_," she said.
"You know what you must do," he answered.

"No. "

"I need it, or I cannot |eave."

"No!" she answered. _Wake! she thought.

Dani el said, "Then I must kill you, Florence."

I cy hands were cl anped around her neck. Florence cried out in her sleep. She reached up
clawi ng at them Suddenly she woke. The hands were gone. She started pushing up, then froze in
shock, her heartbeat staggering.

There was a hi deous sound beside her on the bed; an eerie sound, half-aninmal, half-human,
liquid, and deranged. She couldn't nobve. What was it? Very slowy Florence turned her eyes. The
bat hroom door was open slightly, faint illum nation clouding through the room

It was the cat.

She watched it staring at her. Its eyes were glittering, insane. It kept making the
wavering, unnatural sound in its throat. She began to Ilift her hand. "In the name of CGod," she
whi sper ed.

Wth a savage yow, the cat |eaped at her face. Florence jerked back, both arns flung
before her. The cat thrashed into her, its sharp claws hooking deep into her arns. She cried out
as she felt its teeth dig brutally into her head. She tried to push it |oose but couldn't; it was
spraw ed across her face, its hot fur in her eyes and nmouth. Its teeth dug deeper, front claws
buried in her arns, the harsh, denmented sound still bubbling in its throat. Florence jerked her
left armfree and dug her fingers into fur and skin, trying to pull its head back. The teeth
pull ed | oose. Instantly the cat's head lunged berserkly at her throat. Florence bl ocked its way
with her right arm and the cat's teeth sank into her flesh again. She sobbed in pain and tried to
jerk its head away. The cat began to kick its rear |legs. Florence grabbed its throat and started
squeezing. It began to nake a gurgling noise, its rear legs thrashing, claw ng at her chest and
stomach through the sweater. Suddenly the teeth pulled free. Florence hurled the cat to the floor.

She sat up quickly, gasping for breath. In the faint light fromthe bathroom she could see
the cat roll over and regain its feet. She junped fromthe bed and | unged toward the bathroom The
cat hurled itself against her |legs, digging teeth and claws into her calves. She cried out, al nost
falling. Struggling to regain bal ance, she toppl ed agai nst the Spanish table, right armcrashing
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on the tel ephone. Instantly she snatched up the receiver, swung down at the cat with it. The first
bl ow smashed agai nst her knee. She sobbed and swung again, hitting the cat's head. She began to
hit it again and again, battering at its skull until, abruptly, the teeth jerked out. Kicking the
cat away, she spun around and dashed for the bathroom The cat raked to a halt, then darted after
her. Lurching through the doorway, Florence slamred the door and fell against it as the cat
crashed against the other side and started clawing frenziedly at the wood.

Fl orence stunbled to the sink and | ooked at her reflection in the nmirror. She gasped in
shock, seeing the deep holes in her forehead, blood oozing fromthe cavities. Tuggi ng up her
sweater, she pulled it over her head, groaning at the sight of her chest and stomach crisscrossed
with a network of bleeding |lacerations, her torn bra spotted with bl oodstai ns.

She | ooked at her arms, wincing at the perforations the cat's teeth had dug into her
fl esh. She whinpered, turning on the cold water. Dragging a washcloth off its rack, she held it
underneath the faucet until it was soaked, then began to pat it on the bites and scratches. She
started crying at the pain, digging teeth into her lower lip. Hot tears blurred her sight.

As she washed t he wounds, she heard the cat outside the door, raking its claws through the
wood and naking the horrible noise inits throat.

9:14 A M

"It's big," Edith said.

Barrett grunted as he jim ed the end of a plank fromthe side of a plank fromthe side of
the crate stanped FRONT. Hi s novements were excited, overquick. The crowbar slipped.

"Don't overdo it, now. "

He nodded, prying at the other end of the plank. She hadn't seen himso worked up in
years. "Can | hel p you?"

Barrett shook his head.

Edith watched uneasily as he |l eaned forward in his chair and pried the boards | oose,
cracking several of them pulling off jagged pieces with his left hand, and tossing themonto the
floor. "They packed it well enough,"” he nuttered. She couldn't tell if he was pleased or annoyed
by the fact.

The crate was eight by ten feet in wwdth and I ength, and taller than Barrett by a foot.
What was in it? Edith wondered. H's machi ne, yes; but what was his nachine, and how was it
supposed to end the haunting of a house?

"Damm!"

She twitched as Barrett cursed and dropped the crowbar with a hiss of pain to clutch at
hi s bandaged t hunb.

"Lionel, please don't overdo it."

"All _right ," he said inpatiently. He picked up the crowbar and returned to the crate.
"Why don't you ask Fischer to help you?"
"Do it nyself," he nuttered.

Edith flinched as he drove the crowbar in between two planks and started jimying out one
of them "Lionel, _take it easy_," she said. "You |l ook as though you nmean to tear that crate apart
with your teeth.”

Barrett stopped and | ooked at her, his chest rising and falling heavily, a dew of
perspiration on his forehead. He nade a sound which nmight have been anusenent. "It's just that
this is--well, the culmnation of all ny years in parapsychol ogy," he said. "You can understand
why |'mexcited."”

"And you can understand why |'m concerned.”

He nodded. "I'Il restrain nmyself,"” he promised. "I guess | can spare a few nore minutes
after twenty years.™

Edith | eaned back in her chair, relieved. Maybe if she kept himtal king while he worked,
he woul dn't get too overw ought.

"Li onel ?"

"Yes?"

"Should we report that body to the police?"
"W will," he said, "when the week is up."

Edi t h nodded, wondering what to tal k about next.
"Was Fischer really a powerful psychic?" she asked, wondering why the question canme to
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m nd.

"At one tine, it was generally conceded that he ranked with Hone and Pal |l adi no."

"What did he do?"

"Ch"--Barrett pried away another plank end fromthe front of the crate and set the board
aside, revealing a line of glass-fronted dials--"the usual: levitation, direct voice, biologica
phenomena, inprints, percussion, materialization-- that sort of thing. At one sitting, a table
t hat wei ghed al nost five hundred pounds was raised to the ceiling in full light, himwith it, and
the conbi ned strength of six men couldn't pull it down.

"Later, when the lights were out in the testing room-full controls in operation--a group
of seven perfectly forned faces floated around the room One of the testers--Doctor Wlls, the
fanmous Harvard chem st--had his face blown into by one of them and another tried to kiss him |
bel i eve he was rather a cynic about the entire subject until that night."

"What el se?" Edith pronpted as he fell silent again

"Ch, a. . . dark shadow in the shape of a nan wal ked around the testing roomwith a tread
that shook the walls. G een phosphorescent lights, like outsize butterflies, fluttered around the
table and nested in the sitters' hair. A mandolin floated near the ceiling, playing 'My Bonny Lies
Over the Ccean.' Professor Mil vaney of the Pittsburgh Parapsychol ogi cal Association held a
perfectly forned nmaterialized hand for nore than ten nminutes, describing it as possessing bones,
skin, hair, nails, and warnth. It dissolved in his grip in |less than a second.

"Finally, a mass of teleplasmflooded fromFischer's nmouth and fornmed the figure of a
Chi nese mandarin, seven feet tall, conplete to the finest detail. It spoke to the group for twenty
m nutes before being retracted into Fischer's body." Barrett set aside another plank. "Fischer was
all of thirteen at the time."

"He was genui ne, then."

"Ch, yes, conmpletely." Barrett started working on the final plank. "Unfortunately, that
was long ago. It's like a nmuscle, you see. Fail to use it, and it atrophies." He set aside the
final plank and stood with his cane. "_Now_," he said.

Edith rose and wal ked over to him He was peeling off a |l arge envel ope that was taped to
the front of the nachine. As he opened it and slid out his blueprints, Edith | ooked at the contro
panel with its array of switches, dials, and knobs. "Wat did this cost to build?" she asked.

"I'"d say in excess of seventy thousand dollars."

" My God_." Edith ran her gaze over the dials. "EMR " she murmured, reading the neta
pl ate fastened bel ow the | argest dial. The nunbers on it ranged fromzero to 120, 000.

"What _is_ EMR, Lionel?"

“I"lIl explainit later, dear,"
the Reversor is designed to do."

"The Reversor," she said.

He nodded, |ooking at the top blueprint. Pulling the pencil flashlight fromhis pocket, he
shone its thin beamthrough a grille-like opening on the side of the machine. He frowned and,
linmping to the table, set down the blueprints, and picked up a screwdriver. Returning to the
machi ne, he began to unfasten a plate.

Edith noved to the fireplace and held her hands toward the flames. She'd stood right here,
she thought after a nonment. She coul d remenber nothi ng before being sl apped fromsleep, to find
herself naked in front of Fischer. She shuddered, trying not to think about it.

She was movi ng back toward Lionel when Fi scher suddenly came dashing in. Edith started as
he called out, "Doctor!"

Barrett whirl ed.

"It's Mss Tanner!"

Edith froze. My God, what's happened now? she thought.

"She's been hurt again."

Barrett nodded once and, linping to the table, grabbed his black bag. "Were?" he asked.

“I'n her room"

The three noved hurriedly across the great hall, Barrett setting the pace as best he
could. "How bad is it?" he asked.

"She's scratched--torn--bitten."

"How did it happen?"

he said distractedly. "I'Il tell all of you exactly what

"I don't know, the cat, | think."
"The _cat?_ "
"I was bringing her sone food. Wien she didn't answer ny knock, | opened the door. The

second | did, the cat shot out and di sappeared."”
"And M ss Tanner?"
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"She was in the bathroom" Fischer said. "At first she wouldn't conme out. Wen she did--"
He stopped, grimacing.

She was |ying on her bed when they cane in; she opened her eyes and turned her head as
they crossed the room Edith nmade a sound of shock. The nedium s skin was as pale as wax, deep
bl ood-encrusted i ndentations on her head, puffy scratches on her face and neck

Barrett put his bag by her bed and sat down beside her. "Have you disinfected these?" he
asked, looking at the bites on her head.

She shook her head. Barrett opened his bag and renoved a small brown bottle and a box of @
Tips. He glanced at the rips in Florence's sweater. "Your body, too?"

She nodded, tears welling in her eyes.

"You' d better take the sweater off."

"I'"ve washed nysel f."

"That's not enough. There could be infection."

Fl orence gl anced at Fischer. Wthout a word, he turned and wal ked to the other bed,
sitting down on it, his back to them Florence started to renove her sweater. "Wuld you hel p her
Edith?" Barrett asked.

Edith noved to the side of the bed, wincing as she saw the pattern of the jagged sl ashes
across Florence's chest and stomach, the bites and | acerations on her arns. She reached behind the
medi um t o unhook her bra, stepping back as Florence slipped it off. The mediunis breasts were
covered with scratches as well.

Barrett unscrewed the cap of the bottle. "This is going to hurt,"’
a codei ne?"

Fl orence shook her head. Barrett dipped a QTip into the bottle and began to swab out one
of the puncture wounds in her forehead. Florence hissed and cl osed her eyes, tears pressing out
beneath the lids. Edith couldn't watch. She turned away and | ooked at Fischer. He was staring at
the wall.

Several m nutes passed, the only sound Florence's hissing and an occasi onal nurnur of
apol ogy fromBarrett. When he was done, he drew a bl anket across her chest. "Thank you,"” she said.
Edith turned back.

he said. "Wuld you like

"The cat attacked ne," Florence said. "It was possessed by Dani el Bel asco."
Edith | ooked at her husband. Hi s expression was unreadabl e.
The nediumtried to snmle. "I know, you think--"

"It doesn't really matter what | think, Mss Tanner," Barrett cut her off. "What matters
is your being maul ed.”

“I"1l be all right."

“I wonder if that's so, Mss Tanner. | wonder if it mght not be advisable for _you to
| eave rather than M. Fischer."

Edith was aware of Fischer tw sting around to | ook at them

"No, Doctor." Florence shook her head. "I don't think it would be advisable at all."

Barrett | ooked at the nmedium for several nonents before he spoke again. "M. Deutsch
needn't know, " he said.

Fl orence | ooked confused.

"I mean"--he hesitated--"you' ve nore than contributed your share to the project.”

"And you'll see to it that | get paid off, is that it?"

“"I"'monly trying to help. Mss Tanner."

Fl orence started to reply, then held back. She averted her eyes before she | ooked at

Barrett again. "All right," she said, "I'll accept that. But I'mnot going to | eave."

Barrett nodded. "Very well. It's up to you, of course." He paused, then added, "But |
woul d feel derelict in ny responsibility toward you if | didn't urge, no, _warn_ you to leave this
house while you can." He paused again. "Furthernore, if | think your life is in danger, | may

_See_to it that you go."

Fl orence | ooked appall ed.

"I don't intend to stand by know ngly and all ow you to becone yet one nore victimof Hel
House," Barrett told her. He snapped his bag shut, picked it up. "My dear?" he said. Struggling to
his feet, he turned for the door

10: 43 A M
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Edith turned onto her right side and | ooked at the other bed. Lionel was asleep. She
shoul d never have let himwork on that crate. They shoul d have asked Fischer to open it.

She thought about what Lionel had said before he'd gone to sleep: that Florence Tanner was
becom ng so anxious to prove her case that she was sacrificing her bodily well-being to do it.

"Di ssociation of mind resulting in a nodification of self is the basic cause of
medi um sti ¢ phenonena,"” he had said. "I don't knowif there really was a Daniel Belasco or not,
but the personality Mss Tanner clainms to be in touch with is nothing nore than a division of her
own personality."”

Edith blew out a harried breath and turned onto her back. If only she could understand as
Lionel did. Al she could think of were those horrible teeth nmarks around Fl orence Tanner's
ni ppl es; the scratches and bites which Florence clained the cat had inflicted. How could she have
done those things to herself, even unconsciously?

Edith slipped her |egs across the nattress edge and sat up. She stared at her shoes for
several mnutes before pushing her feet into them Standing, she noved to the octagonal table and
| ooked at the manuscript. She ran a finger over the title page. Wuld it really hurt? she thought.
It was ridiculous to have this alnost mindl ess dread of al cohol. Just because her father's
drinki ng had nmade her chil dhood niserable was no reason to condem |iquor per se. Al she was
contenpl ati ng was one snall drink in order to rel ax.

She noved to the cabinet and opened the door. Lifting out the decanter and one of the
smal | silver cups, she carried themto the table. She pulled a tissue fromher purse and cl eaned
out the silver cup before she poured it full of brandy. It was very dark. She wondered suddenly if
it could be poisoned. That would be a grisly way to end things.

She di pped a finger into the brandy, touched it to her tongue. Wuld she knowif it was
poi soned? Her tongue began to burn, and she swall owed nervously. The warnth spread delicately to
the tissues of her throat. Edith raised the silver cup and held it underneath her nostrils. The
aroma was pleasing. How could it be poisoned? Surely someone had tasted it before this.

She took a tiny sip, closing her eyes as it trickled down her throat. The inside of her
mout h grew warm She made a sound of pleasure as the brandy reached her stonach and a tiny core of
heat began expandi ng there. She took another sip. It's what | need, she thought. I'mnot a
potential drunk just because | sip a little brandy. She noved to the rocking chair, hesitated,
then sat down. Leani ng back, she closed her eyes and drank the brandy with deliberate sips.

Wen the cup was enpty, she opened her eyes and | ooked toward the table. No, she thought.
One was enough. She felt rel axed now, that was all she wanted. She held the cup before her eyes,
exanm ning the intricacies of its silverwork. Maybe she'd take it hone as a souvenir when the week
was over. She smled. There; that was better. She was pl anni ng ahead.

She t hought about Fischer. She really should apol ogize to himfor avoiding himso rudely
this norning. She should thank himfor saving her life. She shivered, thinking of the stagnant
water in the tarn, and stood up, wavering slightly as she crossed the room She opened the door
and stepped into the corridor, closing the door behind herself as quietly as possible.

A wave of dread swept over her for an instant as she realized that she was al one for the
first time since they'd entered the house. She scoffed away the dread. She was being foolish
Li onel was just inside the room Florence was probably in her room Fischer in his. She noved
along the hallway to his door. Was she making a nistake? No, she thought; | owe him an apol ogy,
owe hi mthanks.

She knocked on Fischer's door and waited. There was no sound inside the room After
several nmonments she knocked again, but there was no response. Edith turned the knob and pushed at
the door. What am | doi ng? she thought. She couldn't stop herself. Opening the door, she | ooked
i nsi de.

The room was considerably smaller than the one she and Lionel were in. There was only one
massi ve bed with a high, square-cut canopy. To its right was a table with a French tel ephone and
an ashtray on it. Edith | ooked at the ashtray filled with mashed cigarette butts. He snokes too
much, she thought.

She drifted to the arnthair beside the table. Fischer's tote bag was on it, its zipper
undone. Edith | ooked inside and saw sone T-shirts and an open carton of cigarettes. She swall owed,
reachi ng down to touch the bag.

She whirled with a gasp.

Fi scher was standing in the doorway, |ooking at her

For a terribly extended tinme, it seenmed to her, they stared at each other. Edith's
heart beat raced; she felt a licking heat across her face.

"What is it, Ms. Barrett?"

She tried to get control of herself. What nust he be thinking to find her here like this?
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"I came to thank you," she managed.
"Thank ne?"
"For saving ny life last night."
She drew back unconsciously as Fischer wal ked over to her. "You shouldn't have |eft your
She didn't know what to say.
"Are you all right?"
"Of course.”
Fi scher | ooked at her closely. "I think you should go back to your room now, " he said.
He noved beside her as she crossed the rug. "Try tying your wist to the bed at night," he
told her.

Edith nodded as he followed her into the corridor and to her room She turned to face him
"Thank you."

"Don't | eave your husband again," he said. "You should never--"

He broke off, leaning forward suddenly as though to kiss her. Edith twi tched and drew
back. "Have you been drinki ng?" he asked.

She tightened. "Wy?"

"Because it isn't safe to drink here. It isn't safe to | ose control."

" | amnot losing control _," she told himstiffly. She turned and went inside her room

husband.

11:16 A M

Fl orence started as soneone knocked on the door. "Cone in."

Fi scher entered.

"Ben." She tried to rise

"Don't get up," he told her. He started across the room "lI'd like to talk to you."

"OfF course." She patted the bed. "Sit here beside ne."

Fi scher settled on the mattress edge. "lI'msorry you're in pain."

"It will pass."

He nodded, unconvinced, then | ooked at her in silence, until Florence smled. "Yes?" she
asked.

He braced hinself for her reaction. "I agree with Doctor Barrett. | think you should
| eave. "

Ben_.

"You're being torn to pieces, Florence. Can't you see that?"

"You don't think I'mdoing these things to _nyself_, do you?"

"No, | don't,"” he answered. "But | don't know who is doing them either. You say it's
Dani el Bel asco. What if you're wong? What if you're being fool ed?"

"Fool ed?"

"There was a worman medi um here with us in 1940. G ace Lauter. She becane convinced that a
pair of sisters haunted the house. She built a very convincing case for it. The only trouble was,
she was wong. She cut her throat the third day we were here.”

"But Dani el Belasco does exist. W found his body, found his ring with his initials on
it."

"W also put himto rest. Wy isn't he at rest, then?_"

Fl orence shook her head. "I don't know. " Her voice was faltering. "I just don't know "

"I'"'msorry." He patted her hand. "I'mnot trying to pick at you. |I'mjust concerned,
that's all."

"Thank you, Ben." After several nonments she sniled at him "Benjanin Franklin Fischer,
she said. "Woever gave you such a nane?"

"My father. He was nuts for Benjam n Franklin."

"Tell me about him"

"There's nothing to tell. He left my nother when | was two. | don't blane him She nust
have driven him nad."

Fl orence's snil e faded

"She was a fanatic," Fischer said. "Wien | started showi ng signs of nediunship at nine,
she devoted her existence to it." H's smle was hunorless. "My existence, too."

"Do you regret it?"
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"l regret it."

"Truly, Ben?" She | ooked at himw th deep concern.

Fi scher smiled abruptly. "You said you were going to tell nme about Hol |l ywood when we
settled down." Hs smle went wy. "Not that things have settled down nuch."

“"It's a long story, Ben."

"We have tine."

She gazed at himin silence. "All right," she finally said. "I'lIl tell you briefly."

Fi scher waited, |ooking at her.

"Perhaps you read about it," Florence said. "The gossip colums nmade a lot of it at the
tinme. Confidential even did a story on the Spiritualist neetings |I held in ny hone. They nmade it
sound |i ke sonmething el se, of course.

“I't wasn't, Ben. It was exactly what | clained. As for the stories about ne never narrying
because | wanted to 'play the field," as they called it, they weren't true either. | never married
because | never net a man | wanted to nmarry."

"How di d you becone an actress?"”

"I loved to act. Wien | was a child, | put on little shows for ny parents and rel atives.
Later on, | joined the high-school drama club, a local theater group, nmajored in dranmatics at
col l ege. The progression was remarkably snooth; it happens that way sonetinmes. A God-given

appear ance, a conbination of fortunate events." She smiled a little ruefully. "I was never a great
success at it. | didn't apply myself enough. But there was never anything questionable, either. No
dark past, no scars covering chil dhood wounds. | had a wonderful chil dhood. My parents |oved ne,
and | loved them They were Spiritualists; | becanme a Spiritualist.”

"Were you an only child?"
“I had a brother. David. He died when he was seventeen--spinal neningitis." She | ooked

into the past. "It was the only real sorrow of my life."

She sniled again. "It was the '"waning' of ny career, they said, that made ne 'flee' from
Hol  ywood, 'turning to religion' for confort. They al ways neglected to mention that |1'd been a
Spiritualist all ny life. Actually, | blessed ny fading career. It gave nme the opportunity to do

what | always knew | shoul d do--devote nyself exclusively to nediunship.

"I didn't fear Hollywood--or flee fromit. There's nothing fearful about it. It's a
| ocation and an enterprise, nothing nore. Wiat those involved in it nake of their lives is their
own choice. The so-called 'corrupting' influences are no greater than sinilar influences that
exist in any line of work. It isn't the business that matters, but the corruptibility of those who
enter it.

"Not that | was unaware of the noral vacuum which usually surrounded nme. On crowded sets,

at parties, | was often overwhel ned by the atnosphere of unwhol esone tension in the air." She
smiled, remenbering. "One night, when | went to bed, | said the Lord' s Prayer as | always do.
Suddenly | realized that what 1'd said was 'Qur Father which art in heaven, Hollywood be thy
nane.'" She shook her head in armusenent. "I left within the nonth and came East to stay."

Fi scher began to speak, then broke off as sonmewhere, faintly, in the distance, the cat
yow ed. _End of pleasant interlude_, he thought. Florence | ooked pai ned. "The wretched thing." She
started to rise.

Fi scher pressed her back against the pillows. "I'Il |ook."

"But--"

"Rest." he told her, standing.

"Before you go, would you get ny purse?"

Fi scher wal ked across the roomand got it for her. Florence opened it and renoved a
medal lion, holding it out to him Fischer took it. There was a single word engraved on it:
BELI EVE

"It's all within you if you do," she said.

He started to hand it back to her. "No, keep it," she said. "Fromne to you, with |love."

Fi scher forced a smle. "Thank you." He slipped the nedallion into his pocket. "I'mreally
all right, though. Worry about yourself, not ne."

"WIl you sit with me after | rest?" she asked. "I've got to contact Daniel Belasco, and
trance is the quickest way. But | don't want to sit alone."

“You won't consider |eaving, then?"

"I can't, Ben, you know that." She paused. "WII| you sit with me?"

Fi scher | ooked at her uneasily. Finally he nodded. "Right."

He left the room wi thout another word.
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12:16 P. M

The cool water rippling against his face felt good. The skin of his burned calf had
contracted, making it painful to kick, but he didn't want to stop. Every time he lifted his right
hand fromthe water, the pain in his thunb intensified. | need this, though, he thought. He hadn't
been swi nming for al nost a week.

He reached the shallow end of the pool and stopped, holding on to the coping with his |eft
hand. Edith was sitting on a wooden bench near the steamroomdoor. "Don't overdo," she said.

“I won't. I'Il just do two nore |aps."

Twi sting around, Barrett began to swimagain. He closed his eyes and listened to the
spl ashing sounds his arns and feet nade.

He wondered how badly the atnobsphere of the house was affecting Edith. Wen he'd waked up
he'd tried to rise without disturbing her, but the nonent he'd stirred, her eyes had opened.
There'd been a snell of brandy on her breath, and when he'd gotten up he'd seen a decanter of it
on the table, a small silver cup beside it. She'd told himthat she'd found themin the cabinet
and taken one cupful to relax. He'd put the decanter back in the cabinet, telling her she'd taken
a serious risk drinking anything in this house. She'd promi sed not to touch any nore.

Barrett's hand touched the far end of the pool and, turning, he started sw nmi ng back. W
shoul d be out of here by tonmorrow night, he thought. If he could get the Reversor functioning
wi t hout delay, he was certain they could |l eave by then. He snmiled to hinself, wondering if Edith
had any concept at all how the Reversor was going to change the at nosphere of the house.

He reached the shallow end and stood up, hissing at the col dness of the air on his body.
Edith hel ped himup the steps and wrapped a towel around his shoul ders. "Can you stand a few
mnutes in the steamroon?" he asked.

She nodded, handi ng him his cane.

“I think it would do ne good."

"Yes. Go in." She pulled open the heavy door

"You'd better renmove your outer clothes,” he told her.

"Al right."

Barrett tossed the towel onto the wooden bench and |inped inside the steamroomas Edith
| et the door thud shut. He groaned in pleasure at the feeling of the wet heat on his body.
Breat hi ng through his teeth, he felt around until he found a bench. The top of it was burning hot.
He eased around the room feeling with his cane, until it touched the hose. Mving his |eft hand
along its length until he reached the wall, he turned the spigot once. Cold water gushed fromthe
end of the hose. Barrett washed it over the bench top and sat down, putting aside his cane.
Reachi ng down, he worked the bathing suit across his hips. It slithered down his |legs, and he
shook it off.

He | ooked toward the door. Edith was taking rather a long tine. He frowned. He didn't want
to stand again. Still, he nustn't | eave her alone for nore than seconds.

He was on the verge of getting to his feet when the door opened and he saw the outline of
her figure. He was surprised to see that she had taken all her clothes off. As the door jarred
shut, he said, "Over here." He'd have to renenber to put in a brighter bulb. The one overhead was
either deficient in wattage or covered with grine; probably both.

Edith nmoved cautiously across the steam obscured room She nade a faint sound as she
wal ked through the gush of cold water. Barrett pulled the hose until the end was in his hand, then
washed of f the bench beside hinmself, wncing as some of the water sprayed against his leg. He
tossed down the hose, and Edith sat beside him Barrett heard her drawing in erratic breaths,
trying not to let the hot air down her throat. "All right?" he asked.

She coughed. "I never could get used to breathing in steamroons."

"Try putting water on your face and taking a breath as you do."

“I"'mall right."

Barrett closed his eyes and felt the danp heat seeping into his flesh. He tw tched as
Edith's hand settled on his leg. He covered it with his. After several noments she | eaned over and
ki ssed his cheek. "I love you," she said.

Barrett put his armacross her shoulders. "I love you, too," he said. She kissed himon
the cheek again, then on the corner of his lips. He felt a stirring in his body as she pressed her
lips to his, noving her head as she kissed him Barrett opened his eyes as one of her hands ran
down his stomach. Edith? he thought.
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After several noments she swung around and straddled him her 1ips never |eaving his. He
felt her hot, slick stomach thrust against his. Reaching down, she took hold of his sex and began
to rub it against herself. Barrett's breath began to |labor. The hot air seared his throat and
chest. He made a startled sound as she dug her teeth into his lower lip. He could snell the brandy
on her breath.

Her lips ran across his cheek, her tongue trailing over the skin. "Make it hard," she
whi spered in his ear. Her voice was alnost fierce. Barrett caught his breath as she grabbed his
injured hand and pulled it up against her breast. He jerked it back as fiery pain ran up his
wist. " _Don't! " she ordered, clutching it again.

"My thunb!" he cried. The pain was so severe, his vision started blurring. He could hardly
breathe, his lungs struggling with the scalding air. Edith didn't seemto hear. She clutched at
his organ, groaning so loudly it nmade Barrett's heartbeat |eap. "For Christ's sake, make it hard!"
she cried. She jamred her lips on his again.

Barrett couldn't breathe. Gagging, he jerked his head back, slanming it against the tile
wall. He cried out in new pain, his face contorted. Edith fell against him sobbing. Barrett tried
to catch his breath. "Edith," he gasped.

She wenched to her feet and turned away. "Don't," he nuttered, reaching for her dazedly.
He felt a rush of cold air as she opened the door, saw her outline vaguely. Then the door thunped
shut agai n.

W nci ng, he bent over, feeling for the hose. He rubbed cold water on his face, drawing in
a breath through clenched teeth. My God, what's conme over her? he thought. He knew that the
curtailnment of their sex |ife nmust have had a damagi ng effect on her, but she'd never shown desire
like this. The house _must_be affecting her. Standing groggily with his cane, he inched his way
across the steamfilled room grinmacing at the increase of heat on his face. The ceiling bulb had
al |l but disappeared fromview now, no nore than a spot of pale light overhead. Barrett reached the
door and felt for the handle. Finding it, he closed his fingers over it and pushed. The door held
fast. He pushed it harder. The door wouldn't nove. His features tightened. C utching the handle as
hard as he coul d, he pushed again

The door refused to budge.

A flicker of uneasiness oppressed him Barrett willed it off. "Edith?" he called. He hit
the door with the palmof his left hand. "Edith, the door is stuck!"

There was no reply. _My God, she didn't go upstairs_, he thought with sudden dread. He
pushed at the handl e again. The door was wedged in its frame. The heat and danpness, he told
hi msel f; the door had warped, expanded. "Edith!" he called. He pounded on the door with his fist.

"What _is_it?" he heard her answer faintly.

"The door is stuck! Try to open it fromyour side!"

He waited. There was a thunp on the door, and he felt it stir. He grabbed the handl e again
and pulled with all his strength as she thrust her weight against the door on the other side.

The door hel d.

"What are we going to do?" he heard her ask. She sounded fri ghtened.

Coul d she possibly use the bench to batter open the door? No, it was too heavy. Barrett
scow ed. The heat seened to be getting worse. He'd better turn it off.

"Li onel ?"
“I"'mall right!" He |lowered hinmself gingerly to his left knee to get bel ow the worst of
the heat. He nmade a worried sound. Well, there was no other way. He couldn't stay in here. "You'd

better get Fischer!"™ he call ed.
" What?_ " He couldn't tell if she hadn't heard or was appalled by what he'd said.
" You 'd-better-get-Fischer!
Silence. Barrett knew the thought of going al one through the house was terrifying to her.
"I't's the only way!" he shout ed.
Edith didn't answer for a long tine. Then he heard her call. "Al'l right! I'Il be right

back! "

Barrett remai ned notionless for a while. He hoped to God she didn't run into anything. In
her nmental state, it could be catastrophic. He scomed. | can't just stay like this, he thought.
I'd better turn off that steam

He | ooked abruptly to his right; he thought he'd heard a sound. There was nothi ng but
swirling steam He stared at it with slitted eyes. It was thick and white and coiling, and nmade
shapes. A person with an uncontrolled inmagination mght see all sorts of things in it.

Barrett hissed. "Ridiculous." He stood and edged his way across the floor until his shins
bunped agai nst the edge of the wooden bench. Kneeling again, he reached beneath the bench for the
tap wheel. He couldn't find it and began to craw along the bench, feeling for it.
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He froze. He was certain that he'd heard sonething this tinme, a kind of--_slithering_
noi se? Barrett shivered despite the heat. "Ridiculous,” he nmuttered. He continued crawling. No
wonder this house had clained so many victinms. |Its atnosphere was incredibly conducive to
del usi ons. The sound he'd heard was probably comng fromthe tap wheel he was searching for--an
escape of steam probably too nuch pressure. It was getting awfully hot in here.

Hi s hand cane in contact with the tap wheel, and he felt a burst of relief. He tried to
turn the wheel, but it stuck. He fought off prenonition, gritting his teeth against the pain in
his |l eg as he wapped both hands around the wheel. "Stuck," he said al oud, as though to convince
sonmebody in the roomthat the problemwas a nornal one. He strained the nuscles of his arns and
back, trying to revol ve the wheel

It wouldn't nove.

"Ch, no." He swallowed, flinching at the scorch of air in his throat and chest. This is
not good, definitely not good, he thought. Still, it was a physical problem a door stuck inits
frane, a steam valve stuck--things to be expected in an old house. Edith would be back wth
Fi scher in a few nonents. If worse came to worst, he could lie on the floor and wash his face off
with the water while--

He jerked around. The noise again, too definite to be inagination. It was_ a slithering
noi se, no doubt of it, like the stirring of sone torpid serpent on the floor. Barrett's face
hardened. Conme _on_, he told hinmself, don't go childish on me now. He turned around slowy,
| eani ng his back against the bench and trying to see through the steam If it _was_ some
phenonenon, he had only to keep his wits about him There was nothing in the house that could harm
himso long as he didn't panic.

He |istened carefully, wincing at the throb of pain in his thunmb. After what seened to be
a mnute or nore, he heard the sound again, a liquid, sliding noise. He inmagined | ava pouring
slowy down a coal chute, splattering |ike snmoky gruel into a bin. He shuddered. " _Stop_it," he
ordered hinself. He was reacting as credul ously as M ss Tanner now.

The hose! he thought abruptly. If wet heat could cause the door to warp out of shape, wet
col dness might reverse the process. He began to feel around for the hose.

He heard the sound again, ignored it this tine. _Psi phenonena abound in real ns of
credulity . The sentence flashed across his nmind. Precisely, he thought. He gulped in breath
wi t hout thinking, groaning at the fire of it in his throat and chest. Were the hell was that
dammed hose, anyway? The tile floor was beginning to hurt both | egs now.

He felt the gush of water then and made a sound of gruff satisfaction. He reached for the
hose, edging his hand across the fl oor

He cried out, jerking back his hand. It had touched what felt like hot sline. Barrett held
his hand to his face and | ooked at it. The light was very dim he had to squint. He felt his
heart beat catch. There seenmed to be a kind of darkish ooze clinging to his palmand fingers. Wth
a gaggi ng sound, he reached down quickly, rubbing his palmon the floor. Wat in God' s nane?
Melted grout frombetween the tiles? Sone sort of--?

He jerked around so fast it nmade his neck hurt. He stared into the roiling steam
heartbeat jolting. The sound had started up again, |ouder now, noving toward him Barrett drew
back unconsciously, trying to see. He rubbed his hand across his eyes w thout thinking, smearing
some of the sline on his face. He nade an angry, sickened noise and rubbed it off with his |eft
hand. It had a vaguely famliar snell. Were the hell is she? he suddenly thought. For an instant
he felt a rush of panic as he imagi ned her not telling anyone, |eaving himinprisoned here because
of what had happened between t hem

"No," he muttered. That was ludicrous. She'd be back any noment. He'd better get to the
door and wait. He wavered to his feet and noved haltingly away fromthe sound, visualizing a
gigantic jellyfish heaving its transparent, quivering bulk across the floor at him "That's
enough, " he nmuttered, furious at hinself. He had to get to the door. He stared into the steam but
couldn't see which way the door was. The noise continued--a draggi ng, soggy noise. Barrett felt a
chill of dread |ace up his back. He'd best prepare hinself. He nustn't panic.

He cried out in shock as his feet sank into hot, thick slinme. He started junping back and
slipped, landing on his left el bow and crying out again as jagged pain shot up his arm He withed
in agony on the floor

Suddenly he felt the sline push up against his side |ike heated gelatin. He thrashed away
fromit, the odor welling over him It was the snell of rot--_the odor of the tarn!_It's cone
inside! his mnd cried, terrified. He flung hinself to his knees. The door; where was the door? He
guessed and, shoving to his feet, hobbled clunsily in that direction

Sonet hi ng bl ocked hi s way--sonething near the floor that had size and bul k and was alive.
Wth a cry of horror, Barrett fell across it. It reared up, shoving himonto his back, hot and
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jellylike, reeking of stagnation. Barrett screamed as it fl opped across his |l egs. He struck out
wildly with his left foot, feeling it sink into nmuculent slime, then strike what felt |ike skin
the texture of cooked rmushroom

Suddenly it was before his eyes, bul bous, glistening darkly. "No!" he screaned. He ki cked
at it again, thrashing back across the floor, until his back slamed violently agai nst the door.
He felt the ropy formstart oozing up his | egs adhesively. Shrieks of terror flooded fromhis
lips. The room began to swirl and darken. He could not dislodge the glutinous weight. He felt the
hotness of it sucking at his flesh.

Suddenly the door was shoving in behind him pushing himdirectly into the gel ati nous
form It struck his face; his screaming nouth was filled with turgid jelly. Col dness washed across
his side. He felt hands slip beneath his arns. He thought he heard Edith screani ng. Soneone
started draggi ng himacross the floor. Looking up, he nade out Fischer's face above him pale and
i ndi stinct. Just before he lost consciousness, Barrett saw his body. There was nothing on it.

12: 47 P. M

Fi scher gul ped down coffee, holding the cup with both hands. Once again the couple from
Cari bou Falls had come and gone, unseen

He'd been in the theater, searching for the cat, when he'd heard Ms. Barrett's shouting.
Rushing to the entry hall, he'd met her, and she'd told him frightenedly, that her husband was
| ocked in the steam room

_In there_; he'd suddenly remenbered Florence's words. Wthout a word, he'd dashed
downst ai rs, shoved through the sw nging doors, and raced al ong the side of the pool, the rapid
paddi ng of his tennis shoes echoing off the walls and ceiling.

He'd heard Barrett's screans before he reached the steamroomdoor. He'd jarred to a halt
and al nost turned around when Ms. Barrett had come running in. He'd been unable to retreat before
her ook of panic. Turning back, he'd sprinted to the steamroom door and thrown his weight

against it, to no avail. Ms. Barrett had conme rushing up behind him begging himto save her
husband, her voice unnatural, shrill.
Grabbi ng one end of the wooden bench against the wall, he'd dragged it to the steamroom

door and ranmmed it hard against it. Immediately the door had given, and dropping the bench, he'd
shoved the door in. Inside, Barrett's screans had cut off suddenly, and Fischer had felt his

wei ght agai nst the door and reached around to grab himin the burning steam and pull him out,
forced to strain every nuscle because of Barrett's weight. By then Barrett's w fe was shaking
uncontrol | ably, her face al nost gray. Sonmehow the two of them had nmanaged to get Barrett upstairs
and put himon his bed. Fischer had offered to help put Barrett's pajamas on, but Ms. Barrett, in
a tight, alnost inaudible voice, had told himshe could do it. He'd left i mrediately and cone
downst ai rs.

He set down the enpty cup and covered his eyes with his left hand, mnd a junble of
confusions. The unl ocked door that had been | ocked by the time they'd reached the house. The
restored electrical systemthat had failed to work. Florence's inability to enter the chapel. The
record playing by itself. The cold breeze on the stairs. The tinkling chandelier. The poundi ng
noi ses during the séance; Florence suddenly, inexplicably, beconing a physical nedium The figure
at the séance; its hysterical warning to them The poltergeist attack. Ms. Barrett being led to
the tarn in her sleep; renoving her pajanas; acting so peculiarly this norning. The bites on
Fl orence's breasts. The body in the wall; the ring. The attack on Florence by the cat. Now the
attack on Barrett in the steamroom

He slumped back in the chair. Nothing fitted, he thought. Nothing added up. They were
exactly nowhere in their quest. But Florence was being torn apart enptionally and physically. Ms.
Barrett was losing control. Barrett had been violently assaulted twi ce. And, as for hinself--

Hi s mnd | eaped back, renenbering. Faces sprang before him Gace Lauter's, Dr. Gahanis,
Prof essor Rand's, and Fenley's. Grace Lauter working by herself, convinced that she, alone, would
solve the nystery of Hell House; not even talking to the rest of them H mworking with Dr. G aham
and Professor Rand, who, in turn, refused to work with Professor Fenley because he was a
Spiritualist and not a "man of science."

Three denoralizing days before it ended. Grace Lauter with her throat cut by her own hand
Dr. Graham dead drunk, wandering outdoors to perish in the woods; Professor Rand dying of a
cerebral henorrhage after an experience in the ballroomhe'd been unable to describe before he
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di ed; Professor Fenley still in Medview Sanatorium hopel essly insane. Hinmself found naked on the
front porch, horror-ridden, old before his tine.
"And now I'm back,"” he nuttered in a trenbling voice. "I'm _back _." He closed his eyes and

couldn't stop fromshaking. How? he thought. I'mnot afraid to try, but how do | begin? A rage
of bew | dernent cl anped his nmuscles suddenly. Jerking open his eyes, he grabbed his cup and hurl ed
it far across the room _It's too damm conplicated! screanmed his mind

1:57 P.M

She blinked her eyes. Lionel was awake. She put her hand in his. "Are you all right?"

He nodded, didn't snmile. Edith forced control into her voice. "I'll pack our bags," she
said. She waited. Lionel returned her | ook w thout expression

"W'll go today," she said.

"1 want you to go."

Edith stared at him "W'I|Il both go, Lionel."

“"Not until I'mfinished."

She couldn't believe it, even though she'd anticipated his response. Her |ips twtched,
wor ds unspoken stammering in her m nd

"You go into Caribou Falls,” he told her. "I'll join you tonorrow. "
“"Lionel, | want both of us to go."
"Edith--"

“"No. | don't want to hear a word. You can't convince nme, anynore, you know what's
happeni ng. You woul d have died down there if Fischer hadn't come. You would have been killed by .
_what?_ By _what?_ W have to go before this house destroys us all. _Now_, Lionel. _Now.."

"Listen to ne," he said. "I knowit's gone beyond the point of endurance for you. It
hasn't for me, however. I'mnot going to | et what happened frighten ne away. |'ve waited twenty

years for this. Twenty long years of work and research, and |I'm not about to lose it all because
of --something in a steamroom™

Edith stared at him a pulsing at her tenple.

"It was a shock," he said. "I admt it. It was a terrible shock. |I've never experienced
anything renotely like it in ny life. But it was not the dead. You hear nme, Edith? _It was not the
dead_."

He cl osed his eyes. "Please,

he said. "Go into Caribou Falls. Fischer will drive you

there. 1'll join you tonorrow. "

He opened his eyes after a while and | ooked at her. "Tonorrow, Edith. After twenty years,
there's only one nore day before | prove ny theory. One nore day_. | can't retreat when |I'm so
cl ose. What happened was ghastly, yes, but | can't, I _won't_let it chase ne away." H s hand
closed tightly over hers. " I'd rather die than |eave ."

The roomwas still. Edith felt her heartbeat |like a slow, erratic drumbeat in her chest.

"Tonorrow, " she said

"l swear to you I'Il end the reign of terror in this house by then."

She stared at him feeling | ost and hel pl ess. She had no faith of her own remaining. She
could only cling to his. God help us if you' re wong, she thought.

2:21 P.M

"O Spirit of Imortal Truth," Florence began, "help us, this day, to rise above the doubts
and fears of this Iife. Open our natures to mighty revelations. Gve us eyes to see, and ears to
hear. Bless us in our efforts to lift the darkness fromthe world."

The bathroomlight cast dimillunination on the place where they sat. Florence sat in the
chair beside the table, eyes closed, hands on her |lap, knees and feet pressed tightly together.

Fi scher had pulled the other chair across the floor and sat facing her at a distance of four feet.

"The sweetest expression of spiritual life is service," Florence was saying. "W offer
ourselves for the service of the spirits. May they find us ready, and may they, so that naught nmay
i npede our free expression, conmune with us this day and reveal their light to us. Mist of all,
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may they inpart to us the power to comunicate with that tortured soul who still hovers in this
pl ace, unsanctified, inprisoned: Daniel Belasco." She raised her face. "Attend us, ministering
angels. Help us in our effort to lift the burden fromthis soul. Al this we ask in the nane of
the Eternal and Most Everlasting Spirit. Anen."

There was nonentary silence. Fischer heard the crackling noise his throat nmade as he
swal | owed. Then Fl orence began to sing: "'Sweet souls around us, watch us still. Press nearer to
our side. Into our thoughts, into our prayers, with gentle helpings glide.'"

When the song was ended, Florence began to take in deep breaths, drawing air into her
I ungs convul sively through clenched teeth as she rubbed both hands over her body. Soon her nonth
fell open, and her head began to |loll back. The heavy breathing continued. Florence slouched down
in the chair, head rolling fromside to side. At |ast she was still.

M nut es passed. Fischer began to shiver. Coldness was starting to gather between them
rising slowy like ice water, until he felt as though he were subnerged to the waist init.

He twitched as faint spots of |ight began to appear in front of Florence. _Focuses of
condensation_; the phrase drifted across his nmind. He stared at the spots as they grew in size and
nunber, hovering in the air in front of Florence |ike a galaxy of pale, mniature suns. Hi s |egs
felt al mbst nunb now. Soon, he thought.

H's fingers dug into the chair arms as tel eplasmstarted oozing fromthe nediuns
nostrils. The viscous filaments resenbled twin gray serpents gliding downward from her nose. As
Fi scher watched in dry-mouthed silence, they joined to forma heavier coil, which started to
unravel, then began to rise and cover Florence's face. Fischer lowered his eyes. He heard a sound
like rustling paper, closed his eyes.

The snell of ozone penetrated his nostrils |ike the odor of a badly chlorinated swi mm ng
pool . Conpell ed, he opened his eyes and | ooked up, wi ncing. The tel epl asm had covered Fl orence's
head, hanging over it like a wet, filmy sack. As he stared at it, he saw it being shaped as though
by sone invisible sculptor, the eye pits pressed in, a ridge of nose appearing, nostrils, ears, a
line of mouth. In less than a mnute, it was conmplete; the face of a young man, dark-haired,
handsome, grave in its expression.

Fi scher cleared his throat. His heartbeat felt unreal. "Have you a voice?" he asked.

There was a | abored, gurgling noise like the sound of a death rattle. Fischer felt his
skin cram . After half a minute, the sound stopped, and there was sil ence again.

"Can you speak now?" Fischer asked.

"I can." The voi ce was undeni ably masculi ne.

Fi scher hesitated, then drew in a quick breath. "W are you?"

"Dani el Belasco." The lips of the face did not nove, but the voice was com ng fromthe
pallid features of the young man

"Was it your body we found behind the wall of the wine cellar this norning?"

"It was."

"W gave you proper services outside. Wiy are you still here?"
"l cannot | eave."

n \My?"

There was no answer.

" Vvly?ll

No answer. Fischer clutched his hands together on his lap. "Did you have anything to do
with the attack on Doctor Barrett in the steam roon?"

"No. "

"Who did it, then?"

There was no answer.

"Did you attack Doctor Barrett in the dining hall last night?" Fischer asked.

“I did not."

"Who di d?"

Si | ence.

"Did you bite Mss Tanner this norning?"

"l did not."

"Who di d?"

Si | ence.

"Did you possess the cat to attack her?"

"I did not."

"Who did, then?"

Si |l ence.

"Who did, then?" Fischer persisted. "Who attacked Doctor Barrett? Who bit M ss Tanner? Wo
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possessed the cat?"

Si | ence.

"Who?" demanded Fi scher.

"Cannot say."

"Why not ?"

"Cannot . "

"\ 2"

Si | ence.

"You have to tell nme. Who attacked Doctor Barrett in the dining hall and steam roonf? Who
bit Mss Tanner? Wo possessed the cat?"

He heard a qui ckening of breath.

"Who?" he denmanded.

"Cannot - -"

"You have to tell ne.

The voice began to plead. "Cannot--"

"Who?" asked Fischer.

"Cannot say--"

"Who?"

"Pl ease--"

"Who?"

He heard sonething |ike a sob

"Hm" said the voice

"Who?"

"Hm"

"_Who?_"

"Hm Hm"

" _\Who?_ "

" Hm_" cried the voice. "The Gant! H m Father, Father!"

Fischer sat inrigid silence as the face lost form the teleplasmrippling. Suddenly it
began to steam back into Florence's nostrils. As it vanished, Fischer heard her nban with pain. In
| ess than seven seconds it was gone.

He sat inmobile for alnbst a minute before standing. He felt nunb as he wal ked into the
bat hroom ran sone water into a glass, and carried it back into the bedroom standing notionless
beside the chair until she opened her eyes.

After she had drunk the water in one |Iong swallow, he noved to the wall switch and turned
on the hanging | anp beside her bed.

He sank down heavily on the chair across from hers.

"Did he cone through?" she asked.

As he told her what had happened, her expression tensed to one of deep excitenent.

" Belasco_," she said. "OF course. O _course_. W should have realized it."

Fi scher did not respond.

"Dani el woul d never have hurt nme. He woul d never have hurt Doctor Barrett. | _knew_ it
couldn't have been him despite the evidence; it sinply didn't _feel_right. He's as nuch a victim
of the house as anyone." She | ooked at Fischer's unconvinced expression. "Don't you see?" she
said. "_He's being kept here by his father_."

Fi scher regarded her in silence, wanting to believe what she was saying but afraid to
comit his mnd.

"Don't you see?" she asked himeagerly. "They're warring together, Daniel trying to escape
fromHell House, his father doing everything he can to prevent it by trying to turn ne agai nst
Daniel, trying to nake me believe that Daniel nmeans ne harm when he doesn't. \Wen all he wants is-

She stopped so quickly that Fischer's eyes narrowed. "Wants _what?_" he asked.

"My help."

"That's not what you were going to say."

“"Yes, it was. |I'mthe only one who can help. I'mthe only one he trusts. Don't you see?"
Fi scher eyed her guardedly. "I hope | do," he said.

3:47 P.M
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Edith sat up and slid her legs across the mattress edge. Reaching out, she picked up
Lionel's watch fromthe table and raised its lid. Nearly four o' clock. How could he possibly get
hi s machi ne ready by tonorrow?

She stared at himas he slept, wondering if he still believed everything he said. Sonmehow,
she had the unconfortable feeling that he was no | onger as confident as he clained. Not that he
woul d ever show it, not even to her. Wen it cane to his work, he was a man of unrelenting pride,
al ways had been.

St andi ng abruptly, Edith noved to the cabinet and opened the door. Al right, both of them
had warned her. Nothing had happened, had it? The brandy had rel axed her, nothing nore. If she was
going to stay in this house until tonorrow, she was damed well going to take a few steps to nake
that stay endurable.

She carried the decanter and one of the silver cups to the table. Setting down the cup
she pull ed out the decanter top and poured the cup full of brandy. Picking up the cup, she drank
its contents with a swallow She threw her head back, eyes closed, nmouth open w de, sucking at the
air as brandy scal ded down her throat. It was |ike pouring hot syrup into her chest and stomach
Heat pul sed outward, radiating through her veins.

She poured herself another cupful, took a sip of it, and eased herself onto the table,
pushi ng aside the box with Lionel's manuscript in it. She took another sip of brandy, then
swal | owed the entire cupful, head | aid back again, eyes closed, a | ook of sensual enjoynent on her
face.

She thought about being in the steamroomw th Lionel, trying not to face the nagging
qual mthat, beyond a certain point, she'd been infuriated at his inpotence, as if, sonehow, it
were his fault and not that of the polio. She tightened, thinking that the real reason he wanted
her to go to Caribou Falls was that he didn't want to be annoyed by her needs; that he wanted to
concentrate on his nachi ne.

She blinked. That was a terrible thing to think of Lionel. If he'd been able to, he would
have nade | ove to her

_Would_ he? her mnd demanded. O did he really care at all whether they ever had sex?

Wth an inpul sive novenent, she reached around for the decanter, knocking the box off the

table, spilling pages of the manuscript across the rug. She started to get up, then, with a frown,
ignored it. Let it lie, she thought. I'Il get it later. She cl osed her eyes, enptying another
cupful of brandy into her nouth and swallowing it.

She slipped off the table, alnost fell. I'm _drunk_, she thought. A nonentary pang of
guilt assailed her. Momwas right, | amlike him she thought. She fought it off. I'm _not!_she
told her unseen nother; |I'ma good girl. " Hell --" She scowmed. I'"'mnot a girl at all, I'ma

worman. Wth desires. He should know that. He's not _that old. O that inpotent. It was his dammed
religious nother, not the polio. It was--

She frowned away the thought, weaving across the bedroomtoward the cabinet. Her |inbs
felt warmand silky, and there was a | ovely nunbness in her head. They were wong; getting drunk
was the only answer. She thought about the cabinet of |iquor in the kitchen. Maybe she'd get a
bottl e of bourbon fromit--naybe two bottles. Maybe she'd just drink herself insensible unti
t onorrow cane.

She renoved the hol |l owed book so quickly that it slipped fromher fingers and thudded on
the rug, the photographs scattering. She sank to her knees and started | ooking at them one by one.
She |icked her upper lip unconsciously. She stared at a photograph of the two wonmen |lying on the
great hall table, perform ng nutual cunnilingus. The room seened to get hotter and hotter

Abruptly she flung away the photograph as though it was burning her fingers. " _No_," she
muttered frightenedly. She started, | ooking back toward Lionel as he stirred, then pushed clunsily
to her feet and | ooked around the bedroomlike a cornered aninal.

She wal ked across the room qui ckly. Opening the door, she noved into the hall and cl osed
the door, flinching at the noise; she'd neant to be nore quiet. Shaking her head to clear it, she
wal ked to Fischer's room

He wasn't there. Edith stared into his roomand wondered what to do. C osing the door, she
turned and started back along the hallway, drifting to her left until she reached the banister
rail. She held on to it for balance as she headed for the staircase. For sone strange reason, the
house did not seemfrightening to her. Further proof that al cohol was just the thing, she thought.

She had the sensation of floating down the staircase. Vaguely she recalled some fil m about
the South she'd seen at a revival. Al she could remenber clearly was sone wonman in hoop skirts
gliding down the stairs as though she were descending on a track. She felt the sane way. She
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wonder ed why she felt so confident.

Aglimer, faint, too fleeting to be captured. Edith blinked and hesitated. Nothing. She
continued down the stairs. He's in the great hall, she decided. He was al ways where the coffee
was. She couldn't recall ever seeing himeat. No wonder he was so thin

As she crossed the entry hall, she heard a sound of splintering wood. Again she stopped.
She hesitated, then noved forward once again. O course, she thought. She sniled. She'd sever felt
so fuzzy in her life. She closed her eyes. |'mfloating, said her mind. Father and daughter
drunks forever.

She stopped in the archway and | eaned against it dizzily. She blinked her eyes, refocusing
with effort. Fischer had his back to her. He was using the crowbar to pry apart the crate. That's
sweet, she thought.

She started as Fischer spun around, the crowbar raised as though to strike at some
attacker. He whirled so quickly that the cigarette between his lips arced to the floor.

" _Kanerad_," she said. She raised her arns as though surrendering.

Fi scher stared at her without a sound. She saw his chest rise and fall with agitated
breath. "Are you angry?" she began to say.

He cut her off. "Wat the hell are you doing here?"

"Not hi ng." She pushed off fromthe archway and started toward hi m weavingly.

"Are you _drunk?_" He sounded stunned.

"I've had a few drinks, if that's any of your business."

Fi scher dunped the crowbar on the table, noving toward her. "Lionel will be pleased that
She gestured airily toward the nachi ne.

Fi scher reached her, took her arm "Cone on."
She pulled away fromhim "Cone on, yourself.'
bal ance, turning toward the machine.

"Ms. Barrett--"

"Edith."

Fi scher took her armagain. "Cone _on_. You shouldn't |eave your husband.”

"He's all right. He's sleeping.”

Fischer tried to turn her, but she wouldn't do it. Snickering, she pulled away from him
again. "For Christ's sake!" he snapped.

A teasing smle drew back her lips. "No, not for his sake." Fischer |ooked at her
confusedly.

As she started toward the table, the roomwas nebul ous around her, and she had the vague
inmpression it was filled with people standing just beyond the linits of her vision. That's
i magi nation, said her mind. Al there is in here is mndless energy.

She reached the table and rubbed a finger on its surface. Fischer rejoined her. "You' ve
got to go upstairs."

"No, | don't." She took hold of his right hand. Fischer pulled it away. Edith sniled and
rubbed her finger on the table again. "This is where they nmet," she said.

"Who?"

"Les Aphrodites. Here. Around this table."

Fi scher took her armagain. Edith jerked it in against herself so that his hand was pinned
agai nst her breast. "Here. Around this table," she repeated.

"You don't know what you're saying." Fischer pulled his hand away.

"I know exactly what |I'msaying. M. Fischer.” Edith snickered. "M. B. F. Fischer."”

you- -

She staggered slightly, then regai ned her

"Edith--"
He tightened as she pushed against him sliding her arms around him "Don't you like me at
all ?" she asked. "I know |I'm not as beautiful as Florence, but I--"

"Edith, it's the house. It's naking you--"

" _The house is doing nothing ," she broke in. " _I'm doing it."

He tried to pull away her arns. She pressed against himharder. "Are you inpotent too?"
she teased

Fi scher wrenched her arns | oose, pushing her away. "Wake up!" he shout ed.

Fury burst inside her. "Don't tell _me_ to wake up! _You_ wake up!--you sexl ess bastard."
Edith stunbl ed back against the table, wiggled up on top of it, and yanked her skirt with claw ng
fingers. "What's the matter, little man?" she jeered. "Never had a woman?" G abbing at her sweater

front, she jerked it open, popping buttons. Draggi ng asi de the edges, she undid the front hook of
her bra and, clutching at her breasts with palsied fingers, held themup, a |look of furious
derision on her face. "Wiat's the matter , little nan?" she ranted. "Never had a tit before?
_Try_it! It's delicious!"
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Sliding off the table, she advanced on Fischer, fingers gouging at her breasts. "Suck
them" she said, her voice trembling with hatred. Her face convulsed with sudden fury. "Suck them
you fairy bastard, or I'll get nyself a wonan who will!"

Hi s head jerked sideways. Edith scanned the novenent, and a sudden wei ght crashed down on
her.

Li onel was standing in the archway.

A wave of darkness billowed up at her. Her |egs gave way; she started falling. Fischer
| eaped to catch her. "No!" she screamed. She twisted to the left and fell against a marble statue
on a pedestal. She caught at it; the cold stone pressed agai nst her breasts. It seemed as though
the face was leering at her Edith cried out as the weight of it fell backward from her grasp and
shattered on the floor. She | anded on her knees and toppl ed forward.

Dar kness swal | owed her

4:27 P.M

Sonewhere there was music playing, slowy, tenderly; a waltz. She was dancing to the
musi ¢, gliding through a kind of mst. Was she in the ballroon? She could not be sure. Her
partner's face was indistinct, yet she felt certain it was Daniel's. She could feel his arm around
her and his | eft hand holding out her right. It was warm There was a scent of flowers in the air;
roses, she decided. A summer dance. A snall string orchestra performng. Florence danced in
| anguorous circles with her partner.

"Are you happy?" he asked.

"Yes," she murmured. "Very."

Was she on a set? Was that it? Was she naking a filn? She tried to recall but couldn't.
Still, howcould it be afiln? It was all too real; no canera, no banks of lights, no fourth wal
m ssing and the crew in sight, the sound nman at his board. No, it was a real ballroom Florence
tried again to see her partner's face, but couldn't focus her eyes. "Daniel?" she murnured.

"My dear?"

"It _is_ you," Florence said.

She saw himthen, his grave face very handsonme, very gentle. Hs armdrew tight around

her. "I love you," he said.
"And | |ove you."
"You'll never |eave nme? Always be beside nme?"

"Yes, ny darling, always; always."

Fl orence cl osed her eyes. The nusic quickened, and she felt herself being swept around the
ball room fl oor. She heard the rustling of a hundred skirts, the ballroomfilled w th dancers,
|l overs. Florence snmiled. And she |oved, too; |oved Daniel. Daniel held her safely as they danced.
She scarcely felt her feet; she seened to float.

She felt a scented breeze across her face and smiled again. He'd danced her out onto the
wi de veranda. Overhead, the sky was filled with stars, |ike dianond fragnents sprinkled on bl ack
velvet; she didn't have to | ook to know that they were there. The noon was full, pale silver
glowing. It shed soft radiance on the garden just beyond. She didn't have to | ook; she knew Had
she been drinking wine? She felt intoxicated. No; it was intoxication of the spirit. It was joy
and | ove, sweet nusic playing in the distance as she waltzed with her bel oved Daniel, around,
around, dancing slowy toward--

He shouted. "No!"

Fl orence gasped in shock, all senses flooded. Daniel stood before her in the nist, white-
faced, frightened, gesturing for her to stop. lcy water nunbed her feet and ankles, cold w nd
scored her face, the snmell of rot assailed her nostrils; crying out, she staggered back and fell.
Sonet hi ng seened to rush away behind her. Florence thrashed around and caught a nonentary view of
soneone very tall and dressed in black vanishing into the mst.

She shuddered as the freezing air sliced deep into her flesh. She |l ay beside the tarn

She had been walking into it.

Wth a sound of sickened dread, she pushed up, started running for the house. Her shoes
were wet, the bottoms of her stockings. Shivering, she dashed along the gravel path. The blind
face of the house | oonmed darkly fromthe mst. She ran across the gravel, up the steps. The
doorway yawned. She ran inside and slammed the door, falling back against it.

She was shaking fromthe cold, fromfright. She couldn't stop herself. _She'd al nost
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wal ked into the tarn_. The know edge horrified her.

She started as a figure hurried down the hallway fromthe kitchen. It was Fischer, with a
glass in his hand. Seeing her, he stopped a nmonent, then advanced agai n. "What happened?” he
asked.

"I's that whiskey?"

Fi scher nodded.

"Let me have sone."

He handed her the glass, and Florence drank, choking as the |iquor scal ded down her
throat. She handed back the gl ass.

"What happened?" Fi scher asked.

"He tried to kill ne."

"Who?"

" Belasco_," she said. She clutched at his arm "I _saw_ him Ben. | actually caught a
glinmpse of himas he left ne by the tarn."

She told hi mwhat had happened, how Bel asco had made her think she was dancing in the
ballroomwith Daniel, while he'd led her to the tarn to drown her. How Dani el had warned her at
the nonent she was going in.

"How di d Bel asco get control of you?" he asked.

"I must have dozed off. | was tired after sitting, after everything that's happened
t oday. "
Fi scher looked ill. "If he can get you in your sleep now-"
" No_." She shook her head. "He won't again. I'"'mwarned now. I'll retain ny strength.” She

shivered. "Can we go in by the fire?"

When they were sitting in front of the fire, her shoes and stockings off, her feet propped
on a stool, a new log crackling on the fire, Florence said, "I think | know the secret of Hel
House, Ben."

Fi scher didn't speak for alnost half a mnute. "Do you?" he asked then

"It's Bel asco."

" How?"

"He safeguards the haunting of his house by reinforcing it,"’
hi dden ai de for every other haunting force."

Fi scher did not respond, but she could tell fromthe sudden flare of interest in his eyes
that she had gotten through to him He sat up slowy, as though uncoiling, his eyes fixed on hers.

"Think of it, Ben," she said. " _Controlled nultiple haunting_ . Sonething absolutely unique
i n haunted houses: a surviving will so powerful that he can use that power to dom nate every other
surviving personality in the house."

"You think the others are aware of it?" he asked.

she said. "By acting as a

"I don't know about the others. Al | knowis that his sonis. If he weren't, he couldn't
have saved ny life.
"It all fits, Ben," she said. "It's been Belasco fromthe start. He's the one who's kept

me fromthe chapel. He's the one who tried to keep ne fromdiscovering Daniel's body |ast night.
He's the one who nade it seemthat Daniel had bitten nme, the one who possessed the cat. He's the
one who caused the poltergeist attack on Doctor Barrett, trying to turn us agai nst each other
He's the one who's keeping Daniel's soul inprisoned here.

"Thi nk of what fantastic power he possesses, Ben. To actually be capabl e of keeping
another's spirit fromprogression, _despite_a consecrated burial. Maybe it's because Daniel is
his son, but, even so, it's incredible."

She | eaned back in her chair, looking at the flames. "He's like a general with his arny.
Never entering the battle, but always controlling it."

"How can he be hurt, then? Generals don't get killed in war."

"We' || hurt himby decreasing the size of his arnmy until he has no one left, until he has
to fight his war alone.” She | ooked at himwi th challenge in her eyes. "A general w thout an arny
is nothing."

"But we have only till Sunday."

Fl orence shook her head. "lI'm staying here until the job is done," she said.

She cl osed the door and noved i mediately to her bed. Kneeling beside it, she offered up a
prayer of gratitude for the enlightenment which had been given her, a prayer of request for
strength to deal with what she had di scovered.

When the prayers were ended, she rose and noved into the bathroomto cl eanse her ankl es
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and feet; there was still a residue of odor fromthe tarn on them As she washed and dried them
she thought about the massive project which lay ahead: to rel ease the earthbound spirits fromthis
house, against the will of Enmeric Belasco. It al nost seemed too nmuch to acconpli sh.

"But | will," she said aloud, as though Belasco |istened. She'd have to be alert, though
What Ben had said was true. "You've been fool ed before," he'd said. "Make sure you aren't fooled
again."

“I"1l be careful,"” she'd replied.

She woul d. She recogni zed the sense in what he'd said. How thoroughly she had been fool ed
last night into believing that, perhaps, she'd been responsible for the poltergeist attack on Dr.
Barrett. How thoroughly she had been fooled this norning into thinking that Daniel was responsible
for the bites and for the cat's attack on her. She nmust not allow herself to be fool ed again.
Dani el had not been responsible for any of those things. He was tornmented, not tornentor.

Fl orence cl osed her eyes, hands clasped in front of her. Daniel, listen now, she whispered
in her mnd. | thank you, with all ny heart, for saving ny life. But don't you see what it neans?
If you can thwart your father's will in that way, you can also thwart it by departing fromthis

house. You don't have to stay here any longer. You're free to go if only you believe. Your father
has no power to hold you prisoner. Ask for the help of those beyond, and it will come to you. You
_can_ |l eave this house. You _can!_

Fl orence opened her eyes abruptly. Myving to the Spanish table, she opened her purse. She
took out a pad and pencil, laid the pad on the table, picked up the pencil, and held its point
agai nst the paper. Instantly it started noving. She closed her eyes and felt it witing by itself,
tuggi ng her hand this way and that. In seconds it stopped, and the feeling of control drained from
her hand. She | ooked at the pad.

"No!" She tore the top sheet off and crunpled it into a ball, flinging it to the floor
"No, Daniel! No!"

She stood beside the table, trenbling, staring at the paper, the words engraved on her
m nd.

_One way only_.

6:11 P. M

Fi scher stood at the edge of the tarn, shining his flashlight at the turbid surface of the
water. Twice now, he was thinking. Edith first, then Florence. He noved the cone of |ight across
the water, grinmacing at the stench which hovered over it. Once when he'd been working in a
hospital, an old nan had di ed of gangrenous wounds on his back. The snell of his room had been
like this.

He | ooked around. Footsteps were approaching through the mst. Abruptly he switched off
his flashlight and turned. Who was it? Florence? Surely she would not be coning back after what
had happened. Barrett or his wife? He couldn't believe that they'd cone out here either. Who,
then? Fischer tensed as the footsteps drew closer. He could not determine their origin in the
nmst. He waited, rigid, heartbeat thudding.

They were on hi msuddenly. Seeing the glow of a lantern, he flicked on his flashlight.
There was a strangl ed gasp. Fischer stared with blank confusion at the two gaunt faces in his
I'ight.

_Who's that? " the old man asked. Hi s voice was trenbling.

Fi scher caught his breath and | owered the beamof light. "I"'msorry," he said. "I'mone of
the four."

The ol d woman rel eased a breath which sounded |ike a groan. "Lord," she muttered.

"I"'msorry, | was startled, too," Fischer apologized, "I didn't realize what tine it was."

"You scared the livin' breath fromus

"Sorry." Fischer turned away.

The couple munbled indistinctly as they trailed himto the house. Fischer held the door
for them then followed as they hurried across the entry hall, |ooking around uneasily. They were
weari ng heavy overcoats, the wonman a wool en scarf on her head, the nan a battered gray fedora.

"How are things in the worl d?" asked Fi scher

"Mm " the man responded. The old woman nmade a sound of di sapproval

"No matter," Fischer said. "W have our own world here."

He noved behind theminto the great hall, observing as they set the covered dishes on the

the old man said resentfully.
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table. He saw them | ooking at Barrett's machi ne, exchanging gl ances. Quickly they gathered up the
I unch things and started toward the entry hall. Fischer watched their departure, fighting an urge
to yell "Boo!" and see what woul d happen. If they thought a flashlight beamin the face was
frightening, what would they think of what had happened in the house since Mnday?

"Thank you!" he called as they noved beneath the archway. The old man grunted sourly, and
he saw t hem exchange anot her | ook

When the front door had shut, Fischer noved to the table and lifted the covers of the
trays. Lanb chops, peas and carrots, potatoes, biscuits, pie, and coffee. _A Meal Fit for a King_,
he thought. His smle was dour. O was it _The Last Supper?_

Renoving his pea coat, he tossed it onto a chair, setting the flashlight on top of it. He
forked a | anb chop onto a plate, added a spoonful of carrots and peas, poured hinself a cup of
coffee. Community neals seemto have gone by the board since |last night, he thought. He sat at the
tabl e and drank sone coffee, then began to eat. He'd bring sonme food to Florence in a while.

He began to think of what she'd said. He'd been thinking of it constantly, trying to find
| oopholes init. So far he'd been unable to; it nmade sense, there was no escaping it.

This tinme Florence was on the right track

It was a strange, not altogether satisfying certainty he felt. They'd al ways known that
Bel asco was here--he and Florence had, at any rate--but the know edge had been an unexpl ored one,
at least on his part. That they would cone to ternms with Bel asco hinself had never really occurred
to him True, he had contacted himin 1940, but the juncture had been evanescent, a nonconnective
tissue in the body of Hell House.

This was nore than that. This was integral. He'd tried to pick it apart a dozen different
ways Wi thout success. It was too |logical. By using these anonal ous neans, Belasco could act in any
area without his presence ever being known. He could create an all but inconprehensible tapestry
of effects by manipulating every entity within the house, shifting fromone to the other, always
in the background--as Florence had said, a general with his arny.

He t hought about the record suddenly. It had been no coincidence. It had been Bel asco
greeting themupon their entrance into his hone--his battlefield. He heard the eerie, nocking
voi ce inside his mnd again. _\Wlcone to nmy house. |I'mdelighted you could cone_.

Fi scher turned to see Barrett |inmping across the room |ooking pale and solem. He
wondered if the older man were going to speak to him He'd said nothing earlier, obviously
suffering humliation on hunmiliation by the fact that he'd been unable to carry Edith upstairs
hi nsel f.

He waited. Barrett stopped and | ooked at his machine with a confused expression. He | ooked
at Fischer then. "Did you do that?" he asked, his voice subdued.

Fi scher nodded.

The faintest trenor raised the ends of Barrett's nmouth. "Thank you," he murnured.

"You're wel cone. "

Barrett linmped to the table and began to put food on two plates, using his left hand.

Fi scher glanced at his right and saw how awkwardly the thunb was hel d.

"I haven't thanked you for what you did this afternoon,” Barrett said. "In the steam
room" he added qui ckly.

"Doct or ?"

Barrett | ooked up.

"What happened in here before--"

"I'"d rather not discuss it, if you don't nmind."

Fi scher felt obliged to speak. "I"'monly trying to help."

"I appreciate that, but--"

"Doctor," Fischer interrupted, "sonething in this house is working on your w fe. \Wat
happened before--"

"M. Fischer--"

"--was not her doing."

“I'f you don't mind, M. Fischer--"

"Doctor Barrett, this is life and death I'mtal ki ng about. Did you know she al nost wal ked
into the tarn |ast night?"

Barrett started, |ooking shocked. "Wen?" he denanded.

"Near midnight. You were asleep." Fischer paused for enphasis. "So was she."

" She wal ked in her sleep? " Barrett |ooked appall ed.

“I'f I hadn't seen her go outside--"

"You shoul d have told me sooner."

" She_ shoul d have told you," Fischer said. "The fact that she didn't is--" He broke off
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at the ook of offense on Barrett's face. "Doctor, | don't know what you think is going on in this
house, but--"

"What | think is going on is irrelevant to this conversation, M. Fischer,
stiffly.

Barrett said

_lrrelevant?_ " Fischer | ooked amazed. "Wat the hell do you nean, irrel evant? Whatever's
going on is getting to your wife. It's gotten to Florence, and it's gotten to you. O maybe you
haven't noticed."

Barrett regarded himin silence, his expression hard. "I've noticed a nunber of things,
M. Fischer," he finally said. "One of which is that M. Deutsch is wasting approximtely a third
of his noney."

Picking up the plates of food and two forks, he turned away.

For a long tine after he'd gone, Fischer sat w thout noving, staring across the great
hal | .

"Li ke hell,"” he nmuttered then. What in the name of God did Barrett expect himto do?--
comrit progressive suicide like Florence? If he wasn't handling things the way they should be
handl ed, how cone he was the only one unharned so far?

The truth crashed over himso violently it nade himcatch his breath. " No ," he nuttered
angrily. It wasn't true. He knew what he was doing. O the three of them he was the only one who--

The defensive thought broke off in fragments. Fischer felt a wave of nausea rush through
him Barrett was right. Florence was right.

_Those thirty years of waiting had been nothing but del usion_.

Standing with a nmuffled curse, he strode to the fireplace. No, it was inpossible. He
couldn't deceive hinself so conpletely. He struggled to renmenber what he'd done since Monday. He'd
known the door would be | ocked, hadn't he? His mnd rejected that. Al right, he'd rescued Edith.
Only because you couldn't sleep and happened to be downstairs, cane the answer. Wat about saving
Barrett, then? Nothing , said his mind. He'd been available, that was all--and even then he m ght
have fled if it hadn't been for Ms. Barrett's presence. Wat was left? He'd pulled the planking
off the crate. Wonderful, he thought, in sudden rage. Deutsch hired hinmself a hundred-thousand-
dol I ar handynan!

“Christ," he nuttered. He shouted, " Christ! " He'd been the nost powerful physical nedium
inthe United States in 1940--and at fifteen. _Fifteen!_ Now, at forty-five, he was a goddamed,
sel f-del udi ng parasite, malingering his way through the week in order to collect a hundred
t housand dollars. Him The one who should be doing the nost!

He paced back and forth in front of the fireplace. The feeling he had was al nbst
unendur abl e, conpounded of shane and guilt and fury. He'd never felt so neaningless. To wal k
around in Hell House like a turtle with its head pulled in, a blind shell seeing nothing, know ng
not hi ng, doing nothing, waiting for the others to acconplish the work he shoul d be acconpli shing
He' d wanted to cone back here, hadn't he? Well, he was back! Sonething--God only knew what - - had
seen fit to give hima second chance.

_Was he going to let it pass himby, untouched?_

Fi scher stopped and | ooked around the great hall with a furious expression. Wi the hel
i s Belasco? he thought. Who the hell are any of the goddammed dead who glut this house |ike
maggot s on a corpse? Was he going to let themterrify himto his dying day? They hadn't been able
to kill himin 1940, had they? He'd been a child, a thoughtless, overconfident fool--and even so,
they'd been unable to destroy him Gace Lauter they'd destroyed--one of the nost respected nenta
medi uns of the day. Dr. Grahamthey' d destroyed--a hardheaded, dauntless physician. Professor Rand
they' d destroyed--one of the nation's nost noted chemistry teachers, head of his departnent at
Hal e University. Professor Fenley they'd destroyed--a shrewd, experienced Spiritualist who had
survived a hundred psychic pitfalls.

Only he had lived and kept his sanity--a credul ous boy of fifteen. Despite the fact that
he had virtually begged to be annihilated, the house had been able to do no nore than eject him
|l eaving himon its porch to die of exposure. It had not been able to kill him Wy had he never
thought of it in just that way before? Despite the perfect opportunity, _it had not been able to
kill him.

Fi scher noved to one of the arnthairs and sat down hurriedly. Cosing his eyes, he began
to draw in deep breaths, starting to unlock the gates of consciousness before he had a chance to
change his mind. Confidence suffused his mnd and body. He was not a boy now, but a thinking man
not so blindly confident that he woul d nake hinself a vul nerable prey. He would open up with care,
stage by stage, not allowing hinmself to be overwhel ned by inpressions, as Florence did. Slowy,
carefully, nonitoring each step of the way with his adult intelligence, trusting only to hinself,
not allowi ng others to control his perception in any way.
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He stopped his heavy breathing, waited, tense, alert. Nothing yet. A flatness and a
vacancy about him He waited | onger, antennae feeling at the atnosphere. There was nothing. He
drew in further breath, opening the gates a little w der, stopped again, and waited.

Not hi ng. Fischer felt a flicker of involuntary dread cross his mnd. Had he waited too
| ong?_ Had his power atrophied? Hs |ips pressed hard together, whitening. No . He stil
possessed it. He breathed in deeply, inspiring further cognizance into his mind. He felt a
tingling in his fingertips, the sensation of a spider web collecting on his face, his solar plexus
drawi ng i nward. He had not done this in years; too long. He had forgotten howit felt, that
surging grow h of awareness, all his senses wi dening in spectrum Every sound was heard
exaggeratedly: the crackling of the fire, the infinitesiml creaking of his chair, the sound of
his breath soughing in and out. The snell of the house becane intense. The texture of his clothes
felt rough against his skin. He could feel the delicate waft of heat fromthe fire.

He frowned. But nothing el se. What was happening? It made no sense to him This house had
to be gorged with inpressions. The nonment he'd wal ked in on Monday he'd sensed their presence |ike
some cloud of influences, always ready to attack, take advantage of the slightest flaw, the |east
m sstep in judgnent.

It struck himsuddenly. Msstep in judgnment!

Instantly he started pulling back. But, already; sonmething dark and vast was hurtling at
him sonething with discernnent, sonething violent that meant to pounce on himand crush him
Fi scher gasped and pressed back hard against the chair, recoiling his awareness desperately.

He was not in tine. Before he could protect hinself, the force swept over him entering
his systemthrough the chink still open in his arnor. He cried out loudly as it wenched into his
vitals, twisting, clawing, threatening to di senbowel him slice his brain to shreds. H s eyes
| eaped open, staring, horrorstricken. Doubling over, he clapped both hands across his stonach
Sonet hi ng sl anmed agai nst his back, his head, hurling himout of the chair. He crashed agai nst a
tabl e edge, was flung back with a strangling gasp. The room began to spin around, its atnosphere a
whi rl pool of barbaric force. Fischer crunpled to his knees, arnms crossed, trying to shut out the
savage power. It tried to rip his arnms apart. He fought it, teeth clenched, face a stonelike nask
of agoni zed resistance, gurgling noises in his throat. You won't! he thought. You won't! You

won' t!

The power vani shed suddenly, sucked back into the air. Fischer tottered on his knees,
across his face the dazed expression of a man who'd just been bayoneted in the stomach. He tried
to hold hinmself erect but couldn't. Wth a choking noise, he fell, landing on his side and draw ng
up his legs, bending forward at the neck until he had contracted to a fetal pose, eyes cl osed,
body shivering uncontrollably. He felt the rug agai nst his cheek. Nearby, he heard the pop and
crackle of the fire. And it seened as though soneone were standi ng over him soneone who regarded
himwi th cold, sadistic pleasure, gloating at the sight of his ravaged form the hel pless
di ssolution of his will.

And wondering, idly, casually, just how and when to finish himoff.

6:27 P. M

Barrett stood beside the bed, |ooking at Edith, wondering whether to wake her or not. The
food was getting cold; but was it food she needed, or rest?

He nmoved to his own bed and sat with a groan. Crossing his left leg over his right, he
touched the burn gingerly. He couldn't use his injured thunb. The cut should have been sutured.
God knew how infected it was getting. He was afraid to renmove the bandage and | ook

He didn't see how he was going to work on the machi ne tonight. The | east exertion brought
on pain in his leg and | ower back; just wal king downstairs and up had been a strain. Gimacing, he
eased off his left shoe. His feet were swelling too. He had to end it by tonorrow. He wasn't sure
he coul d | ast beyond then

The realization drained his waning confidence even further

Noi ses had awakened hi m-the sound of sonething thunmping on the rug. Slowy he had
surfaced froma | eaden sl eep, thinking that he heard a door shut somewhere.

VWhen he' d opened his eyes, Edith was gone.

For several groggy nonments he had thought she was in the bathroom Then, on the periphery
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of vision, he'd caught sight of something on the floor, and sat up, staring at the manuscri pt
pages scattered across the rug. Hi s gaze had shifted to the area beside the cabi net. Photographs
were lying strewn about; a book had fallen.

Alarm had started rising in himthen. Gabbing his cane, he'd stood, his attention caught
by the brandy decanter on the table, the silver cup. Crossing to the cabinet, he'd | ooked down at
t he phot ographs, tensing as he saw what they were.

"Edith?" He'd turned toward the bathroom "Edith, are you in there?" He'd linped to the
bat hr oom door and knocked. "Edith?"

There' d been no reply. He'd waited several nonents before turning the knob; the door was
unl ocked.

She was gone.

He'd turned in dismay, hobbling to the door as quickly as he could, trying not to panic;
but everything about the situation was om nous: his manuscript thrown to the floor, those
phot ographs, the brandy decanter back on the table, and on top of all that, Edith's absence.

He'd hurried into the corridor and noved to Florence Tanner's room Knocking, he'd waited
for several seconds, then knocked again. Wien there'd been no reply, he'd opened the door, to see
M ss Tanner heavily asleep on her bed. He'd backed out, shut the door, and noved to Fischer's
room

There' d been no one there, and he'd begun to panic then. He'd noved across the corridor
and | ooked into the entry hall bel ow, thinking he heard voices. Frowning, he'd linped to the
stairs and started to descend as quickly as he could, teeth set against the painin his leg. He'd
_told_ her not to do this! What was the natter with her?

He'd heard her voice as he crossed the entry hall, her tone unnatural as she said, "It's
delicious!™ Wth renewed alarm he'd hastened his steps.

Then he'd reached the archway and was frozen there, staring into the great hall with a
stunned expression, watching Edith, sweater open, bra unhooked, advancing on Fischer, breasts in
her hands, ordering himto--

Barrett closed his eyes and pressed a hand across them He'd never heard such | anguage
fromher in their married life, never seen a hint of such behavior, not even to hinself, nuch |ess
to any other nman. That she was probably repressed, he'd always known; their sex |life had been
necessarily constrained. But this--

He dropped his hand and | ooked at her again. The pain was returning, the distrust, the
anger, the desire for retaliation of some kind. He struggled against it. He wanted to believe that
the house had done it all to her, but he could not expunge the naggi ng doubt that sonewhere deep
within her lay the real cause of what had happened. Wi ch, of course, explained his sudden
aninosity toward Fischer's words, he recogni zed.

He stood and crossed to her. They had to talk; he couldn't stand this doubting any |onger
Reachi ng down, he touched her shoul der

She awakened with a gasp, eyes flung open, legs retracting suddenly. Barrett tried to
snmle but couldn't. "I1've brought your supper,” he said.

"Supper." She spoke the word as though she'd never heard it in her life.

He nodded once. "Wy don't you wash up?"

Edith | ooked around the room WAas she wondering where he'd put the photographs? he
t hought. He w thdrew as she sat up, |ooking down at herself. He'd refastened her bra and cl osed
her sweater with what buttons remained. Her right hand fluttered up the front of her sweater; then
she stood and crossed to the bathroom

Barrett |inped to the octagonal table, picked up the boxed manuscript, and placed it on
the library table against the wall. Wth great effort he pulled the chair beside her bed over to
the octagonal table and sat down. He eyed the | anb chops and vegetabl es on his plate and si ghed.
He shoul d never have brought her to this house. It had been a dreadful m stake.

He turned as the bat hroom door opened. Edith, her face washed and hair conbed, wal ked over
to the table and sat. She did not pick up her fork, but sat hunched over, gaze defl ected, | ooking
like a chastened girl. Barrett cleared his throat. "The food is cold,"” he said, "but. . . well,
you need sonething."

He saw her dig her teeth into her lower lip as it began to trenble. After several nonents
she replied, "You don't have to be polite to ne."

Barrett felt a sudden need to shout at her, fought it off. "You shouldn't have had any
more of that brandy,” he said. "I examned it before, and unless I'mm staken, it contains nore
than fifty percent absinthe."

She | ooked up questioningly.

"An aphrodisiac."
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She gazed at himin silence.
"As for the rest," he heard hinself say, "there _is_ a powerful influence in this house.
think it's begun to affect you.” Wiy am | saying this? he wondered. Why am | absol ving her?

Still, the look. Barrett felt a trenmor in his stomach.

"I's that all?" she finally asked.

"AL?"

"You've . . . solved the problen?" There was an undertone of resentful nortification in
her voice

Barrett tensed. "I'mtrying to be rational."

"I see," she whispered.

"Would you rather | ranted? Called you names?" He pulled hinmself erect. "I'mtrying, for

the nmonent, to blame it on outside forces."

Edi th sai d not hing.

"I know | haven't provided sufficient . . . physical love," he said with difficulty.
"There _is_ the polio damage, but | suppose that's not a full excuse. Maybe it's my nother's
i nfluence, maybe ny total absorption in ny work, ny inability to--"

“_Don't_."

" I'mblaming it on that_," he said determinedly. "On nyself and on the house." There was
a sheen of perspiration on his brow. He took out his handkerchief and wiped it off. "Kindly pernit
me to do so," he said. "If there are other factors involved . . . we'll work themout later. After
we' ve left this house.”

He waited. Edith managed a nod.

"You should have told ne what happened | ast night."

She | ooked up quickly.

"About your alnost walking into the tarn.”

She | ooked as though she were about to speak; but as he said no nore, she changed her
mnd. "I didn't want to worry you," she said.

"I understand."” He stood with a groan. "I think I'Il rest my leg a bit before | go
downstairs."

"You have to work tonight?"

"l have to finish by tonorrow "

She wal ked beside himto the bed and watched as he lay down, lifting his right leg with
effort. He saw her trying not to show reaction to the swollen state of his ankles. "I1'll be al
right,” he told her.

She stood beside the bed, looking at himworriedly. Finally she said, "Do you want ne to
| eave, Lionel?"

He was quiet for a while before he answered. "Not if you'll stay with nme all the tinme from
now on."

"Al'l right." She seenmed to hold back, then, on inpul se, sat beside him "I know you can't
forgive ne now," she said. "I don't expect it--no, please don't speak. | know what |'ve done. I'd
give twenty years of ny life to undo it."

Her head dropped forward. "I don't know why | drank |ike that, except that | was nervous--
frightened. | don't know why | went downstairs. | was conscious of what | was doing, yet, at the
sane tinme--"

She | ooked up, tears brinming in her eyes. "I'mnot asking for forgiveness. Just try not
to hate ne too nmuch. | need you, Lionel. | love you. And | don't know what's happening to ne." She
could hardly speak now. "I just don't know what's happening to ne."

"My _dear_ ." Despite the pain, Barrett sat up and put his arns around her, pressing his
cheek to hers. "It's all right, all right. It will all pass after we've left this house." He
turned his face to kiss her hair. "I love you, too. But then, you' ve always known that, haven't
you?"

Edith clung to him sobbing. It's going to be all right, he told hinself. It _had_ been

the house. Everything would be resolved after they left.

7:31 P. M

Fl orence straightened with a groan. Leaning her el bow on the mattress edge, she levered to
her feet. Wiat tinme is it? she wondered. Declining her head, she raised her watch. _That late_,
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she thought, dismayed.

And still he was here.

Sighing wearily, she trudged into the bathroom and rinsed her face with cold water. As she
dried her skin, she gazed at her reflection in the nmirror. She | ooked haggard.

For nore than two hours she'd been praying for Daniel's rel ease. Kneeling beside the bed,
hands cl asped tightly, she had called upon all those in the spirit world who had hel ped her in the
past, asking themto aid Daniel in breaking the bonds which kept hima prisoner of Hell House.

It hadn't worked. Wen the hours of prayer were ended and she'd sent out feelers of
awar eness, Dani el had been near by.

Wi ti ng.

Fl orence hung up the towel and left the bathroom Crossing the bedroom she went into the
corridor and started for the stairs. Mre and nore, her deepening involvement with Daniel was
di sturbing her. | should be doing nmore, she thought. There were so nany other souls to be
reprieved as well. Could she really manage to remain in Hell House for as long as it would take to
do that? Wthout light or heat or food, how could she subsist? It was obvious that, after Sunday,
Deut sch woul d want the house cl osed up

What about the other entities she'd contacted since Monday?--and that only a snall
percentage of the actual nunber, she was convinced. Recollections tided through her mnd as she
descended the staircase. The "something" in her room it might not have been Daniel. That sense of
pai n and sorrow she'd experienced while |eaving the garage on Monday afternoon. The furious entity
on the staircase to the basenment who had called this house a "goddamm sewer." The perverted evi
in the steamroom She still felt a terrible guilt for failing to warn Dr. Barrett. The spirit Red
Cl oud had described as |like a caveman covered with sores. Watever it was in the chapel which
prevented her fromentering; it might not be Belasco. The figure at the sitting which had reached
for Ms. Barrett. Florence shook her head. There were so many, she thought. Unhappy presences
filled this house wherever she noved. Even now she felt that, if she opened herself, she would
come upon many nore of them They were everywhere. In the theater and the ballroom in the dining

hall, the great hall--everywhere. Wuld a year be | ong enough in which to contact all of thenf
She thought, with angui sh, about the list which Dr. Barrett had. _Apparitions_; _Apports_
_Bilocation_ . . . _Chemical phenonena_ . . . _Cairsentience_ . . . _Direct voice_
El ongation_ . . . _ldeoplasm . . . _lnprints_ . . . There nust be nmore than a hundred itens on

the list. They had barely scratched the surface of Hell House. A massive sense of hopel essness
assailed her. She tried to fight it off but found it inpossible. It was one thing to speak of
solving the enigma, step by step, if one had unlinmted tine. But a week. No, less. Only a little
nore than four days now.

Wl fully, she thrust her shoul ders back and wal ked erect. |I'mdoing all | can_, she told
herself. | can do no nore. If all she did in the entire week was give Daniel peace, it would be
enough. She wal ked deternminedly into the great hall. She needed food. She wasn't going to sit

anynore. She'd nake sure she ate well for the rest of the week. Mwving to the table, she began to
serve herself some dinner.

She was about to sit at the table when she saw him He was sitting before the fireplace,
staring at the lowering flanmes. He hadn't even turned to | ook at her

"I didn't see you," she said. She carried her plate of food over to him "May | sit with
you?"

He gl anced at her as though she were a stranger. Florence sat down on another arnthair and
began to eat.

"What's wrong, Ben?" she asked when he gave no indication of accepting her conpany.

" Not hi ng. "

She hesitated, then went on. "Has sonething happened?"

Fi scher didn't answer.

"You seened so hopeful before, when we were talking."

He sai d not hi ng.

"What' s happened, Ben?"

"Not hi ng. "

Fl orence started at the anger in his voice. "Have | done somethi ng wong?"

He drew in breath, said nothing.

"I thought we trusted each other, Ben."

" | don't trust anyone or anything ," he said. "And anyone who does, in this house, is a
fool ."

"Sonet hing _has_ happened. "

"A lot of things have happened," Fi scher snapped.
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"Not hi ng we can't handle."

" Wong_." He turned on her, his dark eyes filled with venom-and with fear, she saw.
"There's nothing in this house we _can_ handle. Nothing anyone is _ever_ going to handle."

"That isn't true, Ben. W've nade wonderful progress.”

"Toward what? _Qur nutual graves? "

"No." She shook her head. "We've discovered nuch. Daniel, for instance; and the way
Bel asco works."

" Daniel ," he said contenptuously. "How do you know there _is_ a Daniel? Barrett thinks
you made himup in your m nd. How do you know he isn't right?"

"Ben, the body, the ring--"

" A body, a ring," he broke in. "lIs that your proof? Your logic for putting your head
on the bl ock?"

Fl orence was shocked at the mal evol ence in his voice. What had _happened_ to hin®

"How do you know you haven't been deluding yourself fromthe first nmonment you entered this
house?" he demanded. "How do you know Dani el Belasco isn't a figment of your inmagination? How do
you know his personality isn't exactly what you've nmade it, his problemexactly what you' ve nade
it? How do you know? "

He jarred to his feet, glaring at her. "You're _right ," he said. "I'm obstructed, shut
off. And I'mgoing to _stay_ shut off until the week is over. At which time I'lIl collect ny
hundred t housand cl ans and never cone within a thousand miles of this goddammed house again. |
suggest you do the sane."

Turning on his heel, he noved across the floor with angry strides. "Ben--!" she called. He
i gnored her. Florence tried to stand to follow, but she didn't have the strength. She sat sl unped
on the chair, gazing toward the entry hall. After a while she set her plate aside. H s words had

had a terrible inpact on her. She tried to repress them but they would not be repressed. Al the
uncertainties were returning. She'd always been a nental nedium Wy should she have, suddenly,
become a physical one? It made no sense, it was unprecedent ed.

It threatened her faith.

"No." She shook her head. It wasn't true. Daniel _did_exist. She had to believe that.
He' d saved her life. He'd spoken to her, pleaded with her

Pl eaded. Spoken. Saved her life.

_How do you know Dani el Belasco isn't a figment of your imagination?_

She tried to repel the notion, but it wouldn't |eave. All she could think was that if he
_were_ a product of her imagination, she would have had himsave her life exactly as he did. In
trance, she would have taken herself down to the tarn to prove Bel asco's nurderous intent, then
awakened herself at the noment of entering the tarn in order to prove that Daniel existed and
wanted to save her life; even given herself the vision of himstanding before her, blocking the
way; the vision of Belasco fleeing.

" No_." She shook her head again. It wasn't true. Daniel did exist; he _did_.

_Are you happy?_ she thought, the words rising unexpectedly to the surface of
consci ousness. _Yes. Very . The words she'd exchanged wi th Daniel as she'd danced with him-or
t hought that she was dancing with him _Are you happy?_ _Yes. Very . _Are you happy?_ _Yes. Very .

"Ch, ny God," she nurnured

_She' d spoken those words in a television play once_.

Her mind strained desperately to resist the onrush of doubt--but now the dam of her
resi stance had fallen, and the dark waters were flooding in. _|I love you . And | love you_. "No,"
she whi spered, tears welling in her eyes. You'll never |leave ne, will you? You'll always be
besi de ne?_ _Yes, ny darling, always; always_.

She saw him as he'd | ooked that evening in the hospital, pale, drawn, eyes bright with the
glitter of inpending death; her bel oved David. The remenbrance chilled her. He had whispered to
her earlier of Laura, the girl he loved. He'd never shared her physical |ove, and now he was
dying, and it was too |ate.

He'd held her hand so tightly it had hurt, his face a lined, gray mask, his |ips bloodless

as he'd spoken those words to her: _| love you . She had whi spered back: _| love you, too_. Had he
known, by then, that it was her in the roomw th hinf Dying, had he thought that she was Laura?
_You'll never leave me, will you?_ he'd murrmured. _You'll always be beside ne?_ And she had

answered: _Yes, ny darling, always; always_.

A sob of terror broke inside her. No, it wasn't true! She started crying. But it _was_
true. _She had nmade up Daniel Belasco in her mnd . There _was_ no Daniel Belasco. There was only
the menory of her brother, and the way he'd died, the loss he'd felt, the need he'd carried to his
grave.
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"No, no, no, no, no." Her hands were clutching at the arms of the chair, her head sl unped
forward, shaking, hot tears spilling fromher eyes. She couldn't seemto breathe, kept gul ping at
the air, as if her lungs were bursting. No, it wasn't true! She could not have done this thing,
this blinded, terrible, deluded thing! There had to be some way of proving that! There had to be!

She jerked her head up with a gasp, staring at the fire through gel atinous tears. It
seermed as t hough sonmeone had whi spered in her ear: two words.

_The chapel _.
A trenbling smile drew back her lips. She wavered to her feet and started toward the entry
hall, rubbing at her eyes. There was an answer in the chapel; she had al ways known that. Now, in

an instant, she knew it was the answer she needed; it was proof and vindication.

_This tine she would get in_.

She tried not to run but couldn't help herself. She rushed across the entry hall and past
the staircase, skirts rustling, shoes thudding on the floor. Turning the corner, she started down
the side corridor, running as fast as she coul d.

She reached the chapel door and placed her hands against it. Instantly the rush of cold
resistance filled her vitals, the grinding churn of nausea. She pressed both pal n agai nst the
door and started praying. Nothing in this world or in the next was going to stop her now

The force within the chapel seened to waver. Florence pressed her wei ght agai nst the door
"I'n the nane of the Father, the Son, and the Holy CGhost!" she said in a |loud, clear voice. The
force began retreating, draw ng backward and i nward, as though it were shrinking. Her |ips noved
qui ckly as she prayed. "You cannot keep ne fromthis place, for God is with nmel W will enter now,
toget her! Open! You cannot repel me any |onger! _COpen! "

Suddenly the force was gone. Florence pushed the door and went inside, switching on the

Iights. Leaning back agai nst the door, she closed her eyes and spoke. "I thank thee, Lord, for
giving ne strength."

After several nonments, she opened her eyes and | ooked around. The dimillum nation of the
wall lights barely held the darkness at bay. She was standing in a shadow, only her face in Iight

as she searched the roomw th her eyes. The silence was intense; she seened to feel its pressure
on her eardruns.

Movi ng forward abruptly, she drifted down the center aisle, averting her shocked gaze from
the crucifix above the altar. This was the way; she felt it unmi stakably. Unseen filanments were
drawi ng at her.

She reached the foot of the altar and | ooked at it. A nassive Bible with netal clasps was
set ontop of it. ABible in this hideous place, she thought, shuddering. Her gaze shifted around
the wall. The drawi ng power was so intense it seened as though invisible threads were tied to her
pulling her toward . . . what? The wall? The altar? Surely not the crucifix. Florence felt herself
drawn forward, forward

She gasped, all novenent frozen, as the cover of the Bible was flung back violently. As
she stared at it, the pages began to turn so rapidly that they becane a blur of novenent. Florence
felt a throbbing at her tenples. Suddenly the pages stopped, and bendi ng down, she | ooked at the
page whi ch had been uncovered.

"Yes!" she whispered joyously. "Ch, _yes!

The top of the page was titled BIRTHS. Below it was a single faded entry: "Daniel Mron
Bel asco was born at 2:00 A .M on Novenber 4, 1903."

9:07 P.M

There nust be _sonething_| can do," she said. Barrett turned fromthe machi ne, where he
was working on an uncovered circuit assenbly, conparing its maze of wires and transistors with one
of his blueprints. She had been watching himin restive silence for the past twenty m nutes,
noticing howtired he | ooked. Finally she'd had to speak

“I"'mafraid there isn't," he told her. "It's just too conplicated. It would take ten tines
as long to explain what | wanted done as it does for me to do it nyself."

"I know, but--" Edith broke off worriedly. "How nmuch longer will it be?"

"Hard to say. | have to make certain everything's been done as specified. O herw se there
could be a mal function, and all ny work would be for nothing. |I can't afford that." He tried to
smle, but it was nore like a grinmace of pain. "I'lIl finish as soon as possible."

Edi t h nodded wi t hout assurance. She glanced at Lionel's watch on the table. He'd been at
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it for nore than an hour now and had barely finished checking one circuit assenbly. The Reversor
was gigantic. At this rate it could take all night, and his energy sinmply wasn't up to it. She'd
phone Dr. Wagman if she thought it would do any good, but she knew that Lionel would drop in his
tracks before stoppi ng now

The cold weight in her stonach seened to press down as she watched hi mwork. He was not as
confident as he had been. He'd been trying to conceal it fromher but she knew his conviction had
been badly shaken by the occurrence in the steamroom She knew how vul nerable she'd felt after
what she'd done.

Despite his facade of certainty, Lionel nust be feeling the same way.

She had to know. "Wat is your machi ne supposed to do?"

He | ooked across his shoulder. "I'd rather not explain it now, ny dear. It's quite
i nvol ved. "

"Can't you tell ne anything?"

"Well, in essence, |'mgoing to pull the plug on all the power in the house." He swal | owed
dryly, turned to get a drink of water. "I'Il explain it in detail tonmorrow," he continued, pouring

water into a glass. "Suffice to say that any form of energy can be dissipated--which is what |
plan to do."

She wat ched hi mtake out a codeine pill and wash it down. He drew in a shaking breath and
smled. "I know it doesn't sound too satisfying at the nonent, but you'll see." He set the glass
down. "By this time tonorrow, Hell House will be drained, de-energized."

They | ooked around abruptly at the sound of mneasured clapping. Fischer stood in the
archway, |ooking at them a bottle underneath his right arm "Bravo," he said.

Edith turned away, a dark flush on her face.

"Have you been drinking, M. Fischer?" Barrett asked.

"Have been, will continue to," said Fischer. "Not enough to | ose control," he cut off
Barrett's words. "Just enough to blunt the senses. Nothing in this goddamm house is going to get
another crack at ne. 1've had it. | have _had_it."

"I"'msorry," Barrett said after a few nonments. He felt, sonmehow, responsible for Fischer's
bl ack nood.

"Don't be sorry for ne. Be sorry for yourself.'

Fi scher pointed at the Reversor. "That

goddamm pile of junk isn't going to do a goddamm thing but nake a lot of noise . . . assumng that
it works at all. You think this house is going to shape up 'cause you play your goddanm nusic box?
The _hell_ it is. Belasco's going to laugh in your face. They're all going to laugh in your face--

the way they' ve been | aughing all these years at any idiot who tries to cone in here and
deenergi ze the place." He nade a hissing sound. "De-energize, ny ass." He glared at Barrett,
gesturing toward Edith. "Get her out of here," he said. "Get yourself out. You don't have a
chance. "

"What about yoursel f?" asked Barrett.

“I"'mall right. I know the score. You don't fight this place, it can't get at you. You
don't let it get inside your skin, you' re fine. Hell House doesn't mnd a guest or two. Anyone can
stay here if they don't mnd fun and ganes. Wiat it doesn't like is people who attack it. Bel asco
doesn't like it. Al his people, they don't like it, and they fight back, and they kill you
He's a general, did you know that? A general with an arny. He directs them " Fischer gestured
floridly. "Directs themlike a--_mess of goddamm troops!_ No one nmakes a nove without him not his
son, not anybody."

Fi scher pointed at Barrett, his expression suddenly rabid.

“"I"'mtelling you," he said. "I'm _telling_ you! Cut out this bullshit! Leave that dam
machi ne al one, forget it! Spend your week here eating, resting, doing nothing. Then, when Sunday
cones, tell old nman Deutsch anything he wants to hear, and bank your noney. Hear ne, Barrett? Try

anything nore than that, and you're a dead man, _a-dead-man_." He |ooked at Edith. "Wth a dead
wi fe by your side."

He jerked hinself around. "Ch, hell, why bother anyway? No one |istens. Florence doesn't
listen. You don't listen. No one listens. Die, then. Die!" He stunbled off. "I was the only one
who nmade it out alive in 1940, and I'Il be the only one to nake it out alive in 1970." He weaved
across the entry hall. "You hear ne, Belasco, you son of a bitch! I'mclosed off! Try to get ne!
You never will! You _hear_ne?"

Edith sat staring at her husband. He was watching Fischer's departure with a troubled
| ook.
He | ooked at her, "Poor man. This house has really beaten him"
_He's right ; she heard the words in her mnd. She hadn't the courage to voice them
Barrett |inmped over, pulled a chair beside hers, and sat with a groan. He was silent for a
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while, then drewin a heavy breath and said, "He's wong."

"I's he?" Edith's voice was faint.

He nodded. "Wat he calls a pile of junk"--he smled at the words--"is nothing nore or
| ess than the key to Hell House." He raised a hand. "All right, grant you, things have happened
which | don't quite conprehend--although | would if | had tinme." He rubbed his eyes. "That's not
the point, however. Man controls electricity without understanding its true nature. Wat the

details are of the energy inside this house is not as vital as the fact that I" --he pointed--
"that _machine_ . . . has the power of life and death over it."

He stood. "And _that_is _that . | told you fromthe start that Mss Tanner is wong in
what she believes. | tell you now that Fischer is equally in error. And tonorrow I'll prove ny

case beyond a solitary doubt."

He turned away and hobbl ed back to the Reversor. Edith watched himgo. She wi shed she
coul d believe him but Fischer's words had driven fear so deep inside her she could feel it in her
bl ood, chill and acidic, eating at her.

10:19 P. M

. Dani el , pl ease. You have to understand. Wat you ask is inconceivable. You know
that. It isn't that | have no synpathy. | do. |'ve opened up nmy heart conpletely to you. | believe
in you and trust you. You saved ny life. Now |l et ne save your soul. _

_You don't have to stay in this house any longer. Help is present, if only you will ask
for it. Believe nme, Daniel. There are those who |ove you and will help you if you ask. Your father
doesn't have the power to stop you. Not if you seek out those beyond, and take the hand they offer
you. Let them help you. Take their hand. If you only knew the beauty which awaits you, Daniel. If
you only knew how | ovely are the realns which |ie beyond this house. Wuld you keep yourself
| ocked in a barren cell when all the beauties of the universe await you on the outside? Think
Accept! Don't close yourself to those who would so gladly help you. Try; only try. They wait for
you with open arnms. They will help you, give you confort. Don't remain within these cheerl ess
walls. You can be free. Believe that, Daniel. Believe it, and it will be so. | pledge you this.
Trust nme. Let go. Let go._

She coul d barely stand. Shuffling to the bathroom she washed and changed i nto her
ni ghtgown with infirmnovenents. Her linbs were like iron. She had never felt such hel pl ess
enervation in her life.

Dani el wouldn't listen. He sinply would not listen

She returned to the other roomand got into bed. Tonorrow, then, she told herself. He had
to listen sooner or later. In the norning, she would start again. She slunped back heavily or the
pillow, wincing at the flare of pain in her breasts. She lay on her back, staring at the ceiling
wi th heavylidded eyes. Tonorrow, she thought.

She turned her head.

There was a figure standing by the door. She gazed at it without alarm There was no
menace in it.

" Dani el ?"

The figure advanced. In the feeble Iight fromthe bathroomshe saw its features clearly:
yout hful , handsone, the expression grave, the eyes filled with despair

"Can you speak?" she asked.

"Yes." Hi s voice was gentle, pained.

"Why won't you go?"

"I cannot."

"But you nust."

"Not without--"

"Daniel, no," she said.

He turned his face away.

"Dani el --"

“I love you," he said. "You're the only worman |'ve ever said that to. | never met another
like you. You're so good . . . so good . . . the kindest person | have ever known."

H s face turned back to her, dark eyes searching her face. "I need--" He broke off,
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twisting toward the door. "I _will_ speak to her!" he said frightenedly. "You can't stop ne!" He
| ooked back at her. "I can't remain much [onger; he won't let ne," he said. "I beg of you. Please
give ne what | ask. If | amdriven fromthis house without fulfillment . . ."

“"Driven?" Florence tensed.

" Your Doctor Barrett has the nmeans_.

She gazed at him stunned.

"He knows the mechani smof ny being in this house and can drive me fromit," he said. "But
that is _all_ he knows. Watever else | am-ny heart, my mind, nmy soul --he knows nothing of, cares
nothing for. He's going to drive ne fromone hell to another, don't you see? Only you can help ne.
I can leave this house tonight if you'll help nme. Please." H's voice began to fade. "If you
carefor nme at all, have pity. Please have pity. "

" _Daniel--_"

For several nmoments she could hear his wetched sobbing; then the roomwas still. She
stared at the spot where he'd been standing. "You know | can't," she said. "Daniel, please. You
know I can't. _You know |l can't_."

10: 23 P. M

Barrett's eyes were slitted as he clinbed the stairway slowy, his armacross Edith's
shoul ders. He tried not to put too nmuch weight on her, tried not to nake any sounds of pain. She'd
had enough distress today; and it was only tenporary, after all. Another pill, a good night's
sl eep, and he'd be fit enough by norning. He could endure the pain another day or so. The Reversor
was al nost ready for use. Another hour's work tomorrow, and he'd be prepared to prove his theory.
After all these years, he thought, the final proof. Wiat was a little pain conpared to that?

They reached the top of the stairs, and Barrett tried to walk by hinsel f, despite the
throbbing in his | eg and back. Hobbling weakly, he nade a sound which he intended to be wy

anusenent but which, instead, energed as one of pain. "After we're hone," he said, "I'mgoing to
take a nmonth's vacation. Finish up the |ast few pages of the book. Relax. Enjoy your conpany."

"Good." She didn't sound convinced. Barrett patted her shoulder. "It's going to be al
right,"” he said.

Edith opened the door and hel ped himto the bed. She watched in concern as he sank down
heavily on the mattress. "Lie back," she told him She propped pillows against the headboard, and
Barrett hitched hinself against themas she lifted his |l egs onto the bed. He slunped back. "Ch."
He forced a snmile. "Well, no one can say we aren't earning our noney."

"_You_ are." Edith flinched as she pulled off his shoes; they were on so tightly. Peeling
of f his socks, she began to massage his feet and ankles. Barrett saw that she was trying not to
show di stress at the swollen | ook of them

"I'd better take another codeine," he said.

Edith stood and noved to his bag. Barrett tried to shift his weight on the mattress,
hissing at the effort. He felt as heavy as a statue. He wouldn't nention it to Edith, of course,
but it mght not be amss for himto undergo a short period of hospitalization after they got
hone.

He was wi nding his watch when Edith returned with the pill and a glass of water. Reaching
out, he set the watch on the bedside table, then washed down the pill. Edith started to unbutton
his sweater.

"That's all right," he said. "I'lIl sleep in nmy clothes tonight. It'lIl be sinpler."

She nodded. "All right." She unbuckled his belt and | oosened the top of his trousers.
“I'"ll sleep in ny clothes, too."

"You nay as well."

Edith sat beside himon the bed and, |eaning over, pressed herself against him Her weight
on his chest made it hard to breathe, but Barrett sai d nothing.

“"If only today had never happened," she nurmnured.

"We can work it out." Barrett rubbed her back, w shing he cou'd think of some excuse to
get her up that wouldn't hurt her feelings.

"Wuld you get ny tie?" he asked after several nonents.

Edith sat up, looking at himcuriously.

“I't's hanging in the closet."

She rose and got the tie, handing it to him
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"You want to wash up, brush your teeth before you go to bed?" he asked.

"Al'l right."

Barrett lay, half-sitting, on the bed, listening to the sounds she nade in the bathroom -
the splashing of water as she washed, the brushing of her teeth, the rinsing of her nouth.
Synphoni e Donesti que, he thought.

In hell.

He stared across the room It was difficult to believe that they had been here only three
days. He | ooked at the rocking chair. Two nights ago, it had noved by itself. For all the sense of
time he felt, it mght have been two weeks ago, two nonths.

Hi s gaze noved lingeringly around the room G otesque, he thought. It could be a display
roomin sone nuseum the house was a treasure trove of art works. Thousands upon thousands of
creations conceived and executed in the name of beauty--ending up in this house, which had to be
the epitome of ugliness.

He blinked, refocusing his eyes as Edith came back into the room "Can you stand to lie
beside ne in this tiny bed for one night?" he asked.

“I'd love to."
When she was |ying beside him both of them covered, Barrett started to fasten one end of
the tie to her wist. "I"'mdoing it so you won't sleepwalk." He tied the other end of the tie to

one of the headboard posts. "That should give you enough freedom of novenent."
Edith nodded, then, as Barrett put his armaround her, pressed against him cradling her
head in the holl ow between his arm and chest. She sighed. "I feel safe now "

11: 02 P. M

If only I could sleep, she thought. Her smle was barren. The human nind, she thought.
This afternoon she'd wanted to stay awake until their stay in Hell House was ended. Now she wanted
nothing nore than to drift into unconsciousness, elininating eight or nine hours of their
remaining tine here.

She cl osed her eyes again. How many tines had she cl osed and opened t hem now? Forty,
fifty, a hundred? She drewin a long, slow breath. That smell; always that fetid smnell

Hel | House shoul d be burned to the ground.

She opened her eyes and | ooked at Lionel. He was deeply asl eep. Mving her right hand, she
felt the tug of the tie on her wist. Had he really done it because she'd wal ked in her sleep | ast
night? & was it Fischer he was worried about? Did he really fear she'd go to Fischer agai n? She
couldn't fathom what had driven her to himthe first time. Had it truly been the house? O was it
sonmething in herself? She'd never had such overt sex desires before--not even about Lionel, nuch
| ess other nmen. O wonen; she shuddered at the thought. She was frightened and appall ed by the
things she'd said and done.

She pressed her |lips together. It was nore than just herself; it had to be. Sonething had
i nvaded her, sone virus of corruption which, even as she lay here, might be spreading its disease
t hroughout her mind and body. She would not believe it was herself al one, some unsuspected evil in
her nature starting to energe. It had to be the house. It had affected others. She could scarcely
hope to be i mune.

Her chin jerked up. She stared across the room

The rocking chair had started noving.

"Lionel," she nmurnmured. _No_. He needed sleep. It's force, she told herself unguided,
unintelligent; kinetics taking the path of [east resistance--slanm ng doors, w nds, footsteps,
rocki ng chairs.

She wanted to cl ose her eyes but knew that, even if she did, she'd hear the rhythnic
squeaki ng of the chair. She stared at it. Dynam cs. Force. Residuum Her mnd repeated the words
agai n and agai n.

Yet all the time, she knew, she really knew, that it was soneone sitting in the chair--
soneone whom she couldn't see. Soneone cruel, inplacable, waiting to destroy her, waiting to
destroy themall. Was it Bel asco? she thought in horror. What if he were suddenly to appear
gigantic, terrifying, snmling at her as he rocked? There's no one there! she forced herself to
think. No one there at all

The chair rocked slowy back and forth. Back and forth.
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11: 28 P. M

The roomfelt hot. Groaning, Florence peeled aside the top bl anket and dropped it to the
floor. She turned on her side and cl osed her eyes again. Sleep, she told herself. Tonmorrow we'l]|
get back to it again.

A few nminutes |ater she thrashed onto her back and | ooked at the ceiling again. No use,
she thought. She wasn't going to sleep tonight.

Dani el 's words had stunned her. She had al ways thought in terms of working with Dr.
Barrett, but it had never occurred to her that such an alliance was an absol ute necessity.

She' d al nost gone to see him tell himthat they had to solve the probl em of Dani el
Bel asco together. Then she'd realized that it would be a waste of tinme. As far as Dr. Barrett was
concerned, there _was_ no Daniel Belasco; he was a product of her own subconsci ous. Wat good
woul d tal king to himdo? He hadn't accepted the body or the ring. Wiy should a Bible entry make
any difference to hinf

She drew aside the covers restlessly and sat up. _Wiat was she to do?_ She couldn't just
stand by and let Dr. Barrett force Daniel fromthe house, w thout giving himpeace. The thought
appal | ed her. To plunge his desolate soul into |linbo would be a crinme against CGod.

Yet how could she prevent it? She nmustn't even consider what Daniel had asked. She
mustn't.

She stood with a nournful sigh and crossed the room Entering the bathroom she ran a
gl ass of water. What other way was_ there, though? her m nd probed. She'd been praying steadily
since norning, pleading, inportuning; all to no avail

And, by tonorrow, Dr. Barrett would be ready with his machine

For a monent she had the wild urge to run downstairs and damage t he machi ne. She shook
that off, angry at herself for even thinking it. She had no right to stand in Dr. Barrett's way.
He was an honest, conscientious man who had devoted his life to his work. That he was so close to
the truth was incredible. It was not his fault that the answer he'd found was only partial. He
didn't even believe in the existence of Daniel Belasco. Cbviously, he could not feel responsible
for persecuting him

Fl orence put down the glass and turned fromthe sink. There has to be an answer, she
thought; there _has_ to be. She started back into the bedroom

She stopped with a gasp and | ooked toward the Spanish table.

The tel ephone was ringing.

It can't, she thought. It hasn't worked in nore than thirty years.

She woul dn't answer it. She knew what it was.

It kept on ringing, the shrill sounds stabbing at her eardruns, at her brain.

She nustn't answer it. She wouldn't.

The tel ephone kept ringing.

"No, " she said.

Ri nging. R nging. Ringing. Ringing.

Wth a sob, she lunged across the roomand jerked up the receiver, dunping it on the
tabl e. She | eaned agai nst the edge of the table, suddenly weak, palns pressing on its surface. She
coul d scarcely breathe. She wondered dazedly if she were going to faint.

She heard a thin voice coming fromthe earpiece. She couldn't hear what it said--a single
word repeated--but she knew that it was Daniel's voice.

"No, " she munbl ed.

The voi ce kept speaking the same word, over and over. She jerked up the receiver, spoke
into it desperately. "No!"

"Pl ease, " said Dani el

Fl orence cl osed her eyes. "No," she whispered.

"Please."” His voice was pitiful

"No, Daniel."

"Pl ease. "

“No. No."

" Please_." She had never heard such anguish in a voice before. " _Please ."

" No_." She could barely speak now. Tears were trickling down her cheeks. Her throat felt

cl ogged.

_Please ," he begged.
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"No," she whi spered. "No, no."

" Please_." The voice of soneone begging for his very existence. " Please ." She was his
only hope. " _Please_." Tonorrow he would be thrust into horror by Dr. Barrett. " _Please_." There
was only the one way. " Please ." He started crying. "_Please. Please_." The world was gone. There
were only the two of them " _Please ." She had to help him " _Please ." He was sobbi ng.

" Please! " Dear God, her heart was breaking! " Please! Please! Please! "

She hung up suddenly, a violent shudder racking through her body. Al right! she thought.
It was the only way. Her spirit guides would help her and protect her; God would hel p her and
protect her. It was the only way; the only way. She believed in Daniel, she believed in herself.
There was only the one way; she could see that nowwith vivid clarity.

Moving to the bed on trenmbling | egs, she sank to her knees beside it, bowed her head, and
cl asped her hands together tightly. O osing her eyes, she began to pray: "Dear God, reach down
your hand and give nme your protection. Help nme, this night, to bring to your care the tortured
soul of Daniel Belasco."

For five minutes she prayed without cease. Then, slowy, she rose and undid her robe.
Removing it, she laid it across the other bed. She shivered as she drew the flannel nightgown over
her head. She | ooked down at her body. Let this be the tenple, then, she thought.

Drawi ng asi de the bedcl ot hes, she lay on her back. The room was al nost dark, the bathroom
door nearly shut. She closed her eyes and started breathing deeply. Daniel , she called in her
mnd. | give you, now, the |love you never knew. | do this freely so that you will gain the
strength to | eave this house. Wth God's love and with nmine, you shall rest, this night, in
Par adi se_.

She opened her eyes. "Daniel,"” she said, "your bride is Waiting."

There was a novenent near the door. A figure drifted toward her

" Dani el ?"

"Yes, ny love."

She held out her arms.

He crossed the room and Florence felt the drawing from her body as he neared. She could
just make out his features, gentle, frightened, filled with need for her. He lay beside her on the
bed. She turned to face him She could feel his breath, and pressing close, she gave her lips to
hi m

H s kiss was long and tender. "I |ove you

"And | |ove you."

She cl osed her eyes and turned onto her back again, feeling his weight shift onto her
"Wth love," she murmured. "Please, with |ove."

"Fl orence,"” he said.

She opened her eyes.

In an instant, she lay petrified, heartbeat staggering as she gasped at what was |ying on

he whi sper ed.

her .

It was the figure of a corpse, its face in an advanced state of deconposition. Livid,
scaly flesh was crunmbling fromits bones, its rotted lips weathed in a leering smle that showed
di scolored jagged teeth, all of them decayed. Only the slanting yell ow eyes were alive, regarding
her with denoni acal glee. A leaden bluish light enveloped its entire body, gases of putrefaction
bubbling around it.

A scream of horror flooded fromher throat as the noldering figure plunged inside her

11: 43 P. M

Fi scher jerked up, gasping, at the sound of screaming in the next room

For several nmonments he sat frozen, bound by dread. Then sonething drove himto his feet
and carried himacross the room Flinging open his door, he lunged into the corridor and rushed to
the door of Florence's room twi sted the knob, and pushed.

The door was | ocked.

"Ch, nmy God." He | ooked around in panic, the sound of Florence's m ndless screans draining
him He glanced at the door to the Barretts' roomas it opened suddenly and Edith peered out, her
expression taut and stricken

Lurching across the corridor, Fischer grabbed a heavy wooden chair and dragged it to the
door. He started crashing it against the wood. The scream ng broke off. He kept slamming the chair
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agai nst the door. One of its legs snapped off. "Dam!" He battered at the door denentedly, seeing,
on the edge of vision, Barrett and Edith hurrying toward him

Suddenly the janb was splintered and the door flew open. Hurling the broken chair aside,
Fi scher reached inside and switched the light on, then rushed into the room

The sight of Florence made hi mgag. He heard the sound of Edith being sick. "Dear Cod,"
Barrett nuttered.

She was naked, |ying on her back, her |egs spread far apart, her eyes w de open, staring
upward with a | ook of total shock

Her body was bruised and bitten, scratched, gouged, and running w th bl ood.

Fi scher | ooked at her face again, the face of a woman who had just been driven mad. Her
lips stirred feebly. Conpelled, he | eaned over to hear. At first there were only rattling noises
in her throat. Then she whispered, " Filled ." She stared at himw th w de, unblinking eyes.

" Filled_."
He was unable not to ask. "Wth what ?"
Wth hideous abruptness, she began to snile.

7:19 A M

Fi scher sat slunped in an arncthair, staring at Florence. He hadn't closed his eyes al
night. Wien Barrett's pills had finally put her to sleep, he'd dragged the heavy arnthair to her
bedsi de; and Barrett and Edith had gone back to their room Barrett with the promise that he'd
return in several hours to take over watching. He'd never returned. Fischer had not expected it.
He knew how badly Barrett had been physically and nentally abused the |ast two days in Hell House.

He shivered as a chill ran through him Sitting up, he rubbed his eyes and yawned,
wondering what tine it was. He could use sonme coffee. Straining to his feet, he trudged into the
bat hroom twi sted the cold-water faucet, and cupped his right hand underneath the icy stream
Bendi ng over, he splashed the water into his face, hissing at the sting of it. He straightened up
and gazed at his reflection in the cabinet mirror. Water was dripping fromhis chin. He puffed out
breath and m sted drops of water on the mirror surface. Reaching out, he slid a bath towel from
its rack and patted it against his face.

He went back into the bedroom and stood beside the bed, |ooking at Florence. She | ooked at
peace; a beautiful wonan, asleep. It had not been that way during the night. Despite the sleeping
pills, she had dozed erratically, linbs tw tching, whinpering at times as though in pain,
trenbling periodically with paroxysmal seizures. He had been tenpted to wake her from whatever
terrors she had been experiencing. It had proven unnecessary. At unexpected intervals, she had
jolted awake on her own, eyes staring, face disfigured by a | ook of dread. Each tine, he'd held
her hand, trying not to wince when her grip became painful, her clutching fingers as white as
bone. She'd never spoken. After a while her eyes had fallen shut, and in seconds she had gone to
sl eep again.

Fi scher blinked, refocusing his eyes. Florence was awake and | ooking at him Her face had
no expression. It was as though she'd never seen him before.

"How are you?" he asked.

She made no reply, gazing at himfixedly, her eyes those of a doll, glasslike, unmoving.

"Fl or ence?"

There was a crackling sound in her throat as she swall owed. Fischer rose and wal ked into
the bathroom returning with a glass of water. "Here." He held it out.

Florence didn't stir. Fischer held the glass awhile, then set it on the bedside table.
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Fl orence's gaze shifted to the place where he had put it, then sprang back to his face.

"Can you speak?" he asked.

"Have you been here all night?"

Fi scher nodded.

Her gaze shifted again, noving to the chair, then back again to probe at Fischer's eyes.
"There?" she asked.

"Yes."

She made a noi se of cynical anusenment. "_Stupid_." She ran an appraising gaze over his
body. "You could have slept with ne."

Fi scher waited guardedly.

She pull ed the covers down from her chest. "Wo put on nmy ni ghtgown?"

"l did."

Fl orence smled with derision. "Fun?" she asked.

"After we cleaned you off."

Something flared in her eyes--a nova of awareness. Her body was convul sed by a wrenching
shudder. "Ch, ny God," she whispered. Tears welled in her eyes. "He's inside ne." She reached out
trenblingly for him

Fi scher took her hand and sat beside her on the bed. "W'IIl get rid of him™"

She shook her head.

"W will_." He squeezed her hand.

Fl orence pull ed her hand away so fast he couldn't hold it. She began unbuttoning the front
of her ni ght gown.

"What are you doi ng?"

Fl orence paid no attention. Breathing hard, she yanked asi de the edges of her gown,
exposi ng her breasts. Fischer winced at the sight of them The teeth marks around her nipples
| ooked purplish and infected. Florence clutched a hand around each breast, conpressing and pulling
them erect, their nipples hardening. "Look at them" she said.

Fi scher grabbed her hands and forced themto her sides. In the instant that he did so,
Florence lost rigidity and, with a faint groan, turned her head on the pillow Fischer pulled the

covers to her chin. "I"mtaking you out of here this norning," he said.
"He lied to ne." Her voice was strengthless. "He said it was the only way."
Fischer felt ill. "You still believe there's a Daniel--"
"Yes!" She turned back suddenly. "I know there is. | found the entry of his birth inside

the chapel Bible." She saw his | ook of startlenent. "He let ne in to prove that he existed. He's
the one who al ways kept ne out. He | earned about ny brother, picked it fromny mnd--just as you
said. He knew |'d believe him because the nenory of ny brother's death woul d make ne believe."

She clutched at Fischer's hand again. "Ch, God, he's _inside_ nme, Ben; | can't get rid of him
Even as |'m speaking to you, | can feel himin there, waiting to take over."

She began to shake so violently that Fischer drew her up and put his arnms around her
"Shhh. 1t's going to be all right. 1'Il take you out of here this nmorning."

"He won't let nme go."

"He can't stop you."

"Yes he can; he _can_.

"He can't stop ne."

Fl orence jerked away from himand thrashed back, thunping hard agai nst the headboard of
the bed. "Who the fucking hell are you?" she snarled. "Maybe you were hot stuff when you were
twel ve, but now you're shit. You hear ne? Shit!"

Fi scher stared at her in silence.

A flickering in her eyes reveal ed the change, |ike the evanescent shimer of sunlight
across a cl oud-darkened | andscape. Instantly she was herself again; but not energing from ammesi a.
It was, instead, a sudden, brutal surfacing to self, with total nmenory of every vil eness she'd
been forced to utter.

" Ch, CGod, please help nme, Ben._.

Fi scher held her tightly, sensing the congested turmoil in her mnd and body. If only he
could dig inside her Iike some psychic surgeon, rip away the cancerous nmass, and fling it from
her. He couldn't, though; he didn't have the power or the wll.

He was as much a victimof this house as she was.

Fi scher drew back. "Get dressed. W'Il| | eave."
Fl orence stared at him
" Now. "

She nodded; but it seenmed the jerk of a nmarionette's head as the operator noved the string
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from overhead. Drawi ng aside the bedcl othes, Florence rose and wal ked to the bureau. Fischer
wat ched as she drew sone clothes fromits drawers and started for the bathroom

"Fl orence--"
She turned to face him Fischer braced hinself. "You' d better dress in here.”
The skin grew taut across her cheekbones. "I have to piss_. Is that all right?"

"Stop it!" Fischer shouted.

Fl orence jerked so hard she dropped her clothes. She | ooked at himbew | deredly.

"Stop it," he repeated quietly.

Fl orence | ooked painfully enbarrassed. "But | have to . . ." She couldn't finish

Fi scher stared at her sadly. What if she becane possessed in there, did sonething harnfu
to hersel f?

He sighed. "Don't |ock the door."

She nodded once and turned. Entering the bathroom she closed the door. Fischer |istened
for the sound of the |ock, relaxing gradually when it didn't conme. Standing, he wal ked across the
room and pi cked up the clothes she'd dropped.

He | ooked around with relief as Florence opened the bathroom door and cane out. Wthout a
word he handed her her clothes and turned away. He sat on the bed with his back to her. "Keep
tal ki ng while you dress."

"Al'l right." He heard the rustle of her nightgown as she took it off. He closed his eyes
and yawned. "Did you sleep at all?" she asked.

“"I"1l sleep when you're out of here."

"You're going too, aren't you?"

“"I"'mnot sure. | don't think I"'mvulnerable as long as |I'm shut off fromthe house, not
fighting it. | nmight stay. | have no qual ns about lifting a hundred thou fromold man Deutsch's
bank account. He won't miss it." He paused. "I'll give you half of it."

Fl orence didn't speak

"Tal k," he said.

" Wy tal k?_"

The tone of her voice made himtw st around. She was standi ng by the bureau, naked,
smling at him "Take off _your_ clothes now," she said.

Fi scher stood up quickly. "Fight it."

"Fi ght what?" she asked. "My | ove of cock?"

"Fl orence--"

"Strip. I want to wallow. Like a pig." She started toward himangrily. "Strip, you
bastard. You've wanted to fuck nmy ass all week; now do_it!"

She seened to think his sudden novement toward her indicated interest, and she ran to him
Fi scher grabbed her wists and jerked her to a halt. "Fight it, Florence."

"Fight what? My--?'

" Fight_it."

"Let ne go, goddammit!"”

" Fight _it!" Fischer gouged his fingers into her wists until she gasped in pain and
rage.

"I want to fuck!" she screaned.

" Fight_it, Florence!"

"I want to fuck_ , |I want to _fuck! "

Rel easing her left wist, Fischer slapped her face as hard as possible. Her head snapped
to the right, her expression one of shocked anmazenent.

When her head turned back, he saw that she'd been given back her nmind. For several nonents
she stood trenbling, gaping at him Then she gl anced down at her body, shamed. "Don't |ook," she
begged.

Fi scher rel eased her other wist and turned away. "Dress," he said. "Forget your bags;
I"I'l bring themlater. Let's get out of here.”

"Al'l right."

CGod, | hope it is all right, he thought. He shuddered. What if he was not allowed to take
her fromthe house?_

7:48 A M
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"More coffee?"

Li onel twitched, and Edith realized that he'd been half asleep, despite his open eyes.
"I" msorry; did | startle you?"

"No, no." He shifted on the chair, grimacing; started reaching for the cup with his right
hand, then did it with his left instead.

"“You' ve got to have that thunb | ooked at, first thing."

"Towill."

The great hall was w thout a sound again. Edith felt unreal. The words they' d spoken had
seened artificial. Eggs? No, thank you. Bacon? No. Chilly? Yes. |I'lIl be glad to | eave this place
Yes, so will I. Like dialogue fromsone inferior donestic drana

O was it a carry-over fromthe tensi on between themlast night?

She stared at Lionel. He was drifting off again, his eyes unseeing, alnost blank. He'd
been working on the Reversor for nore than an hour before they'd eaten, |aboring wthout cease
whil e she dozed in a nearby easy chair. He'd said that it was al nbst ready now. She turned and
| ooked across the hall at it. Despite its inposing size, it was inpossible to believe that it
coul d conquer Hell House.

She | ooked back at the table. Everything about this norning had conspired to nake her fee
unreal, a character manipul ated through sone inexplicable role. Com ng down the stairs, they'd
seen the cat go running down the corridor toward the chapel --soundl essly, a fleeting, orange-
mottled form Then, while Lionel had been working on the Reversor, she'd heard a sound, and
starting awake, had seen an old couple crossing the hall, carrying a coffeepot and covered trays.
Hal f asleep, she'd stared at themin silence, thinking themghosts. Even when they'd set the trays
on the table and begun collecting the supper dishes, she hadn't realized who they were. Then, in a
rush, it had conme to her, and sniling at her own del uding mnd, she'd said, "Good norning."

The old man grunted, and the wonman nodded, nunbling sonething indistinct. In nmonents they
were gone. Still groggy from sleep, Edith had begun to wonder if she'd really seen them She'd
drifted back into a shallow sleep, jolting awake with a gasp when Lionel had touched her shoul der

She cl eared her throat, and Lionel tw tched again. "Wat tine will we be out of here?" she

asked.

Barrett tugged at his fob and pulled the watch fromits pocket. Opening the cover, he
gazed at its face. "I'd say early afternoon," he answered.

"How do you feel ?"

"Stiff." His smle was tired. "But I'll nend."

They | ooked around as Fi scher and Florence entered the hall, dressed for outdoors. Barrett

eyed them questioningly as they approached the table. Edith | ooked at Florence. She was pale, her
gaze avoi ding theirs.

"You have the car keys?" Fischer asked.

Barrett repressed a | ook of surprise. "Upstairs."

"Whul d you get them please?"

Barrett winced. "Could _you?_ | really can't face those stairs again."

"Where are they?"

“I'n ny overcoat pocket.

Fi scher gl anced aside. "You'd better go with me," he said to Florence.

“I'Il be all right."

"Why don't you join us, Mss Tanner; have some coffee?" Barrett invited.

She was about to speak, then changed her nind, and noddi ng once, sat down. Edith poured a
cup of coffee and passed it across the table. Florence took it fromher, nurnuring, "Thank you."

Fi scher | ooked uneasy. "Don't you think you'd better cone al ong?"

"We'l | keep an eye on her," said Barrett.
Fi scher still hesitated.
"What Ben doesn't want to tell you," Florence said, "is that | was possessed by Danie

Bel asco | ast night and could | ose control of nyself at any nonent."
Barrett and Edith stared at her. Fischer could tell that Barrett didn't believe her, and

the realization angered him " _She's telling the truth ," he said. "lI'd rather not |eave her alone
with you."

Barrett regarded Fischer in silence. Finally he turned to Florence. "You'd best go with
him then," he said.

Fl orence | ooked up pleadingly. "Couldn't | have a cup of coffee first?"
Fi scher's eyes narrowed with suspicion

"“I'f anything happens, just take ne outside."

“I'"1l buy you coffee in town."
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“It's such a | ong way, Ben."

" Florence-- _

"Pl ease."” She closed her eyes. "I'Il be all right. |I prom se you
she were about to cry.

He stared at her, not know ng what to do.

Barrett spoke to break the painful silence. "There's really no need to stay," he said to
Fl orence. "The house will be cleared by afternoon.”

She | ooked up quickly. "How?"

She sounded as though

Barrett's smle was awkward. "1'd intended to explain it to you--but, under the
ci rcumnst ances

"Pl ease. | have to know before | |eave."

"There isn't tine," said Fischer

“Ben, | have to know. " Her | ook was desperate. "I can't go until | do."

"Dam it--"

" If I start to lose control, just take me out ," she said. She turned to Barrett
pl eadi ngly.

"Well . . ." H's tone was dubious. "It's sonewhat conplicated."

"I have to know," was all she said. Fischer sat down gingerly near Florence. Wiy am |
doing this? he wondered. He didn't believe that Barrett's nachi ne woul d have the | east effect on
Hel I House. Way wasn't he draggi ng her out of here? It was her only hope.

"To begin with fundanmentals,"” Barrett said, "all phenonena occur as events in nature--a
nature the order of which is larger than that presented by current science, but nature,
nonet hel ess. This is true of so-called psychic events as well, parapsychol ogy being, in fact, no
nore than an extension of biology."

Fi scher kept his eyes on Florence. She had slipped in and out of possession so frequently
bef ore.

"Paranormal biology, then," Barrett said, "setting forth the prem se that man overfl ows
and is greater than the organi smwhich he inhabits, as Doctor Carrel put it. In sinplest terns,
the human body emits a formof energy--a psychic fluid, if you will. This energy surrounds the
body with an unseen sheath; what has been called the "aura.' It can be extruded beyond the borders
of this aura, where it can create nechanical, chemnical, and physical effects: percussions, odors,
moverment of external objects, and the |like--as we have seen repeatedly these past few days.
bel i eve that when Bel asco spoke of 'influences,' he may have been referring to this energy."

Fi scher | ooked at Barrett, anbivalent enmotion rising in him The older man sounded so
confident. Was it possible that all the beliefs of his life could be reduced to sonmething one
could probe at in a | aboratory?

"All through the ages," Barrett continued, "evidence in proof of this prem se has been
forthcom ng, each new | evel of human devel opnent bringing about its own particular proof. In the
M ddl e Ages, for example, much superstitious thought was directed toward what were called denpns
and witches. Accordingly, these things were manifested, created by this psychic energy, this
unseen fluid, these '"influences.'

"“Medi uns have al ways produced phenonena indigenous to their beliefs." Fischer glanced at
Fl orence, seeing that she'd tightened at these words. "This is certainly the case with
Spiritualism Mediunms adhering to this faith create its own particul ar phenonenon--so-called
spirit communication."

"Not _so-called_, Doctor."” Florence's voice was strained.

"Let me continue, Mss Tanner," he said. "You nmay refute ne later if you wish. By record,
the only time religious exorcisns have an effect on haunted houses or possessions is when the
medi um who causes the phenonena is highly religious, thus profoundly noved by the exorcism In far
nmore cases--including this house--gallons of holy water and hours of exorcismfail to alter
anyt hi ng, either because the nediuminvolved is not religious or because nore than one nedi um has
contributed to the effect.”

Fi scher glanced at Florence. Her face was pale, |ips pressed together

"Anot her exanple of this biological nechanism" Barrett was saying, "was that of aninal
magnet i sm which produced psychi ¢ phenonena equal ly as inpressive as those of Spiritualism but
entirely devoid of any religious characteristics.

"How does this nechanismfunction, though? Wat is its genesis? Rei chenbach, the Austrian
chenmist, in the years between 1845 and 1868 established the existence of such a physiol ogi ca
radi ation. Hs experinents consisted, first, of having sensitives observe nagnets. Wat they saw
were gleans of light at the poles, like flanmes of unequal |ength, the shorter at the positive
pol e. (nservation of el ectromagnets brought about the sanme results as did observation of crystals.
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Finally, the same phenonmenon was observed on the human body.

"Col onel De Rochas continued Rei chenbach's experinents, discovering that these emanations
are blue at the positive pole, red at the negative. In 1912 Dr. Kilner, a nenber of the London
Royal Col | ege of Physicians, published the results of four years of experinentation during which,
by use of the 'dycyanine' screen, the so-called human aura was nade visible to anyone. \Wen the
pol e of a nmagnet was brought into proxinmity with this aura, a ray appeared, joining the pole to
the nearest point of the body. Further, when the subject was exposed to an el ectrostatic charge,
the aura gradual |y di sappeared, returning when the charge was di ssi pated.

"I oversinplify the progression of discovered facts, of course,” he said, "but the end
result is irrefutable; _the psychic emanation which all living beings discharge is a field of
el ectronagnetic radiation_."

He | ooked around the table, disappointed at the flatness of their expressions. Didn't they
reali ze what he was saying?

He had to snile then. There was no way they could realize the inport of his words unti
he'd proved them

"El ectromagnetic radiation--EMR--is the answer, then," he said. "All living organisns emt
this energy, its dynano the mind. The el ectronagnetic field around the hunan body behaves
precisely as do all such fields--spiraling around its center of force, the electric and nagnetic
i mpul ses acting at right angles to each other, and so on. Such a field _nmust_ inpinge itself on
its surroundings. In extremes of enotion, the field grows stronger, inpressing itself onits
environnent with nore force--a force which, if contained, _persists_ in that environnent,
undi scharged, saturating it, disturbing organisns sensitive to it: psychics, dogs, cats--in brief,
establishing a ' haunted' atnosphere.

“"I's it any wonder, then, that Hell House is the way it is? Consider the years of violently
enoti onal, destructive--evil, if you will--radiations which have inpregnated its interior
Consi der the veritable _storehouse_ of noxi ous power this house becane. Hell House is, in essence,
a giant battery, the toxic power of which nmust, inevitably, be tapped by those who enter it,
either intentionally or involuntarily. By you, Mss Tanner. By you, M. Fischer. By ny wife. By
mysel f. Al of us have been victim zed by these poi sonous accunul ati ons-- you nost of all, Mss
Tanner, because you actively sought them out, unconsciously seeking to utilize themto prove your
personal interpretation of the haunting force."

" That isn't true_."

"It is_true," Barrett countered. "It was true of those who entered here in 1931 and
1940. It is true of you."

"What about _you? " demanded Fischer. "How do you know _your_interpretation isn't wong?"

"Sinply answered," Barrett said. "Shortly, ny Reversor will perneate the house with a
massi ve countercharge of el ectromagnetic radiation. This countercharge will oppose the polarity of
t he atnosphere, reverse and dissipate it. Just as the radiation of |ight negates mediumnistic
phenonena, so the radiation of nmy Reversor will negate the phenonena of Hell House."

Barrett | eaned back in his chair; he had not been aware, until now, of |eaning forward.

Fl orence sat in stricken silence. Edith felt a rush of pity for her. After what Lionel had said,
how coul d anyone doubt that he was right?

"One question," Fischer said.

Barrett |ooked at him

"If the aura can restore itself after an el ectromagnetic charge is turned off, why can't
the power in this house?”

"Because human radiation has a living source. The radiation in this house is only
_residue_. Once it's been dissipated, it cannot return."

"Doctor," Florence said.

"Yes?"

She seened to brace herself. "Nothing you' ve said contradicts what | believe."

Barrett | ooked astounded. "You can't be serious."

"I am O course there's radiation--and, of course, it persists. Because its possessor
survives after death. _Your radiation is the body it survives with ."

"Here we part conpany, M ss Tanner," Barrett said. "The residue | speak of has nothing
what ever to do with the survival of personality. The spirit of Emeric Belasco does not prow this
house. Neither does that of his son or any of the so-called entities you have believed yourself in
contact with. There is one thing in this house, and one thing only--_mindless, directionless
power _."

"Ch," she said. Her voice was calm "There's nothing else to do, then, is there?"

Her novenent caught them by surprise. Wth a fluid, tw sting stand, she was on her feet
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and running toward the Reversor. The three sat frozen for a monent. Then, sinultaneously, Barrett
gasped and Fi scher lurched up fromhis chair, knocking it over in his haste to rise. He charged
fromthe table, dashing after Florence.

Bef ore he' d gone hal fway, she had the crowbar in her hands and was swinging it with al
her m ght at the face of the Reversor. Barrett cried out, jarring to his feet, his face gone
ashen. He jolted at the ringing sound of steel on steel, flinching as though the bl ow were
striking himinstead. "No!" he shouted.

Fl orence swung again, battering at the front of the machine. The gl ass face of a dial
expl oded underneath her blow. Barrett started fromthe table with a | ook of horror on his face.
His right |leg buckled under him and with a startled gasp, he fell. Edith junped up. "Lionel!"

Fi scher had reached Florence by then. Cutching at her shoul der, he yanked her back from
the Reversor. She whirled and swung the crowbar at his face, her expression one of nanic rage.

Fi scher dodged, the crowbar nissing his head by inches. Lunging in, he grabbed her right arm
westling for possession of the bar. Florence |urched back, snarling |like a nmaddened aninmal. A
bolt of shock nunbed Fi scher as she flung her arms up, breaking his grasp. _She was too strong!

Blind to everything except the threat to his Reversor, Barrett didn't even glance at Edith
as she helped himto his feet. Pulling free of her, he started hobbling rapidly across the floor
wi t hout his cane. "Stop her!" he cried.

Fi scher had grabbed at Florence's arms again. She heaved back, and the two of them crashed
agai nst the front of the Reversor. Fischer felt her hot breath on his cheek, bubbly spittle
dribbling fromher mouth. She jerked her right armfree and swung at him Fischer ducked, the
crowbar snmashing against the netal face. He started reaching for her arm again, but she swung too
fast for him He threw his arns up, crying out as the crowbar struck himon the right wist.
Ragged, burning pain shot up his arm He saw the next blow comi ng but could not avoid it. The
crowbar smashed agai nst his skull, and blinding pain exploded in his head. Eyes staring, he
crunpled to his knees. Florence raised the bar to strike again.

Barrett was on her then, the strength of frenzy in his arnms; with a single wenching
noti on he had jerked the crowbar from her grasp. Florence spun around. Barrett's face had gone
abruptly blank. Gasping, he was stunbling back fromher, right hand clutching at his | ower back
Edith screaned and started forward as the crowbar slipped fromBarrett's grasp and t hunped on the
rug. He started falling.

Fl orence' s sudden | ungi ng novenent made Edith freeze in her tracks. Florence snatched the
crowbar up. Instead of turning back to the Reversor, though, she turned toward Edith and began
advanci ng on her. "Now you," she said, "you |lesbian bitch."

Edith gaped at her, as nuch unnerved by the words as by the sight of Florence stalking
her, crowbar raised. "lI'mgoing to smash your fucking skull in," Florence said. "I'm going to beat
it intojelly."”

Edi th shook her head, retreating. She glanced at Lionel desperately. He was withing on
the floor in pain. She started toward him then junped back, |ooking at Florence again, as, with a
savage how , the nedium broke into a run at her, brandishing the crowbar. Edith's breath cut off.
She whirled and bolted toward the entry hall, her mind washed bl ank by panic. She heard the
driving thud of shoes behind her, glanced across her shoul der. Florence was al nost on her! She
sprang forward with a gasp, darting across the entry hall and up the stairs.

She knew t he nonent she'd reached the I anding that she couldn't rmake their room side
vi si on showed her Florence only several yards behind. |npulsively she raced across the corridor to
Fl orence's room and plunged inside, whirling to slamthe door and lock it. A groan of horror tore
her |ips back as she saw the broken | ock. Too |ate. The door was surging in at her. She stunbl ed
back and, |osing balance, fell.

Fl orence stood across the roomfromher, panting, smling. "Wat are you afraid of ?" she
asked. She tossed aside the crowbar carelessly. "I'mnot going to hurt you."

Edith crouched on the floor, staring at her.

"I"'mnot going to hurt you, baby." Edith felt a spasmin her stomach nuscles. The nmedium s
voi ce was honeyed, al nbst purring.

Fl orence started to renpbve her coat. Edith tensed as she dropped it on the floor. Florence
started to unbutton her sweater. Edith began to shake her head.

"Don't shake your head," said Florence. "You and | are going to have a lovely tine."

"No." Edith started edgi ng backward.

" Yes_." Florence renoved the sweater, dropped it. Starting across the room she reached
back to unhook her bra.

_Oh, God, please don't! Edith kept shaking her head as Florence noved in on her. The bra
was of f now. Fl orence began unzi pping her skirt, the smle fixed to her |ips. Edith bunped agai nst

file://IC|/2590%20Sci-Fi%20and%20Fantasy%20...s/Richard%20Matheson%20-%20Hell%20House.txt (88 of 117) [12/29/2004 2:32:56 PM]



file:/11C|/2590%620Sci - Fi %20and%20Fantasy %20E-books/Ri chard%20M atheson%620-%20Hel 1 %620House. txt

a bed and caught her breath convul sively. She could retreat no farther. Cold and weak, she watched
Fl orence drop her skirt, bend over to renove her panties. She stopped shaking her head. "Ch, no,"
she pl eaded.

Fl orence dropped to her knees, straddling Edith's | egs. Sliding both hands underneath her
breasts, she held themup in front of Edith's face; Edith winced at the purplish teeth nmarks on
them "Aren't they nice?" said Florence. "Aren't they delicious-1looking? Don't you want then?" Her
words drove a spear of terror into Edith's heart. She stared up frozenly as Florence fondl ed her
breasts in front of her. "Here, feel them" Florence said. She rel eased her |eft breast, reached
down, lifted Edith's hand.

The feel of the warm yielding flesh against her fingers broke a damin Edith's chest. A
sob of angui sh shook her. No, I'mnot that way! screaned her nind

"OfF course you are," said Florence, as though Edith had spoken. "W're both that way;
we' ve al ways been that way. Men are ugly, nen are cruel. Only wonen can be trusted. Only wonen can
be I oved. Your own father tried to rape you, didn't he?"

_She couldn't know _ thought Edith, horrified. She jerked both hands agai nst her chest and
pressed themtightly to her body, jammed her eyes shut.

Wth an aninmal-1ike sound, Florence fell across her. Edith tried to push her off, but
Fl orence was too heavy. Edith felt the nedium s hands cl anmpi ng on the back of her head, forcing up
her face. Abruptly Florence's Iips were crushed on hers, nouth open, tongue trying to force its
way inside her mouth. Edith tried to fight, but Florence was too strong. The room began to spin
around her, burgeoning with heat. A heavy mantle fell across her body. She felt nunb, detached.
She coul dn't keep her lips together, and Fl orence's tongue plunged deep inside her nouth, |icking
at the tender roof. Curls of sensation flickered through her body. She felt one of Florence's
hands wap her fingers around the breast again. She couldn't pull the hand away. There was a
poundi ng in her ears. Heat poured across her

The sound of Lionel's voice cut through the pounding. Edith jerked her head to one side,
trying to see past Florence. The heated mantl e vani shed. Col dness rushed across her. She gl anced
up, saw the twi sted face of Florence | oom ng overhead. Lionel called her nane again. "In herel”
she cried. Florence pulled away from her, |ooking at herself with sickened realization; she |unged
to her feet and ran into the bathroom Edith struggled up and noved across the room unevenly. She
fell against Lionel as he ran in, clinging to him eyes shut, face against his chest. She started
crying hel pl essly.

9:01 A M

You'll be all right.” Barrett patted Fischer's shoulder. "Just stay in bed awhile; don't
nmove. "

"How i s she?" Fischer munbl ed.

"Asl eep. | gave her pills."

Fischer tried to sit up, fell back, gasping.

"_Don't nove_," Barrett told him "That was quite a bl ow you took."

"Have to get her out of here."

"I"ll get her out."

Fi scher | ooked at hi m suspici ously.

"l promise," Barrett said. "Now rest."

Edith was standing by the door. Barrett took her armand |led her into the corridor. "How
is he?" she asked.

"Unl ess he has a nore serious concussion than |I think, he should conme around."

"What about you?"

"Just a few nore hours," Lionel said. Edith saw that he was hol ding his right arm agai nst
his chest as though it were broken. There was a stain of fresh blood on the thunb bandage. Wen
he'd wrenched the crowbar out of Florence's hands, he nust have torn apart the edges of the cut.
She was about to nention it, then gave it up, a sense of utter hopel essness oppressing her

Li onel opened the door to Florence's room and they crossed to her bed. She was |ying
noti onl ess beneath the covers. After Lionel had spoken to her for a long tine, she'd enmerged from
the bathroom a towel wapped around her. She hadn't spoken, hadn't net their gaze. Eyes downcast
like those of a repentant child, she had accepted the three pills, slipped beneath the bedcl ot hes,
and in nonents cl osed her eyes and gone to sl eep
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Barrett raised her left eyelid and | ooked at her staring eye. Edith averted her face. Then
Li onel was taking her armagain; they crossed the roomand went into the corridor. Mwving to their
room they went inside.

"Woul d you get ne sone water?" he asked.

Edith went into the bathroomand ran cold water into the glass. Wen she returned, Lione
was on his bed, propped agai nst the headboard. "Thank you," he murmured as she handed himthe
glass. He had two codeines in his palm He washed themdown his throat. "I'mgoing to tel ephone
Deut sch's man for an anbul ance," he said. Edith felt a nomentary burst of hope. "Have Fischer and
M ss Tanner taken to the nearest hospital."

The hope was gone. Edith | ooked at hi mwi thout expression

“I"'d like you to go with them™" Lionel said.

“Not until you go."

"It would nmake me feel nuch better."”

Edith shook her head. "Not without you."

He sighed. "Very well. It'Il all be over by this afternoon, at any rate."

"W oit?"

"Edith--Barrett | ooked surprised--"have you |l ost your faith in me?"

"What about--?"

"--what happened just before?" He drew in a hitching breath. "Don't you see? It proves ny
poi nt precisely."

" How?_"
"Her attack on ny Reversor was the ultinate tribute. She _knows_ |I'mright. There was
not hing else to do--her very words, if you recall--except to destroy ny beliefs before they could

destroy hers."

Barrett reached out his left hand and drew her onto the bed. "She's not possessed by
Dani el Bel asco,"” he told her. "She's not possessed by anyone--unless it's by her inner self, her
true self, her _repressed_ self."

Like | was yesterday, she thought. She stared at Lionel hopelessly. She wanted to believe
him but it wasn't in her anynore.

"The mediumis a nost unstable personality," he said. "Any psychic worthy of the nane
invariably turns out to be a hysteric and/or sommanbulist, a victimof divided consciousness. The
paral l el between the nedium stic trance and the sommanbulistic fit is absolute. Personalities cone
and go, methods of expression are identical, as are psychol ogical structures, the amesia upon
awakening, the artificial quality of the alternate personalities.

"What we've witnessed this norning is that part of Mss Tanner's personality she's al ways
kept hi dden, even from herself--her patience turning into anger, her withdrawal into furious
expression." He paused. "Her chasteness into wanton sexuality."

Edith declined her head. She couldn't |ook at him Like ne, she thought.

"It's all right," Barrett said.

"No." She shook her head.

“"I'f there are . . . things to be discussed, we'll discuss themat hone."

_At home_, she thought. Never had a phrase inplied such inpossibility to her.

"All right," she said. But it was sonmeone el se's voice.

"CGood," said Barrett. "In addition to ny work, then, sone extra value has cone of this
week, some personal enlightenment." He snmiled at her. "Have heart, ny dear. Everything will work
out."

9:42 A M

Barrett opened his eyes, to find hinmself looking at Edith's sleeping face. He felt a
twinge of worry. He hadn't neant to sl eep

Taki ng hold of his cane, he slipped his | egs across the edge of the mattress and stood,
wi nci ng as he put his weight down. He wi nced again as he slipped his feet into shoes. Sitting on
the other bed, he crossed his left leg over his right, and worked the | ace out of the shoe, using
the fingers of his |eft hand.

He set the foot down. That was sone inprovenent. He did the same to his right shoe, then
drew out his watch. It was getting close to ten. Hs expression grew alarned. That couldn't be
P.M, could it? In this dammed, w ndow ess hul k, there was no way to be certain.
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He hated to wake Edith. She'd had so little sleep this week. Did he dare | eave her
though? He stood irresolutely, staring at her. Had anything happened to themin their sleep? It
was an aspect of the EMR he had not investigated, but it did seemthat one had to be conscious in
order to be affected by it. No, that wasn't true; she'd wal ked in her sleep

He decided to | eave the door open, go downstairs as rapidly as possible, nake the call,
and cone right back. If anything happened, surely he'd be aware of it.

He |linped across the roomand into the corridor, setting his teeth against the pain in his
thunb. Despite his having taken codeine, it still throbbed unrelentingly. God knew what it | ooked
li ke by now, he had no intention of checking. It would undoubtedly require m nor surgery when this
was over; he might even |ose partial use of it. Never mind, he thought. The price was acceptabl e.

He opened Fischer's door and | ooked inside the bedroom Fischer hadn't stirred. Barrett
hoped he'd remain asl eep when they carried himout of here on a stretcher. He didn't bel ong here;
never had. At |east he was surviving once nore.

Turning clumsily, he hobbled to Florence Tanner's room and | ooked inside. She was al so
i mobile. Barrett gazed at her synpathetically. The poor wonman had a lot to confront after she was
out of here. What would it be like to face the lie of her past existence? Was she up to it? Mst
likely, she would slip back into pretension; it would be less difficult.

He turned fromFlorence's door and linped to the staircase. Wll, it's been quite a week,
all in all, he thought. He sniled involuntarily. That was, w thout a doubt, the understatenment of
his life. Still, all was well. Thank God M ss Tanner had been blinded by her rage. A few well -

pl aced bl ows, and he woul d have been confronted by days, perhaps weeks, of work to put the
Reversor into working condition. Everything would have been ruined. He shivered at the thought.

What would they all do after they had left the house? he wondered as he descended the
staircase haltingly, his left hand on the banister rail. It was an interesting specul ati on. Wuld
M ss Tanner return to her church? _Could_ she return to it after this appalling insight into
hersel f? What about Fischer? What would he do? Wth a hundred thousand dollars, he could do a
great deal. As for Edith and hinmself, the future was relatively clear. He avoi ded thinking of
their personal problens yet to solve. That was for later

At | east they would all be out of Hell House. As the unofficial |eader of the group, he
felt some pride in that, although it was, perhaps, absurd for himto feel it. Still, the 1931 and
1940 groups had been virtually decimted. This tine, four of them had entered Hell House, four
woul d be safely out by tonight.

He wondered what to do with the Reversor after today. Should he have it delivered to his
| aboratory at the coll ege? That seened nost |likely. Wiat a delivery that would be; tantanmount, he
t hought, to displaying the capsule that had taken the first astronaut into space. Perhaps,
sonmeday, the Reversor would occupy a place of honor in the Smithsonian Institution. He smled
sardoni cally. And perhaps not. He was hardly deluding himself into thinking that the world of
sci ence woul d topple in subm ssion before his acconplishment. No, there were still a good nany
years ahead before parapsychol ogy was conceded its rightful place beside the other natura
sci ences.

He noved to the front doors and opened one. Daylight. He shut the door and hobbled to the
t el ephone, picked up the receiver

There was no answer. Barrett jiggled the cradle arm A fine time for comunication to be
broken off. He waited, jiggled the cradle armagain. Cone on, he thought. He couldn't possibly get
Fi scher and M ss Tanner out of here wi thout help

He was about to hang up when the receiver was lifted on the other end of the line. "Yes?"
said Deutsch's nman

Barrett exhaled loudly with relief. "You had me worried there. This is Barrett. We need an
ambul ance. "

Si |l ence.

"Did you hear nme?"

"Yes."

"WIl you have it sent out right away, then? M. Fischer and M ss Tanner require i nmedi ate
hospitalization."

There was no reply.

"Do you under st and?"

"Yes."

The line was silent.

"I's sonething wong?" Barrett asked.

The nman drew in a sudden breath. "Ch, hell, this isn't fair to you," he said angrily.

"What isn't?"
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The man hesit at ed.

" What _ isn't?"

Anot her hesitation. Then the man said quickly, "Ad nman Deutsch died this norning."

" _Died?_"

"He had term nal cancer. Took too many pills to dull the pain. Accidentally killed
hi nsel f."
Barrett felt a nunbing pressure on his skull. Wat difference does it nake? he heard his
m nd inquiring; but he knew. "Wy didn't you tell us?" he asked.

"I was ordered not to."

By the son, thought Barrett. "Well . . ." H's voice was faint. "Wat about--?"

"I was ordered to just--leave you stranded out there."

"And the nmoney?" Barrett had to ask, even though he knew the answer.

"I don't know about that, but under the circunmstances--" The man sighed. "Is there
anything in witing?"

Barrett closed his eyes. "No."

"l see." The man's tone was flat. "Then that bastard son of his will doubtless--" He broke
of f. "Look, | apol ogize for not having called you, but nmy hands are tied. | have to go back to New
York City right away. You have the car there. | suggest you all |eave. There's a hospital here in
Cari bou Falls you can go to. I'Il do what | can to . " Hi s voice faded, and he nade a sound
of disgust. "Hell," he said. "I'Il probably be out of a job nyself. | can't stand that nan. The

f at her was bad enough, but--"
Barrett hung up as a wave of dark despair broke over him No noney, no provision for

Edith, no retirenent, no chance to rest. He | eaned his forehead against the wall. "Ch, no," he
nmur nur ed.

_The tarn_.

Barrett whirled with a gasp and | ooked around the entry hall. The words had | eaped into

his m nd, unbidden. No, he thought. He clenched his teeth together tightly. No, he told the house.
He shook his head deliberately.

He started toward the great hall. "You don't win," he said. "I may not get that nobney, but
you're not going to beat ne; not you. | know your secret, and |I'm going to destroy you." He had
never felt such hatred in his Iife. He reached the archway and pointed at the Reversor with a | ook
of triunph. "There!" he shouted. "There it stands! Your conqueror!" He had to | ean agai nst the
archway wall. He felt exhausted, racked by pain. It doesn't matter, he told hinself. Watever pain
he felt was secondary now. He'd worry |later about Fischer and M ss Tanner, worry afterward about
Edith and hinself. There was only one thing that mattered at this noment: his defeat of Hell House
and the victory of his work.

10:33 A M

She felt herself begin to rise fromdarkness. Daniel's voice cajoled her. _You don't have
to sleep_, he said. She seened to feel her veins and arteries conpressing, tissues drawing in, her
body forcing out the darkness. There was burning pressure in her kidneys. She tried to hold it
back but was unable to. The pressure kept building. _Go on_, Daniel told her; _let it go_.

Fl orence groaned. She couldn't stop herself. She felt the gushing fromher loins, and cried al oud
i n shane.

Suddenly she was awake. She pushed asi de the bedcl othes and stood, |ooking groggily at the

patch of wetness on the sheet. He was so rooted in her, he controlled the very workings of her

body now.

"Fl orence. "

She jerked her head around and saw his face projected on the hanging silver |anp.
"Pl ease," he said.

She stared at him He started sniling. "Please." H's tone was nocki ng.

"Stop it."

"Pl ease, " he said.

" Stop_it."

"Please." He bared his teeth in a derisive grin. " _Please ."

"Stop it, Daniel!"
"Pl ease, please, please, please, please, please, pleasel”
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Fl orence spun around and |urched for the bathroom A cold hand grasped her ankle, and she
toppled to the floor. Daniel's icy presence flooded over her, his voice, denoniac, howing in her
ears: "Please, please, please, please!” She couldn't nake a sound; his presence seened to suck
away her breath. "Please, please, please!”" He began to laugh with wild sadistic pleasure. Help ne,
God! she thought in agony. "Help nme, God!" railed his voice. Deliver ne!_ she pleaded. "Deliver
me, deliver nme!" his voice inpersonated. Florence pressed both hands across her ears. " _Help ne,
God! " she cried.

Hi s presence vani shed. Florence gasped in air convul sively. She struggled to her feet and
started for the bathroom "Leaving?" said his voice. She set her mnd against its blandi shnent.
Stunbling into the bathroom she ran cold water and splashed it on her face.

She straightened up and stared at her reflection. Her face was pallid, narked by dark
scabbed scratches and discol ored bruises. What she could see of her neck and upper chest was
scored by jagged |l acerations. Leaning forward, she saw that her breasts |ooked inflaned, the teeth
mar ks al nost bl ack now.

She stiffened as the door swung shut, then saw the full reflection of her body in the
mrror fastened to the door. She started to resist, but sonething cold snaked up her spine. She
gasped; eyes openi ng w de.

In a monment she began to smle. She | eaned back, eyes half-closing. Daniel was behind her
She coul d feel his hardened organ sliding deep into her rectum H s hands were clutched around her
breasts, kneading them Florence |eaned back as Edith slipped into the bathroom falling to her
knees in front of Florence, darting her extended tongue to Florence's vagina. Florence' s tongue
lolled out. She bucked agai nst Dani el eagerly. This was what she wanted, what she was.

She twitched as though electric current surged through her. Suddenly she saw herself, half-
crouched before the mrror, face slack with vacuous abandonnent, the fingers of her right hand
thrust into her body. Wth a sickened noise she jerked the fingers free. A harsh | augh rasped
behi nd her, and she whirled. The bathroomwas enmpty. | was watching, his voice spoke in her mnd

She flung open the door and ran into the bedroom Daniel's |aughter follow ng. She bent to
pi ck her robe up. Something jerked it fromher grasp and flung it away. She noved after it. The
robe kept flapping fromher. Florence stopped. No use, she thought, despairing. "No use," parodied
his voice. The robe flew up and fell across her head. She jerked it off and pulled it on her body,
buttoning it hastily. He's _playing_ with nme, she thought; making nme do everything that's nost
abhorrent to ne.

"--nost abhorrent to ne," his voice parroted, nockingly falsetto. He giggled like a girl.
"Mbst abhorrent to me, nost abhorrent to nme."

Fl orence fell on her knees beside the bed and, resting both arns on the nattress edge,
pressed her forehead to her tightly clasping hands. "Dear God, please help ne; Red C oud, help ne;
spirit doctors, help ne; | have been possessed. Let the fire of the Holy Spirit burn this sickness
fromny nmind and body. Let the strength of God rush through ne, let his might instill me with the
power to resist.

"Let his God cock sink into nmy nouth,” she said. "Let nme drink his holy, burning jism Let
ne- - "

A wail of torment jerked back her lips. She drove the knuckle of a fisted hand into her
mouth and bit until the pain had filled her mind. Daniel vanished. After several noments she
withdrew the still-clenched fist and | ooked at it. Her teeth had broken the skin; blood was
trickling on the back of her hand.

She | ooked around uncertainly. It seened as though the flare of pain had cleared her nmnd
driving himaway. She pushed down on the nmattress, standing. Now, she thought, the chapel. That
was where the answer |ay.

She ran across the room and jerked open the door. Hurrying into the hall, he turned toward
the staircase. I'll reach it, she thought. He can't possess nme every nmonent. |If | keep on going,
no matter what happens, | can get there.

She stopped, her heartbeat jolting. A figure blocked her way: a gaunt man dressed in
ragged, filthy clothes; bones show ng through his skin; long hair shaggy; face nmal forned by
sickness; tiny, glowi ng eyes buried in dark-rinmed sockets; nouth distended, filled with thick
di scolored teeth. Florence stared at him It was one of Belasco's victins, she knew. He'd | ooked
like this before he died.

The figure disappeared. Florence began descending the stairs. The acid col dness started up
her spine again. She felt the gray defilenent in her blood and fought it off, biting on her hand
until the pain had driven it away. Pain was the answer! Whenever Daniel tried to take control
she'd drive himoff with pain, because it filled her mind and | eft no roomfor hin

She stopped, hitched back. Two figures sprawl ed across the steps below, a nan and woman.
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The man was plunging a knife into the woman's throat. He started sawing at the jagged wound, bl ood
spouting, splashing on his tw sted, gleeful face. He was cutting off the woman's head. Fl orence
jamed her fist into her nouth and bit down, stiffening at the burst of pain. The man and woman
vani shed. She descended farther, wondering where the others were: Fischer, Edith, Barrett. It
didn't natter; they couldn't help

As she crossed the entry hall, she caught sight of Barrett in the great hall, working on
hi s machine. Fool, she thought. It wasn't going to work. He was full of shit, the stupid--

No! She ground her teeth into her hand again, eyes wide and staring. Let her bite her
fingers to the bone before succunbing to Daniel's sway again. She wi shed she had a knife. She'd
thrust it far enough into her flesh to keep the pain there constantly. It was the answer: agony
that bl ocked his contami nated soul from hers.

She started down the corridor. A wld-eyed man was hunched across a naked wonman's back
She was dead, a sash cord pulled around her neck, her face purplish, eyes bulging fromtheir
sockets. Florence sank her teeth into her hand. Bl ood was running down her |ips now, dripping onto
her throat. The figures vani shed as she reached the chapel door. A man was crouched in front of
it. Hs face was white, his expression drugged. He held a severed human hand to his |ips, sucking
on one of the fingers. She bit into her hand. The figure vanished. Florence fell against the door
and pushed it in.

She stood wavering at the head of the center aisle. A naelstromof power filled the air
This was the nucl eus, the core. She started down the aisle, then jerked back with a gasp as she
saw the cat lying in the puddl e of blood. It had been cut in two.

She shook her head. She nmustn't stop now. She was al nost to the answer. She had beaten
Dani el ; she woul d beat the house now. She stepped across the cat, advancing on the altar. Dear
God, the power was incrediblel It radiated through her, pulsing, driving. Darkness flickered in
her mind. She thrust her aching hand into her nouth again and bit. The darkness cleared a little,
and she noved against the power. It was like a living wall before her. She was alnost to the altar
now. Her eyes were staring, fixed. She'd win her battle yet. Wth God's hel p, she woul d--

Sudden weakness turned her |inbs to stone. She fell against the altar heavily. The power
was too strong! She | ooked up dunbly at the crucifix. It seenmed to nove. She stared at it in
horror. It was nmoving toward her. No, she thought. She tried to back off, but she couldn't budge,
rooted to the spot as though by sone gigantic nagnet. No!_ The crucifix was falling. It was going
to hit her!

Fl orence cried out as it struck her head and chest and knocked her backward violently. She
crashed to the floor, the massive cross and figure crushing down on her, knocking out her breath.
The serpentine chill went |ashing up her spine. She tried to scream but couldn't. Darkness fl ooded
t hr ough her.

The possession ended instantly.

Fl orence's eyes bul ged, her face distorted by a | ook of agony. She couldn't breathe, the
pain was so intense. She tried to push the crucifix away, but it wouldn't nove. The pain of trying
made her gag. She lay imobile, groaning at the endl ess waves of agony that filled her. Once again
she tried to push the crucifix. It noved a little, but the novenent nearly made her faint. Her
face was gray, dewed with cold sweat.

It took fifteen minutes to do. She al nost fainted seven tines before she'd finished,
hol di ng on to consciousness only with the nost intense exertion of will. Finally she pushed aside
the heavy crucifix and tried to sit up, gasping at the agony of the attenpt. Slowy, ashen lips
pressed together, she struggled to her knees. Blood tarted runni ng down her thighs.

The sight of the phallus nmade her vomt. Hunching over, she expelled the contents of her
stomach on the fl oor, eyes glazed with pain. _He'd tricked her . There was no answer here. He'd
only wanted to commit this final profanation on her m nd and body. Florence rubbed a pal sied hand
across her lips. No nore, she thought. She | ooked around and saw the huge nail sticking fromthe

crucifix's back; it had been pulled out fromthe wall. She dragged herself across the floor until
she'd reached the nail. Hovering above it, she began to saw the insides of her wists across its
poi nt, hissing at the pain. She began to sob. "No nore," she said. "_No nore_."

She sl unped back. Blood was flowing fromher wists |ike water. She cl osed her eyes. He
can't do anything nore to nme, she thought. Even if my soul is held in bondage in this house
forever, | won't be his living puppet anynore.

She felt life draining fromher. She was escaping. Daniel couldn't hurt her now Feeling
had begun to | eave; pain was fading. God would forgive her self-destruction. It was what she had
to do. Her lips drew back in a surrendering smle.
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He woul d under st and.

Her eyes fluttered open. Were those footsteps? She tried to turn her head but couldn't.
The fl oor seened to trenble. She tried to see. Was that a figure standing by her, |ooking down?
She couldn't focus her eyes.

Suddenly it struck her. Horrified, she tried to push up, but was too weak. She had to |let
them know Florence struggled fitfully to rise. Couds of darkness were envel oping her. Everything
felt numb. She turned her head and saw her bl ood running on the floorboards. Help nme, God! she
pl eaded. _She had to let them know _

Slow y, agoni zingly, she reached out to shape the noving scarlet ribbons.

11: 08 A M

Fi scher jarred up, heartbeat pounding, and | ooked around in dread. H's head was throbbing
violently. He wanted to fall back on the pillow, but sonething kept himfromit.

He dropped his |l egs across the mattress edge and stood. He began to reel, and pressed both
hands agai nst his head, eyes closed, body rocking back and forth. He groaned, renenbering that
Barrett had given himpills. Damm fool! he thought. How | ong had he been unconsci ous?

He started for the door, noving like a drunken man, trying to maintain his bal ance. He
moved unevenly into the corridor and started toward Florence's room He entered and stopped. She
wasn't in bed. H's gaze junped to the bathroom Its door was open; there was no one there. He
turned and stunbled back into the corridor. What the hell was wong with Barrett, anyway? He tried
to nove faster, but the inpact inside his head was too painful. He stopped and | eaned agai nst the
wall, a billow ng of nausea in his stomach. He blinked and shook his head. The pain grew worse. To
hell with it! he thought. He staggered forward willfully. He had to find her, get her out of here.

He glanced into the Barretts' roomin passing, jarred to a halt. He noved inside and
| ooked around incredul ously. Barrett wasn't there; he'd left his wife alone! Fischer clenched his
teeth in fury. Wat the hell was going on?_ He noved across the roomas quickly as he could and
dropped his hand on Edith's shoul der

She jerked back from his touch, eyes open suddenly, gaping at him

"Where's your husband?" Fi scher asked.

She | ooked around in shock. "He isn't here?"

He watched dazedly as she stood. Fromthe | ook on her face, he saw that she was taken
aback by his appearance. "Never mnd," he nunbl ed, heading for the corridor. Edith didn't speak
She brushed past him calling, "Lionel!"

She was hal fway down the stairs before he'd reached the landing. "Don't go alone!" he
cried. She paid no attention. Fischer tried to hurry down the steps but had to stagger to a halt,
clinging to the rail as pain drove spikes into his skull. He | eaned agai nst the banister
trenbling. "Lionel!" he heard her calling as she ran across the entry hall. He heard an answering
call bel ow and opened his eyes. Were el se? he thought bitterly. Barrett was so anxi ous to prove
his point, he was |eaving his wife al one now, ignoring Florence. Stupid bastard!

Fi scher hobbl ed down the stairs and wal ked across the entry hall, teeth set against the
jolting pain. Entering the great hall, he saw Barrett and Edith standing by the Reversor. "Were
is she?" he demanded.

Barrett | ooked at him bl ankly.

"oVl

"She's not in her roon?"

"Would | ask if she was?" snarled Fischer

Barrett started linping toward him joined by Edith. Fromthe | ook on her face, Fischer
could tell she was upset with Barrett too. "But | listened," Barrett said; "I checked you awhile
ago. And the pills | gave her--"

"To hell with your pills!" Fischer cut himoff. "You think possession can be stopped with
pills?"

"l don't believe--"

"Screw what you believe!" Fischer's head was pounding so hard now that he could barely
see. "She's gone, that's all that matters!"”

"We'll find her," Barrett said; but there was no assurance in his voice. He | ooked around
uneasily. "We'll try the cellar first. She mght--"

He stopped as Fischer clutched his head, his face distended by a | ook of agony. "You'd
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better sit," he said.

"Shut up!" Fischer shouted hoarsely. He hunched over, naking retching noises.

"Fischer--" Barrett started forward.

Fi scher stunbled to a chair and dropped down heavily. Barrett approached as fast as he
could, followed by Edith. They stopped as Fischer jerked down his hands and | ooked at themin
shock.

"What ?" asked Barrett.

Fi scher began to shiver

"What is it?" Barrett's voice rose involuntarily. Fischer's |ook unnerved him

"The chapel ."

Edith's scream of horror pierced the air. She spun away and stunbled to the wall.

" Ch, ny dear God_," Barrett nurnured.

Fi scher wal ked unsteadily to the body and stared at it. Her eyes were open, | ooking
upward, her face the hue of pale wax. H s gaze shifted to her genitals. They were caked with
bl ood, the outer tissues shredded.

He twitched as Barrett stopped beside him "Wat _happened_to her?" the ol der man
whi sper ed.

"She was killed," said Fischer venomously. "Mirdered by this house." He tensed, expecting
Barrett's contradiction, but there was none. "l don't see how she could have gotten up with al
that sedative inside her," was all Barrett said, his tone one of guilt.

He saw that Fischer had turned to | ook at the crucifix lying nearby and did the sane.
Seeing the blood on its wooden phallus, he felt his stomach walls contract. "My God," he said.

"Not here," Fischer nmuttered. He shouted suddenly, as if he'd gone berserk: " There's no
God in this fucking house! "

Across the chapel, Edith jerked around to | ook at Fischer startledly. Barrett started to
speak, then held it back. He drewin a trenbling breath. The chapel snelled of gore. "W'd better
get her out of here.”

"Il do it," Fischer said.

"You'll need sone help."

"1l doit_."

Barrett shivered at the | ook on Fischer's face. "Very well."

Fi scher crouched besi de the body. Darkness pul sed before him and he had to put down both
hands to support hinself he felt them pressing into her blood. After a while his vision cleared,
and he | ooked at her face. _She tried so hard_, he thought. Reaching out, he closed her eyes as
gently as he coul d.

"What's that?" Barrett asked.

Fi scher glanced up, wincing at the pain the novenent caused. Barrett was staring at the
floor near Florence. He | ooked down. It was too gloony to see. He heard Barrett funble in his
pockets, then the scratching of a match end on a striking surface. The flare of light nmade his
eyes contract painfully.

She'd drawn a synbol on the floor, using a finger dipped in her blood. It was a crude
circle with sonething scrawled inside it. Fischer looked at it intently, trying to decipher it.
Abruptly he saw what it was. Barrett spoke at the same noment.

"It looks like the letter '"B.""

11: 47 A M

They stood in the doorway, watching Fischer's slowmy noving formuntil it vanished in the
m st. Then Barrett turned.

"All right,"” he said.

She followed himinto the great hall. Barrett hobbled quickly to the Reversor, and she
stopped to watch him trying not to think of Florence. Barrett nmade a final check on the Reversor
then turned to | ook at her

"It's ready," he said.

She wi shed, for his sake, she coul d experience the enotion he obviously felt. "I know this
monment is inportant to you," she said.
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"I mportant to science." He turned to the Reversor, set its timer, turned several knobs,
then, after hesitating for a nmonent, threw the swtch.

For several seconds Edith thought that nothing was happeni ng. Then she heard a resonant
humrise to audibility inside the giant structure and began to feel a throbbing in the floor

She stared at the Reversor. The humwas rising in pitch and volune, the vibration in the
floor increasing; she could feel it running up her legs, into her body. Power_, she thought--the
only thing that coul d oppose the house. She didn't understand it, but feeling its heavy throb in
her body, its reverberation starting to hurt her ears, she al nost believed.

She started as, behind the Reversor's grillwork, tubes began to glow with an intense
phosphorescence. Barrett backed off slowy. Hs fingers trenbled as he drew out his pocket watch.
Exactly noon. Fittingly precise, he thought. He pushed the watch into his pocket and turned to
Edith. "W have to go."

Their coats were on the table by the front door; Barrett had brought them down earlier
Hastily he hel ped her on with hers. As she assisted him she glanced toward the great hall. The
noi se of the Reversor was pai nful even here now. She could feel its pulsing in the floor beneath
her, hear the rattling of a vase nearby. "Quickly," Barrett said.

A nmonment |ater they had |left the house and were hurrying along the gravel path, around the
tarn, the sound of the Reversor fading behind them As they crossed the bridge, Edith saw the
Cadillac standing in the mst, and tightened at the thought of Florence being init.

Barrett pulled open the back door, flinching as he saw that Fischer had the bl anket -
covered body on the seat with him cradling its head and upper torso in his arms. "Couldn't we--"
he started, breaking off as Fischer glared at him He hesitated, then reshut the door. No point in
setting Fischer off. He was close enough to the edge as it was.

"She's in there _with_ hinP" Edith whispered.

"Yes."

Edith |l ooked ill. "I can't sit in there with--" She couldn't finish

"We'll sit in front."

"Can't we go back in the house?" she asked, fleetingly aware of the grotesqueness of her
requesting to go back inside Hell House.

"Absolutely not. The radiation would kill us."

She stared at him "All right," she finally said.

As they got into the front and cl osed the door, Barrett glanced into the rearview mrror.
Fi scher was bent over Florence's body, his chin resting on what nust have been the top of her
head. How badly had her death affected hin? he wondered.

Renenbering then, he turned to Edith. "Deutsch is dead," he told her

Edith didn't respond. At |ast she nodded. "It doesn't matter."

Unexpectedly, Barrett felt a flare of anger. _Doesn't it?_ he thought. He turned away. Wy
brood about it, then? He'd done his best to provide for her. If she didn't care

He willed away the anger. What el se could she say? He straightened up, grimacing at the
pain in his thunb. "Fischer?"

There was no reply. Barrett |ooked around. "Deutsch is dead," he said. "His son refuses to
pay us."

"What's the difference?" Fischer munbled. Barrett saw his fingers tightening on Florence
Tanner's shoul der. He turned back to the front and, reaching into his overcoat pocket, withdrew
the ring of keys. Fingering through them he found the ignition key and pushed it into its slot.
He turned the key enough to activate the dial needles without starting the engine. There wasn't
enough fuel to run the engine for forty mnutes so they could keep the interior warm Damm, he
t hought. He should have renenbered to bring nore bl ankets fromthe house, sone brandy.

He | eaned his head back, closed his eyes. Wll, they'd have to endure it, that was all.
Personally, he didn't care-- This nmonent was too engulfing for anything else in the world to
overshadow it.

Behi nd those wi ndowl ess walls sone several hundred yards distant, Hell House was dying.

12: 45 P. M

Barrett snapped his watch cover shut. "It's done."
Edith's face was w thout expression. Barrett started feeling disappointnent at her |ack of
response, then realized that she could not conceive of what had taken place inside the house.
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Reachi ng across the seat, he patted her hand, then turned. "Fischer?"

Fi scher was still slunmped over Florence, holding her body against hinmself. He | ooked up
slowy.

"WIl you go back in with us?"

Fi scher didn't speak

"The house is clear."

"Is it?"

Barrett wanted to smle. He couldn't blanme the man, of course. His claim _did_sound
preposterous after what had taken place this week. "I need you with nme," he said.

"\ 2"

"To verify that the house is clear."

"What if it isn't?"

"I guarantee it is." Barrett waited for Fischer's decision. Wen nothing happened, he
said, "It will take only a few mnutes."

Fi scher stared at himin silence for a while before he edged away from Fl orence's body
and, shifting carefully to a kneeling position on the floor, |lowered her to the seat. He | ooked at
her for several noments, then withdrew his arms and turned to the door

They cane together in front of the car. Dé a vu_, thought Edith. It was as though tine
had been reversed and they were about to enter Hell House for the first tine. Only the absence of
Fl orence prevented the illusion from being complete. She shivered, drawing up the collar of her
coat. She felt numb with cold. Lionel had run the engine and heater for brief periods of tine
during their wait, but mnutes after he switched off the engine each tinme, the cold had returned.

The wal k to the house was eerily rem niscent of Mnday's arrival: their shoes ringing on
the concrete bridge; her glancing back to see the |inmousine being swallowed by the mst; the
circling trudge around the tarn, its hideous odor in her nostrils; the crunch of gravel underneath
their shoes; the cold penetrating flesh; her feelings as the nassive house |ooned up in front of
them It was no use. She couldn't believe that Lionel was right. Wich nmeant that they were
wal ki ng back into a trap. They'd gotten out sonehow, three of them anyway. Now, incredibly, they
were returning. Even realizing that Lionel had to know the effect of his Reversor, it was
i mpossi ble to conprehend the suicidal folly of their nove

The final yards along the gravel path. The approach up the w de porch steps; the click of
shoes on concrete again. The doubl e doors ahead of them Edith shuddered. _No_, she thought,
won't go back inside.

Then Barrett had opened the door for her, and without a word she'd entered Hell House
agai n.

They stopped, and Barrett shut the door. Edith saw that the vase had fallen to the floor
and shattered.

Barrett | ooked at Fischer questioningly.

"I don't know," Fischer said.

Barrett tensed. "You have to open up."” WAs it possible that Fischer had no extrasensory
perception | eft? The thought that he might have to bring another psychic all the way to Mine
before finding out was appalling to him

Fi scher noved away fromthem He |ooked around uneasily. It did feel different. That could
be a trick, though. He'd been fooled before. He didn't dare expose hinself |ike that again.

Barrett watched himrestively. Edith gl anced at her husband and saw how i npati ent he was.

"Try, M. Fischer,"” he said abruptly. "I guarantee there'll be no trouble."
Fi scher didn't | ook around. He wal ked across the entry hall. Amazingly, the atnobsphere
had_ changed. Even wi thout opening up, he could sense that. Still, how nmuch_ had it changed? How

much faith could he really have in Barrett? Hi s theory had sounded good. But Barrett wasn't just
asking himto believe a theory. He was asking himto put his life at stake again.
He kept on wal king. He was passing through the archway into the great hall now, he heard

the Barretts' footsteps following. Entering the hall, he stopped and | ooked around. The fl oor was
littered with broken objects. Across fromhim a tapestry hung askew on its wall. Wat had the
Reversor _done?_ He wanted very much to know but was afraid to try to find out.

"_Well?_" asked Barrett. Fischer waved himoff. 1'll do it when |I'mready, he thought
angrily.

He stood i mobile, |istening, waiting.

On inmpul se then, he dropped the barriers. dosing his eyes, he spread his arms, his hands,
his fingers, drawing in whatever m ght be hovering in the atnosphere.

Hi s eyes jerked open, and he | ooked around in bafflenent.

There was not hi ng.
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Di strust returned. He whirled and darted past them Edith | ooked al arned, but Barrett
grabbed her arm preventing her frompanic. "He's startled because there's nothing to pick up." he
told her.

Fischer ran into the entry hall. Nothing. He raced down the corridor to the chapel, shoved
the door in violently. Nothing. He turned and ran to the steps, descending themwi th avid | eaps,
ignoring the pain in his head. Straight-armng through the pool doors, he raced to the steam room
pul l ed open its door, braced hinself.

Not hi ng.

He turned in awe. "I don't believe it."

He sprinted back along the pool and out into the corridor. He ran into the wine cellar
Not hi ng. He dashed back up the stairs, gasping for breath. The theater. Nothing. The ballroom
Not hing. The billiard room Nothing. He raced along the corridor with frenzied strides. The
ki tchen. Nothing. The dining hall. Nothing. He charged across the great hall, back into the entry
hall. Barrett and Edith were still there. Fischer rocked to a panting halt in front of them He
started to speak, then broke into a run for the stairs. Barrett felt a rush of exultation. "Done,"
he said. "It's _done_, Edith. Done! " He threw his arns around her, pulled her close. Her heart
was poundi ng. She still couldn't believe it. Yet Fischer was beside hinself. She watched him
| eaping up the staircase, two steps at a tine.

Fi scher ran across the corridor to the Barretts' room He plunged inside. Nothing!
Spinning with a dazzled cry, he ran into the corridor again, to Florence's room Nothing! Al ong
the corridor to his room Nothing! Over to Belasco's quarters. Nothing! God Al nmighty! _Nothing! _
Hi s head was poundi ng, but he didn't care. He raced along the corridor, flinging open doors to all
t he unused bedroons. Not hing! Everywhere he went, nothing, absolutely nothing! Jubilation burst
inside him Barrett had done it!

Hel | House was cl ear

He had to sit. Staggering to the nearest chair, he dropped down linply. Hell House
cleared. It was incredible. He thrust aside the knowl edge that he'd have to alter everything he'd
ever believed. It didn't matter. _Hell House had been cleared_, exorcised by that fantastic--what?-
-down there. H's |laugh broke hoarsely. And he had called it a pile of junk. Jesus God, a pile of
_junk! _ Wiy hadn't Barrett kicked himin the teeth?

He sl unped agai nst the chair, eyes closed, regaining breath.

Reaction cane abruptly. If shed lasted one nore hour. Just another _hour!_He felt a
sudden, angui shed rage at Barrett for having |l eft her al one.

It wouldn't last. It was overpowered by the awe he felt for the physicist. Patiently,
doggedl y, Barrett had done his work, knowi ng that they'd thought himwong. Yet he'd been right
all the tinme. Fischer shook his head in wondernent. It was a nmiracle. He inhal ed deeply, had to
smle. The air still stank

But not with the reek of the dead.

2:01 P. M

Fi scher braked a little as the Cadillac noved into another pocket of inpenetrable mst.
He'd decided to keep the car and sell it if he could, splitting the take with Barrett. Failing
that, he'd drive the damm thing into a | ake; but Deutsch would never see it again. He hoped that
Barrett had sone way of getting the Reversor out of Hell House before Deutsch could get his hands
onit. It had to be worth a snall fortune.

Reaching forward, he turned on the wi ndshield wi pers, his eyes fixed on the road as he
drove through the dark woods, trying to dovetail the pieces in his mnd

First of all, Barrett had been right. The power in the house had been a nassive residue of
el ectronagnetic radiation. Barrett had negated it, and it had vani shed. Were did that |eave
Fl orence's beliefs? Were they totally invalidated now? Had she, as Barrett had cl ai ned, created
her own haunting, unconsciously manipulating the energy in the house to prove her points? It
seermed to fit. It shook his own beliefs as well, but it fitted.

Still, why had her unconscious will chosen to effect a type of phenonena she'd never
effected in her life? To convince Barrett, to whom physi cal phenonena were the only neani ngfu
kind, the answer cane i mediately.

Al right, there really had been a Daniel Belasco, he thought. He'd been bricked inside
that wall alive by sonmeone, probably his father. That nuch Fl orence had picked up psychically,
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readi ng the house's energy like the nenory bank of a conputer. That Dani el Belasco was, therefore,
the haunting force had been her m staken interpretation of those facts.

Why had she carried it to such suicidal extremes, though? The question baffled him After
alifetime of intelligent nediunship, why had she literally killed herself to prove that she was
right? Was that the kind of person she'd really been? Had her outward behavi or been entirely a
deception? It seened inpossible. She'd functioned as a psychic for nmany years wi thout incurring
harm or inflicting it, as she apparently had on Barrett. Had the power of Hell House been so
overwhel mi ng that she sinply hadn't been able to cope with it? Barrett woul d undoubtedly say yes;
and it was true that, facing it that single tinme yesterday, he had al nbst been destroyed by its
enormty. Still

Fischer |it a cigarette and bl ew out snoke. He had to force hinself back to the
unassail abl e fact that the house was clear. Barrett had been right; there was no denying it. H's
theory made sense: shapel ess power in the house requiring the focus of invading winds in order to
function. What had the house been |ike between 1940 and | ast Monday? he wondered. Silent? Dormant ?
Waiting for sone new intelligence to enter? Undoubtedly--since Barrett was correct.

Correct.

He tried to fight away encroachi ng doubts. Damm it, he'd been in the housel He'd run from
roomto room conpletely opened. There'd been nothing. Hell House had been clear. Wy were these
stupid qual ns assailing him then?

_Because it was all too sinple_, he realized abruptly.

What about the debacles of 1931 and 1940? He'd been in one of them and knew how i ncredibly
conpl ex the events had been. He thought about the list Barrett had. There nust have been nore than
a hundred different phenonena item zed on it. This week's occurrences had been staggeringly
varied. It sinply didn't make sense that it had all been radiation to be turned off |ike a |anp.
True, there was no logic to back up his msgiving, but he could not dispel it. There had been so
many “final answers" in the past, people swearing that they knew the secret of Hell House.

Fl orence had believed it of herself and had been lured, by that belief, to her destruction. Now
Barrett felt _he_had the final answer. Ganted that he had what seened to be conplete
verification of his certainty. What if he was wong, though? If there'd been any recurrent nethod
at all to the house, it had been that at the noment when a person thought the final answer had
been found, the house's final attack was | aunched.

Fi scher shook his head. He didn't want to believe that. Logically, he _couldn't_ believe
it. Barrett had been right. The house was cl ear.

Abruptly he recalled the bloody circle on the chapel floor, the "B" inside it. Belasco,
obvi ously. Wiy had Fl orence done that? Had her thoughts been blinded by the inmmnence of death? O
crystallized?

No. It couldn't be Belasco. The house was clear. He'd felt it hinself, for Christ's sake
Barrett had been absolutely right. Electromagnetic radiation was the answer.

Why, then, was his foot pressing down harder and harder on the accelerator? Wiy was his
heart begi nning to pound? Wiy was there an icy prickling on the back of his neck? Wy did he have
this constantly increasing dread that he had to get back to the house before it was too late?_

2:17 P. M

Barrett canme out of the bathroom wearing robe and slippers. He linped to Edith's bed and
sat on the edge of it. She was |lying down, the conforter pulled over her. "Feeling better?" she
asked.

"Marvel ous. "

"How s the thunmb?"

“"I"ll have it checked as soon as we get hone." He wouldn't tell her that he'd tried to
unwi nd the bandage in the shower but had been forced to stop because he'd alnost fainted fromthe
pai n.

"Hone." Edith's snmile was benused. "I guess | still can't believe we're really going to
see it again."

"We'll be there by tonorrow." Barrett made a face. "We'd be there by tonight if Deutsch
Juni or wasn't such a--"

"--son of a bitch," she provided

Barrett smiled. "To put it mldly.

The snile disappeared. "lI'mafraid our security is
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gone, ny dear."
"You're my security," she said. "Leaving this house with you by ny side will be worth a
mllion dollars to ne." She took hold of his left hand. "Is it really over, Lionel? Al of it?"
He nodded. "All of it."
“"It's so hard to believe."
"I know." He squeezed her hand. "You don't mind if |I say | told you so, do you?"
"l don't mind anything as long as | knowit's over."

"It is."
"What a pity she had to die when the answer was so cl ose.”
"It _is_a pity. |I should have nade her |eave."

She put her other hand on his and pressed it reassuringly. "You did everything you could."

"l shouldn't have left her alone before."

"How coul d you have known she'd wake up?"

"I couldn't. It was incredible. Her subconscious was so intent on validating her delusion
that her systemactually rejected the sedation.”

"The poor woman," Edith said.

"The poor, self-defrauded wonan. Even to the final touch--scrawling, in her own bl ood,
that circle with the 'B'" inside it. She had to believe, even as she died, that she was right; that
it was Bel asco destroying her--the father or the son, | don't know which. She couldn't allow
herself to believe it was her own mind doing it." He winced. "How pitiful an end it rnust have
been; pain-racked, terrified--"

Seeing the ook on Edith's face, he stopped. "lI'msorry."

“It"'s all right."

He forced a smle. "Wll, Fischer should be back in an hour or so, and we can |eave." He
frowned. "Assunming he isn't detained when he brings in her body."

"Can't say I'll miss the old place," she said after a few nonents.

Barrett |aughed softly. "Nor can |I. Although"--he thought about it for a nmoment--"it is ny
scene of--how shall | termit?--triunph?"

"Yes." She nodded. "It _is_a triunmph. | can't really conprehend what you've done, but |
sense how terribly inportant it is."

"Well, if | do say so myself, it's going to give parapsychology rather a leg up into
polite society."

Edith sml ed.

"Because it's science,” he said. "No nunbo-junbo. Nothing the critics can pick at--though
I"msure they'Il try. Not that | argue with themwhen they cavil at the usual approach to psychic
phenonena. Their resentnent of the aura of trivial hunbug which hovers over nost of the phenonena
and its advocates is justifiable. By and large, _psi_ doesn't have an air of respectability.
Therefore the critics ridicule it rather than risk being ridiculed thenselves for exanmining it
seriously. This is _a priori_ evaluation, unfortunately--one hundred percent unscientific. They'l
continue to overlook the inport of parapsychology, I'mafraid, until they're able--as Huxley put
it--'"to sit down before fact as a little child--be prepared to give up every preconceived notion
foll ow hunbly wherever and to what soever abysses nature |eads."'"

He chuckl ed sel f-consciously. "End of discourse." Leaning over, he kissed her gently on
the cheek. "The speechifier |oves you," he said.

"Ch, Lionel." She slipped her arns around his back. "I love you, too. And |I'm so proud of

you.

She was asleep now Barrett carefully disengaged his fingers fromhers and stood. He
smled down at her. She deserved this sleep. She hadn't had a decent night's rest since they'd
entered Hell House.

H's snile broadened as he turned fromthe bed. Hell House was a misnoner now. Fromthis
day forth, it would be nerely the Belasco house

As he dressed with slow, contented novenents, he wondered what woul d happen to the house
It ought to be a shrine to science. Deutsch would doubtless sell it to the highest bidder, though
He grunted with anuserment. Not that he coul d i magi ne anyone wanting to own it.

He conbed his hair, looking at his reflection in the wall mrror. Hs eye was caught by
the rocking chair across the room and he sniled again. Al of that was over now, the endless
little outputs of neaningless kinetics. No nore winds or odors, no percussions; nothing.

He crossed the roomand went into the corridor, heading for the stairs. He was glad that
Fi scher had insisted on taking Florence Tanner's body into town i medi ately. He knew the ot her man
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woul d not have placed the body in the trunk, and it woul d have been terribly painful for Edith to
ride all the way to Caribou Falls with the body in the back seat. He hoped that Fischer didn't
take too long in returning. He was working up quite an appetite; his first of the week. A
cel ebration neal, he thought. Poor old Deutsch, it suddenly occurred to him he'd never know now.
Perhaps it was kinder that way. Not that Deutsch had wanted--or deserved--Kkindness.

He descended the staircase slowy, eying the enornmous entry hall. A nmuseum he thought.
Real | y, somet hing should be done with the house now that the terror had been exorci sed.

He hobbl ed across the entry hall. He'd exam ned his body in the full-Iength bathroom
mrror after taking his shower, imagining it was how a prizefighter's body | ooked after a
particularly grueling bout--the purple-black contusions everywhere. The burned skin on his calf

was still contracting, too; he could feel the tautness of the scal ded area pulling at the skin
around it. The abrasion on his shin still hurt as well; and, as for his leg and thunb--Barrett had
to smile. The Aynpics |I'mnot ready for, he thought.

He crossed the great hall, walking to the Reversor. Once again, he stared at the main dia

in awe: 14,780. He'd never dreaned the reading could be so high. No wonder this place had been the
Everest of haunted houses. He shook his head al nbst admringly. The house had been aptly naned.

He turned and linped to the table, frowning as he visualized the necessary packing. He
| ooked at the array of equi pnent. Maybe he woul dn't have to pack it, after all. If they put
bl ankets in the Iinousine trunk for padding, the equipnent could probably be wapped in towels or
sonet hi ng. Maybe they should take a few _objets d art_ as well, he thought, repressing a snile.
Deut sch woul d never miss them He ran a finger over the top of the EMR recorder

Its needle stirred.

Barrett twitched. He stared at the needle. It was notionless again. Odd, he thought.
Touchi ng the recorder nust have activated the needle by static electricity. It wouldn't happen
agai n.

The needl e junped across the dial, then fluttered back to zero.

Barrett felt a tic in his right cheek. Wat was happeni ng? The recorder couldn't function
on its own. EVMR was convertible to neasurable energy only in the presence of a psychic. He forced
a dry laugh. Gotesque if |I discover I'ma nediumafter all these years, he thought. He nade a
scof fi ng noi se. That was absurd. Besides, there was no radiation left in the house. He'd
elimnated it.

The needle started noving. It did not junp or flutter. It inched across the dial as though
recording a build-up of radiation. "No," Barrett said. Hs tone was irritated. This was | udicrous.

The needl e continued noving. Barrett stared at it as it passed the 100 mark, the 150 nmark
He shook his head. This was absurd. It couldn't record by itself. Mreover, there was nothing | eft
in the house to record. "No," he said again. There was nore anger than disnmay in his voice. This
sinply could not be.

H s head jerked up so suddenly that it hurt his neck. He watched the needle of the
dynanoreter begin to arc across its dial. This was _inpossible_. H's gaze | eaped to the face of
the thernoneter. It was starting to record a drop in tenperature. " No_," he said. H s face was
pale with malice. This was nonsense, totally ill ogical

He caught his breath as the canera clicked. He gaped at it and heard the filminside it
bei ng wound, heard the lens click shut again, He gasped again, nuscles spasnmed as the rack of
colored lights went on, turned off, went on again. " _No_." He shook his head unyieldingly. This
was not acceptable. It was a trick of some kind; it was fraudul ent.

He started violently as one of the test tubes broke in half, falling fromits rack to
clatter on the tabletop. _This cannot be! he heard a voice protesting in his mnd. Abruptly he
remenbered Fischer's single question. "No!" he snapped. He backed off fromthe table. It was
utterly inmpossible. Once dispelled, the radiation had no restorative power whatever

He cried out as the rack of lights began to flicker rapidly. "No!" he raged. He woul d not
believe it! The needles of his instruments were not all quivering across their dials. The
thernoneter was not recording a constant drop in tenperature. The electric stove had not begun to
gl ow. The gal vanoneters were not recording on their own. The canera wasn't taking photographs. The
tubes and vessels weren't breaking one by one. The EMR recorder needl e hadn't passed the 700 nark.
It was all delusion. He was suffering sone aberration of the senses. _This-coul d-not-be-
happening . "Wong!" he shouted, face distorted by fury. "Wong, wong, _wong! "

H's mouth fell open as the EMR recorder started to expand. He stared at it in horror as it
swel l ed as though its sides and top were nade of rubber. No . He shook his head in disavowal . He
was going nmad. This was inpossible. He would not accept it He would not--

He screaned as the recorder suddenly expl oded, screaned again as netal splinters drove
into his face and eyes. He dropped his cane and threw his hands across his face. Sonething shot
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across the table, and he jolted backward as the canera struck himon the legs. He lost his
bal ance, fell, heard equi pment crashing to the floor as though soneone were flinging it. He tried
to see but couldn't, staggered blindly to his feet.

It struck himthen, a crushing, arctic force that jerked himfromhis feet as though he
were a toy. A cry of shocked bew | dernment fl ooded fromhimas the glacial force propelled him
through the air and flung himviolently against the front of the Reversor. Barrett felt his left
arm snap. He shrieked in pain, dropping to the floor.

Agai n the unseen force grabbed hold of himand started draggi ng himacross the hall. He
couldn't break away fromit. Trying in vain to screamfor help, he bunped and slithered al ong the
floor. A nassive table blocked his way. Sensing it, he flung his right armup, crashed against its
edge, his bandaged thunb driven back against its wist. His nouth jerked open in a strangling cry
of agony. Bl ood began to spout fromthe hand. Yanked across the tabletop and sonersaulted down
onto the floor again, he caught an obscure glinpse of the thunb dangling fromhis hand by shards
of bone and skin.

He tried to fight against the power which hauled himbrutally across the entry hall, but
he was helpless in its grip, a plaything in the jaws of some invisible creature. Eyes staring
sightlessly, face a bl ood-streaked nmask of horror, he was dragged into the corridor feet first.
Hi s chest was filled with fiery pain as clutching hands crushed his heart. He couldn't breathe.
H s arnms and | egs were going nunb. His face began to darken, turning red, then purple. Veins
di stended on his neck; his eyes began to bulge. H s mouth hung open, sucking at the air in vain as
the savage force bounced hi mdown the stairs and drove his broken body through the sw ngi ng doors.
The tile floor rushed beneath him He was hurtled into space.

The water crashed around himicily. The clutching force dragged himtoward the bottom
Water poured into his throat. He started choking, struggled fitfully. The force would not rel ease
him Water gushed into his lungs. He doubled over, staring at the bottom as he strangled. Bl ood
fromhis thunb was clouding everything. The power turned himslowy. He was staring upward, seeing
through a reddi sh haze. There was soneone standing on the pool edge, |ooking down at him

The sound of his enfeebled thrashing faded. The figure blurred, began to di sappear in
shadows. Barrett settled to the bottom eyes unseeing once again. Sonewhere deep within the cavern

of his mind a faint intelligence still flickered, crying out in anguish: _Edith!_
Then all was bl ackness, |ike a shroud enfolding him as he descended into night.
2:46 P.M

Edith's left hand junped abruptly. Her weddi ng band had sheared in half and fallen to the
bed. She snapped her eyelids back. The room was dark. "Lionel?"

The door was opened. The corridor was dark, too. Soneone entered. "Lionel?" she said
agai n.

"Yes."

She sat up groggily. "Wat happened?"

“"Not hi ng to be concerned about. The generator just went out."

"Ch, no." She tried to see. It was too dark

"It's not inportant,” Lionel said. She heard his footsteps cross the room felt his weight
settle on the other side of the bed. She reached out nervously and felt his hand. "You're sure
everything is all right?"

"Of course." The hand began to stroke her hair. "Don't be afraid. Let's take advantage of
it."

"What ?" She reached for him but he was farther away than she'd thought.

"W haven't been together for a long tine." Lionel's hand slid down her cheek. "And you're
in need of it."

She made a questioning sound. His hand slid over to her left breast and began to squeeze
it. "Lionel, don't," she said.

"Why not?" he asked. "Aren't | good enough for you?"

"What are you--?"

"Fi scher's good enough,” he interrupted. "Even Florence Tanner was good enough." His
fingers tightened on her breast, hurting it. " How about a little pussy for the old man now?_

Edith tried to pull away his hand. She felt her heartbeat quicken. "No," she nurnured.

“Yes," he said. The hand noved down abruptly, shoving up her skirt to clutch between her
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legs. "_Yes, you leshian bitch_.
The Iights went on.
Edith screamed. The hand rel eased her, pulling back. It was bl oodl ess, severed at the

wist, floating up above her chest now, ganboling in the air before her stricken face, vein ends

dangling fromit. Edith recoiled against the headboard. The hand dropped to her breast again,

pi nching her nipple between its thunb and index finger. She cried out shrilly, tried to knock it

| oose. The hand junped forward like a | eprous spider, clanping on her face, cold and snelling of

the grave. A crazed shriek flooded fromher, and the gray hand flew back. Edith jerked her |egs
up, kicking at it berserkly. The hand junped up and started gesturing in the air, fingers

wiggling wildly.

Suddenly it darted downward, vanishing into the bedcl othes, and the conforter began to
swel |, ballooning quickly. Gasping, Edith flung herself across the mattress, springing to her
feet. She lurched around the corner of the bed, fleeing for the door. The conforter flew upward
In an instant, she was covered by a cloud of moths. Flailing at the surge of insects, she stunbled
blindly across the room The noths envel oped her conpletely, gray w ngs beating at her face,
bodies fluttering in her hair. She tried to scream but noths flew in her nouth; she spit them out
in horrified revul sion, pressed her |lips together. Mdths flewin her ears. Their dusty w ngs
whi pped frenzi edly agai nst her eyes. Both arns flung across her face, she crashed agai nst the
oct agonal table and began to fall.

Bef ore she hit the floor, the noths were gone. She | anded hard and scrabbled to her knees.
The tabl e thudded down nearby, pages of Lionel's manuscript spilling across the rug in front of
her. The pages |eaped into the air. She swng at themin mndless panic as they tore in shreds
bef ore her eyes. The pieces shot into the air and fluttered dowward |ike a rain of giant
snowf | akes. Edith backed away fromthem pushing at the floor with hands and feet. A nan began to
| augh. She | ooked around in terror. "Lionel," she nuttered. "Lionel." She heard her own voice
pl ayed back like a tape recording. "No," she pleaded. "No," her voice repeated. Edith whined. She
heard the whi ne again. She started crying, heard an echoed crying in the air. Wth a desperate
I unge, she found her feet and dashed across the room She jerked the door in, |eaped back with a
choki ng scream

Fl orence stood in the doorway, naked, staring at her, dark blood running down her thighs
and | egs. Edith shrieked. Darkness swept across her. She began to fall

She jerked erect as an electric current spasmed through her body. Darkness fled; she was
acutely conscious, know ng even as she flung herself into the enpty doorway that she hadn't been
allowed to faint. She lunged into the corridor and headed for the stairs. The air was thick with
m st. She snelled the odor of the tarn. A figure bl ocked her way. Edith jolted to a stop. The
worman wore a white gown. She was soaking wet, her dark hair plastered down across her gray face.
She was hol ding sonmething in her arms. Edith stared at it in loathing; it was half-forned,
nmonstrous. _Bastard Bog!_ a voice screaned in her nmind. She backed off, a denented npaning in her
t hr oat .

Somret hi ng spun her, slanmed agai nst her back. To keep fromfalling, she was forced to run
She wasn't headed for the stairs! She tried to stop herself and turn but couldn't control her
Iinbs. She screaned as Florence rushed at her. She felt the cold arns clanp around her, and her
screamwas cut off as the dead |ips crushed on hers. She reached up, gagging, crazed with terror
tried to pull the head away.

Fl orence vani shed. Edith's yanking notion nmade her fall. She | anded on her knees.
"Lionel!" she screaned. "Lionel!" roared a nocking voice. Cold wind rushed across her, whipping at
her clothes and hair. She tried to stand. Sonething icy crashed agai nst her neck. She screaned as
teeth dug deep into her flesh. Her hands flew up, but there was nothing. Fetid spittle trickled
down her skin. She felt the pitted indentations. "Lionel!" she screaned in angui sh.

"Here!" he answered. Edith's head jerked up. He was running down the corridor toward her!
She scranbl ed up and rushed toward him She threw herself against him Instantly she jerked back
staring at the man who held her. It was her father, with the slack expression of an inbecile on
his face, his red-ri med eyes regarding her with stupid glee, his nouth agape, his tongue
protruding. He started pulling her against him a sound of animal anusenent runbling in his chest.
He was naked, bloated. Edith wenched away fromhim She tried to run, but something smashed
agai nst her side. She |ost her balance and went floundering toward the banister that overl ooked
the entry hall. She crashed against it, crying out in pain. Her father advanced on her, hol ding
hi s enornmous penis with both hands. She started cl anbering across the rail, to die bel ow, escape
this horror.

Strong hands grabbed her. Edith whirled in horror. Lionel was holding her. She stared at
him refusing to believe. "Edith! It's nme!" The sound of his familiar voice made her fall against
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him sobbing. "Take me out of here," she begged.

"Ri ght away," he answered. Left armfixed around her back, he ran her to the stairs. She
| ooked at him He had no cane, he wasn't linping. "No," she nmpaned. "It's quite all right," he
sai d. He rushed her down the staircase. Edith tried to pull away fromhim "It's ne," he said. She
sobbed again. He wouldn't |et her go. Hollow | aughter rippled in the air. She | ooked around and
saw t he peopl e grouped bel ow, watching themelatedly. She turned to Lionel, but it wasn't Lione
anynore. It was a nonstrous caricature of him every feature gross, exaggerated, his voice a
vi ci ous nocking as he said, "lIt's ne. It's me." "No!" she screanmed. She westled with him
hel plessly. His grip was too strong. He wasn't even | ooki ng ahead. He was grinning at her as they
ran. Edith closed her eyes. Let it be quick! she pl eaded.

The entry hall, the corridor. She felt herself rushed along the floor. She couldn't nake a
sound. The theater door flew open; she was thrust inside. She opened her eyes and saw a crowd of
naked people sitting in the velvet chairs, keening with amusenent at her plight. She was half-
dragged up the steps. The bl oated parody of Lionel bound her to a post. She | ooked out at the
audi ence. They howed with fierce anticipation. Edith cried out as her clothes were ripped away.
The people cheered. It sounded nuffled, fromanother world. Edith heard a coughing grow and
turned her head. A crouching | eopard stal ked across the stage. She tried to scream but nothing
i ssued fromher throat. The audi ence screaned. Edith cl osed her eyes. The | eopard sprang. She felt
its huge teeth sinking deep into her head, its heated, blood-sour breath floodi ng across her face.
She felt its rear legs start to thrash berserkly, felt the talons ripping out her stomach. Bl ack
pai n seared her, and she fell back, shrieking.

She was crunpled on the dusty stage. Heartbeat staggering, she sat up. The theater was
enpty. No. There was soneone, sitting in the shadows of the |ast row, dressed in black. She seened
to hear a deep voice resonating in her mind. Wlcome to nmy house , it said.

She tried to stand. Her |egs began to buckle, and she fell against a wall. She pushed away
and staggered to the steps. Lionel stood in front of her. "It's me," he said. She cried out,
agoni zed. Laughter boomed inside the theater. Edith stunbled to the door and pushed it open
Li onel was standing in the corridor. "It's nme," he said.

She tried to nake the entry hall but couldn't; her body was turned to the side. Lionel was
wai ting on the landing of the cellar stairs. "It's nmel" he cried. The stairwell yawned before her
Li onel was standing at the bottom grinning up at her. "It's ne!" he cried. Edith whinpered,
clutching at the banister rail, half-pushed, half-descending on her own. Lionel was standing by
the nmetal doors

"It's me!" he cried. The sw nging doors flew open, crashed against the wall inside. Lione
was standing by the pool. "It's ne!" he cried. The force inpelled her toward him Edith staggered
forward, stopped beside the pool. She stared into the bl oody water

Li onel was floating just below the surface, staring up at her

Madness took her then. She backed off, screaming, stumbling out into the corridor. A
figure cane | eaping down the stairs and grabbed her by the arns. She fought it wth denented
strength, shrieks of frenzy flooding fromher throat. The figure shouted at her, but she heard
only her own voice. Sonething struck her on the jaw, and suddenly she was falling, screanng
endl essly, as she went plumreting into the depths.

3:31 P.M

Edith stirred again. Her eyes fluttered open. For several nonents she stared toward the
front of the car. Then she turned in confusion, twi tching as she saw him She | ooked at himin
questioni ng silence.

"I"'msorry | had to hit you,'

"That was you?"

He nodded.

Edith | ooked around abruptly. "Lionel."

"Hs body's in the trunk."

She started for the door, but Fischer restrained her. "You don't want to |look at him" She
continued struggling against his grip. "Don't," he said.

Edith fell back, averting her face. Fischer sat in silence, listening to her cry.

She turned to himabruptly. "Let's get out of here," she said.

He didn't nove.

he sai d.
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"What is it?"

“I"mnot |eaving."

Edith didn't understand.

“I'm goi ng back inside."

" Inside? " She | ooked appalled. "You don't know what it's like in there."

"l have to--"

"You don't know what it's like!" she cut himoff. "It killed my husband! It killed
Fl orence Tanner! It would have killed ne if you hadn't gotten back! No one has a chance in there!"

Fi scher didn't argue.

"Aren't two deaths enough? Do you have to die too?"

“I don't plan to die."

She clutched his hand. "Don't |eave me, please."”

"l have to."

" No_."

"l have to."

"Pl ease don't do it!"
"Edith, I _have_to.'

“No! You don't! You _don't!_ There isn't any reason to go back inside!"
"Edith." Fischer took her hand in both of his and waited for her crying to abate. "Listen

now.
She shook her head, eyes cl osing.
"I have to. For Florence. For your husbhand.”
"They woul dn't want you to--"
" I_ want it," Fischer interrupted. "I need it. If | |eave Hell House now, | night as well
crawl into ny grave and die. | haven't done a thing all week. While Florence and your husband were

doi ng everything they could to solve the haunting--"
"They couldn't solve it, though! There isn't any way of solving it!"

"Maybe not." He paused. "I'mgoing to try, though."”
Edith glanced up quickly at him then said nothing, silenced by his look. "lI'mgoing to
try," he said.

They were silent. Finally Fischer asked, "You drive, don't you?"

He saw a telltale flare of hope in her expression. "No," she said.

He smiled gently. "Yes, you do."

Edith's chin slunped forward on her chest. "You're going to die," she said. "Like Lionel
Li ke Fl orence."

Fi scher drew in a sl ow breath.

"Then | will," he said.

Fi scher crossed the bridge and trudged al ong the gravel path which ringed the tarn. He was
al one now. For several nonments the realization filled himwi th such dread that he al nbst turned
and ran.

Edith had been crying when she left; she'd tried, in vain, to control it. Tears running
down her cheeks, she'd turned the Cadillac and driven off into the mist. He had to go inside the
house now anyway. He couldn't walk to Caribou Falls in this cold.

The bottons of his tennis shoes made crunchi ng noi ses on the gravel as he wal ked. Wat was
he going to do? he wondered. He had no idea. Had Fl orence acconplished anything? Had Barrett? He
had no way of knowi ng. He might be confronted with starting fromthe beginning all over again.

He began to shake, stiffening his back to fight it off. It didn't nmatter what he had to
do. He was here; he'd do it. Edith would bring back food and leave it on the porch for him How
long it lasted didn't matter either. Only one thing counted at the nonent.

As he continued wal ki ng, he becane conscious of the nedallion Florence had given him
pressed against his chest. He'd told Edith he was doing this for Barrett too, but really it was
all for Florence. She was the one he could have hel ped, the one he shoul d have hel ped.

The house again, a m st-obscured escarpnment up ahead. Fischer stopped and |ooked at it. It
m ght have stood there for a thousand years. WAs there an answer to its haunting? He didn't know.
But if he couldn't discover it, then no one could: of that nuch he was certain.

He padded silently across the porch steps to the door. It was still ajar, the way he'd
left it when he'd carried Barrett's body to the car. He hesitated for a long tine, sensing that to
wal k inside would decide, finally and irrevocably, his fate.

"Hell." What fate did he have, anyway? He went inside and shut the door. Mwving to the
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t el ephone, he picked up the receiver. The |line was dead. Wat did you expect? he asked hinmself. He
dunped the receiver on the table. He was cut off absolutely now He turned and | ooked around.

As he crossed the entry hall, he had the feeling that the house was swall owing himalive.
6:29 P.M
Fi scher sat at the huge round table in the great hall, eating a sandwi ch and drinking a

cup of coffee; Edith had brought two sacks of food and |left again without a word. It's insane,
Fi scher was thinking. He'd thought it endlessly for the past hour

The atnosphere of Hell House was conpletely flat.

He hadn't even had to open up to realize it. The awareness had devel oped qui ckly as he'd
toured the house, first upstairs, all the bedroons, used and unused. |If there'd been any presence
in the air, he would have sensed it. There was nothing. It was grotesque. Wat had killed Barrett
so violently, then? What had alnost killed Edith? He'd felt that presence strongly as he'd rushed
down the cellar steps to rescue her before. Now it was gone; the house felt as clear as it had
after the Reversor had been used. It wasn't any kind of trick, either; he was sure of that. Wen
he'd opened up the first tine yesterday, he'd known that there was sonething lurking in the house.
He'd miscalculated its power and its cunning, but he'd known it was there.

Now it wasn't.

Fi scher stared at the floor. One of Barrett's gal vanoneters was |ying near his feet, its
si de cracked open, springs and coils protruding fromthe gash |ike polished entrails. H s gaze
shifted to the other equipnent |ying broken on the rug, shifted to the Reversor, and held on the
huge dent on its face. Something devastating had struck this room struck this equipnment, struck
Barrett.

Where had it gone?

He sighed, and propping the soles of his tennis shoes against the table edge, |eaned the
chair back slightly. Now what? he thought. He'd cone back inbued with fine dramatic resolution
For what? He was no further along than he'd ever been. There wasn't even anything to work with
now.

He' d wal ked through every roomon the first floor, stood for alnbst twenty mnutes in the
dining hall, looking at its weckage: the massive table wedged against the fireplace screen, the
gi ant sanctuary |lanp battered on the floor, the overturned chairs, the debris of broken crockery
and gl assware, the coffeepot and serving dish, the scattering of silverware, the dried food, the
coffee stain, the sallow blots of sugar and cream Staring at it all, he'd tried to cal cul ate what
had happened. Wi ch one of the two had been correct? Had Fl orence caused the attack, as Barrett
had claimed? O had it been Dani el Belasco, as Florence had insisted?

No way of knowi ng. Fischer had wal ked through the kitchen, out through the west doorway
and down the corridor to the ballroom What had nade the chandelier nove? El ectronagnetic
radi ation, or the dead?

The chapel. Had Dani el Bel asco possessed Fl orence?--or suicidal madness?

He'd gone into the garage, the theater, the cellar, wal ked along the pool, into the steam
room Wat had attacked Barrett there? M ndl ess power, or Bel asco?

The wine cellar. He'd stood there for mnutes, staring at the open section of wall
Not hi ng there; a void.

_Where was the power?_

Fi scher picked up the tape recorder and set it back on the table. Finding the extension
cord, he plugged it in, surprised to discover that it still worked. He reversed the spool, then
pressed the PLAY button.

"Hold it!" Barrett's voice said loudly. There were shuffling noises. He heard heavy
breathing; was it his? Then Barrett said, "M ss Tanner com ng out of trance. Premature retraction
causing brief system c shock." After several nonents of silence, the recorder was turned off.

Fi scher reversed the tape farther, played it back. "Teleplasm c veil beginning to
condense, " said Barrett's voice. Silence. Fischer remenbered the mistlike fabric which had covered
Fl orence's head and shoulders |like a wet shroud. Wiy had she manifested physical phenonmena? The
question still disturbed him "Separate filanment extending downward," Barrett's voice said.

Fi scher reversed the spool and switched the recorder to PLAY again. "Mediunm s respiration now two
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hundred and ten," Barrett's voice was saying. "Dynanmoneter fourteen hundred and sixty. Tenperature-
-" He stopped as someone gasped; Edith, Fischer recalled. Mmentary silence. Then Barrett's voice
said, "QOzone present in the air."

Fi scher stopped the spool, reversed it, let it run. Wat could he possibly hope to learn
fromreliving those nonents? They hadn't added up to anything, except to confirmto Florence what
she believed, and to Barrett what he believed. He stopped the spool, began to play the tape.
"Sitters: Doctor and M's. Lionel Barrett, M. Benjanmin--" Fischer switched it off and ran the tape
back farther still.

He stopped and played it, starting as the hysterical voice-- Florence's, yet so unlike
hers--cried out, "--don't want to hurt you, but | nust! I _nust! " A nonentary silence. The voice
near choking with venomas it said: "I warn you. _Get out of this house before I kill you all _."

Sudden bangi ng sounds. Edith's frightened voice asking, " _Wat's that? " Fischer stopped
the spool, reversed the tape, and listened to the threatening voice again. Had it been the voice
of Daniel Belasco? He listened to it five times, gleaning nothing fromit. Barrett could have been
right. It might have been Florence's subconscious creating the voice, the character, the threat.

Wth a nuffled curse, he reversed the tape again and played it back. "Leave house," said
the inmperious voice of Red doud. Had there ever been such an entity, or had it, too, been a
segnent of Florence's personality? Fischer shook his head. There was a grunting noise. "No good,"
said the voice, deep-pitched, but conceivably Florence's, forced to a | ower register. "No good.
Here too long. Not listen. Not understand. Too nuch sick inside." Fischer had to smile, although
it pained him It was such a poor excuse for the voice of an Indian. "Limts," it was saying.
"Nations. Terms. Not know what that nmean. Extrenes and limts. Term nations and extremties.” A
pause. "Not know. "

"Shit," said Fischer, jabbing in the button which stopped the spool. He reversed it
farther, switched it on. Silence. "Now, if you'd--" Barrett began. "Red O oud Tanner wonman gui de,"
Fl orence interrupted in the deep voice. "Quide second mediumon this side."

He listened to the entire sitting: the runbling voice of the Indian; the description of
the caveman entity; the "arrival” of "the young man"; the hysterical voice, threatening them the
fierce percussions; Barrett's voice describing the unexpected onset of physical phenonena.

The second sitting: Florence's invocation and hymm; her sinking into trance--the | ow
pi tched, wavering nmoans, the wheezing inhalations; Barrett's inpersonal voice recording instrunent
readi ngs; his description of the materialization; the rolling laugh; Edith's scream

The tape noved soundl essly. Fischer reached out and switched off the recorder. _Zero_, he
t hought. Who had he been kidding, to conme charging back in here |ike Don Qui xote? Wat a | augh

He stood. Well, he wasn't leaving. Not until sonmething happened. Not until he started to
pick up the threads. There had to be an answer sonmewhere. Al right, he'd wal k around the house
again. He'd keep on ferreting in corners until he found that little note of insight he was
searching for. The house felt flat, but somewhere there was sonething still alive, sonething
power ful enough to nurder.

He was going to find it if it took a year

As he noved across the great hall, he began to open up. There seened no danger to it now.
There seenmed no point to it, either. Still, he had to do sonething.

He had scarcely let the last of his defenses down when sonething pushed him He was noving
into the entry hall, and the unexpected shove al nost made himfall. Staggering to one side, he

crossed his arnms automatically, braced for resistance.

There was no nore. Fischer scow ed. He knew that he should open up again. Here was
sonet hing tangi ble at last. Except that it had caught himby surprise. He didn't dare expose
hinsel f the way he had yesterday.

He stood hesitantly, sensing the presence hovering around him wanting to confront it but
afraid to.

Enraged at his weakness, he opened up

| medi ately sonething clutched his armand flung himtoward the south corridor. Fischer
stunbled to a halt. He renoved his crossed arns, which had, with instant selfprotection, covered
his solar plexus. He had to stop this opening and closing |ike a goddamed fri ghtened cl am

He opened the door inside hinself enough to feel the presence squeezing in. Again he was
inmpelled toward the corridor. It was as though invisible hands were plucking at his clothes,
hol di ng his hand, clutching at his arm He noved along with it, amazed by the bl andness of the
presence. This was no dark, destructive force. This was |ike sone unseen nmai den aunt hasteni ng him
to the kitchen for m |k and cookies. Fischer alnost felt inclined to snile at the feel of it--
i nsistent, yes, demanding, but totally devoid of nenace. He gasped at the sudden thought:
Fl orence! She had sworn the answer lay in the chapel! A rush of joy burst through him Florence
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hel pi ng himl He pushed in through the heavy door and went inside.

The chapel was oppressively still. Fischer |ooked around as though to see her. There was
not hi ng.

_The altar_.

The words had flashed across his nmind as clearly as though sonmeone had spoken them al oud.
He noved quickly down the aisle, wincing as he stepped across the cat, then the fallen crucifix.
He reached the altar and | ooked at the open Bible. The page he saw was headed BI RTHS. "Dani el
Myron Bel asco was born at 2:00 AM on Novenber 4, 1903." He felt a chilling disappointnment. That
wasn't it; it couldn't be.

He started as the pages of the Bible were flung over in a bunch. Now individual pages
began to whirl by so fast he felt a breeze across his face. They stopped. He | ooked down, couldn't
tell which paragraph he was neant to see. He felt his hand being lifted, let it nove to the page
Hi s index finger settled on a line. He bent across the book to read it.

_If thy right eye offend thee, pluck it out_."

He stared at the words. It seened as though Florence were standi ng beside him anxious and
i mpatient; but he didn't understand. The words nmade no sense to him

"Fl orence--" he started.

He jerked his head up at the tearing sound behind the altar. A strip of wall paper was
hangi ng down, revealing the plaster wall behind it.

Fi scher cried out as the nedallion burned agai nst his chest. Reaching frantically inside
his shirt, he yanked it out and dropped it with a hiss of pain. It broke in pieces on the floor
Fi scher stared at it in dazed confusion. A wedge like the head of an arrow had fallen fromthe
other parts. It seened to be pointing at--

It cane with an appalling rush. Like sone native paralyzed to nmindless terror by the roar
of an approaching tidal wave. Fischer |ooked up dunbly.

In the next nonent, the power had smashed agai nst himviolently, driving himbackward. He
screanmed in horror as it flung himto the floor and covered himwi th crushing bl ackness. There was
no resisting it. Helplessly, he lay there as the cold force flooded through him swelling every
vein with dark contamination. Nowl a voice howed in his mnd, triunphantly. And suddenly he
knew the answer, just as Florence Tanner had, and Barrett had, and knew that he was being told
because he was about to die.

He didn't nmove for a long tinme. His eyes did not blink. He | ooked |ike a dead man spraw ed
on the floor.

Then, very slowy, face without expression, he got up and drifted to the door. Pulling it
open, he wal ked into the corridor and headed toward the entry hall. He wal ked to the front door
opened it, and went outside. Crossing the porch, he descended the broad steps, reached the grave
path, and started walking on it. He stared strai ght ahead as he wal ked to the edge of the tarn and
stepped into the glutinous ooze. The water rose above his knees.

He seemed to hear a distant cry. He blinked, kept moving. Sonething crashed into the water
with him grabbed his sweater, jerked himback. There was an acid wenching in his vitals and he
gasped in pain. He tried to throw hinself into the water. Sonmeone tried to pull himback to shore.
Fi scher groaned and pulled away. The col d hands grabbed him by the neck. He snarled and tried to
break away fromthem Hi s stonach nuscles knotted, and he doubl ed over, falling to his knees. Icy
wat er spl ashed across his face. He shook his head and tried to rise, to nove into the tarn again.
The hands kept pulling at him Looking up, he saw, as through a veil of gelatin, a white,
distorted face. Its lips were nmoving, but he couldn't hear a sound. He stared up dazedly. He had
to die. He knew that clearly.

Bel asco had told himso

7:58 P. M

For the past hal f-hour Fischer had been hunched in the corner of the seat, face as white
as chal k, teeth chattering, arnms crossed across his stomach, eyes unblinking for nminutes at a
time, staring sightlessly ahead. Hi s shaking had kept disl odging the bl anket from his shoul ders;
Edith had had to draw it around himrepeatedly. Fischer had not responded to her attentions in any
way. She m ght have been invisible to him

It had taken her what seened an endl ess anpbunt of tine to prevent himfromwal king into
the tarn. Although his struggles had becone progressively weaker, his obvious intention to drown
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hi nsel f had persisted. Like a somanbulist, he had tried stubbornly to west hinself away from
her. Nothing she'd said or done seened to help. He hadn't spoken, was al nost soundless in his
single-mnded attenpt at suicide. Pulling at his clothes, clutching at his hands and arns and
hair, slapping his face, Edith had thwarted his efforts again and again. By the tine his struggles
had finally ended, she'd been as soaked and shivering as he.

She | ooked around, trying to see the gasoline gauge. She'd been running the notor and
heater since she'd gotten himinto the car; the Cadillac was warm now. She saw that there was
still more than half a tank, and turned back. The tenperature did not appear to have the slightest
effect on Fischer. Hi s shivering continued unabated. Still, it was nore than cold, she knew. She
stared at his palsied features. Full circle; she could not avoid the thought.

The 1970 attenpt on Hell House was one nore itemon the list of failures.

Fi scher tw tched convul sively and closed his eyes. Hi s teeth stopped chattering; his body
was imobile. As Edith watched in anxious silence, she saw faint streaks of color returning to his
cheeks.

Several mnutes |ater he opened his eyes and | ooked at her. She heard a dry, crackling
sound in his throat as he swall owed. He reached out slowy toward her, and she took his hand. It
was as cold as ice.

"Thank you," he nurnured.

She coul dn't speak

"What time is it?"

Edith | ooked at her watch and saw that it had stopped. She twi sted around to | ook at the
dashboard. "Just past eight."

Fi scher sank back with a feeble groan. "How did you get ne here?"

He |istened as she told him Wen she was through, he asked, "Wy did you conme back
agai n?"

"I didn't think you should be al one."

"In spite of what happened to you before?"

"I was going to try."

His fingers tightened on hers.

"What happened?" she asked.

"I was trapped.”

"By what ?"

"By _whom."

She wait ed.

"Fl orence told us,

"What ?"

"The 'B'" inside the circle," Fischer answered. "Bel asco. Al one."

" _Alone?_" She couldn't conprehend it.

"He created everything."

"How do you know?"

"He told me so," he said. "He let ne know, because | was about to die.

"No wonder the secret was never found. There's never been anything like it in the history
of haunted houses: a single personality so powerful that he could create what seened to be a
conplex multiple haunting; one entity appearing to be dozens, inposing endl ess physical and nenta
effects on those who entered his house--utilizing his power |ike sone soloist perfornming on a
giant, hellish console.™

Fi scher said. "She _told_wus, but | didn't have the brains to see."

The notor was off now, the car was getting cold. They should be getting into town, but
sitting in the darkness, stunned, subdued, she couldn't stir herself as Fischer's voice droned on

"I think he knew, fromthe second we entered, that Florence was the one to concentrate on
She was our weakest |ink; not because she had no strength, but because she was so willingly
vul nerable to him

"When she sat on Monday ni ght, he rmust have fed her various inpressions, |ooking for one
that would create a response in her. It was the young man that 'took' in her mnd-- the one
Fl orence cane to identify as Dani el Bel asco.

"At the sane tine, in order to use her agai nst your husband, Belasco caused her to
mani f est physi cal phenonena. It served a nultiple purpose. It verified your husband's beliefs. It
was the first wedge in Florence's assurance; she knew she was a nmental nedium and even though she
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tried to convince herself that it was God's will, it always distressed her. She knew it was wong.
W bot h did.

"And, as a third effect, it prevented your husband from bringi ng another psychic into the
house after | refused to sit for him" H's eyes flinted. "Bel asco keeping the group to a workable
nunber .

"Then," he continued, "he started to evolve a situation of hostility between Fl orence and
your husband. He knew that they di sagreed on their beliefs, knew that, subconsciously. Florence
woul d resent your husband's insistence on the physical examnation, the intimation--however
politely phrased-- that she was capable of fraud, even if it was involuntary. Belasco worked on
that resentnent, worked on their differences of belief, built themup, then caused the poltergeist
attack in the dining hall, using some of Florence's strength but nostly his own. Again, a nultiple
purpose was served. First, it weakened Fl orence, nade her doubt her notivations. Second, it
i ncreased the aninosity between her and your husband. Third, it further verified your husband's
convictions. Fourth, it injured him frightened hima little."

"He wasn't frightened,"” Edith said; but there was no conviction in her voice

"He kept on working on Florence," Fischer said, as though she hadn't spoken, "draining her
physically and nentally: the bites, the cat's attack--underm ning her strength on the one hand,
el aborating her m sconception about Daniel on the other. Wen her confidence was flaggi ng nost,
because of what your husband said, Belasco let her find the body--even staging an apparent
resistance to her finding it, to make it nore convincing.

"So she becane persuaded that Dani el Belasco haunted the house. To guarantee the
conviction, Belasco led her to the tarn in her sleep, let 'Daniel' rescue her, even gave her a
fleeting glinpse of hinself rushing fromthe tarn. She was positive then. She cane to ne and told
me what she thought--that Belasco controlled the haunting by mani pul ating every other entity in
t he house. She was so close. _My God! _ Even fool ed every step of the way, she alnpst had it. That
was why she was so certain. Because, in everything she said, there was only the thinnest wall
bet ween her and the actual truth. If I'd hel ped her, she m ght have broken through, m ght have--"

Fi scher stopped abruptly. For a long tinme he stared through the window. Finally he went
on.

"It was a matter of timng," he said. "Belasco nust have known that, sooner or |ater

Fl orence woul d cone up with the right answer. So he concentrated on her even nore, used her nenory
about her brother's death, and tied it in to her obsession about Daniel Belasco. Her brother's
grief becane Daniel's grief, her brother's need"--Fischer clenched his teeth-- "becane Daniel's."

H s expression was one of hatred now "He clinched it by finally letting her into the
chapel. Admitting her to the very place she was positive possessed the secret of Hell House. It
was his final stratagem showi ng her the Bible entry nade when his son was born. Bel asco knew
she'd believe it, because it was exactly what she was |ooking for--a final verification. There was
no roomleft in her mind for doubt after that. There had been a Dani el Belasco, and his spirit
needed her hel p. Conbining the facts of his son's existence with her |asting sorrow for her
brother's death, Belasco had convinced her."

Edith twitched as, unexpectedly, Fischer drove the edge of a fist against his palm "And |
sensed what that help was going to be. | knew it inside!" He turned his face away fromher. "And I
let it go. Let her do what she shoul d never have done, |et her destroy herself.

"From then on, she was lost,"” he went on bitterly. "There was no way | could have gotten
her out of the house; | was a fool for thinking that | could. She was his . . . a puppet to be
pl ayed with, tortured.” Again, the sound of self-derision. "There | sat at the table while your
husband expl ai ned his theory to us, know ng she was possessed, yet not even questioni ng why--
suddenly, illogically--she was so quiet and attentive, on her best behavior. Because it wasn't her
listening at all; it was Bel asco.

"He wanted to hear the details."

"WAs it himthat tried to break the Reversor, then?"

"Why should he break it? He knew it wasn't any danger to him"

"But you said the house was clear after Lionel used it."

"Anot her of Belasco's tricks."

"l can't believe--"

"He's still in that house, Edith," Fischer interrupted, pointing. "He nurdered your
husband, rmnurdered Fl orence, al nbst nurdered you and ne--"

H s laugh was cold with defeat. "His final jest. Even though we actually know his secret
now, there's not a dam thing we can do about it."

file://IC|/12590%20Sci-Fi%20and%20Fantasy%?20...s/Richard%20Matheson%20-%20Hell%20House.txt (111 of 117) [12/29/2004 2:32:57 PM]



file:/11C|/2590%620Sci - Fi %20and%20Fantasy %20E-books/Ri chard%20M atheson%620-%20Hel 1 %620House. txt

8:36 P.M

Fi scher held back as they reached the house. Edith turned to face him He was staring at
the doors. "Wat is it?" she asked.

"I don't knowif I can go back in."

She hesitated, finally said, "I have to have his things, Ben."

Fi scher didn't respond.

"You said if you were closed off, Belasco couldn't touch you."

"l said a lot of things this week. Mst of them wong."

“"Shall | go in, then?"

He was silent.

“Shall 2"

Stepping to the doors, he pushed the right one open. He | ooked inside for several nonents,
then turned to her. "I'Il be as fast as | can," he said

Fi scher stepped inside the house. For a few minutes he stood notionless, anticipating.
When not hi ng happened, he started across the entry hall, heading for the stairs. Again the
at nrosphere was flat. It did not assuage his fears this tine. As he ascended the steps quickly, he
wondered if Belasco was still in the chapel or noving about the house. He hoped that being cl osed

of f was enough defense. He wasn't even sure of that now. Entering the Barretts' room he threw
their suitcases on the bed and opened them

What had unnerved himas nuch as anything, he thought as he started packing, was the
realization that Barrett had been wong. The man had seenmed so confident; everything he'd said had
made so much sense. Still, what did that weigh against the fact that he'd fail ed?

Fi scher noved qui ckly between bed, closet, and bureau, grabbing clothes and other persona
bel ongi ngs and tossing theminto the two open suitcases. Belasco nust have decided, fromthe
start, never to show hinmself, he thought. If no one ever saw him they could never think himthat
important a part of the haunting. If, instead, they observed a fantastic array of phenonena, al
apparently di sconnected, they would work on separate el enents of those phenonena, never once
realizing that he was the cause of all of them Bastard, he thought. H's features hardened, and
with angry novenents he began to cramthings together in the suitcases so he could shut the I|ids.

The only thing he coul dn't understand was why Bel asco-- so diabolically efficient when it
came to plotting Florence's and Barrett's overthrow -had chosen such an inefficient way to finish
him Sending himaway fromthe house could not have been fail-proof under any circunstances. |f
Bel asco' s power was unlimted, why had he chosen such an inept nethod?

Fi scher stopped packing abruptly.

_Unl ess that power was not unlimted any nore_.

Was it possible? He'd certainly been vulnerable to Belasco in the chapel. If there had
ever been a time when Bel asco shoul d have been able to crush him that had been the tinme. Yet,
despite that, the nost he'd been able to do was direct himto commit suicide in the tarn. _Wy?_
Had Fl orence been right about him too? Was his own power really so vast? He shook his head. That
didn't nake sense. It was ego-flattering, but unconvincing. Maybe when he was a boy, but not now.
More acceptable an idea was that Belasco hadn't been strong enough to destroy him after destroying
Barrett and Fl orence.

Again, _why?_ Wth such power at his disposal as he'd manifested all week, why should he
be weakened now? It couldn't be that the Reversor had worked. If it had, Belasco woul d be gone.

VWhat was it, then?

Edith stanmped her feet on the porch, waiting for Fischer's return. The bl anket she'd
wr apped around hersel f was not keeping her warm her clothes, still danp, were getting chilled
again. She |looked into the entry hall. Wuld it hurt to step a few feet inside and get out of the
wor st of the col d?

She had to do it finally. Entering the house, she closed the door and stood beside it,
| ooki ng toward the staircase

It seened as if they'd cone into this house in another life. Mnday seenmed as distant in
her mind as the tinme of Christ. That had been one reason she'd cone back. Now that Lionel was
gone, nothing seened inportant anynore.

She wondered how long it would take before the full inpact of his death hit her. Maybe
when she saw his body again.
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She thrust aside the thought. Had it been only yesterday that she'd come down those stairs
after Fischer? She shivered. She'd been such an easy prey for Bel asco.

When she was exanining Florence, it had been Belasco |looking in at her, noting her
enbarrassnent. Bel asco had shown her the photos, nmade her drink the brandy, turned her fear of
possessi ng | eshian tendencies into a thoughtless counterdesire for Fischer; she winced at the
menory. How weak she was; how easily Bel asco had nani pul ated her

She thrust aside that thought as well. Every thought about Belasco was an affront to
Li onel 's menory. She was al nost sorry she'd come back, to discover that he'd been wong in
everything he'd said and done.

She grimaced with self-accusing guilt. How could his entire body of work have been for
not hi ng? She felt herself tighten with anger against Fischer for destroying her faith in Lionel
What right had he to do that?

A rush of sudden angui sh made her start across the entry hall. Ascending the stairs, she
crossed the corridor. The two suitcases stood outside their room She |ooked around, heard sounds
in Fischer's room and noved there rapidly.

He started as she canme in. "I told you--"

"I know what you told nme," she interrupted. She had to get it out before he spoke. "I want
to know why you're so sure ny husband was w ong."

"1'"'mnot."

The inpetus of her anger carried her past the point of reaction. She began to speak again
then had to catch herself and backtrack. "What?"

"I"'mwondering if he might have been partially right."

"l don't--"

"You recall what Florence said?"

"WWhat ?"

"She said, 'Can't you see that _both_ of us can be right?'"

"I don't understand.”

"I"mwondering if Belasco's power is electromagnetic radiation, as she said,"” Fischer told
her. "I'mwondering if he was weakened by the Reversor."

He scow ed. "But why would he allow hinself to be weakened? It doesn't nake sense.
Especi al |y when he had a chance to weck the Reversor."

Edith wouldn't listen to his objection. Eager to restore validity to Lionel's work, she

said, "Maybe he _is_ weakened, though. You said he trapped you in the chapel. If he was stil
powerful, why would he have to do that? Wiy not attack you anywhere you were?"

Fi scher didn't | ook convinced. He started pacing. "It might explain why he lured ne
there," he said. "If, in coming out after the Reversor had weakened him he used up nost of his
remai ni ng energy to destroy your husband and attack you--" He broke off angrily. "No. It doesn't
add up. If the Reversor worked at all, it would have dissipated all his power, not just part of

it."
"Maybe it wasn't strong enough. Maybe his power was too great for even the Reversor to
destroy it entirely."

"I doubt it," he said. "And that still wouldn't explain why he'd allow the Reversor to be
used at all when he had a chance to destroy it _before_ it could be used."
"But Lionel believed in the Reversor," she persisted. "If Belasco had destroyed it before

it could be used, wouldn't that be as nuch as an admi ssion, to Lionel, that he was right?"

Fi scher studied her face. Sonething was needling up inside him sonething that had the
sanme exhilarating sense of rightness he'd felt when Florence had told himher theory about
Bel asco. Seeing his expression, Edith hurried on, desperate to convince himthat Lionel had been
right, even if only partially. "Wuldn't it be nore satisfying to Belasco to | et Lionel actually
use the Reversor, _then_ destroy hin?" she asked. "Because Lionel nust have believed that he was
wong when he died. Wuldn't that be what Bel asco woul d want ?"

The feeling was increasing steadily. Fischer's mnd struggled to fit the pieces together.
Coul d Bel asco really have been so deternined to destroy Barrett in just that way that he'd
deliberately I et hinself be weakened? Only an egomani ac woul d- -

It sounded |ike a groan that shuddered upward fromhis vitals.

"What ?" she asked in alarm

"Ego, " he said.

He pointed at Edith without realizing it. "Ego," he repeated.

"What do you nean?"

"That's why he did it that way. You're right; it wouldn't have been satisfying to himany
other way. But to let your husband actually use his Reversor, apparently dissipate the power--and
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when your husband was at the peak of his fulfillment, to get himthen." He nodded. "Yes. Only that
way coul d satisfy his ego

"He had to |l et Florence know before she died that it was himal one. Ego. He nust have told
your husband, too. Ego. He let you know in the theater. Ego. He had to let ne know. Ego. It wasn't
enough to lure us to our destruction. He had to tell us, at the precise nonent when he had us
powerl ess, that it was him Except that, by the tinme he got to ne, nost of his power was used up,
and he couldn't destroy ne. All he could do was direct ne to destroy mnyself."

He | ooked suddenly excited. " _What if he can't |eave the chapel now?_ "

"But you said he nade you go there.”

"What if he didn't? What if it _was_ her? Wiat if she _knew_ he was trapped in there?"

"But why would she | ead you to destruction?"

Fi scher | ooked distressed. "She wouldn't. Wiy would_ she lead ne there, then? It had to
be for a reason.”

He caught his breath. "The Bible entry." There was a throbbing in his system he had not

experienced since he was a boy, the pulsing of force inside him crying for release. " _If thy
right eye offend thee, pluck it out_." He paced restlessly, feeling hinmself near the edge of the
preci pice, the mst about to part in front of him the truth about to appear. " _If thy right eye

of fend thee--

He couldn't get it; turned his nind away fromit. Wat el se had happened in the chapel ?
The torn wal | paper. What had that neant? The nedal lion--broken, |like a spearhead pointing at the
altar. And, on the altar, the open Bible. "God." H's voice was trenbling, eager. He was so cl ose--
so close. " _If thy right eye offend thee, pluck it out_." Ego, the thought recurred. " _If thy
right eye offend thee, pluck it out_." Ego . He stopped, his inner senses heightening with
awar eness. He was al nost there. Sonething; _something . " If thy right eye--_

"The tape!" he cried.

He whirled and rushed for the doorway. Edith ran after himas he plunged into the corridor
and over to the staircase. He was hal fway down before she'd reached the |anding, springing down
the steps with vaulting | eaps. Edith descended as quickly as she could and ran across the entry
hal I .

He was at the great-hall table, listening to the tape recorder. She bit her lip
involuntarily as she heard Lionel's voice. "--causing brief system c shock." Fischer nade a
grunbl i ng sound and shook his head as he pressed the REVERSE button and turned the spool back
pressed the PLAY button again. "Dynamoneter fourteen hundred and sixty," Lionel's voice said.

Fi scher nade an inpatient sound and reversed the spool again, waited, pushed the button for PLAY
position. Edith heard Florence's voice saying, " Get out of this house before | kill you all .
Fi scher snarl ed and punched the REVERSE button again. He switched to PLAY. "Here too |ong,"

Fl orence's voi ce said deeply, supposedly the voice of her Indian guide. "Not |isten. Not
understand. Too nuch sick inside." There was a pause. Fischer |eaned across the table tensely,
unawar e that he was doing so. "Limts," said the voice. "Nations. Terms. Not know what that nean.
Extrenmes and limts. Terminations and extremties."

Edith flinched as Fischer cried out with a savage glee. He reversed the tape and played it
again. "Extremes and limts. Term nations and extrem ties." Fischer snatched up the tape recorder
and held it high above his head in triunph. "She knew" he shouted. "She knew She knew " He flung
the tape recorder across the room Before it had crashed to the floor, he was running for the
entry hall. "Cone on!" he shout ed.

Fi scher sprinted across the entry hall and down the corridor, followed by Edith. Wth a
howl I|ike that of an attacking Indian, he flung open the chapel door and | eaped inside. "Bel asco!"

he roared. "I'm here again! Destroy nme if you can!" Edith ran in beside him "Conme on!" he yell ed.
"Both of us are here now Finish us! Don't |eave the job half done!"

Massi ve silence fell, and Edith heard how strangely Fi scher breathed. "Cone on," he
munbl ed to hinsel f.

He shouted suddenly, " _ Cone on, you |ousy bastard! "

Edith's gaze | eaped toward the altar. For a nonent she could not believe her hearing. Then
the sounds grew | ouder, clearer, unnistakable.

Appr oachi ng foot st eps.

She drew back automatically, eyes fixed on the altar. The footsteps were | ouder now. She
was unconsci ous of Fischer's hand restraining her. She gaped at the altar. The sounds were getting
| ouder every second. The floor began to shake. It was as though an unseen gi ant were approaching

Edi th whinpered, pulling constantly at Fischer's grip. The footsteps were al nost deafening
now. She tried to lift her hands to shield her ears but could lift only one. The chapel seened to
shudder with the thundering noi ses conming closer, closer. She jerked back hard, her cry of panic
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engul fed by the titanic, crashing footsteps. Coser; closer. W' re going to die, she thought.

_We're going to die!_

She screaned as a violent explosion filled the chapel; closed her eyes involuntarily.

Deat hly silence nmade her open them

She | urched back, gasping. Fischer held her. "Don't be afraid.” Hs voice was taut with
excitenment. "This is a special nonent, Edith. No one's ever seen his nibs before; not unless they
were about to die, that is. Take a good | ook, Edith. Meet Eneric Belasco. ' _The Roaring Gant_."'"

Edith gaped at the figure.

Bel asco was enornous; dressed in black, his features broad and white, franmed by a jet-
bl ack beard. Hs teeth, bared in a savage grin, were those of a carnivore. H's green eyes gl owed
with inner light. Edith had never seen such a malignant face in her life. Deep within the frozen
dread she felt, she wondered why they weren't being nurdered at this very nonent.

"Tell me sonething, Belasco," Fischer said. Edith didn't know whether to feel reassurance
or terror at the brazen insult in his tone. "Way didn't you ever go outside? Wiy did you 'eschew
the sunlight,' as you put it? Didn't care for it?

" O was it better hiding in the shadows? "

The figure started toward them Released, Edith drew back quickly, horrified to see
Fi scher nove forward

"You walk with a | abored tread, Belasco," Fischer said. "You donmi nhate your novenents at a
cost, don't you?"

He shouted abruptly, fiercely, "Don't you, Belasco?"

Edith's nmouth fell open.

Bel asco had stopped noving. His features were ablaze with fury, but it seened, sonehow, a
fury of frustration.

"Look at your lips, Belasco," Fischer said, still advancing. "Spastic pressure holds them
toget her. Look at your hands. Spastic tension holds themfisted at your sides. Wiy is that,

Bel asco? Is it because you're a fraud?"

H s nocki ng cackle rang out in the chapel. "Roaring G ant!" he shouted. "You? My ass! You
bull shit artist! You sawed-off little freak!"

Edi t h caught her breath. Bel asco was retreating! She rubbed a shaking hand across her
eyes. And it was true.

He did_look smaller.

"Evil?" Fischer said. He noved at Belasco steadily, a | ook of ruthless animpsity on his
face. "You, you funny little bastard?"

He stiffened as a cry of anguished rage burst fromthe lips of the dwindling figure in
bl ack. For a nonment Fischer couldn't react. Then the grin returned. "Ch, no," he said. He started
shaki ng his head. "Ch, no. You couldn't be _that_ small."

He started forward again. "Bastard?" The figure drew back farther. "_Bastard?_ _That _

di sturbed you? Ch, Belasco. What a funny little nman you really were. What a funny little crawling
bug of a ghost. You weren't a genius. You were a nut, a creep, a deviate, a slob, a loser. _And a
sawed-of f little bastard in the bargain! _

" _BELASCO _" He how ed. "Your nother was a whore, a slut, a bitch! You were a bastard
Eneric! A funny little driedup bastard! Do you hear ne, Evil Eneric? A bastard, _bastard_,
BASTARD, BASTARD! "

Edith flung her hands across her ears to shut away the hideous wail that gorged the air
Fi scher stunbled to a halt, his features washed of fury by the sound. He stared at the nebul ous
figure behind the altar--cowering, rat-faced, beaten--and it seened as though he heard Fl orence's
voice in his mind, whispering: _Perfect |ove casteth out fear_. And suddenly despite everything,
he felt a sickened pity for the figure standing there before him

"CGod hel p you, Belasco," he said.

The figure vanished. For a long tine they could hear a scream ng, as of someone falling
down into a bottonless pit, the sound fading slowy, until the chapel was still.

Fi scher noved behind the altar and | ooked at the section of wall reveal ed by the torn
wal | paper .

He smiled. She'd shown himthis too; if only he had known.

Leani ng over, he pushed at the wall. It opened with a grating runble.

A short staircase declined in front of him He turned to Edith and extended his hand. She
didn't speak. Moving across the chapel, she circled the altar and took his hand.

They descended the staircase. At the bottomwas a heavy door. Fischer shouldered it open
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They stood in the doorway, |ooking at the mummified figure sitting upright on a large
wooden arncthair.

"They never found hi mbecause he was here,"” Fischer said.

They entered the small, dimlit chanber and crossed to the chair. Despite the feeling
Edith had that everything was over, she couldn't help cringing fromthe sight of Eneric Belasco's
dark eyes glaring at them from death.

"Look." Fischer picked up a jug.

"What is it?"

"I"'mnot sure but--" Fischer ran his palnms across the surface of the jug. The inpressions
canme i mediately. "Belasco set it down beside hinself and nade hinself die of thirst,"” he told
her. "It was his final achievenent of will. Inlife, that is."

Edith averted her face fromthe eyes. She | ooked down, |eaning forward suddenly. The
chamber was so gl oonmy that she hadn't noticed before. "H s |legs," she said.

Fi scher didn't speak. He set down the jug and knelt in front of Bel asco's corpse. She saw
hi s hands noving in the shadows; nade a tiny sound of shock as he stood up with a leg in his
hands.

_If thy right eye offend thee_, he said. "'Extremties.' She was giving us the answer,
you see." He ran a hand over the artificial leg. " _He so despised his shortness that he had his
| egs surgically removed and wore these instead, to give himheight . That's why he chose to die in
here--so no one would ever know. He had to be the Roaring G ant or nothing. There sinply wasn't
enough stature inside himto conpensate for his shortness--_or_ his bastardy."

He turned abruptly and | ooked around. Setting down the leg, he crossed the floor and put

his hands against the wall. "My God," he said.

"What is it?"

"Maybe he was a genius, after all." He wal ked around the chanber, touching all the walls,
exam ning the ceiling and the door. "The final nystery solved," he said. "It wasn't that his power

was so great that he could resist the Reversor."” H s tone was al nost awed. "He must have known,
nmore than forty years ago, about the connection between el ectromagnetic radi ati on and surviva
after death.

" The walls, door, and ceiling are sheathed with | ead .

9:12 P. M

The two wal ked slowly down the steps, Edith carrying her suitcase, Fischer carrying
Barrett's suitcase and his duffel bag.

"How does it feel ?" she asked.

"What ?"

"To be the one who conquered Hell House."

"I didn't conquer it," he said. "It took all of us."

Edith tried not to snmile. She knew it was true, but wanted himto say it.

"Your husband's efforts weakened Bel asco's power. Florence's efforts led us to the fina

answer. | just polished it off, that's all--and even that woul d have been inpossible if you hadn't
saved ny life.
“"I't had to be that way, | guess," he said. "Your husband's mentality hel ped, but wasn't

enough by itself. Florence's spirituality hel ped, but wasn't enough by itself. It took one nore
el ement, which | provided--a willingness to face Belasco on his own ternms, defeat himwith his own
weaknesses. "

He made a scoffing noise. "Then again, Bel asco may have beaten hinmsel f, | suspect that's
part of it, too. After all, he'd been waiting thirty years for nore guests. Maybe he was so eager
to utilize his power again that he overextended hinself, nmade the first mi stakes of his existence
in this house."

He stopped at the door, and both of themturned. For a long time they stood quietly. Edith
t hought about returning to Manhattan and to life w thout Lionel. She couldn't visualize it, but
for now a kind of inexplicable peace had taken hold of her. She had the remmants of his manuscri pt
with her. She'd see to its publication, see to it that people in his field |l earned what he'd
acconpl i shed. After that she'd worry about herself.

Fi scher | ooked around, extending tendrils of unconscious thought. As he did, he wondered,
consciously, what lay ahead for him Not that it mattered. Whatever it was, he had a chance to
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face it now. It was bizarre that, in this house, where his horror had first begun, he should fee
the returning stir of self-assurance.

He turned and smiled at Edith. "She isn't here,” he said. "She just stayed | ong enough to
hel p. "

They took a final |ook around. Then, wi thout another word, they went outside and noved
into the mist. Fischer grunted, nunbl ed sonet hing.

"What ?" she asked.

"Merry Christmas," he repeated softly.
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