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This authoritative companion and follow-up to the acclaimed
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tasy to modern literature, and enshrines the thirty favorite short
stories of all time.
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Introduction

IN 1992, THE SCIENCE FICTION WRITERS OF AMERICA—A TWENTY-
seven-year-old organization of more than a thousand members,
including just about every professional science fiction writer of
importance—formally changed its name to the Science Fiction and
Fantasy Writers of America. Thus it acknowledged not only the
emergence of fantasy fiction as a powerful force in modern-day
commercial publishing, but also the close relationship between
science fiction and fantasy as literary forms.

To the casual reader and even to the not-so-casual writer, it may
have already been clear that the two were related in a profound way, -
indeed were differing aspects of the same thing. Both fantasy and
science fiction can readily be classed as types of “imaginative litera-
ture,” the flamboyant cousin of “realistic literature.” (And already
we are lost in a maze of definitional confusion. Plenty of fantasy is
grittily realistic in tone, except for its one conceptual departure
from mundane norms. And a good many novels and stories that
ostensibly are reality-based—]Joyce’s Ulysses and Kafka’s The Castle
are the first two that come to mind—take great leaps into the realm
of the surreal.)

To those of us on the inside—the working professionals, that is—
the distinction between the two genres has always been reasonably
clear, if not entirely rigid. Science fiction is, mainly, that stuff that
deals with androids and robots, spaceships, alien beings, time
machines, viruses from outer space, galactic empires, and the like.
These are all matters that are conceptually possible within the frame-
work of scientific law as we currently understand it. (Although such
things as time machines and faster-than-light vehicles certainly
stretch that framework to its limits, and perhaps beyond them.)
Fantasy, meanwhile, uses as its material that which is generally believed
to be tmpossible or nonexistent in our culture: wizards and warlocks,
elves and goblins, werewolves and vampires, unicorns and en-
chanted princesses, efficacious incantations and spells.

As soon as we set up these distinctions, we begin to find problems
with them. Where does one classify a story about a virus from outer
space that turns its victims into vampires? What about the tale of a
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computer program that generates angels, or one that provides a
rational biological explanation for the werewolf phenomenon,
down to the fangs and fur? The horrible mutant creature whose
parents keep it chained in the attic—is he a denizen of a science fic-
tion story, or a fantasy? And so on and on, far into the night.

Some will argue that the difference is one of tone: that a fantasy
story has a certain vague and misty quality that would be inappropri-
ate to a nuts-and-bolts science fiction story. Which is true, up to a
point; but only to a point, for any of us could name a host of nuts-
and-bolts fantasies and ethereal science fiction stories. There are
those who would say that science fiction involves a rigorous examina-
tion of the consequences of postulating a single speculative idea,
whereas fantasy is a free-form thing that has no rigorous rules at all—
“tennis without a net,” as one critic has called it. But a careful reading
of the classics of fantasy fiction, including the stories in this collec-
tion, will make it obvious that the stories we classify as fantasy are
every bit as rigorous in their exploration of their speculative concepts
as science fiction stories are. (Consider, just as a single example, the
chain of events that overwhelms the hapless protagonist of H. L.
Gold’s “Trouble with Water” after he rashly offends a water gnome. It
happens that water gnomes, so far as we know, do not exist; but every-
thing in the story that follows the giving of offense to the water
gnome unfolds as logically and inevitably as the events of a story in
which some rash scientist discovers how to generate a chain reaction
by mixing toothpaste and distilled water. Q.E.D.)

Trying to set distinctions between science fiction and fantasy,
then, is a difficult business. If they are not both, actually, offshoots
of the same imaginative current, then it might be fair to say that
science fiction is a highly specialized form of imaginative expres-
sion, a subgenre of fantasy.

At any rate, we know more or less what we mean when we speak
of “fantasy” and when we speak of “science fiction,” and we operate
pretty well within those boundaries, putting the robot stories on
the science fiction shelves and storing the unicorn fables over with
fantasy. Certainly this was clear enough in the first half of the twen-
tieth century, when fantasy fiction was something largely reserved
for children (Peter Pan, Alice in Wonderland, fairy tales, stories about
obsolete gods of antiquity) and science fiction, having been given
its essential nature by Jules Verne and H. G. Wells, manifested itself
in the United States in the form of magazines with names like
Amazing Stories and Astounding Science Fiction and readerships com-
posed largely of boys and earnest young men with an interest in
gadgets and scientific disputation. The only American magazine
dealing in the material we define as fantasy fiction was Weird Tales,
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founded in 1923, but that magazine published not only fantasy but
a great many other kinds of genre fiction that might not be
thought of as fantasy today—tales of pure terror, for example, with
no speculative content.

Fantasy fiction per se did not have a real magazine of its own until
1939, when John W. Campbell, Jr., the foremost science fiction edi-
tor of his time, brought Unknown (later called Unknown Worlds) into
being in order to allow his writers greater imaginative latitude than
his definitions of science fiction would permit. Many of the same
writers who had turned Campbell’s Astounding Science Fiction into
the most notable magazine of its type yet published—Robert A.
Heinlein, L. Sprague de Camp, Theodore Sturgeon, Lester del Rey,
Jack Williamson—also became mainstays of Unknown, and the gen-
eral structural approach was similar: postulate a far-out idea and
develop all its consequences to a logical conclusion. The stories
about being nasty to water gnomes or selling your soul to the devil
wound up in Unknown; those about traveling in time or voyaging to
distant planets were published in Astounding.

But Unknown, though it was cherished with great fondness by its
readers and writers, never attained much of a public following,
and when wartime paper shortages forced Campbell to choose
between his two magazines in 1943, Unknown was swiftly killed,
never to reappear. Postwar attempts by nostalgic ex-contributors to
Unknown to recapture its special flavor were largely unsuccessful;
H. L. Gold’s Beyond lasted ten issues, Lester del Rey’s Fantasy Fiction
managed only four. Only The Magazine of Fantasy, edited by
Anthony Boucher and J. Francis McComas, managed to establish
itself as a permanent entity, and even that magazine found it wisest
to change its name to Fantasy and Science Fiction with its second
issue. When science fiction became a fixture of paperback publish-
ing in the 1950s, fantasy once again lagged behind: few fantasy
novels were paperbacked, and most of them—Jack Vance’s The
Dying Earth and the early reprints of H. P. Lovecraft and Robert E.
Howard are good examples—quickly vanished from view and
became collector’s items.

It all began to change in the late 1960s, when the sudden avail-
ability of paperback editions of J.R.R. Tolkien’s Lord of the Rings tril-
ogy (previously kept from paperback by an unwilling hardcover
publisher) aroused a hunger for fantasy fiction in millions of read-
ers that has, so far, been insatiable. Tolkien’s books were such an
emphatic commercial success that publishers rushed to find writers
who could produce imitative trilogies, and the world was flooded
with huge Hobbitesque novels, many of which sold in extraordinary
quantities themselves. And a few years later Ballantine Books,
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Tolkien’s paperback publisher, brought out an extraordinary series
of books in its Adult Fantasy series, edited by Lin Carter, which
made all the elegant classic masterpieces of such fantasists as E. R.
Eddison, James Branch Cabell, Lord Dunsany, and Mervyn Peake
available to modern readers.

It was in this same period that the Science Fiction Writers of
America was founded “to inform science fiction writers on matters of
professional interest, to promote their professional welfare, and to
help them deal effectively with publishers, agents, editors, and
anthologists.” No particular distinction between science fiction and
fantasy was invoked in deciding membership eligibility; former con-
tributors of elf-and-goblin stories for Unknown Worlds were every bit
as welcome as were those writers whose work had dealt only in the
abstrusities of nuclear physics. Nevertheless, the writing and publish-
ing of science fiction, not fantasy, was plainly the primary concern of
the organization’s members in those early years.

In 1967 1 edited an anthology called The Science Fiction Hall of
Fame, the contents of which were chosen by vote of the membership
to form a roster of the finest science fiction stories that had been
published up until that time. There were two arbitrary cut-off
points: no story could be longer than 15,000 words, and all must
have been published prior to 1965, the first year covered by the
newly formed Science Fiction Writers of America’s own annual
achievement award, the Nebula. Isaac Asimov’s “Nightfall” proved
to be the most popular story in the voting, followed by Stanley G.
Weinbaum’s “A Martian Odyssey” and Daniel Keyes’s “Flowers for
Algernon.” Several subsequent Science Fiction Hall of Fame vol-
umes followed, offering longer stories than the first one had been
able to include.

But now the Science Fiction Writers of America has become the
Science Fiction and Fantasy Writers of America; and, since fantasy
fiction was excluded a priori from that first Hall of Fame volume, I
was asked to compile a companion book that would do justice at
last to our sister genre. In editing The Fantasy Hall of Fame 1 used the
same approach as I had for the earlier book. Once again, there
were arbitrarily imposed limits: no stories published earlier than
1939 (the beginning of the launching of the modern fantasy move-
ment in the United States with the founding of John Campbell’s
magazine Unknown) or later than 1990 would be included, and the
upper length limit for any story would be 17,500 words. (Once
again, a second volume covering novellas may be published at a
later time.) And I asked the nominating members to try to make
some sort of distinction between fantasy and science fiction that
would exclude science fiction stories from the roster.
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The organization’s members then nominated their favorite fanta-
sy stories within the constraints of these rules, after which a ballot
listing the qualifying nominees was presented to the membership at
large for a six-month voting period. (Just to show how vague the
line between science fiction and fantasy can be, three stories that
had already been published in the older Hall of Fame books as science
fiction were nominated for this one: Richard Matheson’s “Born of
Man and Woman,” Jack Vance’s “The Moon Moth,” and Jerome
Bixby’s “It’s a GOOD Life.” They were ruled ineligible on grounds
of previous enshrinement.)

A total of seventy-one stories, by forty-nine different writers, quali-
fied for the ballot that went to the membership. It was understood
that no more than one story by each writer would be included in the
book, regardless of how many that writer had on the ballot, and the
members were told that in cases where writers had more than one
story on the ballot, they could vote for only one; but I stipulated also
that the total votes accrued by each of the multistory author’s total
votes would be credited to the story by that writer which ranked
highest, thus sparing the more prolific and popular writers from
having to compete with themselves for a slot in the book. (Ray
Bradbury had four stories on the ballot; Theodore Sturgeon and
Fritz Leiber had three; fifteen writers had two apiece.) Write-in votes
were permitted, but those that came in were few and scattered and
did not have a significant effect on the outcome.

Fritz Leiber’s three nominees got him the highest number of
total votes of any author, followed by Shirley Jackson (two stories
nominated), Theodore Sturgeon (three stories nominated),
Avram Davidson (two stories nominated), Peter S. Beagle (two
stories nominated), and Ray Bradbury (four stories nominated.)
The fifteen most popular authors, based on the aggregate vote
totals for all their nominated stories, were:

1. Fritz Leiber
2. Shirley Jackson
3. Theodore Sturgeon
Avram Davidson (tie)
5. Peter S. Beagle
Ray Bradbury (tie)
Ursula K. Le Guin (tie)
8. Roger Zelazny
9. James Tiptree, Jr.
10. J. G. Ballard
Philip K. Dick (tie)
12. Harlan Ellison
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13. Jorge Luis Borges
14. Robert Bloch
15. Terry Bisson

The fifteen most popular stories, ranked by individual vote totals,
were:

. “The Lottery,” Shirley Jackson
. “Jeffty Is Five,” Harlan Ellison
. “Unicorn Variations,” Roger Zelazny
. “Bears Discover Fire,” Terry Bisson
“That Hell-Bound Train,” Robert Bloch (tie)
6. “Come Lady Death,” Peter S. Beagle
“Basileus,” Robert Silverberg(tie)
8. “The Golem,” Avram Davidson
“Buffalo Gals, Won’t You Come Out Tonight,” Ursula K.
Le Guin (tie)
10. “Her Smoke Rose Up Forever,” James Tiptree, Jr.
“The Loom of Darkness,” Jack Vance (tie)
“The Drowned Giant,” J. G. Ballard(tie)
“The Detective of Dreams,” Gene Wolfe((tie)
14. “The Jaguar Hunter,” Lucius Shepard
15. “The Compleat Werewolf,” Anthony Boucher

w0 N =

(“Or All the Sea with Oysters” by Avram Davidson would have
tied for fourteenth place, but was it excluded from the book
because of the other Davidson story higher on the list.)

And there you have it: those fifteen and fifteen runners-up, a
definitive one-volume library of the modern fantasy short story, as
chosen by the actual practitioners of the art in the United States in
the year 1996. I am grateful to Martin Harry Greenberg for supply-
ing introductions to the individual stories in the collection at a time
when circumstances made it impossible for me to provide them
myself.

—Robert Silverberg
October, 1996
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Trouble with Water

H. L. Gold

H. L. Gold reshaped the science fiction world with the creation of his maga-
zine Galaxy Science Fiction in 1950. His emphasis on relevant social
satire attracted writers like Ray Bradbury, Robert Heinlein, Isaac Asimov,
and others. His pioneering editorial work has unfortunately overshadowed
his career as a writer. With only one novel, a collaboration with L. Sprague
de Camp called None but Lucifer, and a handful of short stories collected
in The Old Die Rich, until now his fiction had been all but forgotten. His
impact on the genre, however, will never be.

GREENBERG DID NOT DESERVE HIS SURROUNDINGS. HE WAS THE FIRST
fisherman of the season, which guaranteed him a fine catch; he sat
in a dry boat—one without a single leak—far out on a lake that was
ruffled only enough to agitate his artificial fly. The sun was warm,
the air was cool; he sat comfortably on a cushion; he had brought a
hearty lunch; and two bottles of beer hung over the stern in the
cold water.

Any other man would have been soaked with joy to be fishing on
such a splendid day. Normally, Greenberg himself would have been
ecstatic, but instead of relaxing and waiting for a nibble, he was
plagued by worries.

This short, slightly gross, definitely bald, eminently respectable
businessman lived a gypsy life. During the summer he lived in a
hotel with kitchen privileges in Rockaway; winters he lived in a
hotel with kitchen privileges in Florida; and in both places he oper-
ated concessions. For years now, rain had fallen on schedule every
week end, and there had been storms and floods on Decoration
Day, July 4th, and Labor Day. He did not love his life, but it was a
way of making a living.

He closed his eyes and groaned. If he had only had a son instead of
his Rosie! Then things would have been mighty different—

For one thing, a son could run the hot dog and hamburger grid-
dle, Esther could draw beer, and he would make soft drinks. There
would be small difference in the profits, Greenberg admitted to
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himself; but at least those profits could be put aside for old age,
instead of toward a dowry for his miserably ugly, dumpy, pitifully
eager Rosie. .

“All right—so what do I care if she don’t get married?” he had
cried to his wife a thousand times. “I'll support her. Other men can
set up boys in candy stores with soda fountains that have only two
spigots. Why should I have to give a boy a regular International
Casino?”

“May your tongue rot in your head, you no-good piker!” she
would scream. “It ain’t right for a girl to be an old maid. If we have
to die in the poor-house, I'll get my poor Rosie a husband. Every
penny we don’t need for living goes to her dowry!”

Greenberg did not hate his daughter, nor did he blame her for
his misfortunes; yet, because of her, he was fishing with a broken
rod that he had to tape together.

That morning his wife opened her eyes and saw him packing his
equipment. She instantly came awake. “Go ahead!” she shrilled—
speaking in a conversational tone was not one of her accomplish-
ments—“Go fishing, you loafer! Leave me here alone. I can connect
the beer pipes and the gas for soda water. I can buy ice cream, frank-
furters, rolls, sirup, and watch the gas and electric men at the same
time. Go ahead—go fishing!”

“I ordered everything,” he mumbled soothingly. “The gas and
electric won’t be turned on today. I only wanted to go fishing—it’s
my last chance. Tomorrow we open the concession. Tell the truth,
Esther, can I go fishing after we open?”

“I don’t care about that. Am I your wife or ain’t I, that you should
go ordering everything without asking me—"

He defended his actions. It was a tactical mistake. While she was
still in bed, he should have picked up his equipment and left. By
the time the argument got around to Rosie’s dowry, she stood fac-
ing him.

“For myself I don’t care,” she yelled. “What kind of a monster are
you that you can go fishing while your daughter eats her heart out?
And on a day like this yet! You should only have to make supper
and dress Rosie up. A lot you care that a nice boy is coming to sup-
per tonight and maybe take Rosie out, you no-good father, you!”

From that point it was only one hot protest and a shrill curse to
find himself clutching half a broken rod, with the other half being
flung at his head.

Now he sat in his beautifully dry boat on an excellent game lake
far out on Long Island, desperately aware that any average fish
might collapse his taped rod.

What else could he expect? He had missed his train; he had had
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to wait for the boathouse proprietor; his favorite dry fly was missing;
and, since morning, not a fish struck at the bait. Not a single fish!

And it was getting late. He had no more patience. He ripped the
cap off a bottle of beer and drank it, in order to gain courage to
change his fly for a less sporting bloodworm. It hurt him, but he
wanted a fish.

The hook and the squirming worm sank. Before it came to rest,
he felt a nibble. He sucked in his breath exultantly and snapped the
hook deep into the fish’s mouth. Sometimes, he thought philo-
sophically, they just won’t take artificial bait. He reeled in slowly.

“Oh, Lord,” he prayed, “a dollar for charity—just don’t let the
rod bend in half where I taped it!”

It was sagging dangerously. He looked at it unhappily and raised
his ante to five dollars; even at that price it looked impossible. He
dipped his rod into the water, parallel with the line, to remove the
strain. He was glad no one could see him do it. The line reeled in
without a fight.

“Have [—God forbid!—got an eel or something not kosher?” he
mumbled. “A plague on you—why don’t you fight?”

He did not really care what it was—even an eel—anything at all.

He pulled in a long, pointed, brimless green hat.

For a moment he glared at it. His mouth hardened. Then,
viciously, he yanked the hat off the hook, threw it on the floor, and
trampled on it. He rubbed his hands together in anguish.

“All day I fish,” he wailed, “two dollars for train fare, a dollar for a
boat, a quarter for bait, a new rod I got to buy—and a five-dollar-
mortgage charity has got on me. For what? For you, you hat, you!”

Out in the water an extremely civil voice asked politely: “May I
have my hat, pleaser”

Greenberg glowered up. He saw a little man come swimming vig-
orously through the water toward him: small arms crossed with
enormous dignity, vast ears on a pointed face propelling him quite
rapidly and efficiently. With serious determination he drove
through the water, and, at the starboard rail, his amazing ears kept
him stationary while he looked gravely at Greenberg.

“You are stamping on my hat,” he pointed out without anger.

To Greenberg this was highly unimportant. “With the ears you're
swimming,” he grinned in a superior way. “Do you look funny!”

“How else could I swim?” the little man asked politely.

“With the arms and legs, like a regular human being, of course.”

“But I am not a human being. I am a water gnome, a relative of
the more common mining gnome. I cannot swim with my arms,
because they must be crossed to give an appearance of dignity suit-
able to a water gnome; and my feet are used for writing and holding
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things. On the other hand, my ears are perfectly adapted for
propulsion in water. Consequently, I employ them for that purpose.
But please, my hat—there are several matters requiring my immedi-
ate attention, and I must not waste time.”

Greenberg’s unpleasant attitude toward the remarkably civil
gnome is easily understandable. He had found someone he could
feel superior to, and, by insulting him, his depressed ego could
expand. The water gnome certainly looked inoffensive enough,
being only two feet tall.

“What you got that’s so important to do, Big Ears?” he asked nas-
tily.

Greenberg hoped the gnome would be offended. He was not,
since his ears, to him, were perfectly normal, just as you would not
be insulted if a member of a race of atrophied beings were to call
you “Big Muscles.” You might even feel flattered.

‘I really must hurry,” the gnome said, almost anxiously. “But if I
have to answer your questions in order to get back my hat—we are
engaged in restocking the Eastern waters with fish. Last year there was
quite a drain. The bureau of fisheries is cooperating with us to some
extent, but, of course, we cannot depend too much on them. Until the
population rises to normal, every fish has instructions not to nibble.”

Greenberg allowed himself a smile, an annoyingly skeptical smile.

“My main work,” the gnome went on resignedly, “is control of
the rainfall over the Eastern seaboard. Our fact-finding committee,
which is scientifically situated in the meteorological center of the
continent, codrdinates the rainfall needs of the entire continent;
and when they determine the amount of rain needed in particular
spots of the East, I make it rain to that extent. Now may I have my
hat, pleaser”

Greenberg laughed coarsely. “The first lie was big enough—
about telling the fish not to bite. You make it rain like I'm President
of the United States!” He bent toward the gnome slyly. “How’s
about proof?”

“Certainly, if you insist.” The gnome raised his patient, triangular
face toward a particularly clear blue spot in the sky, a trifle to one
side of Greenberg. “Watch that bit of the sky.”

Greenberg looked up humorously. Even when a small dark cloud
rapidly formed in the previously clear spot, his grin remained
broad. It could have been coincidental. But then large drops of
undeniable rain fell over a twenty-foot circle; and Greenberg’s
mocking grin shrank and grew sour.

He glared hatred at the gnome, finally convinced. “So you're the
dirty crook who makes it rain on week ends!”

“Usually on week ends during the summer,” the gnome admitted.
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“Ninety-two percent of water consumption is on weekdays. Obviously
we must replace that water. The week ends, of course, are the logical
time.”

“But, you thiefl” Greenberg cried hysterically, “you murderer!
What do you care what you do to my concession with your rain? It
ain’t bad enough business would be rotten even without rain, you
got to make floods!”

“I'm sorry,” the gnome replied, untouched by Greenberg’s
rhetoric. “We do not create rainfall for the benefit of men. We are
here to protect the fish.

“Now please give me my hat. I have wasted enough time, when I
should be preparing the extremely heavy rain needed for this com-
ing week end.”

Greenberg jumped to his feet in the unsteady boat. “Rain this
week end—when I can maybe make a profit for a change! A lot you
care if you ruin business. May you and your fish die a horrible, lin-
gering death.”

And he furiously ripped the green hat to pieces and hurled them
at the gnome.

“I'm really sorry you did that,” the little fellow said calmly, his
huge ears treading water without the slightest increase of pace to
indicate his anger. “We Little Folk have no tempers to lose.
Nevertheless, occasionally we find it necessary to discipline certain
of your people, in order to retain our dignity. I am not malignant;
but, since you hate water and those who live in it, water and those
who live in it will keep away from you.”

With his arms still folded in great dignity, the tiny water gnome
flipped his vast ears and disappeared in a neat surface dive.

Greenberg glowered at the spreading circles of waves. He did
not grasp the gnome’s final restraining order; he did not even
attempt to interpret it. Instead he glared angrily out of the corner
of his eye at the phenomenal circle of rain that fell from a perfectly
clear sky. The gnome must have remembered it at length, for a
moment later the rain stopped. Like shutting off a faucet, Greenberg
unwillingly thought.

“Good-by, week-end business,” he growled. “If Esther finds out I
got into an argument with the guy who makes it rain—"

He made an underhand cast, hoping for just one fish. The line
flew out over the water; then the hook arched upward and came to
rest several inches above the surface, hanging quite steadily and
without support in the air.

“Well, go down in the water, damn you!” Greenberg said viciously,
and he swished his rod back and forth to pull the hook down from
its ridiculous levitation. It refused.
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Muttering something incoherent about being hanged before
he’d give in, Greenberg hurled his useless rod at the water. By this
time he was not surprised when it hovered in the air above the lake.
He merely glanced red-eyed at it, tossed out the remains of the
gnome'’s hat, and snatched up the oars.

When he pulled back on them to row to land, they did not touch
the water—naturally. Instead they flashed unimpeded through the
air, and Greenberg tumbled into the bow.

“A-ha!” he grated. “Here’s where the trouble begins.” He bent
over the side. As he had suspected, the keel floated a remarkable
distance above the lake.

By rowing against the air, he moved with maddening slowness
toward shore, like a medieval conception of a flying machine. His
main concern was that no one should see him in his humiliating
position.

At the hotel he tried to sneak past the kitchen to the bathroom.
He knew that Esther waited to curse him for fishing the day before
opening, but more especially on the very day that a nice boy was
coming to see her Rosie. If he could dress in a hurry, she might
have less to say—

“Oh, there you are, you good-for-nothing!”

He froze to a halt.

“Look at you!” she screamed shrilly. “Filthy—you stink from fish!”

“I didn’t catch anything, darling,” he protested timidly.

“You stink anyhow. Go take a bath, may you drown in it! Get
dressed in two minutes or less, and entertain the boy when he gets
here. Hurry!”

He locked himself in, happy to escape her voice, started water in
the tub, and stripped from the waist up. A hot bath, he hoped,
would rid him of his depressed feeling.

First, no fish; now, rain on week ends! What would Esther—if she
knew, of course. And, of course, he would not tell her.

“Let myself in for a lifetime of curses!” he sneered. “Ha!”

He clamped a new blade into his razor, opened the tube of shaving
cream, and stared objectively at the mirror. The dominant feature of
the soft, chubby face that stared back was its ugly black stubble;
but he set his stubborn chin and glowered. He really looked quite
fierce and indomitable. Unfortunately, Esther never saw his face in
that uncharacteristic pose, otherwise she would speak more softly.

“Herman Greenberg never gives in!” he whispered between sav-
agely hardened lips. “Rain on week ends, no fish—anything he
wants; a lot I care! Believe me, he’ll come crawling to me before I
go to him.”

He gradually became aware that his shaving brush was not get-
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ting wet. When he looked down and saw the water dividing into
streams that flowed around it, his determined face slipped and
grew desperately anxious. He tried to trap the water—by catching it
in his cupped hands, by creeping up on it from behind, as if it were
some shy animal, and shoving his brush at it—but it broke and ran
away from his touch. Then he jammed his palm against the faucet.
Defeated, he heard it gurgle back down the pipe, probably as far as
the main.

“What do I do now?” he groaned. “Will Esther give it to me if I
don’t take a shave! But how? . . . I can’t shave without water.”

Glumly, he shut off the bath, undressed, and stepped into the
tub. He lay down to soak. It took a moment of horrified stupor to
realize that he was completely dry and that he lay in a waterless
bathtub. The water, in one surge of revulsion, had swept out onto
the floor.

“Herman, stop splashing!” his wife yelled. “I just washed that
floor. If I find one little puddle I'll murder you!”

Greenberg surveyed the instep-deep pool over the bathroom
floor. “Yes, my love,” he croaked unhappily.

With an inadequate washrag he chased the elusive water, hoping
to mop it all up before it could seep through to the apartment
below. His washrag remained dry, however, and he knew that the
ceiling underneath was dripping. The water was still on the floor.

In despair, he sat on the edge of the bathtub. For some time he
sat in silence. Then his wife banged on the door, urging him to
come out. He started and dressed moodily.

When he sneaked out and shut the bathroom, door tightly on
the flood inside, he was extremely dirty and his face was raw where
he had experimentally attempted to shave with a dry razor.

“Rosie!” he called in a hoarse whisper. “Sh! Where’s mamma?”

His daughter sat on the studio couch and applied nail-polish to
her stubby fingers. “You look terrible,” she said in a conversational
tone. “Aren’t you going to shave?”

He recoiled at the sound of her voice, which, to him, roared out
like a siren. “Quiet, Rosie! Sh!” And for further emphasis, he
shoved his lips out against a warning finger. He heard his wife strid-
ing heavily around the kitchen. “Rosie,” he cooed, “I'll give you a
dollar if you’ll mop up the water I spilled in the bathroom.”

“I can’t, papa,” she stated firmly. “I'm all dressed.”

“Iwo dollars, Rosie—all right, two and a half, you blackmailer.”

He flinched when he heard her gasp in the bathroom; but, when
she came out with soaked shoes, he fled downstairs. He wandered
aimlessly toward the village. ‘

Now he was in for it, he thought; screams from Esther, tears from
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Rosie—plus a new pair of shoes for Rosie and two and a half dollars.
It would be worse, though, if he could not get rid of his whiskers—

Rubbing the tender spots where his dry razor had raked his face,
he mused blankly at a drugstore window. He saw nothing to help
him, but he went inside anyhow and stood hopefully at the drug
counter. A face peered at him through a space scratched in the wall
case mirror, and the druggist came out. A nice-looking, intelligent
fellow, Greenberg saw at a glance.

‘What you got for shaving that I can use without water?” he
asked.

“Skin irritation, eh?” the pharmacist replied. “I got something
very good for that.”

“No. It’s just— Well, I don’t like to shave with water.”

The druggist seemed disappointed. “Well, I got brushless shaving
cream.” Then he brightened. “But I got an electric razor—much
better.”

“How much?” Greenberg asked cautiously.

“Only fifteen dollars, and it lasts a lifetime.”

“Give me the shaving cream,” Greenberg said coldly.

With the tactical science of a military expert, he walked around
until some time after dark. Only then did he go back to the hotel,
to wait outside. It was after seven, he was getting hungry, and the
people who entered the hotel he knew as permanent summer
guests. At last a stranger passed him and ran up the stairs.

Greenberg hesitated for a moment. The stranger was scarcely a
boy, as Esther had definitely termed him, but Greenberg reasoned
that her term was merely wish-fulfillment, and he jauntily ran up
behind him.

He allowed a few minutes to pass, for the man to introduce him-
self and let Esther and Rosie don their company manners. Then,
secure in the knowledge that there would be no scene until the
guest left, he entered. ‘

He waded through a hostile atmosphere, urbanely shook hands
with Sammie Katz, who was a doctor—probably, Greenberg thought
shrewdly, in search of an office—and excused himself.

In the bathroom he carefully read the direction for using brush-
less shaving cream. He felt less confident when he realized that he
had to wash his face thoroughly with soap and water, but without
benefit of either, he spread the cream on, patted it, and waited
for his beard to soften. It did not, as he discovered while shaving.
He wiped his face dry. The towel was sticky and black, with whiskers
suspended in paste, and, for that, he knew, there would be more
hell to pay. He shrugged resignedly. He would have to spend fifteen



H. L. Gold —9

dollars for an electric razor after all; this foolishness was costing
him a fortune!

That they were waiting for him before beginning supper, was, he
knew, only a gesture for the sake of company. Without changing her
hard, brilliant smile, Esther whispered: “Wait! I'll get you later—"

He smiled back, his tortured, slashed face creasing painfully. All
that could be changed by his being enormously pleasant to Rosie’s
young man. If he could slip Sammie a few dollars—more expense,
he groaned—to take Rosie out, Esther would forgive everything.

He was too engaged in beaming and putting Sammie at ease to
think of what would happen after he ate caviar canapes. Under
other circumstances Greenberg would have been repulsed by
Sammie’s ultra-professional waxed mustache—an offensively small,
pointed thing—and his commercial attitude toward poor Rosie; but
Greenberg regarded him as a potential savior.

“You open an office yet, Doctor Katz?”

“Not yet. You know how things are. Anyhow, call me Sammie.”

Greenberg recognized the gambit with satisfaction, since it
seemed to please Esther so much. At one stroke Sammie had ingra-
tiated himself and begun bargaining negotiations.

Without another word, Greenberg lifted his spoon to attack the
soup. It would be easy to snare this eager doctor. A doctor! No won-
der Esther and Rosie were so puffed with joy.

In the proper company way, he pushed his spoon away from him.
The soup spilled onto the tablecloth.

“Not so hard, you dope,” Esther hissed.

He drew the spoon toward him. The soup leaped off it like a live
thing and splashed over him—turning, just before contact, to fall
on the floor. He gulped and pushed the bowl away. This time the
soup poured over the side of the plate and lay in a huge puddle on
the table.

“I didn’t want any soup anyhow,” he said in a horrible attempt at
levity. Lucky for him, he thought wildly, that Sammie was there to
pacify Esther with his smooth college talk—not a bad fellow,
Sammie, in spite of his mustache; he’d come in handy at times.

Greenberg lapsed into a paralysis of fear. He was thirsty after hav-
ing eaten the caviar, which beats herring any time as a thirst raiser.
But the knowledge that he could not touch water without having it
recoil and perhaps spill, made his thirst a monumental craving. He
attacked the problem cunningly.

The others were talking rapidly and rather hysterically. He waited
until his courage was equal to his thirst; then he leaned over the table
with a glass in his hand. “Sammie, do you mind—a little water, huh?”
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Sammie poured from a pitcher while Esther watched for more of
his tricks. It was to be expected, but still he was shocked when the
water exploded out of the glass directly at Sammie’s only suit.

“If you'll excuse me,” Sammie said angrily, “I don’t like to eat
with lunatics.”

And he left, though Esther cried and begged him to stay. Rosie
was too stunned to move. But when the door closed, Greenberg
raised his agonized eyes to watch his wife stalk murderously toward
him.

Greenberg stood on the boardwalk outside his concession and
glared blearily at the peaceful, blue, highly unpleasant ocean. He
wondered what would happen if he started at the edge of the water
and strode out. He could probably walk right to Europe on dry
land.

It was early—much too early for business—and he was tired.
Neither he nor Esther had slept; and it was practically certain that
the neighbors hadn’t either. But above all he was incredibly thirsty.

In a spirit of experimentation, he mixed a soda. Of course its
high water content made it slop onto the floor. For breakfast he had
surreptitiously tried fruit juice and coffee, without success.

With his tongue dry to the point of furriness, he sat weakly on a
boardwalk bench in front of his concession. It was Friday morning,
which meant that the day was clear with a promise of intense heat.
Had it been Saturday, it naturally would have been raining.

“This year,” he moaned, “I'll be wiped out. If I can’t mix sodas,
why should beer stay in a glass for me? I thought I could hire a boy
for ten dollars a week to run the hot-dog griddle; I could make
sodas, and Esther could draw beer; but twenty or maybe twenty-
five a week I got to pay a soda man. I won’t even come out
square—a fortune I'll lose!”

The situation really was desperate. Concessions depend on too
many factors to be anything but capriciously profitable.

His throat was fiery and his soft brown eyes held a fierce glaze
when the gas and electric were turned on, the beer pipes con-
nected, the tank of carbon dioxide hitched to the pump, and the
refrigerator started.

Gradually, the beach was filling with bathers. Greenberg writhed
on his bench and envied them. They could swim and drink without
having liquids draw away from them as if in horror. They were not
thirsty—

And then he saw his first customers approach. His business
experience was that morning customers buy only soft drinks. In a
mad haste he put up the shutters and fled to the hotel.
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“Esther!” he cried. “I got to tell you! I can’t stand it—"

Threateningly, his wife held her broom like a baseball bat. “Go
back to the concession, you crazy fool. Ain’t you done enough
already?”

He could not be hurt more than he had been. For once he did
not cringe. “You got to help me, Esther.”

“Why didn’t you shave, you no-good bum? Is that any way—"

“That’s what I got to tell you. Yesterday I got into an argument
with a water gnome—"

“A what?” Esther looked at him suspiciously.

“A water gnome,” he babbled in a rush of words. “A little man so
high, with big ears that he swims with, and he makes it rain—"

“Herman!” she screamed. “Stop that nonsense. You’re crazy!”

Greenberg pounded his forehead with his fist. “I ain’t crazy.
Look, Esther. Come with me into the kitchen.”

She followed him readily enough, but her attitude made him feel
more helpless and alone than ever. With her fists on her plump
hips and her feet set wide, she cautiously watched him try to fill a
glass of water.

“Don’t you see?” he wailed. “It won’t go in the glass. It spills over.
It runs away from me.”

She was puzzled. “What happened to your”

Brokenly, Greenberg told of his encounter with the water
gnome, leaving out no single degrading detail. “And now I can’t
touch water,” he ended. “I can’t drink it. I can’t make sodas. On top
of it all, I got such a thirst, it’s killing me.”

Esther’s reaction was instantaneous. She threw her arms around
him, drew his head down to her shoulder, and patted comfortingly
as if he were a child. “Herman, my poor Herman!” she breathed
tenderly. “What did we ever do to deserve such a curse?”

“What shall I do, Esther?” he cried helplessly.

She held him at arm’s length. “You got to go to a doctor,” she
said firmly. “How long can you go without drinking? Without water
yow’ll die. Maybe sometimes I am a little hard on you, but you know
I love you—"

“I know, mamma,” he sighed. “But how can a doctor help me?”

“Am I a doctor that I should know? Go anyhow. What can you
loser”

He hesitated. “I need fifteen dollars for an electric razor,” he said
in a low, weak voice.

“So?” she replied. “If you got to, you got to. Go, darling. I'll take
care of the concession.”

Greenberg no longer felt deserted and alone. He walked almost
confidently to a doctor’s office. Manfully, he explained his symptoms.
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The doctor listened with professional sympathy, until Greenberg
reached his description of the water gnome.

Then his eyes glittered and narrowed. “I know just the thing for
you, Mr. Greenberg,” he interrupted. “Sit there until I come back.”

Greenberg sat quietly. He even permitted himself a surge of
hope. But it seemed only a moment later that he was vaguely con-
scious of a siren screaming toward him; and then he was over-
whelmed by the doctor and two interns who pounced on him and
tried to squeeze him into a bag.

He resisted, of course. He was terrified enough to punch wildly.
“What are you doing to me?” he shrieked. “Don’t put that thing on me!”

“Easy now,” the doctor soothed. “Everything will be all right.”

It was on that humiliating scene that the policeman, required by
law to accompany public ambulances, appeared. “What’s up?” he
asked.

“Don’t stand there, you fathead,” an intern shouted. “This man’s
crazy. Help us get him into this strait jacket.”

But the policeman approached indecisively. “Take it easy, Mr..
Greenberg. They ain’t gonna hurt you while I'm here, What’s it all
about?”

“Mike!” Greenberg cried, and clung to his protector’s sleeve.
“They think I'm crazy—”

“Of course he’s crazy,” the doctor stated. “He came in here with a
fantastic yarn about a water gnome putting a curse on him.”

“What kind of a curse, Mr. Greenberg?” Mike asked cautiously.

“I got into an argument with the water gnome who makes it rain
and takes care of the fish,” Greenberg blurted. “I tore up his hat.
Now he won’t let water touch me. I can’t drink, or anything—"

The doctor nodded. “There you are. Absolutely insane.”

“Shut up.” For a long moment Mike stared curiously at
Greenberg. Then: “Did any of you scientists think of testing him?
Here, Mr. Greenberg.” He poured water into a paper cup and held
it out.

Greenberg moved to take it. The water backed up against the cup’s
far lip; when he took it in his hand, the water shot out into the air.

“Crazy, is he?” Mike asked with heavy irony. “I guess you don’t
know there’s things like gnomes and elves. Come with me, Mr.
Greenberg.”

They went out together and walked toward the boardwalk.
Greenberg told Mike the entire story and explained how, besides
being so uncomfortable to him personally, it would ruin him finan-
cially.

“Well, doctors can’t help you,” Mike said at length. “What do they
know about the Little Folk? And I can’t say I blame you for sassing



H. L. Gold —13

the gnome. You ain’t Irish or you’d have spoke with more respect to
him. Anyhow, you’re thirsty. Can’t you drink anything?’

“Not a thing,” Greenberg said mournfully.

They entered the concession. A single glance told Greenberg
that business was very quiet, but even that could not lower his feel-
ings more than they already were. Esther clutched him as soon as
she saw them.

“Well?” she asked anxiously.

Greenberg shrugged in despair. “Nothing. He thought I was
crazy.”

Mike stared at the bar. Memory seemed to struggle behind his
reflective eyes. “Sure,” he said after a long pause. “Did you try beer,
Mr. Greenberg? When I was a boy my old mother told me all about
elves and gnomes and the rest of the Little Folk. She knew them, all
right. They don’t touch alcohol, you know. Try drawing a glass of
beer—”

Greenberg trudged obediently behind the bar and held a glass
under the spigot. Suddenly his despondent face brightened. Beer
creamed into the glass—and stayed there! Mike and Esther grinned
at each other as Greenberg threw back his head and furiously
drank.

“Mike!” he crowed. “I'm saved. You got to drink with me!”

“Well—” Mike protested feebly.

By late afternoon, Esther had to close the concession and take
her husband and Mike to the hotel.

The following day, being Saturday, brought a flood of rain.
Greenberg nursed an imposing hang-over that was constantly
aggravated by his having to drink beer in order to satisfy his recur-
ring thirst. He thought of forbidden ice bags and alkaline drinks in
an agony of longing.

“I can’t stand it!” he groaned. “Beer for breakfast—phooey!”

“It’s better than nothing,” Esther said fatalistically.

“So help me, 1 don’t know if it is. But, darling, you ain’t mad at
me on account of Sammie, are you?”

She smiled gently, “Poo! Talk dowry and he’ll come back quick.”

“That’s what I thought. But what am I going to do about my
curse?”

Cheerfully, Mike furled an umbrella and strode in with a little old
woman, whom he introduced as his mother. Greenberg enviously
saw evidence of the effectiveness of ice bags and alkaline drinks, for
Mike had been just as high as he the day before.

“Mike told me about you and the gnome,” the old lady said.
“Now I know the Little Folk well, and I don’t hold you to blame for
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insulting him, seeing you never met a gnome before. But I suppose
you want to get rid of your curse. Are you repentant?”

Greenberg shuddered. “Beer for breakfast! Can you ask?”

“Well, just you go to this lake and give the gnome proof.”

“What kind of proof?” Greenberg asked eagerly.

“Bring him sugar. The Little Folk love the stuff—

Greenberg beamed. “Did you hear that, Esther? I'll get a barrel—"

“They love sugar, but they can’t eat it,” the old lady broke in. “It
melts in water. You got to figure out a way so it won’t. Then the little
gentleman’ll know you’re repentant for real.”

There was a sympathetic silence while his agitated mind attacked
the problem from all angles. Then the old lady said in awe: “The
minute I saw your place I knew Mike had told the truth. I never
seen a sight like it in my life—rain coming down, like the flood,
everywhere else; but all around this place, in a big circle, it’s dry as
a bone!”

While Greenberg scarcely heard her, Mike nodded and Esther
seemed peculiarly interested in the phenomenon. When he admit-
ted defeat and came out of his reflected stupor, he was alone in the
concession, with only a vague memory of Esther’s saying she would
not be back for several hours.

“What am I going to do?” he muttered. “Sugar that won’t melt—"
He drew a glass of beer and drank it thoughtfully. “Particular they got
to be yet. Ain’t it good enough if I bring simple sirup—that’s sweet.”

He pottered about the place, looking for something to do. He
could not polish the fountain on the bar, and the few frankfurters
boiling on the griddle probably would go to waste. The floor had
already been swept. So he sat uneasily and worried his problem.

“Monday, no matter what,” he resolved, “I'll go to the lake. It
don’t pay to go tomorrow. I'll only catch a cold because it’ll rain.”

At last Esther returned, smiling in a strange way. She was
extremely gentle, tender, and thoughtful; and for that he was
appreciative. But that night and all day Sunday he understood the
reason for her happiness.

She had spread word that, while it rained in every other place
all over town, their concession was miraculously dry. So, besides
a headache that made his body throb in rhythm to its vast
pulse, Greenberg had to work like six men satisfying the crowd
who mobbed the place to see the miracle and enjoy the dry
warmth.

How much they took in will never be known. Greenberg made it
a practice not to discuss such personal matters. But it is quite defi-
nite that not even in 1929 had he done so well over a single week
end.



H. L. Gold —15

Very early Monday morning he was dressing quietly, not to disturb
his wife. Esther, however, raised herself on her elbow and looked at
him doubtfully.

“Herman,” she called softly, “do you really have to go?”

He turned, puzzled. “What do you mean—do I have to go?”

“Well—” She hesitated. Then: “Couldn’t you wait until the end of
the season, Herman, darling?”

He staggered back a step, his face working in horror. What kind
of an idea is that for my own wife to have?” he croaked. “Beer I have
to drink instead of water. How can I stand it? Do you think I ke
beer? I can’t wash myself. Already people don’t like to stand near
me; and how will they act at the end of the season? I go around
looking like a bum because my beard is too tough for an electric
razor, and I'm all the time drunk—the first Greenberg to be a
drunkard. I want to be respected—"

“I know, Herman, darling,” she sighed. “But I thought for the
sake of our Rosie— Such a business we’ve never done like we did
this week end. If it rains every Saturday and Sunday, but not on our
concession, we’ll make a fortune!”

“Esther!” Herman cried, shocked. “Doesn’t my health mean any-
thing?”

“Of course, darling. Only I thought maybe you could stand it
for—”" '
He snatched his hat, tie, and jacket, and slammed the door.
Outside, though, he stood indeterminedly. He could hear his wife
crying, and he realized that, if he succeeded in getting the gnome
to remove the curse, he would forfeit an opportunity to make a
great deal of money.

He finished dressing more slowly. Esther was right, to a certain
extent. If he could tolerate his waterless condition—

“No!” he gritted decisively. “Already my friends avoid me. It isn’t
right that a respectable man like me should always be drunk and not
take a bath. So we’ll make less money. Money isn’t everythlng——

And with great determination he went to the lake.

But that evening, before going home, Mike walked out of his way
to stop in at the concession. He found Greenberg sitting on a chair,
his head in his hands, and his body rocking slowly in anguish.

“What is it, Mr. Greenberg?” he asked gently.

Greenberg looked up. His eyes were dazed. “Oh, you, Mike,” he
said blankly. Then his gaze cleared, grew more intelligent, and he
stood up and led Mike to the bar. Silently, they drank beer. “I went
to the lake today,” he said hollowly. “I walked all around it hollering
like mad. The gnome didn’t stick his head out of the water once.”
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“I know,” Mike nodded sadly. “They’re busy all the time.”

Greenberg spread his hands imploringly. “So what can I do? I
can’t write him a letter or send him a telegram; he ain’t got a door
to knock on or a bell for me to ring. How do I get him to come up
and talk?”

His shoulders sagged. “Here, Mike. Have a cigar. You been a real
good friend, but I guess we’re licked.”

They stood in an awkward silence. Finally Mike blurted: “Real
hot, today. A regular scorcher.”

“Yeah. Esther says business was pretty good, if it keeps up.”

Mike fumbled at the Cellophane wrapper. Greenberg said:
“Anyhow, suppose I did talk to the gnome. What about the sugar?”

The silence dragged itself out, became tense and uncomfortable.
Mike was distinctly embarrassed. His brusque nature was not adapted
for comforting discouraged friends. With immense concentration he
rolled the cigar between his fingers and listened for a rustle.

“Day like this’s hell on cigars,” he mumbled, for the sake of con-
versation. “Dries them like nobody’s business. This one ain’t,
though.”

“Yeah,” Greenberg said abstractedly. “Cellophane keeps them—"

They looked suddenly at each other, their faces clean of expres-
sion.

“Holy smoke!” Mike yelled.

“Cellophane on sugar!” Greenberg choked out.

“Yeah,” Mike whispered in awe. “I'll switch my day off with Joe,
and I'll go to the lake with you tomorrow. I'll call for you early.”

Greenberg pressed his hand, too strangled by emotion for
speech. When Esther came to relieve him, he left her at the con-
cession with only the inexperienced griddle boy to assist her, while
he searched the village for cubes of sugar wrapped in Cello-
phane.

The sun had scarcely risen when Mike reached the hotel, but
Greenberg had long been dressed and stood on the porch waiting
impatiently. Mike was genuinely anxious for his friend. Greenberg
staggered along toward the station, his eyes almost crossed with the
pain of a terrific hang-over.

They stopped at a cafeteria for breakfast. Mike ordered orange
juice, bacon and eggs, and coffee half-and-half. When he heard the
order, Greenberg had to gag down a lump in his throat.

“What’ll you have?” the counterman asked.

Greenberg flushed. “Beer,” he said hoarsely.

“You kidding me?” Greenberg shook his head, unable to speak.
“Want anything with it? Cereal, pie, toast—"
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“Just beer.” And he forced himself to swallow it. “So help me,” he
hissed at Mike, “another beer for breakfast will kill me!”

“I know how it is,” Mike said around a mouthful of food.

On the train they attempted to make plans. But they were faced
by a phenomenon that neither had encountered before, and so
they got nowhere. They walked glumly to the lake, fully aware that
they would have to employ the empirical method of discarding tac-
tics that did not work.

“How about a boat?” Mike suggested.

“It won’t stay in the water with me in it. And you can’t row it.”

“Well, what’ll we do then?”

Greenberg bit his lip and stared at the beautiful blue lake.
There the gnome lived, so near to them. “Go through the woods
along the shore, and holler like hell. I'll go the opposite way. We’ll
pass each other and meet at the boathouse. If the gnome comes
up, yell for me.”

“O.K.,” Mike said, not very confidently.

The lake was quite large and they walked slowly around it, paus-
ing often to get the proper stance for particularly emphatic shouts.
But two hours later, when they stood opposite each other with the
full diameter of the lake between them, Greenberg heard Mike’s
hoarse voice: “Hey, gnome!”

“Hey, gnome!” Greenberg yelled. “Come on up!”

An hour later they crossed paths. They were tired, discouraged,
and their throats burned; and only fishermen disturbed the lake’s
surface.

“The hell with this,” Mike said. “It ain’t doing any good. Let’s go
back to the boathouse.”

“What'll we do?” Greenberg rasped. “I can’t give up!”

They trudged back around the lake, shouting half-heartedly. At
the boathouse, Greenberg had to admit that he was beaten. The
boathouse owner marched threateningly toward him.

“Why don’t you maniacs get away from here?” he barked. “What’s
the idea of hollering and scaring away the fish? The guys are sore—"

“We’re not going to holler any more,” Greenberg said. “It’s no
use.”

When they bought beer and Mike, on an impulse, hired a boat,
the owner cooled off with amazing rapidity, and went off to unpack
bait.

“What did you get a boat for?” Greenberg asked. “I can’t ride in it.”

“You're not going to. You're gonna walk.”

“Around the lake again?” Greenberg cried.

“Nope. Look, Mr. Greenberg. Maybe the gnome can’t hear us
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through all that water. Gnomes ain’t hardhearted. If he heard us
and thought you were sorry, he’d take his curse off you in a jiffy.”

“Maybe.” Greenberg was not convinced. “So where do I come in?”

“The way I figure it, some way or other you push water away, but
the water pushes you away just as hard. Anyhow, I hope so. If it does,
you can walk on the lake.” As he spoke, Mike had been lifting large
stones and dumping them on the bottom of the boat. “Give me a
hand with these.”

Any activity, however useless, was better than none, Greenberg
felt. He helped Mike fill the boat until just the gunwales were above
water. Then Mike got in and shoved off.

“Come on,” Mike said. “Try to walk on the water.”

Greenberg hesitated. “Suppose I can’t?”

“Nothing’ll happen to you. You can’t get wet; so you won'’t
drown.” '

The logic of Mike’s statement reassured Greenberg. He stepped
out boldly. He experienced a peculiar sense of accomplishment
when the water hastily retreated under his feet into pressure bowls,
and an unseen, powerful force buoyed him upright across the
lake’s surface. Though his footing was not too secure, with care he
was able to walk quite swiftly.

“Now what?” he asked, almost happily.

Mike had kept pace with him in the boat. He shipped his oars
and passed Greenberg a rock. “We’ll drop them all over the lake—
make it damned noisy down there and upset the place. That’ll get
him up.”

They were more hopeful now, and their comments, “Here’s one
that’ll wake him,” and “I'll hit him right on the noodle with this
one,” served to cheer them still further. And less than half the rocks
had been dropped when Greenberg halted, a boulder in his hands.
Something inside him wrapped itself tightly around his heart and
his jaw dropped.

Mike followed his awed, joyful gaze. To himself, Mike had to
admit that the gnome, propelling himself through the water with
his ears, arms folded in tremendous dignity, was a funny sight.

“Must you drop rocks and disturb us at our work?” the gnome
asked.

Greenberg gulped. “I'm sorry, Mr. Gnome,” he said nervously. “1
couldn’t get you to come up by yelling.”

The gnome looked at him. “Oh. You are the mortal who was dis-
ciplined. Why did you returnr”

“To tell you that I'm sorry, and I won’t insult you again.”

“Have you proof of your sincerity?” the gnome asked quietly

Greenberg fished furiously in his pocket and brought out a handful
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of sugar wrapped in Cellophane, which he tremblingly handed to the
gnome.

- “Ah, very clever, indeed,” the little man said, unwrapping a cube
and popping it eagerly into his mouth. “Long time since I've had
some.”

A moment later Greenberg spluttered and floundered under the
surface. Even if Mike had not caught his jacket and helped him up,
he could almost have enjoyed the sensation of being able to drown.
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NOT MANY SPECTATORS TURN OUT FOR A MEET BETWEEN TWO MINOR
women’s swimming clubs, and this one was no exception. Louis
Connaught, looking up at the balcony, thought casually that the sin-
gle row of seats around it was about half full, mostly with the usual
bored-looking assortment of husbands and boy friends, and some
of the Hotel Creston’s guests who had wandered in for want of any-
thing better to do. One of the bellboys was asking an evening-
gowned female not to smoke, and she was showing irritation. Mr.
Santalucia and the little Santalucias were there as usual to see
mamma perform. They waved down at Connaught.

Connaught—a dark devilish-looking little man—glanced over to
the other side of the pool. The girls were coming out of the shower
rooms, and their shrill conversation was blurred by the acoustics of
the pool room into a continuous buzz. The air was faintly steamy.
The stout party in white duck pants was Laird, coach of the
Knickerbockers and Connaught’s arch rival. He saw Connaught
and boomed: “Hi, Louie!” The words rattled from wall to wall with a
sound like a stick being drawn swiftly along a picket fence.
Wambach of the A.A.U. Committee, who was refereeing, came in
with his overcoat still on and greeted Laird, but the booming rever-
berations drowned his words before they got over to Connaught.

Then somebody else came through the door; or rather, a knot of
people crowded through it all at once, facing inward, some in
bathing suits and some in street clothes. It was a few seconds before
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Coach Connaught saw what they were looking at. He blinked and
looked more closely, standing with his mouth half open.

But not for long. “Hey!” he yelled in a voice that made the pool
room sound like the inside of a snare drum in use. “Protest!
PROTEST! You can’t do that!”

It had been the preceding evening when Herbert Laird opened his
front door and shouted, “H’lo, Mark, come on in.” The chill March
wind was making a good deal of racket but not as much as all that.
Laird was given to shouting on general principles. He was stocky
and bald.

Mark Vining came in and deposited his briefcase. He was younger
than Laird——just thirty, in fact—with octagonal glasses and rather
thin severe features that made him look more serious than he was,
which was fairly serious.

“Glad you could come, Mark,” said Laird. “Listen, can you make
our meet with the Crestons tomorrow night?”

Vining pursed his lips thoughtfully. “I guess so. Loomis decided
not to appeal, so I don’t have to work nights for a few days anyhow.
Is something special up?”

Laird looked sly. “Maybe. Listen, you know that Mrs. Santalucia
that Louie Connaught has been cleaning up with for the past cou-
ple of years? I think I've got that fixed. But I want you along to
think up legal reasons why my scheme’s O.K.”

“Why,” said Vining cautiously. “What’s your scheme?”

“Can’t tell you now. I promised not to. But if Louie can win by
entering a freak—a woman with webbed fingers—"

“Oh, look here, Herb, you know those webs don’t really help
her—”

“Yes, yes, I know all the arguments. You've already got more
water-resistance to your arms than you've got muscle to overcome it
with, and so forth. But I know Mrs. Santalucia has webbed fingers,
and I know she’s the best woman swimmer in New York. And I don’t
like it. It’s bad for my prestige as a coach.” He turned and shouted
into the gloom: “Iantha!”

“Yes?”

“Come here, will you please? I want you to meet my friend Mr.
Vining. Here, we need some light.”

The light showed the living room as usual buried under disor-
derly piles of boxes of bathing suits and other swimming equip-
ment, the sale of which furnished Herbert Laird with most of his
income. It also showed a young woman coming in in a wheel chair.

One look gave Vining a feeling that, he knew, boded no good for
him. He was unfortunate in being a pushover for any reasonably
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attractive girl, and at the same time being cursed with an almost
pathological shyness where women were concerned. The facts that
both he and Laird were bachelors and took their swimming seri-
ously were the main ties between them.

This girl was more than reasonably attractive. She was, thought
the dazzled Vining, a wow, a ten-strike, a direct sixteen-inch hit. Her
smooth, rather flat features and high cheekbones had a hint of
Asian or American Indian, and went oddly with her lightgold hair,
which, Vining could have sworn, had a faint greenish tinge. A blan-
ket was wrapped around her legs.

He came out of his trance as Laird introduced the exquisite crea-
ture as “Miss Delfoiros.”

Miss Delfoiros didn’t seem exactly overcome. As she extended
her hand, she said with a noticeable accent: “You are not from the
newspapers, Mr. Vining?” :

“No,” said Vining. “Just a lawyer. I specialize in wills and probates
and things. Not thinking of drawing up yours, are you?”

She relaxed visibly and laughed. “No. I *ope I shall not need one
for a long, long time.”

“Still,” said Vining seriously, “you never know—"

Laird bellowed: “Wonder what’s keeping that sister of mine.
Dinner ought to be ready. Martha!” He marched out, and Vining
heard Miss Laird’s voice, something about “—but Herb, I had to let
those things cool down—"

Vining wondered with a great wonder what he should say to Miss
Delfoiros. Finally he said, “Smoke?”

“Oh, no, thank you very much. I do not do it.”

“Mind if I do?”

“No, not at all.”

“Whereabouts do you hail from?” Vining thought the question
sounded both brusque and silly. He never did get the hang of talk-
ing easily under this circumstances.

“Oh, I am from Kip—Cyprus, I mean. You know, the island.”

“Really? That makes you a British subject, doesn’t it?”

“Well . . . no, not exactly. Most Cypriots are, but I am not.”

“Will you be at this swimming meet?”

“Yes, I think so.”

“You don’t"—he lowered his voice—“know what scheme Herb’s
got up his sleeve to beat La Santalucia?”

“Yes...no...Idonot...whatImean is, I must not tell.”

More mystery, thought Vining. What he really wanted to know
was why she was confined to a wheel chair; whether the cause was
temporary or permanent. But you couldn’t ask a person right out,
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and he was still trying to concoct a leading question when Laird’s
bellow wafted in: “All right, folks, soup’s on!” Vining would have
pushed the wheel chair in, but before he had a chance, the girl had
spun the chair around and was half-way to the dining room.

Vining said: “Hello, Martha, how’s the school-teaching business?”
But he wasn’t really paying much attention to Laird’s capable spin-
ster sister. He was gaping at Miss Delfoiros, who was quite calmly
emptying a teaspoonful of salt into her water glass and stirring.

“What . . . what?” he gulped.

“I ’ave to,” she said. “Fresh water makes me—like what you call
drunk.”

“Listen, Mark!” roared his friend. “Are you sure you can be there
on time tomorrow night? There are some questions of eligibility to
be cleared up, and I'm likely to need you badly.”

“Will Miss Delfoiros be there?” Vining grinned, feeling very foolish
inside.

“Oh, sure. Iantha’s out . . . say, listen, you know that little eighteen-
year-old Clara Havranek? She did the hundred in one-o-five yester-
day. She’s championship material. We’ll clean the Creston Club
yet—" He went on, loud and fast, about what he was going to do to
Louie Connaught’s girls. The while, Mark Vining tried to concen-
trate on his own food, which was good, and on Iantha Delfoiros,
who was charming but evasive.

There seemed to be something special about Miss Delfoiro’s
food, to judge by the way Martha Laird had served it. Vining looked
closely and saw that it had the peculiarly dead and clammy look that
a dinner once hot but now cold has. He asked about it.

“Yes,” she said, “I like it cold.”

“You mean you don’t eat anything hot?”

She made a face. “ ot food? No, I do not like it. To us it is—"

“Listen, Mark! I hear the W.S.A. is going to throw a post-season
meet in April for novices only—" '

Vining’s dessert lay before him a full minute before he noticed
it. He was too busy thinking how delightful Miss Delfoiros’s accent
was.

When dinner was over, Laird said, “Listen, Mark, you know some-
thing about these laws against owning gold? Well, look here—" He
led the way to a candy box on a table in the living room. The box
contained, not candy, but gold and silver coins. Laird handed the
lawyer several of them. The first one he examined was a silver

crown, bearing the inscription “Carolus II Dei Gra” encircling the
head of England’s Merry Monarch with a wreath in his hair—or,
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more probably, in his wig. The second was an eighteenth-century
Spanish dollar. The third was a Louis d’Or.

‘I didn’t know you went in for coin collecting, Herb,” said
Vining. “I suppose these are all genuine?”

“They’re genuine all right. But I'm not collecting ’em. You might
say I'm taking ’em in trade. I have a chance to sell ten thousand
bathing caps, if I can take payment in those things.”

“I shouldn’t think the U.S. Rubber Company would like the idea
much.”

“That’s just the point. What'll I do with ’em after I get ’em? Will
the government put me in jail for having 'em?”

“You needn’t worry about that. I don’t think the law covers old
coins, though I'll look it up to make sure. Better call up the
American Numismatic Society—they’re in the phone book—and
they can tell you how to dispose of them. But look here, what the
devil is this? Ten thousand bathing caps to be paid for in pieces-of-
eight? I never heard of such a thing.”

“That’s it exactly. Just ask the little lady here.” Laird turned to
Iantha, who was nervously trying to signal him to keep quiet. “The
deal’s her doing.”

“Idid . .. did—"” She looked as if she were going to cry. “’Erbert,
you should not have said that. You see,” she said to Vining, “we do
not like to ’ave a lot to do with people. Always it causes us troubles.”

“Who,” asked Vining, “do you mean by ‘we’?”

She shut her mouth obstinately. Vining almost melted. But his
legal instincts came to the surface. If you don’t get a grip on your-
self, he thought, you’ll be in love with her in another five minutes.
And that might be a disaster. He said firmly: “Herb, the more I see
of this business the crazier it looks. Whatever’s going on, you seem
to be trying to get me into it. But I won’t let you before I know what
it’s all about.”

“Might as well tell him, Iantha,” said Laird. “He’ll know when he
sees you swim tomorrow, anyhow.”

She said: “You will not tell the newspaper men, Mr. Vining?”

“No. I won’t say anything to anybody.”

“You promise?”

“Of course. You can depend on a lawyer to keep things under his
hat.”

“Under his—I suppose you mean not to tell. So, look.” She
reached down and pulled up the lower end of the blanket.

Vining looked. Where he expected to see feet, there was a pair of
horizontal flukes, like those of a porpoise.
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Louis Connaught’s having kittens, when he saw what his rival coach
had sprung on him, can thus be easily explained. First he doubted
his own senses. Then he doubted whether there was any justice in
the world.

Meanwhile Mark Vining proudly pushed Iantha’s wheel chair in
among the cluster of judges and timekeepers at the starting end of
the pool. Iantha herself, in a bright green bathing cap, held her
blanket around her shoulders, but the slate-gray tail with its flukes
was smooth and the flukes were horizontal; artists who show mer-
maids with scales and a vertical tail fin, like a fish’s, simply don’t
know their zoology.

“All right, all right,” bellowed Laird. “Don’t crowd around.
Everybody get back to where they belong. Everybody, please.”

One of the spectators, leaning over the rail of the balcony to see,
dropped a fountain pen into the pool. One of the Connaught’s
girls, a Miss Black, dove in after it. Ogden Wambach, the referee,
poked a finger at the skin of the tail. He was a well-groomed, gray-
haired man.

“Laird,” he said, “is this a joke?”

“Not at all. She’s entered in the back stroke and all the free styles,
just like any other club member. She’s even registered with the
AAU”

“But. .. but...Imean, is it alive? Is it real?”

Iantha spoke up. “Why do you not ask me those questions,

.Mr. .. .Ido not know you—"

“Good grlef said Wambach. “It talks! I'm the referee Miss—”

“Delfoiros. Iantha Delfoiros.”

“My word. Upon my word. That means—let’'s see—Violet
Porpoise-tail, doesn’t it? Delphis plus oura—"

“You know Greek? Oh, ’ow nice!” She broke into a string of
Romaic.

Wambach gulped a little. “Too fast for me, I'm afraid. And that’s
modern Greek, isn’t it?”

“Why, yes. I am modern, am I not?”

“Dear me. I suppose so. But is that tail really real? I mean, it’s not
just a piece of costumery?”

“Oh, but yes.” Iantha threw off the blanket and waved her flukes.

“Dear me,” said Ogden Wambach. “Where are my glasses? You
understand, I just want to make sure there’s nothing spurious about
this.”

Mrs. Santalucia, a muscularlooking lady with a visible mustache
and fingers webbed down to the first joint, said, “You mean I gotta
swim against her?”
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Louis Connaught had been sizzling like a dynamite fuse. “You
can’t do it!” he shrilled. “This is a woman’s meet! I protest!”

“So what?” said Laird.

“But you can’t enter a fish in a woman’s swimming meet! Can
you, Mr. Wambach?”

Mark Vining spoke up. He had just taken a bunch of papers
clipped together out of his pocket, and was running through them.

“Miss Delfoiros,” he asserted, “is not a fish. She’s a mammal.”

“How do you figure that?” yelled Connaught.

“Look at her.”

“Um-m-m,” said Ogden Wambach. “I see what you mean.”

“But,” howled Connaught, “she still ain’t human!”

“There is a question about that, Mr. Vining,” said Wambach.

“No question at all. There’s nothing in the rules against entering
a mermaid, and there’s nothing that says the competitors have to
be human.”

Connaught was hopping about like an overwrought cricket. He was
now waving a copy of the current A A.U. swimming, diving and
water polo rules. “I still protest! Look here! All through here it only
talks about two kinds of meets, men’s and women’s. She ain’t a
woman, and she certainly ain’t a man. If the Union had wanted to
have meets for mermaids they’d have said so.”

“Not a woman?” asked Vining in a manner that juries learned
meant a rapier thrust at an opponent. “I beg your pardon, Mr.
Connaught. I looked the question up.” He frowned at his sheaf of
papers. “Webster’s International Dictionary, Second Edition,
defines a woman as ‘any female person.” And it further defines ‘per-
son’ as ‘a being characterized by conscious apprehension, rational-
ity and a moral sense.”” He turned to Wambach. “Sir, I think you’ll
agree that Miss Delfoiros has exhibited conscious apprehension
and rationality during her conversation with you, won’t you?”

“My word . . . I really don’t know what to say, Mr. Vining . . . I sup-
pose she has, but I couldn’t say—"

Horowitz, the scorekeeper, spoke up. “You might ask her to give
the multiplication table.” Nobody paid him any attention.

Connaught exhibited symptoms alarmingly suggestive of apoplexy.
“But you can’t— What are you talking about . . . conscious ap-ap—"

“Please, Mr. Connaught!” said Wambach. “When you shout that
way I can’t understand you because of the echoes.”

Connaught mastered himself with a visible effort. Then he
looked crafty. “How do I know she’s got a moral sense?”

Vining turned to lantha. “Have you ever been in jail, Iantha?”
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Iantha laughed. “What a funny question, Mark! But of course, I
have not.”

“That’s what she says,” sneered Connaught. “How you gonna
prove it?” '

“We don’t have to,” said Vining loftily. “The burden of proof is on
the accuser, and the accused is legally innocent until proved guilty.
That principle was well established by the time of King Edward the
First.”

“That wasn’t the kind of moral sense I meant,” cried Connaught.
“How about what they call moral turp-turp— You know what I
mean.”

“Hey,” growled Laird; “what’s the idea? Are you trying to cast—
What's the word, Mark?”

“Aspersions?”

“__cast aspersions on one of my swimmers? You watch out. Louie.
If I hear you be— What's the word, Mark?”

“Besmirching her fair name?”

“__besmirching her fair name I'll drown you in your own tank.”

“And after that,” said Vining, “we’ll slap a suit on you for slan-
der.”

“Gentlemen! Gentlemen!” said Wambach “Let’s not have any
more personalities, please. This is a swimming meet, not a lawsuit.
Let’s get to the point.”

“We’ve made ours,” said Vining with dignity. “We’ve shown that
Iantha Delfoiros is a woman, and Mr. Connaught has stated, him-
self, that this is a woman’s meet. Therefore, Miss Delfoiros is eligi-
ble. Q.E.D.” '

“Ahem,” said Wambach. “I don’t quite know— I never had a case
like this to decide before.”

Louis Connaught almost had tears in his eyes; at least he sounded
as if he did. “Mr. Wambach, you can’t let Herb do this to me. I'll be
a laughingstock.”

Laird snorted. “How about your beating me with your Mrs.
Santalucia? I didn’t get any sympathy from you when people
Jaughed at me on account of that. And how much good did it do
me to protest against her fingers?”

“But,” wailed Connaught, “if he can enter this Miss Delfurrus,
what’s to stop somebody from entering a trained sea lion or some-
thing? Do you want to make competitive swimming into a circus?”

Laird grinned. “Go ahead, Louie. Nobody’s stopping you from
entering anything you like. How about it, Ogden? Is she a woman?”

“Well . . . really . . . oh, dear—”"

“Please!” Iantha Delfoiros rolled her violet-blue eyes at the bewil-
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dered referee. “I should so like to swim in this nice pool with all
these nice people!”

Wambach sighed. “All right, my dear, you shall!”

“Whoopee!” cried Laird, the cry being taken up by Vining, the
members of the Knickerbocker Swimming Club, the other officials,
and lastly the spectators. The noise in the enclosed space made sen-
sitive eardrums wince.

“Wait a minute,” yelped Connaught when the echoes had died.
“Look here, page nineteen of the rules. ‘Regulation Costume,
Women: Suits must be of dark color, with skirt attached. Leg is to
reach—’ and so forth. Right here it says it. She can’t swim the way
she is, not in a sanctioned meet.”

“That’s true,” said Wambach. “Let’s see—"

Horowitz looked up from his little score-sheetlittered table.
“Maybe one of the girls has a halter she could borrow,” he sug-
gested. “That would be something.”

“Halter, phooey!” snapped Connaught. “This means a regular
suit with legs and skirt, and everybody knows it.”

“But she hasn’t got any legs!” cried Laird. “How could she get
into—"

“That’s just the point! If she can’t wear a suit with legs, and the
rules say you gotta have legs, she can’t wear the regulation suit, and
she can’t compete! I gotcha that time! Ha-ha, I'm sneering!”

“T'm afraid not, Louie,” said Vining, thumbing his own copy of
the rule book. He held it up to the light and read: “‘Note.—These
rules are approximate, the idea being to bar costumers which are
immodest, or will attract undue attention and comment. The ref-
eree shall have the power’'—et cetera, et cetera. If we cut the legs
out of a regular suit, and she pulled the rest of it on over her head,
that would be modest enough for all practical purposes. Wouldn’t
it, Mr. Wambach?”

“Dear me—I don’t know—I suppose it would.”

Laird hissed to one of his pupils, “Hey, listen, Miss Havranck! You
know where my suitcase is? Well, you get one of the extra suits out
of it, and there’s a pair of scissors in with the first-aid things. You fix
that suit up so Iantha can wear it.”

Connaught subsided. “I see now,” he said bitterly, “why you guys
wanted to finish with a 300-yard free style instead of a relay. If I'd’a’
known what you were planning—and, you, Mark Vining, if I ever
getin a jam, I'll go to jail before I hire you for a lawyer, so help me.”

Mrs. Santalucia had been glowering at Iantha Delfoiros. Suddenly
she turned to Connaught. “Thissa no fair. I swim against people. I
no gotta swim against moimaids.”

“Please, Maria, don’t you desert me,” wailed Connaught.
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“I no swim tonight.”

Connaught looked up appealingly to the balcony. Mr. Santalucia
and the little Santalucias, guessing what was happening, burst into a
chorus of: “Go on, mamma! You show them, mamma!”

“Aw right. I swim one, maybe two races. If I see I no got a chance,
I no swim no more.”

“That’s better, Maria. It wouldn’t really count if she beat you any-
way.” Connaught headed for the door, saying something about “tele-
phone” on the way.

Despite the delays in starting the meet, nobody left the pool room
through boredom; in fact the empty seats in the balcony were full
by this time and people were standing up behind them. Word had
got around the Hotel Creston that something was up.

By the time Louis Connaught returned, Laird and Vining were
pulling the altered bathing suit on over Iantha’s head. It didn’t
reach quite as far as they expected, having been designed for a
slightly slimmer swimmer. Not that Iantha was fat. But her human
part, if not exactly plump, was at least comfortably upholstered, so
that no bones showed. Iantha squirmed around in the suit a good
deal, and threw a laughing remark in Greek to Wambach, whose
expression showed that he hoped it didn’t mean what he suspected
it did.

Laird said, “Now listen, Iantha, remember not to move till the
gun goes off. And remember that you swim directly over the line on
the bottom, not between two lines.”

“Are they going to shoot a gun? Oh, I am afraid of shooting!”

“It’s nothing to be afraid of; just blank cartridges. They don’t
hurt anybody. And it won’t be so loud inside that cap.”

“Herb,” said Vining, “won’t she lose time getting off, not belng
able to make a flat dive like the others?”

“She will. But it won’t matter. She can swim a mile in four min-
utes, without really trying.”

Ritchey, the starter, announced the 50-yard free style. He called:
“All right, everybody, line up.” Iantha slithered off her chair and
crawled over to the starting platform. The other girls were all stand-
ing with feet together, bodies bent forward at the hips, and arms
pointing backward. Iantha got into a curious position of her own,
with her tail under her and her weight resting on her hands and
flukes.

“Hey! Protest!” shouted Connaught. “The rules say that all races,
except back strokes, are started with dives. What kind of a dive do
you call that?”

“Oh, dear,” said Wambach. “What—"
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“That,” said Vining urbanely, “is a mermaid dive. You couldn’t
expect her to stand upright on her tail.”

“But that’s just it!” cried Connaught. “First you enter a nonregula-
tion swimmer. Then you put a nonregulation suit on her. Then you
start her off with a nonregulation dive. Ain’t there anything you guys
do like other people?”

“But,” said Vining, looking through the rule book, “it doesn’t
say—here it is. “The start in all races shall be made with a dive.” But
there’s nothing in the rules about what kind of dive shall be used.
And the dictionary defines a dive simply as a ‘plunge into water.” So
if you jump in feet first holding your nose, that’s a dive for the pur-
pose of the discussion. And in my years of watching swimming
meets I've seen some funnier starting-dives than Miss Delfoiros’s.”

“I suppose he’s right,” said Wambach.

“O.K,, O.K.,” snarled Connaught. “But the next time I have a
meet with you and Herb, I bring a lawyer along too, see?”

Ritchey’s gun went off. Vining noticed that Iantha flinched a little
at the report, and perhaps was slowed down a trifle in getting off by
it. The other girls’ bodies shot out horizontally to smack the water
loudly, but Iantha slipped in with the smooth, unhurried motion of
a diving seal. Lacking the advantage of feet to push off with, she was
several yards behind the other swimmers before she really got
started. Mrs. Santalucia had taken her usual lead, foaming along
with the slow strokes of her webbed hands.

Iantha didn’t bother to come to the surface except at the turn,
where she had been specifically ordered to come up so the judge of
the turns wouldn’t raise arguments as to whether she had touched
the end, and at the finish. She hardly used her arms at all, except
for an occasional flip of her trailing hands to steer her. The swift up-
and-down flutter of the powerful tailflukes sent her through the
water like a torpedo, her wake appearing on the surface six or eight
feet behind her. As she shot through the as yet unruffled waters at
the far end of the pool on the first leg, Vining, who had gone
around to the side to watch, noticed that she had the power of clos-
ing her nostrils tightly under water, like a seal or hippopotamus.

Mrs. Santalucia finished the race in the very creditable time of
29.8 seconds. But Iantha Delfoiros arrived, not merely first, but in
the time of 8.0 seconds. At the finish she didn’t reach up to touch
the starting-platform, and then hoist herself out by her arms the
way human swimmers do. She simply angled up sharply, left the
water like a leaping trout, and came down with a moist smack on
the concrete, almost bowling over a timekeeper. By the time the
other contestants had completed the turn she was sitting on the
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platform with her tail curled under her. As the girls foamed labori-
ously down the final leg, she smiled dazzlingly at Vining, who had
had to run to be in at the finish.

“That,” she said, “was much fun, Mark. I am so glad you and
"Erbert put me in these races.”

Mrs. Santalucia climbed out and walked over to Horowitz’s table.
That young man was staring in disbelief at the figures he had just
written.

“Yes,” he said, “that’s what it says. Miss Iantha Delfoiros, 8.0; Mrs.
Maria Santalucia, 29.8. Please don’t drip on my score sheets, lady.
Say, Wambach, isn’t this a world’s record or something?”

“My word!” said Wambach. “It’s less than half the existing short-
course record. Less than a third, maybe; I'd have to check it. Dear
me. I'll have to take it up with the Committee. I don’t know
whether they’d allow it; I don’t think they will, even though there
isn’t any specific rule against mermaids.”

Vining spoke up. “I think we’ve complied with all the require-
ments to have records recognized, Mr. Wambach. Miss Delfoiros
was entered in advance like all the others.”

“Yes, yes, Mr. Vining, but don’t you see, a record’s a serious mat-
ter. No ordinary human being could ever come near a time like
that.” -

“Unless he used an outboard motor,” said Connaught. “If you
allow contestants to use tail fins like Miss Delfurrus, you ought to let
’em use propellers. I don’t see why these guys should be the only
ones to be let bust rules all over the place, and then think up lawyer
arguments why it’s O.K. I'm gonna get me a lawyer, too.”

“That’s all right, Ogden,” said Laird. “You take it up with the
Committee, but we don’t really care much about the records any-
way, so long as we can lick Louie here.” He smiled indulgently at
Connaught, who sputtered with fury.

“I no swim,” announced Mrs. Santalucia. “This is all crazy busi-
ness. I no get a chance.”

“Now, Maria,” said Connaught, taking her aside, “just once more,
won’t you please? My reputation—" The rest of his words were
drowned in the general reverberation of the pool room. But at the
end of them the redoubtable female appeared to have given in to
his entreaties.

The 100-yard free style started in much the same manner as the
50-yard. Iantha didn’t flinch at the gun this time, and got off to a
good start. She skimmed along just below the surface, raising a
wake like a tuna-clipper. These waves confused the swimmer in the
adjacent lane, who happened to be Miss Breitenfeld of the Creston
Club. As a result, on her first return leg, Iantha met Miss
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Breitenfeld swimming athwart her—Iantha’s—lane, and rammed
the unfortunate girl amidships. Miss Breitenfeld went down without
even a gurgle, spewing bubbles.

Connaught shrieked: “Foul! Foul!” though in the general uproar
it sounded like “Wow, wow!” Several swimmers who weren’t racing
dove in to the rescue, and the race came to a stop in general confu-
sion and pandemonium. When Miss Breitenfeld was hauled out it
was found that she had merely had the wind knocked out of her
and had swallowed considerable water.

Mark Vining, looking around for Iantha, found her holding on
to the edge of the pool and shaking her head. Presently she crawled
out, crying: “Is she ’urt? Is she 'urt? Oh, I am so sorree! I did not
think there would be anybody in my lane, so I did not look ahead.”

“See?” yelled Connaught. “See, Wambach? See what happens?
They ain’t satisfied to walk away with the races with their fish-
woman. No, they gotta try to cripple my swimmers by butting their
slats in. Herb,” he went on nastily, “why dontcha get a pet sword-
fish? Then when you rammed one of my poor girls she’d be out of
competition for good.”

“Oh,” said Iantha. “I did not mean . . . it was an accident!”

“Accident my foot!”

“But it was. Mr. Referee, I do not want to bump people. My ’ead
‘urts, and my neck also. You think I try to break my neck on pur-
pose?” lantha’s altered suit had crawled up under her armpits, but
nobody noticed particularly.

“Sure it was an accident,” bellowed Laird. “Anybody could see
that. And, listen, if anybody was fouled it was Miss Delfoiros.”

“Certainly,” chimed in Vining. “She was in her own lane, and the
other girl wasn’t.”

“Oh, dear me,” said Wambach. “I suppose they’re right again.
This’ll have to be reswum anyway. Does Miss Breitenfeld want to
compete?”

Miss Breitenfeld didn’t but the others lined up again. This time
the race went off without untoward incident. Iantha again made a
spectacular leaping finish, just as the other three swimmers were
halfway down the second of their four legs.

When Mrs. Santalucia emerged this time, she said to Connaught:
“I swim no more. That is final.”

“Oh, but Maria—” It got him nowhere. Finally he said, “Will you
swim in the races that she don’t enter?”

“Is there any?”

“I think so. Hey, Horowitz, Miss Delfurrus ain’t entered in the
breast stroke, is she?”

Horowitz looked. “No, she isn’t,” he said.
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“That something. Say, Herb, how come you didn’t put your fish-
woman in the breast stroke?”

Vining answered for Laird. “Look at your rules, Louie. ‘The feet
shall be drawn up simultaneously, the knees bent and open,’ et
cetera. The rules for back stroke and free style don’t say anything
about how the legs shall be used, but those for breast stroke do. So
no legs, no breast stroke. We aren’t giving you a chance to make any
legitimate protests.”

“Legitimate protests!” Connaught turned away, sputtering.

While the dives were being run off, Vining, watching, became
aware of an ethereal melody. First he thought it was in his head.
Then he was sure it was coming from one of the spectators. He
finally located the source; it was Iantha Delfoiros, sitting in her
wheel chair and singing softly. By leaning nearer he could make
out the words:

“Die schonstte Jungfrau sitzet
Dort ober wunderbar;

Ihr goldenes Geschmeide blitzet;
Sie kaemmt ihr goldenes Haar.”

Vining went over quietly. “lantha,” he said. “Pull your bathing
suit down, and don’t sing.”

She complied, looking up at him with a giggle. “But that is a nice
song! I learn it from a wrecked German sailor. It is about one of my
people.”

“I know, but it'll distract the judges. They have to watch the dives
closely, and the place is too noisy as it is.”

“Such a nice man you are, Mark, but so serious!” She giggled
again.

Vining wondered at the subtle change in the mermaid’s manner.
Then a horrible thought struck him.

“Herb!” he whispered. “Didn’t she say something last night about
getting drunk on fresh water?”

Laird looked up. “Yes. She— The water in the pool’s fresh! I
never thought of that. Is she showing signs?”

“I think she is.”

“Listen, Mark, what’ll we do?”

“I don’t know. She’s entered in two more events, isn’t she? Back
stroke and 300-yard free styler”

“Yes.”

“Well, why not withdraw her from the back stroke, and give her a
chance to sober up before the final event?”
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“Can’t. Even with all her firsts we aren’t going to win by any big
margin. Louie has the edge on us in the dives, and Mrs.
Santalucia’ll win the breast stroke. In the events Iantha’s in, if she
takes first and Louie’s girl take second and third, that means five
points for us but four for him, so we have an advantage of only one
point. And her world’s record times don’t give us any more points.”

“Guess we’ll have to keep her in and take a chance,” said Vining
glumly.

Iantha’s demeanor was sober enough in lining up for the back
stroke. Again she lost a fraction of a second in getting started by not
having feet to push off with. But once she got started, the contest
was even more one-sided than the free style races had been. The
human part of her body was practically out of water, skimming the
surface like the front half of a speedboat. She made paddling
motions with her arms, but that was merely for technical reasons;
the power was all furnished by the flukes. She didn’t jump out onto
the starting-platform this time; for a flash Vining’s heart almost
stopped as the emerald-green bathing cap seemed about to crash
into the tiles at the end of the pool. But Iantha had judged the dis-
tance to a fraction of an inch, and braked to a stop with her flukes
just before striking.

The breast stroke was won easily by Mrs. Santalucia, though her
slow plodding stroke was less spectacular than the butterfly of her
competitors. The shrill cheers of the little Santalucias could be
heard over the general hubbub. When the winner climbed out, she
glowered at Iantha and said to Connaught: “Louie, if you ever put
me in a meet wit’ moimaids again, I no swim for you again, never.
Now I go home.” With which she marched off to the shower room.

Ritchey was just about to announce the final event, the 300-yard
free style, when Connaught plucked his sleeve. “Jack,” he said, “wait
a second. One of my swimmers is gonna be delayed a coupla min-
utes.” He went out a door.

Laird said to Vining: “Wonder what Louie’s grinning about. He’s
got something nasty, I bet. He was phoning earlier, you remember.”

“We’ll soon see— What’s that?” A hoarse bark wafted in from
somewhere and rebounded from the walls.

Connaught reappeared carrying two buckets. Behind him was a
little round man in three sweaters. Behind the little round man
galumphed a glossy California sea lion. At the sight of the gently
rippling, jade-green pool the animal barked joyously and skidded
the water, swam swiftly about, and popped out onto the landing-
platform, barking. The bark had a peculiarly nerve-racking effect in
the echoing pool room.
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Ogden Wambach seized two handfuls of his sleek gray hair and
tugged. “Connaught!” he shouted. “What is that?”

“Oh, that’s just one of my swimmers, Mr. Wambach.”

“Hey, listen!” rumbled Laird. “We’re going to protest this time.
Miss Delfoiros is at least a woman, even if she’s a kind of peculiar
one. But you can’t call that a woman.”

Connaught grinned like Satan looking over a new shipment of
sinners. “Didn’t you just say to go ahead and enter a sea lion if I
wanted to?”

“I don’t remember saying—"

“Yes, Herbert,” said Wambach, looking haggard. “You did say it.
There didn’t used to be any trouble in deciding whether a swimmer
was a woman or not. But now that you’ve brought in Miss Delfoiros,
there doesn’t seem to be any place we can draw a line.”

“But look here, Ogden, there is such a thing as going too far—"

“That’s just what I said about you!” shrilled Connaught.

Wambach took a deep breath. “Let’s not shout, please. Herbert,
technically you may have an argument. But after we allowed Miss
Delfoiros to enter, I think it would be only sporting to let Louis have
his sea lion. Especially after you told him to get one if he could.”

Vining spoke up. “Oh, we’re always glad to do the sporting thing.
But I'm afraid the sea lion wasn’t entered at the beginning of the
meet as is required by the rules. We don’t want to catch hell from
the Committee—"

“Oh, yes, she was,” said Connaught. “See!” He pointed to one of
Horowitz’s sheets. “Her name’s Alice Black, and there it is.

“But,” protested Vining, “I thought that was Alice Black.” He
pointed to a slim dark girl in a bathing suit who was sitting on a win-
dow ledge.

“Itis,” grinned Connaught. “It’s just a coincidence that they both
got the same name.”

“You don’t expect us to believe that?”

“I don’t care whether you believe or not. It’s so. Ain’t the sea lion’s
name Alice Black?” He turned to the little fat man, who nodded.

“Let it pass,” moaned Wambach. “We can’t take time off to get
this animal’s birth certificate.”

“Well, then,” said Vining, “how about the regulation suit? Maybe
you'd like to try to put a suit on your sea lion?”

“Don’t have to. She’s got one already. It grows on her. Yah, yah,
yah, gotcha that time.”

“I suppose,” said Wambach, “that you could consider a natural
sealskin pelt as equivalent to a bathing suit.”

“Sure you could. That's the pernt. Anyway the idea of suits is to
be modest, and nobody gives a care about a sea lion’s modesty.”
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Vining made a final point. “You refer to the animal as ‘her,” but
how do we know it’s a female? Even Mr. Wambach wouldn’t let you
enter a male sea lion in a women’s meet.”

Wambach spoke: “How do you tell on a sea lion?”

Connaught looked at the little fat man. “Well, maybe we had bet-
ter not go into that here. How would it be if I put up a ten-dollar
bond that Alice is a female, and you checked on her sex later?”

“That seems fair,” said Wambach.

Vining and Laird looked at each other. “Shall we let ’em get away
with that, Mark?” asked the latter.

Vining rocked on his heels for a few seconds. Then he said, “I
think we might as well. Can I see you outside a minute, Herb? You
people don’t mind holding up the race a couple of minutes more,
do you? We’ll be right back.”

Connaught started to protest about further delay, but thought bet-
ter of it. Laird presently reappeared looking unwontedly cheerful.

“’Erbert!” said Iantha.

“Yes?” he put his head down.

“I'm afraid—"

“You’re afraid Alice might bite you in the water? Well, I wouldn’t
want that—"

“Oh, no, not afraid that way. Alice, poof! If she gets nasty I give
her one with the tail. But I am afraid she can swim faster than me.”

“Listen, Iantha, you just go ahead and swim the best you can.
Twelve legs, remember. And don’t be surprised, no matter what
happens.”

“What you two saying?” asked Connaught suspiciously.

“None of your business, Louie. Whatcha got in that pail? Fish? I
see how you’re going to work this. Wanta give up and concede the
meet now?”

Connaught merely snorted.

The only competitors in the 300-yard free style race were Iantha
Delfoiros and the sea lion, allegedly named Alice. The normal
members of both clubs declared that nothing would induce them
to get into the pool with the animal. Not even the importance of
collecting a third-place point would move them.

Iantha got into her usual starting position. Beside her the little
round man maneuvered Alice, holding her by an improvised leash
made of a length of rope. At the far end, Connaught had placed
himself and one of the buckets.

Ritchey fired his gun; the little man slipped the leash and said:
“Go get ’em, Alice!” Connaught took a fish out of his bucket and
waved it. But Alice, frightened by the shot, set up a furious barking
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and stayed where she was. Not till Iantha had almost reached the far
end of the pool did Alice sight the fish at the other end. Then she
slid off and shot down the water like a streak. Those who have seen
sea lions merely loafing about a pool in a zoo or aquarium have no
conception of how fast they can go when they try. Fast as the mer-
maid was, the sea lion was faster. She made two bucking jumps out
of water before she arrived and oozed out onto the concrete. One
gulp and the fish had vanished.

Alice spotted the bucket and tried to get her head into it
Connaught fended her off as best he could with his feet. At the
starting end, the little round man had taken a fish out of the other
bucket and was waving it, calling: “Here, Alice!” Alice didn’t get the
idea until Iantha had finished her second leg. Then she went like
the proverbial bat from hell.

The same trouble occurred at the starting end of the pool; Alice
didn’t see why she should swim twenty-five yards for a fish when
there were plenty of them a few feet away. The result was that at the
halfway mark Iantha was two legs ahead. But then Alice, who was no
dope as sea lions go, caught on. She caught up with and passed
Iantha in the middle of her eighth leg, droozling out of the water at
each end long enough to gulp a fish and then speeding down to the
other end. In the middle of the tenth leg she was ten yards ahead of
the mermaid.

At that point Mark Vining appeared through the door, running.
In each hand he held a bowl of goldfish by the edge. Behind him
came Miss Havranek and Miss Tufts, also of the Knickerbockers,
both similarly burdened. The guests of the Hotel Creston had been
mildly curious when a dark, severe-looking young man and two girls
in bathing suits had dashed into the lobby and made off with the six
bowls. But they had been too well-bred to inquire directly about the
rape of the goldfish.

Vining ran down the side of the pool to a point near the far end.
There he extended his arms and inverted the bowls. Water and fish
cascaded into the pool. Miss Havranek and Miss Tufts did likewise
at other points along the edge of the pool.

Results were immediate. The bowls had been large, and each had
contained about six or eight fairsized goldfish. The forty-odd
bright-colored fish, terrified by their rough handling, darted hither
and thither about the pool, or at least went as fast as their ineffi-
cient build would permit them. Alice, in the middle of her ninth
leg, angled off sharply. Nobody saw her snatch the fish; one second
it was there, and the next it wasn’t. Alice doubled with a swirl of flip-
pers and shot diagonally across the pool. Another fish vanished.
Forgotten were her master and Louis Connaught and their buckets.
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This was much more fun. Meanwhile, Iantha finished her race, nar-
rowly avoiding a collision with the sea lion on her last leg.
Connaught hurled the fish he was holding as far as he could. Alice
snapped it up and went on hunting. Connaught ran toward the
starting-platform, yelling: “Foul! Foul! Protest! Protest! Foul! Foul!”

He arrived to find the timekeepers comparing watches on Iantha’s
swim, Laird and Vining doing a kind of war dance, and Ogden
Wambach looking like the March Hare on the twenty-eighth of
February. “Stop!” cried the referee. “Stop, Louie! If you shout like
that you’ll drive me mad! I'm almost mad now! I know what you're
going to say.”

“Well . . . well . .. why don’t you do something, then? Why don’t
you tell these crooks where to head in? Why don’t you have ’em
expelled from the Union? Why don’t you—"

“Relax, Louie,” said Vining. “We haven’t done anything illegal.”

“What? Why, you dirty—"

“Easy, easy.” Vining looked speculatively at his fist. The little man
followed his glance and quieted somewhat. “There’s nothing in the
rules about putting fish into a pool. Intelligent swimmers, like Miss
Delfoiros, know enough to ignore them when they’re swimming a
race.”

“But...what. .. whyyou—"

Vining walked off, leaving the two coaches and the referee to
fight it out. He looked for Iantha. She was sitting on the edge of
pool, paddling in the water with her flukes. Beside her were four
feebly flopping goldfish laid out in a row on the tiles. As he
approached, she picked one up and put the front end of it in her
mouth. There was a flash of pearly teeth and a spasmodic flutter of
the fish’s tail, and the front half of the fish was gone. The other half
followed immediately. :

At that instant Alice spotted the three remaining fish. The sea
lion had cleaned out the pool, and was now slithering around on
the concrete, barking and looking for more prey. She galumphed
past Vining toward the mermaid.

Iantha saw her coming. The mermaid hoisted her tail out of
water, pivoted where she sat, swung the tail up in a curve, brought
the flukes down on the sea lion’s head with a loud spat. Vining, who
was twenty feet off, could have sworn he felt the wind of the blow.

Alice gave a squawk of pain and astonishment and slithered away,
shaking her head. She darted past Vining again, and for reasons
best known to herself hobbled over to the center of the argument
and bit Ogden Wambach in the leg. The referee screeched and
climbed up on Horowitz’s table.
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“Hey,” said the scorekeeper. “You’re scattering my papers!”

“1 still say they're publicity-hunting crooks!” yelled Connaught,
waving his copy of the rule book at Wambach.

“Bunk!” bellowed Laird. “He’s just sore because we can think up
more stunts than he can. He started it, with his web-fingered woman.”

“'m going mad!” screamed Wambach. “You hear? Mad, mad,
mad! One more word out of either of you and I'll have you sus-
pended from the Union!”

“Ow, ow, ow!”barked Alice.

Iantha had finished her fish. She started to pull the bathing suit
down again; changed her mind, pulled it off over her head, rolled it
up, and threw it across the pool. Halfway across it unfolded and
floated down onto the water. The mermaid then cleared her throat,
took a deep breath, and, in a clear singing soprano, launched into
the heart-wrenching strains of:

“Rheingold!

Reines Gold,

Wie lauter und hell
Leuchtest hold du uns!
Um dich, du klares—"

“lantha!”

“What is it, Markee?” she giggled.

“I said, it’s getting time to go home!”

“Oh, but I do not want to go home. I am having much fun.

“Nun wir klagen!
Gebt uns das Gold—"

“No, really, Iantha, we’ve got to go.” He laid a hand on her shoul-
der. The touch made his blood tingle. At the same time it was plain
that the remains of Iantha’s carefully husbanded sobriety had gone
where the woodbine twineth. The last race in fresh water had been
like three oversized Manhattans. Through Vining’s head ran an
absurd but apt paraphrase of an old song:

“What shall we do with a drunken mermaid
At three o’clock in the morning?”

“Oh, Markee, always you are so serious when people are "aving
fun. But if you say ‘please’ I will come.”

“Very well, please come. Here, put your arm around my neck,
and I’ll carry you to your chair.”
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Such, indeed was Mark Vining’s intention. He got one hand
around her waist and another under her tail. Then he tried to
straighten up. He had forgotten that Iantha’s tail was a good deal
heavier than it looked. In fact, that long and powerful structure of
bone, muscle, and cartilage ran the mermaid’s total weight up to
the surprising figure of over two hundred and fifty pounds. The
result of his attempt was to send himself and his burden headlong
into the pool. To the spectators it looked as though he picked
Iantha up and then deliberately dived in with her.

He came up and shook the water out of his head. Iantha popped
up in front of him.

“Sol” she gurgled. “You are ’aving fun with Iantha! I think you
are serious, but you want to play games! All right, I show you! She
brought her palm down smartly, filling Vining’s mouth and nose
with water. He struck out blindly for the edge of the pool. He was a
powerful swimmer, but his street clothes hampered him. Another
splash cascaded over his luckless head. He got his eyes clear in time
to see Iantha’s head go down and her flukes up.

“Markeeee!” The voice was behind him. He turned, and saw
Iantha holding a large black block of soft rubber. This object was a
plaything for users of the Hotel Creston’s pool, and it had been left
lying on the bottom during the meet.

“Catch!” cried Iantha gaily, and let drive. The block took Vining
neatly between the eyes.

The next thing he knew he was lying on the wet concrete. He sat
up and sneezed. His head seemed to be full of ammonia. Louis
Connaught put away the smelling-salts bottle, and Laird shoved a
glass containing a snort of whiskey at him. Beside him was Iantha,
sitting on her curled-up tail. She was actually crying.

“Oh, Markee, you are not dead? You are all right? Oh, I am so
sorry! I did not mean to ’it you.”

“I'm all right, I guess,” he said thickly. “Just an accident. Don’t
worry.” _

“Oh, I am so glad!” She grabbed his neck and gave it a hug that
made its vertebrae creak alarmingly.

“Now,” he said, “if I could dry out my clothes. Louie, could
you...uh—"

“Sure,” said Connaught, helping him up. “We’ll put your clothes
on the radiator in the men’s shower room, and I can lend you a pair
of pants and a sweatshirt while they’re drying.”

When Vining came out in his borrowed garments, he had to push
his way through the throng that crowded the starting end of pool
room. He was relieved to note that Alice had disappeared. In the
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crowd lantha in her wheel chair was holding court. Inifront of her
stood a large man in a dinner jacket and a black coat, with his back
to the pool.

“Permit me,” he was saying. “I am Joseph Clement. Under my
management nothing you wished in the way of a dramatic or musi-
cal career would be beyond you. I heard you sing, and I know that
with but little training even the doors of the Metropolitan would fly
open at your approach.”

“No, Mr. Clement. It would be nice, but tomorrow I ’ave to leave
for ‘ome.” She giggled.

“But my dear Miss Delfoiros—where is your home, if I may pre-
sume to ask?”

“Cyprus.”

“Cyprus? Hm-m-m—Ilet’s see, where’s that?”

“You do not know where Cyprus is? You are not a nice man. I do
not like you. Go away.”

“Oh, but my dear, dear Miss Del—"

“Go away I said. Scram.”

“But—"

Iantha’s tail came up and lashed out, catching the cloaked man
in the solar plexus.

Little Miss Havranck looked at her teammate, Miss Tufts, as she
prepared to make her third rescue of the evening. “Poisonally,” she
said, “I am getting sick of pulling dopes out of this pool.”

The sky was just turning gray the next morning when Laird drove
his huge old town car out into the driveway of his house in the
Bronx. Although he always drove himself, he couldn’t resist the
dirt-cheap prices at which second-hand town cars can be obtained.
Now the car had the detachable top over the driver’s seat in place,
with good reason; the wind was driving a heavy rain almost horizon-
tally.

He got out and helped Vining carry Iantha into the car. Vining
got in the back with the mermaid. He spoke into the voice tube:
“Jones Beach, Chauncey.”

“Aye, aye, sir,” came the reply. “Listen, Mark, you sure we remem-
bered everything?”

“I made a list and checked it.” He paused. “I could have done
with some more sleep last night. Are you sure you won't fall asleep
at the wheel?”

“Listen, Mark, with all the coffee I got sloshing around in me, I
won't get to sleep for a week.”

“We certainly picked a nice time to leave.”

“I know we did. In a coupla hours the place’ll be covered six deep
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with reporters. If it weren’t for the weather, they might be arriving

now. When they do, they’ll find the horse has stolen the stable

door—that isn’t what I mean, but you get the idea. Listen, you better

pull down some of those curtains until we get out on Long Island.”
“Righto, Herb.”

Iantha spoke up in a small voice. “Was I very bad last night when I
was drunk, Mark?”

“Not very. At least, not worse than I’d be if I went swimming in a
tank of sherry.”

“I am so sorry—always I try to be nice, but the fresh water gets
me out of my head. And that poor Mr. Clement, that I pushed into
the water—”

“Oh, he’s used to temperamental people. That’s his business. But
I don’t know that it was such a good idea on the way home to stick
your tail out of the car and biff that cop under the chin with it.”

She giggled. “But he looked so surprised!”

“TI'll say he did! But a surprised cop is sometimes a tough cus-
tomer.”

“Will that make trouble for you?”

“I don’t think so. If he’s a wise cop, he won’t report it at all. You
know how the report would read: ‘Attacked by mermaid at corner
Broadway and Ninety-eighth Street, 11:45 p.M.” And where did you
learn the unexpurgated version of ‘Barnacle Bill the Sailor’?”

“Greek sponge diver I met in Florida told me. 'E is a friend of us
mer-folk, and he taught me my first English. "E used to joke about
my Cypriot accent when we talked Greek. It is a pretty song, is it
not?”

“I don’t think ‘pretty’ is exactly the word I'd use.”

“’Oo won the meet? I never die ’ear.”

“Oh, Louie and Herb talked it over, and decided they’d both get
so much publicity out of it that it didn’t much matter. They’re leav-
ing it up to the A.A.U., who will get a first-class headache. For
instance, we’ll claim we didn’t foul Alice, because Louie had
already disqualified her by his calling and fish-waving. You see,
that’s coaching, and coaching a competitor during an event is ille-
gal. But, look here, Iantha, why do you have to leave so abruptly?”

She shrugged. “My business with "Erbert is over, and I promised
to get back to Cyprus before my sister’s baby was born.”

“You don’t lay eggs? But of course you don’t. Didn’t I just prove
last night you were mammals?”

“Markee, what an idea! Anyway, I do not want to stay around. I
like you and I like Erbert, but I do not like living on land. You just
imagine living in water for yourself, and you get an idea. And if I
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stay, the newspapers come, and soon all New York knows about me.
We mer-folk do not believe in letting the land men know about us.”

“Why?”

“We used to be friends with them sometimes, and always it made
trouble. And now they ’ave guns and go around shooting things a
mile away, to collect them, my great-uncle was shot in the tail last
year by some aviator man who thought he was a porpoise or some-
thing. We don’t like being collected. So when we see a boat or an
airplane coming, we duck down and swim away quick.”

“I suppose,” said Vining slowly, “that that’s why there were plenty
of reports of mer-folks up to a few centuries ago, and then they
stopped, so that now people don’t believe they exist.”

“Yes. We are smart, and we can see as far as the land men can. So
you do not catch us very often. That is why this business with
"Erbert, to buy ten thousand caps for the merfolk, 'as to be secret.
Not even his company will know about it. But they will not care if
they get their money. And we shall not ’ave to sit on rocks drying
our ’air so much. Maybe later we can arrange to buy some good
knives and spears the same way. They would be better than the shell
things we use now.”

“I suppose you get all these old coins out of wrecks?”

“Yes. I know of one just off . . . no, I must not tell you. If the land
men know about a wreck, they come with divers. Of course, the very
deep ones we do not care about, because we cannot dive down that
far. We ’ave to come up for air, like a whale.”

“How did Herb happen to sack you in on that swimming meet?”

“Oh, I promised him when he asked—when I did not know ’ow
much whatyou-call-it fuss there would be. When I found out he
would not let me go back on my promise. I think he ’as a con-
science about that, and that is why he gave me that nice fish spear. ?

“Do you ever expect to get back this way?”

“No, I do not think so. We ’ad a committee to see about the caps,
and they chose me to represent them. But now that is arranged,
and there is no more reason for me going out on land again.”

He was silent for a while. Then he burst out: “Iantha, I just can’t
believe that you're starting off this morning to swim the Atlantic,
and I'll never see you again.”

She patted his hand. “Maybe you cannot, but that is so.
Remember, friendships between my folks and yours always make
people un’appy. I shall remember you a long time, but that is all
there will ever be to it.”

He growled something in his throat, looking stralght in front of
him.

She said: “Mark, you know I like you, and I think you like me.
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"Erbert ’as a moving-picture machine in his house, and he showed
me some pictures of 'ow the land folk live.

“These pictures showed a custom of the people in this country,
when they like each other. It is called—Kkissing, I think. I should like
to learn that custom.”

“Huh? You mean me?” To a man of Vining’s temperament, the
shock was almost physically painful. But her arms were already slid-
ing around his neck. Presently twenty firecrackers, six Roman can-
dles, and a skyrocket seemed to go off inside him.

“Here we are, folks,” called Laird. Getting no response, he
repeated the statement more loudly. A faint and unenthusiastic
“Yeah” came through the voice tube.

Jones Beach was bleak under the lowering March clouds. The
wind drove the rain against the car windows.

They drove down the beach road a way, till the tall tower was lost
in the rain. Nobody was in sight.

The men carried Iantha down onto the beach and brought the
things she was taking. These consisted of a boxful of cans of sar-
dines, with a trap to go over the shoulders; a similar but smaller
container with her personal belongings; and the fish spear, with
which she might be able to pick up lunch on the way.

Iantha peeled off her land-woman’s clothes and pulled on the
emerald bathing cap. Vining, watching her with the skirt of his
overcoat whipping about his legs, felt as if his heart were running
out of his damp shoes onto the sand.

They shook hands, and Iantha kissed them both. She squirmed
down the sand and into the water. Then she was gone. Vining
thought he saw her wave back from the crest of a wave, but in that
visibility he couldn’t be sure.

They walked back to the car, squinting against the drops. Laird said:
“Listen, Mark, you look as if you’d just taken a right to the button.”

Vining merely grunted. He had got in front with Laird, and was
drying his glasses with his handkerchief, as if that were an impor-
tant and delicate operation.

“Don’t tell me you’re hooked?”

“So what?”

“Well, I suppose you know there’s absolutely nothing you can do
aboutit.”

“Herb!” Vining snapped angrily. “Do you have to point out the
obvious?”

Laird, sympathizing with his friend’s feelings, did not take
offense. After they had driven awhile, Vining spoke on his own ini-
tiative. “That,” he said, “is the only woman I've ever known that
made me feel at ease. I could talk to her.”
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Later, he said, “I never felt so mixed up in my life. I doubt
whether anybody else ever did, either. Maybe I ought to feel
relieved it’s over. But I don’t.”

Pause. Then: “You’ll drop me in Manhattan on your way back,
won’t you?”

“Sure, anywhere you say. Your apartment?”

“Anywhere near Times Square will do. There’s a bar there I like.”
- So, thought Laird, at least the normal male’s instincts were func-
tioning correctly in the crisis.

When he let Vining out on Forty-sixth Street, the young lawyer
walked off into the rain whistling. The whistle surprised Laird.
Then he recognized the tune as one that was written for one of
Kipling’s poems. But he couldn’t, at the moment, think which one.
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IT WAS THE FIRST SABBATH. DOWN THE OPEN GLADES OF EDEN A BREEZE
stirred softly. Nothing else in sight moved except a small winged
head that fluttered, yawning, across the glade and vanished among
leaves that drew back to receive it. The air quivered behind it like a
wake left in water of incomparable clarity. From far away and far
above a faint drift of singing echoed, “Hosannah . . . hosannah . ..
hosannah—" The seraphim were singing about the Throne.

A pool at the edge of the glade gave back light and color like a
great, dim jewel. It gave back reflections, too. The woman who
bent over it had just discovered that. She was leaning above the
water until her cloudy dark hair almost dipped into the surface.
There was a curious shadow all about her, like a thin garment
which did not quite conceal how lovely she was, and though no
breeze stirred just now, that shadow garment moved uneasily
upon her and her hair lifted a little as if upon a breeze that did
not blow.

She was so quiet that a passing cherub-head paused above the
water to look, too, hanging like a hummingbird motionless over its
own reflection in the pool.

“Pretty!” approved the cherub in a small, piping voice. “New here,
aren’tyour”
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The woman looked up with a slow smile, putting back the veil of
her hair.

“Yes, I am,” she answered softly. Her voice did not sound quite
sure of itself. She had never spoken aloud before until this mo-
ment.

“You'll like the Garden,” said the cherub in a slightly patronizing
tone, giving his rainbow wings a shake. “Anything I can do for you?
I’'m not busy just now. Be glad to show you around.”

“Thank you,” smiled the woman, her voice sounding a little more
confident. “I'll find my way.”

The cherub shrugged his colored wings. “Just as you say. By the
way, I suppose they warned you about the Tree?”

The woman glanced up at him rather quickly, her shadowy eyes
narrowing.

“The Tree? Is there danger?”

“Oh, no. You mustn’t touch it, that’s-all. It’s the one in the mid-
dle of the Garden, the Tree of the Knowledge of Good and Evil—
you can’t miss it. I saw the Man looking at it yesterday for quite a
while. That reminds me, have you met the Man?”

The woman bent her head so that the hair swung forward to veil
her face. From behind it, in a voice that sounded as if she might be
smiling, she said:

“He’s waiting for me now.”

“Oh?” said the cherub, impressed. “Well, you’ll find him over by
the orange grove east of the Tree. He’s resting. It’s the Day of Rest,
you know.” The cherub tilted an intimate eyebrow heavenward and
added, “He’s resting, too. Hear the singing? He made the Man only
yesterday, right out of this very earth you're standing on. We were
all watching. It was wonderful— Afterward, He called the man
Adam, and then Adam named the animals— By the way, what’s
your name?”

The woman smiled down at her own veiled reflection in the
water. After a moment—

“Lilith,” she said.

The cherub stared, his eyes widening into two blue circles of sur-
prise. He was speechless for an instant. Then he pursed his pink
mouth to whistle softly. '

“Why,” he stammered, “you . . . you're the Queen of Air and
Darkness!”

Smiling up at him from the corners of her eyes, the woman nod-
ded. The cherub stared at her big-eyed for a moment longer, too
overcome for speech. Then, suddenly, he beat his rainbow pinions
together and darted off through the trees without another word,
the translucent air rippling in a lazy, half-visible wake behind him.
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Lilith looked after him with a shadowy smile on her face. He was
going to warn Adam. The smile deepened. Let him.

Lilith turned for one last glance into the mirror of the pool at the
strange new shape she had just put on. It was the newest thing in
creation—not even God knew about it. And rather surprisingly, she
thought she was going to like it. She did not feel nearly as stifled
and heavy as she had expected to feel, and there was something dis-
tinctly pleasant in the softness of the breeze pouring caressingly
about her body, the fragrance of springtime sweet in her nostrils,
the grass under her bare feet. The Garden was beautiful with a
beauty she had not realized until she saw it through human eyes.
Everything she saw through them, indeed, was curiously different
now. Here in this flesh all her faculties seemed refocused, as if she,
who had always seen with such crystal clarity, now looked through
rainbows at everything she saw. But it was a pleasant refocusing. She
wished she had longer to enjoy her tenancy in this five-sensed flesh
she shared with Adam.

But she had very little time. She glanced up toward the bright,
unchanging glory above the trees as if she could pierce the floor of
heaven and see God resting on the unimaginable splendor of the
Throne while the seraphim chanted in long, shining rows about
him. At any moment He might stir and lean forward over Eden,
looking down. Lilith instinctively shrugged her shadowy garment
closer about her. If He did not look too closely, He might not pierce
that shadow. But if He did— A little thrill of excitement, like forked
lightning, went through the strange new flesh she wore. She liked
danger.

She bent over the pool for one last look at herself, and the pool
was a great dim eye looking back at her, almost sentient, almost
aware of her. This was a living Garden. The translucent air quiv-
ered with a rhythmic pulsing through the trees; the ground was
resilient under her feet; vines drew back to let her pass beneath
them. Lilith, turning away through the swimming air after the
cherub, puzzled a little as she walked through the parting trees.
The relation was very close between flesh and earth—perhaps her
body was so responsive to the beauty of the Garden because it aped
so closely flesh that had been a part of the Garden yesterday. And if
even she felt that kinship, what must Adam feel, who was himself
earth only yesterday?

The Garden was like a vast, half-sentient entity all around her,
pulsing subtly with the pulse of the lucent air. Had God drawn
from this immense and throbbing fecundity all the life which
peopled Eden? Was Adam merely an extension of it, a focus and
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intensification of the same life which pulsed through the Garden?
Creation was too new; she could only guess.

She thought, too, of the Tree of Knowledge as she walked
smoothly through the trees. That Tree, tempting and forbidden.
Why? Was God testing Man somehow? Was Man then, not quite fin-
ished, after all? Was there any flaw in Eden? Suddenly she knew that
there must be. Her very presence here was proof of it, for she,
above all others, had no right to intrude into this magical closed
sphere which was God’s greatest work. Yet here she walked through
the heart of it, and not even God knew, yet—

Lilith slanted a smile up through the leaves toward the choruses
of the seraphim whose singing swelled and sank and swelled again,
unutterably sweet high above the trees. The animals watched her
pass with wide, bewildered eyes, somehow not quite at ease,
although no such thing as fear had yet stirred through the Garden.
Lilith glanced at them curiously as she passed. They were pretty
things. She liked Eden.

Presently a swooning fragrance came drifting to her through the
trees, almost too sweet to enjoy, and she heard a small voice piping
excitedly: “Lilith . . . Air and Darkness— He won't like it! Michael
ought to know—"

Lilith smiled and stepped clear of the trees into the full, soft glow of

Eden’s sun. It did not touch the shadow that dimly veiled the pale
contours of this newest shape in Eden. Once or twice that intangi-
ble breeze lifted her hair in a great, dim cloud about her, though
no leaves moved. She stood quiet, staring across the glade, and as
she stared she felt the first small tremor of distrust in this new flesh
she wore.

For on a grassy bank in the sunlight, under the blossoming
orange trees, lay Adam. And the trees and the flowers of Eden had
seemed beautiful to the eyes of this body Lilith wore, and the
breezes and the perfumes had delighted it—but here was flawless
perfection newly shaped out of the warm red earth of Eden into the
image of its Maker, and the sight of him frightened Lilith because it
pleased her so. She did not trust a beauty that brought her to a
standstill under the trees, not quite certain why she had stopped.

He sprawled in long-limbed magnificence on the grass, laughing
up at the cherub with his curly yellow head thrown back. Every line
of him and every motion had a splendid male beauty as perfect as
Omnipotence could make it. Though he wore no clothing he was
no more naked than she, for there was a curious glow all about
him, a garment of subtle glory that clothed him as if with an all-
enveloping halo.
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The cherub danced excitedly up and down in the air above him,
shrilling:

* “She shouldn’t be here! You know she shouldn’t! She’s evil, that’s

what she is! God won’t like it! She—" Then above Adam’s head he

caught Lilith’s eye, gulped a time or two, piped one last admonish-

ing, “Better watch out!” and fluttered away among the leaves, look-

ing back over one wing as he flew.

Adam’s gaze followed the cherub’s. The laughter faded from his
face and he got up slowly, the long, smooth muscles sliding beauti-
fully under his garment of subtle glory as he moved. He was utter
perfection in everything he did, flawless, new-made at the hands of
God. He came toward her slowly, a shining wonder on his face.

Lilith stared at him distrustfully. The other glories of the Garden
had pleased her abstractly, in a way that left her mistress of herself.
But here was something she did not understand at all. The eternal
Lilith looked out, bewildered, through the eyes of a body that
found something strange and wonderful in Adam. She laid a hand
on the upper part of that body which rose and fell with her breath-
ing, and felt something beating strongly beneath the smooth,
curved surface of the stuff called flesh.

Adam came toward her slowly. They met in the middle of the
glade, and for a long moment neither spoke. Then Adam said in a
marveling voice, resonant and deep:

“You . . . you're just as I knew you’d be— I knew you’d be some-
where, if I could only find you. Where were you hiding?”

With an effort Lilith mastered this odd, swimming warmth in her
which she did not understand. After all, he was nothing but a cer-
tain limited awareness housed in newly shaped flesh, and it made
no real difference at all what shape that flesh wore. Her business
was too dangerous for her to linger here admiring him because by
some accident he was pleasing to the eyes of her newly acquired
body. She made her voice like honey in her throat and looked up at
him under her lashes, crooning:

“T'wasn’t here at all, until you thought of me.”

“Until I—" Adam’s golden brows met.

“God made you in His image,” said Lilith, fluttering the lashes.
“There’s so much of God in you still—didn’t you know you could
create, too, if you desired strongly enough?”

She remembered that deep need of his pulsing out and out in
great, demanding waves from the Garden, and how it had seemed a
call addressed to her alone. She had delighted as she yielded to it,
deliberately subordinating her will to the will of the unseen caller in
the Garden. She had let it draw her down out of the swimming void,
let it mold flesh around her in the shape it chose, until all her being
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was encased in the strange, soft, yielding substance which was prov-
ing so treacherously responsive to the things she was encountering
in Eden.

Adam shook his curly head uncomprehendingly. “You weren’t
here. I couldn’t find you,” he repeated, as if he had not heard her.
“I watched all day among the animals, and they were all in twos but
Man. I knew you must be somewhere. I knew just how you’d look. I
thought I’d call you Eve when I found you—Eve, the Mother of All
Living. Do you like it?”

“It’s a good name,” murmured Lilith, coming nearer to him, “but
not for me. I'm Lilith, who came out of the dark because you
needed me.” She smiled a heady smile at him, and the shadowy gar-
ment drew thin across her shoulders as she lifted her arms. Adam
seemed a little uncertain about what to do with his own arms as she
clasped her hands behind his neck and tiptoed a little, lifting her
face.

“Lilith?” he echoed in a bemused voice. “I like the sound. What
does it mean?” '

“Never mind,” she crooned in her sweetest voice. “l came
because you wanted me.” And then, in a murmur: “Bend your head,
Adam. I want to show you something—"

It was the first kiss in Eden. When it was over, Lilith opened her eyes
and looked up at Adam aghast, so deeply moved by the pleasant-
ness of that kiss that she could scarcely remember the purpose that
had prompted it. Adam blinked dizzily down at her. He had found
what to with his arms. He stammered, still in that bemused voice:

“Thank God, you did come! I wish He could have sent you
sooner. We—"

Lilith recovered herself enough to murmur gently: “Don’t you
understand, dear? God didn’t send me. It was you, yourself, waiting
and wanting me, that let me take shape out of . . . never mind . ..
and come to you in the body you pictured for me, because I knew
what wonderful things we could accomplish here in Eden, together.
You're God’s own image, and you have greater powers than you
know, Adam.” The tremendous idea that had come to her in the
ether when she first heard his soundless call glowed in her voice.
“There’s no limit to what we could do here, together! Greater
things than even God ever dreamed—"

“You’re so pretty,” interrupted Adam, smiling down at her with
his disarming, empty smile. “I'm so glad you came—"

Lilith let the rest of her eagerness run out in a long sigh. It was
no use trying to talk to him now. He was too new. Powerful with a
godlike power, yes, but unaware of it—unaware even of himself as
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an individual being. He had not tasted the Fruit of Knowledge and
his innocence was as flawless as his beauty. Nothing was in his mind,
or could be, that God had not put there at his shaping from the
warm earth of Eden.

And perhaps it was best, after all. Adam was too close to godhood
to see eye to eye with her in all she might want to do. If he never
tasted knowledge, then he would ask no questions—and so he must
never touch the Tree.

The Tree— It reminded her that Eden was still a testing ground,
not a finished creation. She thought she knew now what the flaw in
Man had been which made it possible for Lilith, of all the creatures
of ether, to stand here at the very focus of all the power and beauty
and innocence in Eden. Lilith, who was evil incarnate and knew it
very well. God had made Adam incomplete, and not, perhaps, real-
ized the flaw. And out of Adam’s need Adam himself had created
woman—who was not complete either. Lilith realized it suddenly,
and began to understand the depth of her reaction to this magnifi-
cent creature who still held her in his arms.

There was an idea somewhere of all this which was immensely
important, but her mind would not pursue it. Her mind kept slid-
ing off the question to dwell cloudily on the Man upon whose
shoulder she was leaning. What curious stuff this flesh was! While
she wore it, not even the absorbing question of God’s purpose, not
even her own peril here, could quite obliterate the knowledge of
Adam’s presence, his arm about her. Values had changed in a
frightening way, and the most frightening thing of all was that she
did not care. She laid her head back on his shoulder and inhaled
the honeyed perfume of the orange blossoms, futilely reminding
herself that she was dangerously wasting time. At any moment God
might look down and see her, and there was so much to be done
before that happened. She must master this delicious fogging of
the senses whenever Adam’s arm tightened about her. The Garden
must be fortified, and she must begin now.

Sighing, she laced her fingers through Adam’s and crooned in
the softest voice.

“I want to see the Garden. Won’t you show it to me?”

His voice was warm as he answered:

“T want to! I hoped you’d ask me that. It’s such a wonderful
place.”

A cherub fluttered across the valley as they strolled eastward, and
paused on beating wings to frown down at them.

“Wait till He looks down,” he piped. “Just wait, that’s all!” Adam
laughed and the cherub clucked disapprovingly and fluttered off,
shaking his head.
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Lilith, leaning on Adam’s shoulder, laughed, too. She was glad
that he could not understand the cherub’s warnings, deaf in the
perfection of his innocence. So long as she could prevent it he
would never taste that Fruit. The knowledge of evil was not in him
and it must never be. For she was herself, as she realized well, the
essence of abstract evil as opposed to abstract good—balancing it,
making it possible. Her part was necessary as God’s in the scheme
of creation, for light cannot exist without dark, nor positive without
negative, nor good without evil.

Yet she did not feel in the least evil just now. There was no antag-
onism at all between her negation and the strong positive inno-
cence of the Man beside her.

“Look,” said Adam, sweeping a long-armed gesture. A low hill-
side lay before them, starry with flowers except for a scar in its side
where the raw, bare earth of Eden showed through. The scar was
already healing over with a faint mist of green. “That’s where I was
made,” said Adam softly. “Right out of that hillside. Does it seem
rather . . . rather wonderful to you, Lilith?”

“If it does to you,” she crooned, and meant it. “Why?”

“The animals don’t seem to understand. I hoped you would. It’s
as if the . .. the whole Garden were part of me. If there are other
men, do you suppose they’ll love the earth like this, Lilith, for its
own sake? Do you think they’ll have this same feeling about the
place where they were born? Will one certain hill or valley be almost
one flesh with theirs, so that they’d sicken away from it and fight and
die if they had to, to keep it—as I think I would? Do you feel it, too?”

The air went pulsing past them, sweet with the music of the
seraphim, while Lilith looked out over the valley that had brought
Adam to birth. She was trying hard, but she could not quite grasp
that passionate identification with the earth of Eden which beat like
blood through Adam’s veins.

“Eden isyou,” she murmured. “I can understand that. You mustn’t
ever leave it.” ‘

“Leave it?” laughed Adam. “Where else is there? Eden belongs to
us forever—and you belong to me.”

Lilith let herself relax delightfully against his shoulder, knowing
suddenly that she loved this irresponsible, dangerous flesh even
while she distrusted it. And—

Something was wrong. The sudden awareness of it chilled her
and she glanced uneasily about, but it was several minutes before
her fleshbound senses located the wrongness. Then she put her
head back and stared up through the trees with puckered brows.

“What is it?” Adam smiled down at her. “Angels? They go over
quite often, you know.”
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Lilith did not answer. She was listening hard. Until now all Eden
had echoed faintly and sweetly with the chanting of seraphim about
the Throne. But now the sounds that sifted down through the
bright, translucent air were not carols of praise. There was trouble
in heaven. She could hear faraway shouts in great, ringing, golden
voices from infinitely high above, the clash and hiss of flaming
swords, and now and again a crash as if part of the very walls of
heaven had crumbled inward under some unimaginable onslaught.

It was hard to believe—but there was war in heaven.

A wave of relief went delightfully through Lilith. Good—Ilet them
fight. She smiled to herself and snuggled closer to Adam’s side. The
trouble, whatever it might be, would keep God’s attention dis-
tracted a while longer from what went on in Eden, and she was
devoutly grateful for that. She needed this respite. She had awhile
longer, then, to accustom herself to the vagaries of this strange
body, and to the strange reaction Adam was causing, before the war
was over in heaven and war began in Eden between Lilith and God.

A shudder of terror and anticipation went over her again as she
thought of that. She was not sure God could destroy her if He
would, for she was a creature of the darkness beyond His light and
her existence was necessary to the structure He was rearing in
heaven and upon earth. Without the existence of such as Lilith, the
balance of creation might tip over. No, God would not—perhaps
could not—destroy her, but He could punish very terribly.

This flesh, for instance. It was so soft, so perishable. She was
aware of a definite cleavage between the mind and the body that
housed it. Perhaps God had been wise in choosing this fragile con-
tainer instead of some imperishable substance into which to pour
all the innocence, the power that was Adam. It was dangerous to
trust such power in an independent body—as Lilith meant to prove
to God if her plan went well. But it was no part of that plan—now—
to have an angered God destroy His fleshy image.

She must think of some way to prevent it. Presently she would
waken out of this warm, delightful fog that persisted so long as
Adam’s arm was about her, but there was no hurry yet. Not while
war raged in heaven. She had never known a mood like this before,
when cloudy emotions moved like smoke through her mind and
nothing in creation had real significance except this magnificent
male upon whose shoulder she leaned.

Then Adam looked down at her and smiled, and all the noises of
war above blanked out as if they had never been. The Garden, half
sentient, stirred uneasily from grass roots to treetops in response to
those ringing battle shouts from above; but the Man and the
woman did not even hear.
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Time was nothing. Imperceptibly it passed, and presently a soft
green twilight deepened over Eden. Adam and Lilith paused after a
while on a mossy bank above a stream that tinkled over stones.
Sitting with her head on Adam’s shoulder and listening to the
sound of the water, Lilith remembered how lightly life was rooted in
this flesh of theirs.

“Adam,” she murmured, “a while ago you mentioned dying. Do
you know about death?”

“Death?” said Adam comfortably. “I don’t remember. I think I
never heard of it.”

“I hope,” she said, “that you never will. It would mean leaving,
Eden, you know.”

His arm went rigid around her. “I couldn’t! I wouldn’t!”

“You’re not immortal, dear. It could happen, unless—”"

“Unless what? Tell me!”

“If there were a Tree of Life,” she said slowly, measuring her
words, “a Tree whose fruit would give you immortality as the fruit of
that other Tree would give you knowledge, then I think not even
God could drive you out of Eden.”

“A Tree of Life—" he echoed softly. “What would it be like?”

Lilith closed her eyes. “A dark Tree, I think,” she answered,
almost in a whisper. “Dark limbs, dark leaves—pale, shining fruit
hanging among them like lanterns. Can’t you see it?”

Adam was silent. She glanced up at him. His eyes were shut and a
look of intense longing was on his face in the twilight. There was
silence about them for a long while. Presently she felt the tenseness
of his body slacken beside her. He breathed out in a long sigh.

“I think there is a Tree of Life,” he said. “I think it’s in the center
of the Garden near the other Tree. I'm sure it’s there. The fruit are
pale, just as you thought. They send out a light like moonlight in
the dark. Tomorrow we’ll taste them.”

And Lilith relaxed against his shoulder with a sigh of her own.
Tomorrow he would be immortal, like herself. She listened anx-
iously, and still heard the faraway battle cries of the seraphim echo-
ing through the sky. War in heaven and peace on earth—

Through the deepening twilight of Eden no sound came except
the music of the water and, somewhere off through the trees, a
crooning lullaby in a tiny, piping voice as some cherub sang himself
to sleep. Somewhere nearer other small voices squabbled drowsily a
while, then fell silent. The most delightful lassitude was stealing
over Lilith’s body. She turned her cheek against Adam’s shoulder
and felt that cloudy fogging of the senses which she was coming to
know so well—close like water above her head.

And the evening and the morning were the eighth day.
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Lilith woke first. Birds were singing gloriously, and as she lay there
on Adam’s shoulder a cherub flashed across the stream on dazzling
wings, caroling at the top of his piping voice. He did not see them.
The pleasant delirium of a spring morning filled the whole waken-
ing Garden, and Lilith sat up with a smile. Adam scarcely stirred.
Lilith looked down at him with a glow of tenderness that alarmed
her. She was coming to identify herself with Adam, as Adam was one
with the Garden—this flesh was a treacherous thing.

Suddenly, blindingly, she knew that. Terror of what it was doing
to the entity which was Lilith rolled over her in a great wave, and
without thinking, almost without realizing what she did, she sprang
up and out of the flesh that was betraying her. Up, up through the
crystal morning she sprang, impalpable as the air around her. Up
and up until the Adam that flesh had valued too highly was invisi-
ble, and the very treetops that hid him were a feathery green blur
and she could see the walls that closed the Garden in, the rivers
running out of it like four great blades of silver in the morning sun.

Beside the sleeping Adam nothing was left but the faintest blur
of a woman shape, wrapped in shadow that made it almost invisible
against the moss. The eye could scarcely have made it out there
under the trees.

Lilith swam delightfully through the bright, still emptiness of the
early morning. From here she could hear quite clearly the strong
hosannahs of the seraphim pouring out in mighty golden choruses
over the jasper walls. Whatever trouble had raged in heaven yester-
day, today it was resolved. She scarcely troubled her mind about it.

She was free—free of the flesh and the terrifying weakness that
had gone with it. She could see clearly now, no longer deluded by
the distortions of value that had made life in the flesh so confusing.
Her thoughts were not colored by it anymore. Adam was nothing
but a superb vessel now, brimmed with the power of God. Her per-
spective had been too warped down there in Eden to realize how lit-
tle that magnificent body of his mattered in comparison to the
power inherent in it.

She let the cold, clear ether bathe her of illusions while the time-
less time of the void swam motionless around her. She had been in
greater danger than she knew; it had taken this morning dip in the
luminous heights to cleanse her mind of Adam. Refreshed, fortified
against that perilous weakness, she could return now and take up
her mission again. And she must do it quickly, before God noticed
her. Or was He watching already?

She swooped luxuriantly in a long, airy curve and plummeted
toward Eden.
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Adam still slept timelessly upon the moss. Lilith dropped closer,
shrugging herself together in anticipation of entering and filling
out into life the body she had thrown off. And then—then a shock
like the shock of lightning jolted her in midair until the Garden
reeled beneath her. For where she had left only the faint,
ephemeral husk of a woman beside Adam, a woman of firm, pale
flesh lay now, asleep on the Man’s shoulder. Golden hair spilled in a
long skein across the moss, and the woman’s head moved a little to
the rhythm of Adam’s breathing.

Lilith recovered herself and hovered near, incandescent with
such jealousy and rage as she had never dreamed could touch her.
The woman was clothed in a softly glowing halo as Adam was
clothed. But it was Lilith’s own shape she wore beneath that halo.

A sick dismay shook Lilith bodilessly in the air. God had been
watching, then—waiting, perhaps, to strike. He had been here—it
might have been no longer than a moment ago. She knew it by the
very silence of the place. Everything was still hushed and awed by
the recent Presence. God had passed by, and God had seen that ten-
antless garment of flesh she had cast off to swim in the ether, and
God had known her whole scheme in one flash of His all-seeing eye.

He had taken the flesh she had worn, then, and used it for His
own purposes—her precious, responsive flesh that had glowed at
the touch of Adam’s hand belonged now to another woman, slept
in her place on Adam’s shoulder. Lilith shook with intolerable emo-
tion at the thought of it. She would not—

Adam was waking. Lilith hovered closer, watching jealously as he
yawned, blinked, smiled, turned his curly head to look down at the
woman beside him. Then he sat up so abruptly that the golden
creature at his side cried out in a sweet, high voice and opened eyes
bluer than a cherub’s to stare at him reproachfully. Lilith, hating
her, still saw that she had beauty of a sort comparable to Adam’s,
exquisite, brimming with the glorious emptiness of utter inno-
cence. There was a roundness and an appealing softness to her that
was new in Eden, but the shape she wore was Lilith’s and none
other.

Adam stared down at her in amazement.

“L-Lilith—" he stammered. “Who are you? Where’s Lilith? I—"

“Who is Lilith?” demanded the golden girl in a soft, hurt voice,
sitting up and pushing the glowing hair back with both hands in a
lovely, smooth gesture. “I don’t know. I can’t remember—" She let
the words die and stared about the Garden with a blue gaze lumi-
nous with wonder. Then the eyes came back to Adam and she
smiled very sweetly.
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Adam had put a hand to his side, a pucker of the first pain in
Eden drawing his golden brows together. For no reason at all he was
remembering the scarred bank from which the earth that shaped
him had been taken. He opened his mouth to speak.

And then out of the glow of the morning a vast, bodiless Voice.
spoke quietly.

“I have taken a rib from your side, Man,” said the Voice. The
whole glade trembled at the sound; the brook ceased its tinkling,
the leaves stood still upon the trees. Not a bird sang. Filling the
whole morning, the whole Garden, the Voice went on: “Out of the
flesh of your flesh I have made a helpmate and a wife for you.
Forsaking all others, cleave unto her. Forsaking all others—"

The Voice ceased not suddenly, but by echoing degrees that
made the leaves shiver upon the trees in rhythm to Its fading sylla-
bles, “Forsaking all others . . . all others. . . all others—"

And then it was as if a light ceased to glow in the Garden which,
until it went out, no one had perceived. The air dimmed a little,
and thickened and dulled, so that one blinked in the aftermath
when the presence of God was withdrawn.

The woman drew closer to Adam’s side, putting out uncertain
hands to him, frightened by the quiet, tremendous Voice and the
silence of the Garden. Adam dropped an arm automatically about
her, stilling her fright against his shoulder. He bent his head as the
Voice ceased to echo through the shaken air.

“Yes, Lord,” he said obediently. There was an instant more of
silence everywhere. Then timidly the brook sent a tentative ripple
of sound into the air, a bird piped once, a breeze began to blow.
God had withdrawn.

Bodiless, trembling with emotions she had no name for, Lilith
watched the Man and the woman alone on the moss bank she had
shared last night with Adam. He looked down at the frightened girl
huddling against him.

“I suppose you're Eve,” he said, a certain gentleness in his voice
that made Lilith writhe.

“If you say so,” murmured the girl, glancing up at him under a
flutter of lashes. Lilith hated him. Over her fair head Adam looked
out across the quiet glade.

“Lilith?” he said. “Lilith—"

A warm rush of answer focused all Lilith’s being into one
responding cry. '

“Yes, Adam . . . yes! I'm here!”

He might have heard her bodiless reply, it was so passionate an
answer to his call, but at that instant Eve said with childish petu-
lance:
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“Who is this Lilith, Adam? Why do you keep calling her? Won’t
I do?”

Adam looked down uncertainly. While he hesitated, Eve deliber-
ately snuggled against him with a warm little wiggle that was Lilith’s
alone. By that, if by no other sign, Lilith knew it was her very flesh
God had taken to mold this pale girl from Adam’s rib, using the
same pattern which Adam had designed for Lilith. Eve wore it now,
and in that shape knew, without learning them, all the subtle tricks
that Lilith’s age-old wisdom had evolved during the brief while she
dwelt in the body. Lilith’s lost flesh, Lilith’s delightful use of i,
Lilith’s Adam—all were Eve’s now.

Fury and wild despair and an intolerable ache that made the world
turn black around her blinded Lilith to the two beneath the tree.
She could not bear to watch them any longer. With a soundless wail
of despair she turned and flung herself up again into the limitless
heights above Eden.

But this time the ether was no anodyne for her grief. It had been
no true anodyne before, she knew now. For a disease was upon her
that had its seed, perhaps, in the flesh she wore briefly—but too
long. God had made Adam incomplete, and Adam to assuage his
need had flung out a net to trap some unwary creature for his own.
Shame burned in her. The Queen of Air and Darkness, like some
mindless elemental, had fallen into his trap; he had used her as she
had meant to use him. She was a part of him, trapped in the flesh
that was incomplete without him, and her need for him was so deep
that she could not escape, even though that body was no longer
hers. The roots of her disease had been in the flesh, but the viru-
lence had spread into the very essence of the being which was Lilith
and no bath in the deeps of space could cleanse her now. In the
flesh or out of it, on earth or in ether, an insatiable need was upon
her that could never be slaked.

And a dreadful suspicion was taking shape in her mind. Adam in
his innocence could never have planned this. Had God known, all
along? Had it been no error, after all, that Adam was created incom-
plete? And was this a punishment designed by God for tampering
with his plan? Suddenly she thought that it must be. There would
be no awe-inspiring struggle between light and dark such as she
had half expected when God recognized her presence. There
would be no struggle at all. She was vanquished, judged, and pun-
ished all at a blow. No glory was in it, only this unbearable longing,
a spiritual hunger more insatiable than any hunger the flesh could
feel for the Man she would never have again. She clove the airy
heights above Eden for what might have been a thousand years, or
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a moment, had time existed in the void, knowing only that Adam
was lost to her forever.

Forever? She writhed around in mid-ether, checking the wild,
aimless upward flight. Forever? Adam still looked out across the
Garden and called her name, even while he held that pale usurper
in his arms. Perhaps God had not realized the strength of the
strange unity between the man and the first woman in Eden.
Perhaps God had not thought that she would fight. Perhaps there
was a chance left, after all—

Downward through the luminous gulfs she plunged, down and
down until Eden expanded like a bubble beneath her and the
strong choruses of the seraphim were sweet again above the
Garden. Adam and Eve were still beside the brook where she had
left them. Eve on a rock was splashing her small feet and flashing
blue-eyed glances over her shoulder that made Adam smile when
he met them. Lilith hated her.

“Adam!” squealed Eve as the plunging Lilith came into hearing.
“Look out—I'm slipping! Catch me! Quick!” It was the same croon
Lilith had put into the throat of the body she had lost.
Remembering how roundly and softly it had come swelling up in
her throat, she writhed with a vitriolic helplessness that made the
Garden dance in waves like heat around her.

“Catch me!” cried Eve again in the most appealing voice in the
world. Adam sprang to clasp her as she slid. She threw both pale
arms about his neck and crowed with laughter so infectious that two
passing cherubs paused in midair to rock with answering mirth and
beat each other over the shoulders with their wings.

“Adam ... Adam ... Adam—" wailed Lilith voicelessly. It was a
silent wail, but all her heartbreak and despair and intolerable long-
ing went into it, and above Eve’s golden head Adam looked up, the
laughter dying on his face. “Adam!” cried Lilith again. And this time
he heard.

But he did not answer directly. Association with women was
beginning to teach him tact. Instead he beckoned to the reeling
cherubs. Rosy with mirth, they fluttered nearer. Eve looked up in
big-eyed surprise as the plump little heads balanced on rainbow
wings swooped laughing toward her and poised to await Adam’s
pleasure.

“These are a couple of our cherubs,” said Adam. “Dan and
Bethuel, from over toward the Tree. They have a nest there. Tell
her about the Tree, will you, boys? Eve dear, I'll be getting you some
fruit for breakfast. Wait for me here.”

She obeyed with only a wistful glance after him as the cherubs
burst into eager chatter, squabbling a little as they spoke.
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“Well, there’s this Tree in the middle of the Garden—"

“Tell her about the Fruit, Dan. You mustn’t—"

“Yes, you mustn’t touch—"

“No, that’s not right, Dan. Michael says you can touch it, you just
can’t eat—"

“Don’t interrupt me! Now it’s like this. You see, there’s a Tree—"

Adam went slowly off down to the brook. A lie had never yet been
spoken in Eden. He was hunting fruit. But Lilith saw him searching
the dappled spaces between the trees, too, a certain wistfulness on
his face, and she came down with a rustle of invisibility through the
leaves.

“‘Adam . ..Adam!”

“Lilith! Where are your”

With a tremendous effort Lilith focused her whole being into an
intensity so strong that although she remained bodiless, voiceless,
intangible, yet the strength of her desire was enough to make Adam
hear her dimly, see her remotely in a wavering outline against the
leaves, in the shape he had created for her. She held it with diffi-
culty, shimmering before his eyes.

“Lilith!” he cried, and reached her in two long strides, putting out
his arms. She leaned into them. But the muscular, light-sheathed
arms closed about her and through her and met in empty air.

She called his name miserably, quivering against him through all
her bodiless body. But she could feel him no more than he could
touch her, and the old ache she had known in mid-ether came back
with a rush. Even here in his arms, then, she was forbidden to touch
the Man. She could never be more than a wraith of the air to him,
while Eve—while Eve, in her stolen body—

“Adam!” cried Lilith again. “You were mine first! Can you hear
me? Adam, you could bring me back if you tried! You did it once—
you could again. Try, try!”

He stared down at her dim face, the flowers on the hillside
beyond visible through it.

“What’s wrong, Lilith? I can hardly see you!”

“You wanted me once badly enough to bring me out of nowhere
into the flesh,” she cried desperately. “Adam, Adam—want me
again!”

He stared down at her. “I do,” he said, his voice unexpectedly
shaken. And then, more strongly, “Come back, Lilith! What’s hap-
pened to you? Come back!”

Lilith closed her eyes, feeling reality pour marvelously along her
bodiless limbs. Faintly now she could feel grass underfoot, Adam’s
chest against her anxious hands; his arms were around her and in
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his embrace she was taking shape out of nothingness, summoned
into flesh again by the godhood in this image of God. And then—

“Adam . . . Adam!” Eve’s sweet, clear voice rang lightly among the
leaves. “Adam, where are you? I want to go look at the Tree, Adam.
Where are you, dear?”

“Hurry!” urged Lilith desperately, beating her half-tangible
hands against his chest.

Adam’s arms loosed a little about her. He glanced across his
shoulder, his handsome, empty face clouded. He was remembering.

“Forsaking all others—” he murmured, in a voice not entirely his
own. Lilith shuddered a little against him, recognizing the timbre
of that Voice which had spoken in the silence. “Forsaking all others—
” God had said that. “Forsaking all others but Eve—"

His arms dropped from about Lilith. “I ... I'll ... will you wait
for me?” he said hesitantly, stepping back from her half-real shape,
lovely and shadow-veiled under the shadow of the trees. “I'll be
back—"

“‘Adam!” called Eve again, nearer and very sweetly. “Adam, I'm
lost! Adam! Adam, where are you?”

“Coming,” said Adam. He looked once more at Llhth a long
look. Then he turned and ran lightly off through trees that parted
to receive him, the glow of his half-divinity shining upon the leaves
as he passed. Lilith watched the beautiful, light-glowing figure as far
as she could see it.

Then she put her halfreal hands to her face and her knees loos-
ened beneath her and she doubled down in a heap upon the grass,
her shadowy hair billowing out around her on a breeze that blew from
nowhere, not touching the leaves. She was halfflesh now. She had
tears. She found a certain relief in the discovery that she could weep.

The next sound she heard—it seemed a long while after—was a
faint hiss. Cloaked in the tented shadow of her hair, she considered
it a while, hiccupping now and then with receding sobs. Presently
she looked up. Then she gasped and got to her feet with the effort-
less ease of the half-material.

The serpent looked at her sidewise out of slanted eyes, grinning.
In the green gloom under the trees he was so handsome that even
she, who had seen Adam, was aware of a little thrill of admiration.

In those days the serpent went upright like a man, nor was he
exactly non-human in shape, but his beauty was as different from
man’s as day is from night. He was lithe and gorgeously scaled and
by any standards a supremely handsome, supremely male creature.

All about him in shadowy outline a radiance stood out that was
vaguely an angel shape, winged, tremendous. It invested the ser-
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pent body with a glow that was not its own. Out of that celestial radi-
ance the serpent said in a cool voice:

“The Queen of Air and Darkness! I didn’t expect you here. What
are you doing in that body?”

Lilith collected herself, hiccupped once more and stood up, the
cloudy hair moving uneasily about her. She said with a grim compo-
sure: :

“The same thing I suspect you're doing in that one, only you’ll
have to do better if you want to deceive anybody. What brings you to
Eden—Lucifer?”

The serpent glanced down at himself and sent one or two long,
sliding ripples gliding along his iridescent body. The angel shape
that hung in the air about him gradually faded, and the beauty
deepened as it focused itself more strongly in the flesh he wore.
After a moment he glanced up.

“How’s that—better? Oh, I came down for a purpose. I have—busi-
ness with Adam.” His cool voice took on a note of grimness. “You may
have heard a little trouble in heaven yesterday. That was me.”

“Trouble?” echoed Lilith. She had almost forgotten the sounds
of combat and the great battle cries of the seraphim in the depths
of her own grief.

“It was a fine fight while it lasted,” Lucifer grinned. “Blood run-
ning like water down the golden streets! I tell you, it was a relief to
hear something beside ‘hosannah’ in heaven for a change! Well™—
he shrugged—*“they won. Too many of them were fools and stood by
Jehovah. But we gave them a good fight, and we took part of the
jasper walls with us when they hurled us over.” He gave her a satistied
nod. “God won, but he’ll think twice before He insults me again.”

“Insults you?” echoed Lilith. “How?”

Lucifer drew himself up to a magnificent height. Radiance
glowed along his scaled and gleaming body. “God made me of fire!
Shall I bow down before this . . . this lump of clay they call Adam?
He may be good enough for the other angels to worship when God
points a finger, but he isn’t good enough for me!”

“Is that why you’re here?”

“Isn’t it reason enough? I have a quarrel with this Adam!”

“You couldn’t touch him,” said Lilith desperately. “He’s God’s
image, and remember, you were no match for God.”

Lucifer stretched his magnificent, gleaming height and glared
down at her.

“The creature’s made of clay. He must have a flaw somewhere.
What is it? You know him.”

Lilith looked up at him speechless, a great excitement beginning
to swell so tremendously in her that her halfformed body could
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hardly contain it. There was a chance! God himself had put a
weapon straight into her hands!

“Yes, there is a flaw,” she said. “I'll tell you . . . if you’ll give me a
promise.”

“All right, I give it,” said Lucifer carelessly. “Tell me.”

She hesitated, choosing her words. “Your feud isn’t with Adam.
He never asked you to worship him. God did that. Your quarrel is
with God, not Adam. The Man himself you can’t touch, but God

“had given him a ... a wife,” she choked when she said it. “I think
there’s a weakness in her, and through her you could spoil God’s
plan. But you must spare the Man—for me.”

Lucifer whistled soundlessly, lifting his brows. “Oh—?”

“I'saw him first,” said Lilith defensively. I want him.”

The serpent looked at her narrowly. “Why? No . . . never mind. I
won’t quarrel with you. I may have an idea to suggest to you later, if
a plan of mine works out. You and I together could make quite a
thing of hell.”

Lilith winced a little. She and Adam together had had great
prospects, once, too. Perhaps they still had—if God were not listen-
ing.

“You promise not to touch him, then?”

“Yes, I won’t hurt your precious clod. You're right—my quarrel’s
with God, not that animated lump of clay named Adam. What'’s the
secret?”

“Eden,” said Lilith slowly, “is a testing ground. There are flaws in it,
there must be, or neither of us would be here. God planted a Tree
in the middle of the Garden and forbade anyone to touch it. That’s
the test . . . I think I see it now. It’s a test of obedience. God doesn’t
trust Man—he made him too strong. The Tree is the knowledge of
Good and Evil, and God doesn’t dare let that knowledge exist in the
Garden, because He controls Man only by Man’s ignorance of his
own power. If either of them eats, then God will have to destroy that
one quickly. You tempt the woman to eat, Lucifer, and leave Adam
and Eden to me!”

The serpent eyed her sidelong. He laughed.

“If either of them fails in this test you’re talking about, then God
will know neither can be trusted, won’t he? He’ll know their pre-
sent form’s imperfect, and he’ll destroy them both and work out
some other plan for the world.”

Lilith drew a deep breath. Excitement was rising like a tide in
her, and the wind from nowhere swirled the dark hair in a cloud
about her shoulders.

“Let him try!” she cried exultantly. “I can save Adam. God made a
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mistake when he put such power in the Garden. He shouldn’t have
left it living, half-conscious of itself. He shouldn’t have let Adam
know how close he is to the earth he was taken from. Adam and the
Garden are one flesh, and the power of God is in them both. God
can’t destroy one without the other, and together they are very
strong— If they defied God together, and I helped them—"

Lucifer looked at her, a trace of compassion on his handsome,
reptilian face.

“God defeated me,” he reminded her. “Do you think He couldn’t
you?”

She gave him a proud glance. “I am the Queen of Air and
Darkness. I have secrets of my own, and powers not even God can
control. If T join them with Adam’s, and the Garden’s . . . God made
the Garden alive and powerful, and Adam is one flesh with it, each
incomplete without the other as Man is without woman. Adam has
Eve now—but when Eve’s gone he’ll remember Lilith. I'll see that
he remembers! And I'll see that he understands his danger. With
my help, perhaps he can avert it.”

“If God destroys Eve,” said Lucifer, “he’ll destroy Adam, too.
They’re one pattern.”

“But he may not destroy them at the same time. I'll gamble on
that. I'd kill her myself if I could, but I can’t touch anything in the
Garden without its own consent . .. No, I'll have to wait until Eve
proves to God her unfitness to wear flesh, and while he punishes
her I must seize that moment to rouse the Garden. It’s almost aware
of itself already. I think I could awaken it—through Adam, perhaps.
Adam and Eden are almost one, as Adam and I will be again if we
can get rid of Eve. None of us separately has the power to defy God,
but Eden and Adam and I together might do it!” She tossed back
her head and the wild dark hair swirled like a fog around her.
“Eden is an entity of its own— I think I could close a shell of space
around us, and there are places in my Darkness where we could
hide even from God!”

Lucifer narrowed his eyes at her. “It might work,” he nodded
slowly. “You’re mad—but it might work, with my help. The woman is
beautiful, in her way—" He laughed. “And what a revenge on God!”

“The woman,” mused Lilith, “is in my body, and I am evil ... I
think enough evil remains there that Eve will find you—interesting.
Good luck, Lucifer!”

In a hollow, velvety cup in the Garden’s very center the two Trees
stood. One at the edge of the clearing was a dark Tree, the leaves
folded like a cloak about a pale glow from within where the Fruit of
Life hung hidden. But in the center of the hollow the Tree of
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Knowledge flaunted its scarlet fruit that burned with a flame almost
of their own among the green and glossy leaves. Here was the heart
of the Garden. Out of the Tree of the Knowledge of Good and Evil
the beat went pulsing that shook the air of Eden.

Eve set one small, bare foot upon the downward slope and
looked back timidly over her shoulder. The serpent flicked a forked
red tongue at her. His voice was cool and clear, and sweet as honey.

“Eva, " he said softly. “Fva—"

She smiled and went on, he rippling after her with an unearthly
beauty to his gait that is lost forever now. No one knows today how
the serpent walked before the Fall. Of all human creatures only Eve
knows that, and there were things Eve never told Adam.

They paused under the shadow of the Tree. In long, slow rhythms
the air went pulsing past them. Eve’s fair hair stirred a little, so
strong was the rhythm here. All the Fruit of the Tree pushed out
among the leaves to see her, and the nearer branches bent caress-
ingly toward this woman who was of the flesh of Adam.

The nearest branch stooped down enticingly. Eve reached for a
scarlet apple that dipped into her hand. Almost of itself it snapped
free of the twig that held it. Eve stared at the apple in her palm, and
her hand began to shake. She drew back against the serpent, a little
whimper of terror rising in her throat.

The serpent dropped a coiled embrace about the lovely, light-
clothed pallor of her body and bent his handsome, slanted head to
hers, whispering at her ear in a voice so cool and sweet that the ter-
ror faded from her face. She smiled a little, and her hand steadied.

She lifted the Fruit of Knowledge to her lips. There was a hush all
through the Garden as she hesitated for a long moment, the red
fruit at her red mouth, her teeth denting the scarlet cheek of
Knowledge. The last few timeless moments stood still while inno-
cence yet reigned over Eden.

Then the serpent whispered again, urgently: “Eva—"he said.

Lilith stood shivering in Adam’s arms.

“You were mine first,” she was whispering fiercely. “You and I and
the Garden—don’t you remember? I was your wife before her, and
you belong to me!”

Adam could see his own arms through the ephemeral stuff of
Lilith’s body. He was shaken by the violence in her voice, but his
mind was too fogged with the unthinking blank of innocence to
understand very clearly. He tried hard.

The rhythm that pulsed through Eden was curiously uneven now.
Lilith knew what it meant, and excitement choked her. She cried
more desperately:
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“Adam ... Adam! Don’t let anything separate us, you and the
Garden and I! You can hold us together if you try! I know you can!
You—"

One great, annihilating throb shook through the air like thun-
der. The whole Garden reeled with it and every tree in Eden bowed
as if before a tremendous wind. Adam looked up, aghast. But Lilith
laughed a wild, excited laugh and cried, “This is it! Oh, hurry,
Adam, hurry!”

She slipped through his arms that were still clasped about her
and went fluttering effortlessly off through branches that did not
impede her passage, Adam following half stunned with the stunned
Garden. All Eden was still reeling from the violence of what had just
happened beneath the Tree.

Lilith watched the sky as she ran. Would a great bolt of lightning
come ravening down out of heaven to blast the woman out of being
before they reached the Tree? “Wait, wait!” she panted voicelessly to
God. “Give me a moment longer—” Would a bolt strike Adam, too,
as he slipped through the parting trees beside her? “Hurry!” she
gasped again.

Breathless, they paused at the edge of the hollow where the Tree
stood. Looking down, they could see Eve just clear of the shadow of
it, the fruit in her hand with one white bite flawing its scarlet cheek.
She was staring about the Garden as if she had never seen it before.
Where was God? Why had He not blasted her as she stood there?

Lilith in her first wild glance could not see the serpent except for
a glitter of iridescence back in the shadow of the Tree. Even in her
terrible excitement she smiled wryly. Lucifer was taking no chances
with God.

But she had no time to waste now on Lucifer or on Eve. For some
inexplicable reason God was staying His hand, and she must make
the most of the respite. For when God was finished with Eve He
would turn to Adam, and before that much had to be done. Adam
was her business now, and the living Eden, and all eternity waited
on what the next few moments held.

She stood out on the lip of the hollow and a great dark wind
from nowhere swelled monstrously about her, tossing out her hair
until it was a cloud that shut her from sight. Out of the cloud her
voice came rolling in tremendous rhythms paced to the rhythm at
which Eden breathed—and Adam.

“Garden!” she called. “Eden—hear me! I am Lilith, the wife of
Adam—"

She could feel a vast, dim awareness stirring around her. All
through Eden the wakening motion ran, drawing closer, welling up
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deeply from the earth underfoot, monstrously, wonderfully, a world
coming alive at her call.

“Adam!” she cried. “Adam do you hear me? You and Eden are
one flesh, and Eve has destroyed you both. She has just brought
knowledge into Eden, where God dares not let it exist. God will
destroy you all, because of Eve . . . unless you listen to me—"

She felt Adam’s attention torn away from Eve and focusing upon
herself in fear and wonder. She felt the Garden’s wakening aware-
ness draw around him with growing intensity, until it was as if the
earth of Eden and the flesh of Man quickened into one, married by
the same need for one another as the thought of parting and
destruction shuddered through each.

Was this what God had planned as an ending for His divine
scheme, as it was the beginning of Lilith’s? She had no time to won-
der, but the thought crossed her mind awesomely even as she
wooed the Garden in a voice as sweet and coaxing as the voice she
used to Adam.

And the whole great Garden shuddered ponderously around
her, awareness thrilling down every tendril and branch and blade,
pulsing up out of the very hill on which she stood. And all of it was
Adam. The Garden heard and hung upon her words, and Adam
heard, and they three together were all that existed. Success was in
her hands. She could feel it. And then—

“Adam . .. Adam!” screamed Eve beneath the Tree.

Lilith’s sonorous voice paused in its invocation; the Garden hesi-
tated around her.

“Adam!” cried Eve again, terror flattening all the sweetness out of
her voice.

And behind Lilith, in a drugged voice, Adam said: “Eve—>?”

“God . .. God, destroy her mow!” prayed Lilith soundlessly. And
aloud, “Eve has no part in Eden! Don’t listen to her, Adam! She’ll
destroy you and the Garden together!”

“Adam, Adam! Where are you?”

“Coming—" said Adam, still in that thick, drugged voice.

Lilith whirled in the mist of her cloudy hair. Where was God!
Why had He stayed His hand? Now was the time to strike, if her
hope were not to fail. Now, now! Surely the lightning would come
ravening down from heaven if she could hold Adam a moment
longer—

“Adam, wait!” she cried desperately. “Adam, you know you love
me! If you leave—"

Her voice faltered as he peered at her as blindly as if he had
never seen her before. The haloed light was like fire all around
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him, and her words had been a drug to him as they had been to the
Garden, until the earth that loved and listened to her had been one
with his own earth-formed flesh; a moment ago there had been
nothing in creation for Adam or for Eden but this one woman
speaking out of the dark. But now—

“Adam!” screamed Eve again in the flat, frightened voice.

“Don’t listen!” cried Lilith frantically. “She doesn’t belong here!
You can’t save her now! God will destroy her, and He’ll destroy you,
too, if you leave me! Stay here and let her die! You and I will be
alone again, in the Garden . . . Adam, don’t listen!”

“I ... I have to listen,” he stammered almost stupidly. “Get out of
my way, Lilith. Don’t you understand? She’s my own flesh—I have
to go.”

Lilith stared at him dumbly. His own flesh! She had forgotten
that. She had leaned too heavily on his oneness with the Garden—
she had forgotten he was one with Eve, too. The prospect of defeat
was suddenly like lead in her. If God would only strike now— She
swayed forward in one last desperate effort to hold him back from
Eve while the Garden stirred uneasily around them, frightened with
Lilith’s terror, torn with Adam’s distress. She wavered between
Adam and the valley as if her ephemeral body could hold him, but
he went through her as if through a cloud and stumbled blindly
downhill toward the terrified Eve beneath the Tree with the fruit in
her hand and a dreadful knowledge on her face.

From here Lilith could see what Adam had not yet. She laughed
suddenly, wildly, and cried:

“Look at her, Adam! Look!” And Adam blinked and looked.

Eve stood naked beneath the Tree. That burning beauty which had
clothed her like a garment was gone with her divine innocence and
she was no longer the flawless goddess who had ‘wakened on
Adam’s shoulder that morning. She stood shivering a little, looking
forlorn and somehow pinched and thin, almost a caricature of the
perfect beauty that had gone down the hill with the serpent an
hour ago. But she did not know that. She looked up at Adam as he
hesitated above her, and smiled uncertainly with a sort of leer in
her smile.

“Oh, there you are,” she said, and even her voice was harsher

now. “Everything looked so . .. so queer, for a minute. Look.” She
held up the fruit. “It’s good. Better than anything you ever gave me.
Tryit.”

Lilith stared at her from the hilltop with a horror that for a
moment blanked out her growing terror because of God’s delay.
Was knowledge, then, as ugly as this? Why had it destroyed Eve’s
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beauty as if it were some evil thing? Perfect knowledge should have
increased her strength and loveliness in the instant before God
struck her down, if— Suddenly Lilith understood. Perfect knowl-
edge! But Eve had only tasted the fruit, and she had only a warped
halfknowledge from that single taste. The beauty of her innocence
was lost, but she had not yet gained the beauty of perfect knowl-
edge. Was this why God delayed? So long as her knowledge was
imperfect perhaps she was no menace to God’s power in Eden. And
yet she had disobeyed, she had proved herself unworthy of the trust
of God—Then why did He hesitate? Why had He not blasted her as
she stood there with the apple at her lips? A panic was rising in
Lilith’s throat. Could it be that He was laughing, even now? Was He giv-
ing her the respite she had prayed for, and watching her fail in spite
of it?

“Taste the apple,” said Eve again, holding it out.

“Adam!” cried Lilith despairingly from the edge of the hill.
“Adam, look at me! You loved me first—don’t you remember? Look
at me, Adam!”

And Adam turned to look. The wind, which had clouded her
from sight in the darkness of her hair, had calmed. She stood now,
luminous on the hilltop, the darkness parted like a river by the
whiteness of her shoulders. And she was beautiful with a beauty that
no mortal woman will ever wear again.

‘T was first!” cried Lilith. “You loved me before her—come back
to me now, before God strikes you both! Come back, Adam!”

He stared up at her miserably. He looked back at the flawed, shiver-
ing creature at his side, knowledge curiously horrible in her eyes. He
stared at Eve, too, a long stare. And then he reached for the apple.

“Adam—no!” shrieked Lilith. “See what knowledge did to Eve!
You'll be ugly and naked, like her! Don’t taste it, Adam! You don’t
know what you’re doing!”

Over the poised red fruit he looked up at her. The light quivered
gloriously all around him. He stood like a god beneath the Tree,
radiant, perfect.

“Yes, I know,” he said, in a clearer voice than she had ever heard
him use before.

“God will destroy you!” wailed Lilith, and rolled her eyes up to
look for the falling thunderbolt that might be hurtling downward
even now.

“T know,” said Adam again. And then, after a pause, “You don’t
understand, Lilith. Eve is my own flesh, closer than Eden—closer
than you. Don’t you remember what God said? Forsaking all others—"

“Eve!” screamed Lilith hopelessly. “Stop him! Your punishment’s
certain—are you going to drag him down, too?”
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Eve looked up, knowledge dark in her blue eyes. She laughed a
thin laugh and the last vestige of her beauty went with it.

“Leave him to you?” she sneered. “Oh no! He and I are one
flesh—we’ll go together. Taste the apple, Adam!”

He turned it obediently in his hand: his teeth crunched through
scarlet skin into the sweet white flesh inside. There was a tremen-
dous silence all through the Garden; nothing stirred in Eden while
Adam chewed and swallowed the Fruit of Knowledge. And then he
turned to stare down into Eve’s lifted eyes while awareness of him-
self as an individual, free-willed being dawned gradually across his
awakening mind.

And then the burning glory that clothed him paled, shimmered,
went out along his limbs. He, too, was naked. The queer, pinched
look of humanity shivered over that magnificent body, and he was
no longer magnificent, no longer Adam.

Lilith had forgotten to look for God. Sickness of the heart was
swelling terribly in her, and for a moment she no longer cared
about God, or Eden, or the future. This was not Adam any more—It
would never be Adam again—

“Listen,” said Eve in a small, intimate voice to Adam. “How quiet
it is! Why, it’s the music. The seraphim aren’t singing any more
around the Throne!”

Lilith glanced up apathetically. That meant, then, that God was
coming— But even as she looked up a great golden chorus re-
sounded serenely from high over Eden. Adam tipped his tarnished
head to listen.

“You're right,” he agreed. “They’ve stopped their song.”

Lilith did not hear him. That dreadful sickness in her was swelling
and changing, and she knew now what it was—hatred. Hatred of
Adam and Eve and the thing they had done to her. Hatred of these
naked caricatures, who had been the magnificent half-god she had
loved and the shape she had put on to delight him. True, they might
finish the eating of knowledge and grow perfect again, but it would
be a perfection that shut her out. They were one flesh together,
and even God had failed her now. Looking down, she loathed them
both. Eve’s very existence was an insult to the unflawed perfection
which Lilith still wore, and Adam—Adam shivering beneath the
Tree with a warped, imperfect knowledge leering in his eyes—

A sob swelled in her throat. He had been flawless once—she
would never forget that. Almost she loved the memory still as it lin-
gered about this shivering human creature beneath the Tree. So
long as he was alive she knew now she would never be free of it; this
weakness would torment her still for the flesh that had once been
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Adam. The prospect of an eternity of longing for him, who would
never exist again, was suddenly unbearable to her.

She tipped her head back and looked up through the glory
above Eden where golden voices chanted that neither Adam nor
Eve would ever hear again.

“Jehovah!” she sobbed. “Jehovah! Come down and destroy us all!
You were right—they are both too flawed to bring anything but mis-
ery to all who know them. God, come down and give us peace!”

Eve squealed in terror at Adam’s side. “Listen!” she cried. “Adam,
listen to her!” ,

Answering human terror dawned across the pinched features
that had once been Adam’s handsome, immortal face. “The Tree of
Life!” he shouted. “No one can touch us if we eat that fruit!”

He whirled to scramble up the slope toward the dark Tree, and
Lilith’s heart ached to watch how heavily he moved. Yesterday’s
wonderful, easy litheness was gone with his beauty, and his body was
a burden to him now.

But he was not to reach the Tree of Life. For suddenly glory
brightened unbearably over the Garden. A silence was in the sky,
and the breeze ceased to blow through Eden.

“Adam,” said a Voice in the great silence of the Garden, “hast thou
eaten of the Tree?”

Adam glanced up the slope at Lilith, standing despairingly
against the sky. He looked at Eve beside him, a clumsy caricature of
the loveliness he had dreamed of. There was bitterness in his voice.

“The woman thou gavest me—" he began reproachfully, and then
hesitated, meeting Eve’s eyes. The old godlike goodness was lost to
him now, but he had not fallen low enough yet to let Eve know what
he was thinking. He could not say, “The woman Thou gavest me has
ruined us both—but I had a woman of my own before her and she
never did me any harm.” No, he could not hurt this flesh of his flesh
so deeply, but he was human now and he could not let her go unre-
buked. He went on sulkily, “—she gave me the apple, and I ate.”

The Voice said awfully, “Eve—?”

Perhaps Eve was remembering that other voice, cool and sweet,
murmuring, “Eva—" In the cool, green dimness of the Garden, the
voice that had whispered secrets she would never share with Adam.
Perhaps if he had been beside her now—but he was not, and her
resentment bubbled to her lips in speech.

“The serpent beguiled me,” she told God sullenly, “and I ate.”

There was silence for a moment in the Garden. Then the Voice
said, “Lucifer—" with a sorrow in the sound that had not stirred for
the man’s plight, or the woman’s. “Lucifer, my enemy, come forth
from the Tree.” There was a divine compassion in the Voice even as
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It pronounced sentence. “Upon thy belly shalt thou go, and dust
shalt thou eat all the days of thy life—"

Out from beneath the shadow of the Tree a flat and shining
length came pouring through the grass. This was the hour for the
shedding of beauty: the serpent had lost the fire-bright splendor
that had been his while Lucifer dwelt in his flesh, but traces lin-
gered yet in the unearthly fluidness of his motion, in his shining iri-
descence. He lifted a wedged head toward Eve, flickered his tongue
at her once and then dropped back into the grass. Its ripple above
him marked his course away. Eve drew one long, sobbing breath for
that green twilight hour in the Garden, that Adam would never
guess, as she watched him ripple away.

“Adam, Eve,” went on the Voice quietly, “the Garden is not for
you.” There was a passionless pity in It as the Garden stood still to
listen. “I made your flesh too weak, because your godhood was too
strong to trust. You are not to blame for that—the fault was Mine.
But Adam . . . Eve . . . what power did I put in you, that the very ele-
ments of fire and darkness find kinship with you? What flaw is in
you, that though you are the only two human things alive, yet you
cannot keep faith with one another?”

Adam glanced miserably up toward Lilith standing motionless on
the hill’s edge, clothed in the flawless beauty he had dreamed for
her and would never see again. Eve’s eyes followed the serpent
through the grass that was blurred for her because of the first tears
of Eden. Neither of them answered.

“You are not fit yet to put forth your hand to the Tree of Life, and
eat, and live forever,” went on the Voice after a moment.

“Man . . . woman . . . you are not yet fit for perfect knowledge or
immortality. You are not yet fit for trust. But for Lilith the tale
would have spun itself out here in the walls of Eden, but now you
must go beyond temptation and work your own salvation out in the
sweat of your brow, in the lands beyond the Garden. Adam, I dare
not trust you any longer in your kinship with the earth I shaped you
from. Cursed is the ground for your sake. Adam—it shall be one
with you no longer. But I promise this ... in the end you shall
return to it—" The Voice fell silent, and there was from far above
the flash of a flaming sword over the gate of Eden.

“Deal with me now,” Lilith said in an empty voice. ‘I have no desire to
exist any longer in a world that has no Adam—destroy me, Jehovah.”

The Voice said emotionlessly, “You are punished already, by the
fruit of what you did.”

“Punished enough!” wailed Lilith in sudden despair. “Make an
end of it, Jehovah!”
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“With Man’s end,” said God quietly. “No sooner. You four among
you have shattered a plan in Eden that you must shape anew before
your travail ends. Let the four of you build a new plan with the ele-
ments of your being—Adam is Earth, Lucifer is Fire, Lilith is Air and
Darkness, and Eve the Mother of All Living, the fertile seas from
which all living springs. Earth, Air, Fire and Water—you thought
your plan was better than Mine. Work it out for yourselves!”

“What is our part to be, Lord?” asked Adam in a small, humbled
voice.

“Earth and water,” said the Voice. “The kingdom of earth for you
and the woman and your children after you.”

“I was Adam’s wife before her,” wailed Lilith jealously. “What of
me . .. and mine?”

The Voice fell silent for a while. Then it said quietly: “Make your
own choice, Queen of Air and Darkness.”

“Let my children and Adam’s haunt hers to their graves, then!”
decided Lilith instantly. “Mine are the disinherited—let them take
vengeance! Let her and hers beware of my children who wail in the
night, and know she deserves their wrath. Let them remind her
always that Adam was mine before her!”

“So be it,” said the Voice. And for an instant there was silence in
Eden while the shadow of times to come brooded inscrutably in the
mind of God. Lilith caught flashes of it in the glory so bright over
Eden that every grass blade had a splendor which hurt the eyes. She
saw Man loving his birthplace upon earth with a deep-rooted love
that made it as dear as his very flesh to him, so that dimly he might
remember the hour when all earth was as close to him as his newly
created body. She saw Man cleaving to one woman as dear as the
flesh of his flesh, yet remembering the unattainable and the lost—
Lilith, perfect in Eden. She looked down from the hilltop and met
Adam’s eyes, and voicelessly between them a long farewell went
flashing.

No one was watching Eve. She was blinking through tears,
remembering a twilight hour and a fire-bright beauty that the dust
had quenched a moment ago at God’s command. And then. ..
then there was the faintest rustling in the air around her, and a
cool, clear voice was murmuring:

“Eva—" against her cheek.

She stared. There was nothing. But—

“Eva,” said the voice again. “Give me my vengeance, too—upon
the Man. Pretty Eva, do you hear me? Call your first child Kayn . . .
Eva, will you do as I say? Call him Kayn the Spear of my vengeance,
for he shall set murder loose among Adam’s sons. Remember, Eva—"

And Eve echoed in a small, obedient whisper, “Cain . . . Cain.”
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Jorge Luis Borges (1899-1986) was a professor and lecturer from Argentina

who gained worldwide renown for his study and critical analysis of litera-
ture. His theory about fantastic fiction was that a universe created by an
author should be able to stand independently of any ideas or concepts we
know today—it should be a completely new world Jree of our reality. In
“Tlon, Ugbar, Orbis Tertius,” he shows how this idea can be accomplished.
His short fiction was collected in the anthology Ficciones.

I OWE THE DISCOVERY OF UQBAR TO THE CONJUNCTION OF A MIRROR AND
an encyclopedia. The unnerving mirror hung at the end of a corri-
dor in a villa on Calle Goana, in Ramos Mejia; the misleading ency-
clopedia goes by the name of The Anglo-American Cyclopaedia (New
York, 1917), and is a literal if mnadequate reprint of the 1902
Encyclopaedia Britannica. The whole affair happened some five years
ago. Bioy Casares had dined with me that night and talked to us at
length about a great scheme for writing a novel in the first person,
using a narrator who omitted or corrupted what happened and
who ran into various contradictions, so that only a handful of read-
ers, a very small handful, would be able to decipher the horrible or
banal reality behind the novel. From the far end of the corridor, the
mirror was watching us; and we discovered, with the inevitability of
discoveries made late at night, that mirrors have something
grotesque about them. Then Bioy Casares recalled that one of the
heresiarchs of Ugbar had stated that mirrors and copulation are
abominable, since they both multiply the numbers of man. I asked
him the source of that memorable sentence, and he replied that it
was recorded in The Anglo-American Cyclopaedia, in its article on
Ugbar. It so happened that the villa (which we had rented fur-
nished) possessed a copy of that work. In the final pages of Volume
XLVI, we ran across an article on Upsala; in the beginning of
Volume XLVII, we found one on Ural-Altaic languages; but not one
word on Ugbar. A little put out, Bioy consulted the index volumes.
In vain he tried every possible spelling—Ukbar, Ucbar, Oogbar,
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Ookbar, Oukbahr. ... Before leaving, he informed me it was a
region in either Iraq or Asia Minor. I must say that I acknowledged
this a little uneasily. I supposed that this undocumented country
and its anonymous heresiarch had been deliberately invented by
Bioy out of modesty, to substantiate a phrase. A futile examination
of one of the atlases of Justus Perthes strengthened my doubt.

On the following day, Bioy telephoned me from Buenos Aires.
He told me that he had in front of him the article on Ugbar, in
Volume XLVI of the encyclopedia. It did not specify the name of
the heresiarch, but it did note his doctrine, in words almost identi-
cal to the ones he had repeated to me, though, I would say, inferior
from a literary point of view. He had remembered: “Copulation and
mirrors are abominable.” The text of the encyclopedia read: “For
one of those gnostics, the visible universe was an illusion or, more
precisely, a sophism. Mirrors and fatherhood are abominable
because they multiply it and extend it.” I said, in all sincerity, that I
would like to see that article. A few days later, he brought it. This
surprised me, because the scrupulous cartographic index of Ritter’s
Erdkunde completely failed to mention the name of Ugbar.

The volume which Bioy brought was indeed Volume XLVI of The
Anglo-American Cyclopaedia. On the title page and spine, the alpha-
betical key was the same as in our copy, but instead of 917 pages, it
had 921. These four additional pages consisted of the article on
Ugbar—not accounted for by the alphabetical cipher, as the reader
will have noticed. We ascertained afterwards that there was no
other difference between the two volumes. Both, as I think I
pointed out, are reprints of the tenth Encyclopaedia Britannica. Bioy
had acquired his copy in one of a number of book sales.

We read the article with some care. The passage remembered by
Bioy was perhaps the only startling one. The rest seemed probable
enough, very much in keeping with the general tone of the work
and, naturally, a little dull. Reading it over, we discovered, beneath
the superficial authority of the prose, a fundamental vagueness. Of
the fourteen names mentioned in the geographical section, we rec-
ognized only three—Khurasan, Armenia, and Erzurum—and they
were dragged into the text in a strangely ambiguous way. Among
the historical names, we recognized only one, that of the imposter,
Smerdis the Magian, and it was invoked in a rather metaphorical
sense. The notes appeared to fix precisely the frontiers of Uqgbar,
but the points of reference were all, vaguely enough, rivers and
craters and mountain chains in that same region. We read, for
instance, that the southern frontier is defined by the lowlands of
Tsai Haldun and the Axa delta, and that wild horses flourish in the
islands of that delta. This, at the top of page 918. In the historical
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section (page 920), we gathered that, Just after the religious perse-
cutions of the thirteenth century, the orthodox sought refuge in
the islands, where their obelisks have survived, and where it is a
common enough occurrence to dig up one of their stone mirrors.
The language and literature section was brief. There was one
notable characteristic: it remarked that the literature of Ugbar was
fantastic in character, and that its epics and legends never referred
to reality, but to the two imaginary regions of Mlejnas and Tlén. . . .
The bibliography listed four volumes, which we have not yet come
across, even although the third—Silas Haslam: History of the Land
Called Ugbay 1874—appears in the library catalogues of Bernard
Quaritch.* The first, Lesbare und lesenswerthe Bemerkungen iiber das
Land Ukkbar in Klein-Asien, is dated 1641, and is a work of Johann
Valentin Andrea. The fact is significant; a couple of years later I ran
across that name accidentally in the thirteenth volume of De
Quincey’s Writings, and I knew that it was the name of a German
theologian who, at the beginning of the seventeenth century,
described the imaginary community of Rosae Crucis—the commu-
nity which was later founded by others in imitation of the one he
had preconceived.

That night, we visited the National Library. Fruitlessly we
exhausted atlases, catalogues, yearbooks of geographical societies,
memoirs of travelers and historians—nobody had ever been in
Ugbar. Neither did the general index of Bioy’s encyclopedia show
the name. The following day, Carlos Mastronardi, to whom I had
referred the whole business, caught sight, in a Corrientes and
Talcahuano bookshop, of the black and gold bindings of The Anglo-
American Cyclopaedia. . . . He went in and looked up Volume XLVI.
Naturally, there was not the slightest mention of Ugbar.

IT

Some small fading memory of one Herbert Ashe, an engineer for
the southern railroads, hangs on in the hotel in Androgué, between
the luscious honeysuckle and the illusory depths of the mirrors. In
life, he suffered from a sense of unreality, as do so many English-
men; dead, he is not even the ghostly creature he was then. He was
tall and languid; his limp squared beard had once been red. He
was, I understand, a widower, and childless. Every so many years, he
went to England to visit—judging by the photographs he showed
us—a sundial and some oak trees. My father and he had cemented

*Haslam has also published A General History of Labyrinths.
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(the verb is excessive) one of those English friendships which begin
by avoiding intimacies and eventually eliminate speech altogether.
They used to exchange books and periodicals; ‘they would beat one
another at chess, without saying a word. . . . I remember him in the
corridor of the hotel, a mathematics textbook in his hand, gazing
now and again at the passing colors of the sky. One afternoon, we
discussed the duodecimal numerical system (in which twelve is writ-
ten 10). Ashe said that as a matter of fact, he was transcribing some
duodecimal tables, I forget which, into sexagesimals (in which sixty
is written 10), adding that this work had been commissioned by a
Norwegian in Rio Grande do Sul. We had known him for eight
years and he had never mentioned having stayed in that part of the
country. . . . We spoke of rural life, of capangas, of the Brazilian ety-
mology of the word gaucho (which some old people in the east still
pronounce gaticho), and nothing more was said—God forgive me—
of duodecimal functions. In September, 1937 (we ourselves were
not at the hotel at the time), Herbert Ashe died of an aneurysmal
rupture. Some days before, he had received from Brazil a stamped,
registered package. It was a book, an octavo volume. Ashe left it in
the bar where, months later, I found it. I began to leaf through it
and felt a sudden curious lightheadedness, which I will not go into,
since this is the story, not of my particular emotions, but of Ugbar
and T16n and Orbis Tertius. In the Islamic world, there is one
night, called the Night of Nights, on which the secret gates of the
sky open wide and the water in the water jugs tastes sweeter; if those
gates were to open, I would not feel what I felt that afternoon. The
book was written in English, and had 1001 pages. On the yellow
Jeather spine, and again on the title page, I read these words: A First
Encyclopaedia of Tlon. Volume XI. Hlaer to Jangr. There was nothing
to indicate either date or place of origin. On the first page and on a
sheet of silk paper covering one of the colored engravings there was
a blue oval stamp with the inscription: ORBIS TERTIUS. It was two
years since I had discovered, in a volume of a pirated encyclopedia,
a brief description of a false country; now, chance was showing me
something much more valuable, something to be reckoned with.
Now, I had in my hands a substantial fragment of the complete his-
tory of an unknown planet, with its architecture and its playing
cards, its mythological terrors and the sound of its dialects, its
emperors and its oceans, its minerals, its birds, and its fishes, its
algebra and its fire, its theological and metaphysical arguments, all
clearly stated, coherent, without any apparent dogmatic intention
or parodic undertone.

The eleventh volume of which I speak refers to both subsequent
and preceding volumes. Néstor Ibarra, in an article (in the N.R.F),
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now a classic, has denied the existence of those corollary volumes;
Ezequiel Martinez Estrada and Drieu La Rochelle have, I think, suc-
ceeded in refuting this doubt. The fact is that, up until now, the
most patient investigations have proved fruitless. We have turned
the libraries of Europe, North and South America upside down—in
vain. Alfonso Reyes, bored with the tedium of this minor detective
work, proposes that we all take on the task of reconstructing the
missing volumes, many and vast as they were: ex ungue leonem. He
calculates, half seriously, that one generation of Tlénists would be
enough. This bold estimate brings us back to the basic problem:
who were the people who had invented Tlén? The plural is
unavoidable, because we have unanimously rejected the idea of a
single creator, some transcendental Leibnitz working in modest
obscurity. We conjecture that this “brave new world” was the work of
a secret society of astronomers, biologists, engineers, metaphysi-
cians, poets, chemists, mathematicians, moralists, painters, and geo-
metricians, all under the supervision of an unknown genius. There
are plenty of individuals who have mastered these various disci-
plines without having any facility for invention, far less for submit-
ting that inventiveness to a strict, systematic plan. This plan is so
vast that each individual contribution to it is infinitesimal. To begin
with, Tlén was thought to be nothing more than a chaos, a free and
irresponsible work of the imagination; now it was clear that it is a
complete cosmos, and that the strict laws which govern it have been
carefully formulated, albeit provisionally. It is enough to note that
the apparent contradictions in the eleventh volume are the basis
for proving the existence of the others, so lucid and clear is the
scheme maintained in it. The popular magazines have publicized,
with pardonable zeal, the zoology and topography of Tlén. I think,
however, that its transparent tigers and its towers of blood scarcely
deserve the unwavering attention of all men. I should like to take
some little time to deal with its conception of the universe.

Hume remarked once and for all that the arguments of
Berkeley were not only thoroughly unanswerable but thoroughly
unconvincing. This dictum is emphatically true as it applies to our
world; but it falls down completely in Tlén. The nations of that
planet are congenitally idealist. Their language, with its deriva-
tives—religion, literature, and metaphysics—presupposes idealism.
For them, the world is not a concurrence of objects in space, but a
heterogeneous series of independent acts. It is serial and tempo-
ral, but not spatial. There are no nouns in the hypothetical
Ursprache of Tlon, which is the source of the living language and
the dialects; there are impersonal verbs qualified by monosyllabic
suffixes or prefixes which have the force of adverbs. For example,
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there is no word corresponding to the noun moon, but there is a
verb to moon or to moondle. The moon rose over the sea would be writ-
ten hlor u fang axaxaxas mld, or, to put itin order: upward beyond the
constant flow there was moondling. (Xul Solar translates it succinctly:
upward, behind the onstreaming it mooned.)

The previous passage refers to the languages of the southern hemi-
sphere. In those of the northern hemisphere (the eleventh volume
has little information on its Ursprache), the basic unit is not the verb,
but the monosyllabic adjective. Nouns are formed by an accumulation
of adjectives. One does not say moon; one says airy-clear over dark-round
or orange-faint-of-sky or some other accumulation. In the chosen exam-
ple, the mass of adjectives corresponds to a real object. The happen-
ing is completely fortuitous. In the literature of this hemisphere (as in
the lesser world of Meinong), ideal objects abound, invoked and dis-
solved momentarily, according to poetic necessity. Sometimes, the
faintest simultaneousness brings them about. There are objects made
up of two sense elements, one visual, the other auditory—the color of
a sunrise and the distant call of a bird. Other objects are made up of
many elements—the sun, the water against the swimmer’s chest, the
vague quivering pink which one sees when the eyes are closed, the
feeling of being swept away by a river or by sleep. These second degree
objects can be combined with others; using certain abbreviations, the
process is practically an infinite one. There are famous poems made
up of one enormous word, a word which in truth forms a poetic object,
the creation of the writer. The fact that no one believes that nouns
refer to an actual reality means, paradoxically enough, that there is no
limit to the numbers of them. The languages of the northern hemi-
sphere of T16n include all the names in Indo-European languages—
plus a great many others.

It is no exaggeration to state that in the classical culture of Tlon,
there is only one discipline, that of psychology. All others are subor-
dinated to it. I have remarked that the men of that planet conceive
of the universe as a series of mental processes, whose unfolding is to
be understood only as a time sequence. Spinoza attributes to the
inexhaustibly divine in man the qualities of extension and of think-
ing. In Tl6n, nobody would understand the juxtaposition of the
first, which is only characteristic of certain states of being, with the
second, which is a perfect synonym for the cosmos. To put it
another way—they do not conceive of the spatial as everlasting in
time. The perception of a cloud of smoke on the horizon and, later,
of the countryside on fire and, later, of a half-extinguished cigar
which caused the conflagration would be considered an example of
the association of ideas.

This monism, or extreme idealism, completely invalidates sci-
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ence. To explain or to judge an event is to identify or unite it with
another one. In Tlén, such connection is a later stage in the mind
of the observer, which can in no way affect or illuminate the ear-
lier stage. Each state of mind is irreducible. The mere act of giving
it a name, that is of classifying it, implies a falsification of it. From
all this, it would be possible to deduce that there is no science in
Tlén, let alone rational thought. The paradox, however, is that
sciences exist, in countless number. In philosophy, the same
thing happens as happens with the nouns in the northern hemi-
sphere. The fact that any philosophical system is bound in
advance to be a dialectical game, a Philosophie des Als Ob, means
that systems abound, unbelievable systems, beautifully con-
structed or else sensational in effect. The metaphysicians of Tlén
are not looking for truth, nor even for an approximation of it;
they are after a kind of amazement. They consider metaphysics a
branch of fantastic literature. They know that a system is nothing
more than the subordination of all the aspects of the universe to
some one of them. Even the phrase “all the aspects” can be
rejected, since it presupposes the impossible inclusion of the
present moment, and of past moments. Even so, the plural, “past
moments” is inadmissable, since it supposes another impossible
operation. . . . One of the schools in Tlén has reached the point
of denying time. It reasons that the present is undefined, that the
future has no other reality than as present hope, that the past is
no more than present memory.* Another school declares that the
whole of time has already happened and that our life is a vague
memory or dim reflection, doubtless false and fragmented, of an
irrevocable process. Another school has it that the history of the
universe, which contains the history of our lives and the most ten-
uous details of them, is the handwriting produced by a minor god
in order to communicate with a demon. Another maintains that
the universe is comparable to those code systems in which not all
the symbols have meaning, and in which only that which happens
every three hundredth night is true. Another believes that, while
we are asleep here, we are awake somewhere else, and that thus
every man is two men.

Among the doctrines of Tl6n, none has occasioned greater scandal
than the doctrine of materialism. Some thinkers have formulated it
with less clarity than zeal, as one might put forward a paradox. To
clarify the general understanding of this unlikely thesis, one eleventh

*Russell (The Analysis of Mind, 1921, page 159) conjectures that our planet was
created a few moments ago, and provided with a humanity which “remem-
bers” an illusory past.

L
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century* heresiarch offered the parable of nine copper coins,
which enjoyed in Tl6n the same noisy reputation as did the Eleatic
paradoxes of Zeno in their day. There are many versions of this
“feat of specious reasoning” which vary the number of coins and
the number of discoveries. Here is the commonest:

On Tuesday, X ventures along a deserted road and loses nine copper
coins. On Thursday, Y finds on the road four coins, somewhat rusted
by Wednesday’s rain. On Friday, Z comes across three coins on the
road. On Friday morning, X finds two coins in the corridor of his
house. [The heresiarch is trying to deduce from this story the reality,
that is, the continuity, of the nine recovered coins.] It is absurd, he
states, to suppose that four of the coins have not existed between
Tuesday and Thursday, three between Tuesday and Friday afternoon,
and two between Tuesday and Friday morning. It is logical to assume
that they have existed, albeit in some secret way, in a manner whose
understanding is concealed from men, in every moment, in all three
places.

The language of T16n is by its nature resistant to the formulation
of this paradox; most people do not understand it. At first, the
defenders of common sense confined themselves to denying the
truth of the anecdote. They declared that it was a verbal fallacy,
based on the reckless use of two neological expressions, not sub-
stantiated by common usage, and contrary to the laws of strict
thought—the verbs to find and to lose entail a petitio principii, since
they presuppose that the first nine coins and the second are identi-
cal. They recalled that any noun—man, money, Thursday, Wednesday,
rain—has only metaphorical value. They denied the misleading
detail “somewhat rusted by Wednesday’s rain,” since it assumes what
must be demonstrated—the continuing existence of the four coins
between Thursday and Tuesday. They explained that equality is one
thing and identity another, and formulated a kind of reductio ad
absurdum, the hypothetical case of nine men who, on nine succes-
sive nights, suffer a violent pain. Would it not be ridiculous, they
asked, to claim that this pain is the same one each time?' They said

*A century, in accordance with the duodecimal system, signifies a period of
one hundred and forty-four years

tNowadays, one of the churches of Tl6n maintains platonically that such and such
a pain, such and such a gréenish-yellow color, such and such a temperature, such
and such a sound etc., make up the only reality there is. All men, in the climatic
instant of coitus, are the same man. All men who repeat one line of Shakespeare
are William Shakespeare.
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that the heresiarch was motivated mainly by the blasphemous inten-
tion of attributing the divine category of being to some ordinary
coins; and that sometimes he was denying plurality, at other times
not. They argued thus: that if equality entails identity, it would have
to be admitted at the same time that the nine coins are only one
coin.

Amazingly enough, these refutations were not conclusive. After
the problem had been stated and restated for a hundred years, one
thinker no less brilliant than the heresiarch himself, but in the
orthodox tradition, advanced a most daring hypothesis. This felici-
tous supposition declared that there is only one Individual, and that
this indivisible Individual is every one of the separate beings in the
universe, and that those beings are the instruments and masks of
divinity itself. X is Yand is Z. Z finds three coins because he remem-
bers that X lost them. X finds only two in the corridor because he
remembers that the others have been recovered. . . . The eleventh
volume gives us to understand that there were three principal rea-
sons which led to the complete victory of this pantheistic idealism.
First, it repudiated solipsism. Second, it made possible the reten-
tion of a psychological basis for the sciences. Third, it permitted the
cult of the gods to be retained. Schopenhauer, the passionate and
clear-headed Schopenhauer, advanced a very similar theory in the
first volume of his Parerga und Paralipomena.

The geometry of Tlén has two somewhat distinct systems, a visual
one and a tactile one. The latter system corresponds to our geome-
try; they consider it inferior to the former. The foundation of visual
geometry is the surface, not the point. This system rejects the prin-
ciple of parallelism, and states that, as man moves about, he alters
the forms which surround him. The arithmetical system is based on
the idea of indefinite numbers. It emphasizes the importance of the
concepts greater and lesser, which our mathematicians symbolize as >
and <. It states that the operation of counting modifies quantities
and changes them from indefinites into definites. The fact that sev-
eral individuals counting the same quantity arrive at the same result
is, say their pyschologists, an example of the association of ideas or
the good use of memory. We already know that in Tlén the source
of all-knowing is single and eternal.

In literary matters too, the dominant notion is that everything is
the work of one single author. Books are rarely signed. The con-
cept of plagiarism does not exist; it has been established that all
books are the work of one single writer, who is timeless and anony-
mous. Criticism is prone to invent authors. A critic will choose two
dissimilar works—the Tuo T¢ Ching and The Thousand and One
Nights, let us say—and attribute them to the same writer, and then
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with all probity explore the psychology of this interesting homme de
lettres. . . . |

The books themselves are also odd. Works of fiction are based
on a single plot, which runs through every imaginable permuta-
tion. Works of natural philosophy invariably include thesis and
antithesis, the strict pro and con of a theory. A book which does
not include its opposite, or “counter-book,” is considered incom-
plete.

Centuries and centuries of idealism have not failed to influence
reality. In the very oldest regions of Tlén, it is not an uncommon
occurrence for lost objects to be duplicated. Two people are looking
for a pencil; the first one finds it and says nothing; the second finds a
second pencil, no less real, but more in keeping with his expectation.
These secondary objects are called hrinir and, even though awkward
in form, are a little larger than the originals. Until recently, the
hrénirwere the accidental children of absent-mindedness and forget-
fulness. It seems improbable that the methodical production of
them has been going on for almost a hundred years, but so it is
stated in the eleventh volume. The first attempts were fruitless.
Nevertheless, the modus operandi is worthy of note. The director of
one of the state prisons announced to the convicts that in an
ancient river bed certain tombs were to be found, and promised
freedom to any prisoner who made an important discovery. In the
months preceding the excavation, printed photographs of what
was to be found were shown the prisoners. The first attempt
proved that hope and zeal could be inhibiting; a week of work with
shovel and pick succeeded in unearthing no Arén other than a
rusty wheel, postdating the experiment. This was kept a secret, and
the experiment was later repeated in four colleges. In three of
them the failure was almost complete; in the fourth (the director
of which died by chance during the initial excavation), the stu-
dents dug up—or produced—a gold mask, an archaic sword, two
or three earthenware urns, and the moldered mutilated torso of a
king with an inscription on his breast which has so far not been
deciphered. Thus was discovered the unfitness of witnesses who
were aware of the experimental nature of the search. . . . Mass
investigations produced objects which contradicted one another;
now, individual projects, as far as possible spontaneous, are pre-
ferred. The methodical development of hronir, states the eleventh
volume, has been of enormous service to archaeologists. It has
allowed them to question and even to modify the past, which -
nowadays is no less malleable or obedient than the future. One
curious fact: the hrinir of the second and third degree—that is,
the hrénir derived from another Arén, and the hronir derived from
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the hron of a hron—exaggerate the flaws of the original; those of
the fifth degree are almost uniform; those of the ninth can be con-
fused with those of the second; and those of the eleventh degree
have a purity of form which the originals do not possess. The
process is a recurrent one; a hrin of the twelfth degree begins to
deteriorate in quality. Stranger and more perfect than any hrén is
sometimes the w7, which is a thing produced by suggestion, an
object brought into being by hope. The great gold mask I men-
tioned previously is a distinguished example.

Things duplicate themselves in Tlon. They tend at the same time
to efface themselves, to lose their detail when people forget them.
The classic example is that of a stone threshold which lasted as long
as it was visited by a beggar, and which faded from sight on his
death. Occasionally, a few birds, a horse perhaps, have saved the
ruins of an amphitheater. (1940. Salto Oriental.)

Postscript. 1947. 1 reprint the foregoing article just as it appeared
in the Anthology of Fantastic Literature, 1940, omitting no more
than some figures of speech, and a kind of burlesque summing
up, which now strikes me as frivolous. So many things have hap-
pened since that date. . . . I will confine myself to putting them
down.

In March, 1941, a manuscript letter by Gunnar Erfjord came to
light in a volume of Hinton, which had belonged to Herbert Ashe.
The envelope bore the postmark of Ouro Preto. The letter cleared
up entirely the mystery of Tlon. The text of it confirmed Martinez
Estrada’s thesis. The elaborate story began one night in Lucerne or
London, in the early seventeenth century. A benevolent secret soci-
ety (which counted Dalgarno and, later, George Berkeley among its
members) came together to invent a country. The first tentative
plan gave prominence to “hermetic studies,” philanthropy, and the
cabala. Andred’s curious book dates from that first period. At the
end of some years of conventicles and premature syntheses, they
realized that a single generation was not long enough in which to
define a country. They made a resolution that each one of the
master-scholars involved should elect a disciple to carry on the
work. The hereditary arrangement prevailed; and after a hiatus of
two centuries, the persecuted brotherhood reappeared in America.
About 1824, in Memphis, Tennessee, one of the members had a
conversation with the millionaire ascetic, Ezra Buckley. Buckley lis-
tened with some disdain as the other man talked, and then burst
out laughing at the modesty of the project. He declared that in
America it was absurd to invent a country, and proposed the inven-
tion of a whole planet. To this gigantic idea, he added another,
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born of his own nihilism*—that of keeping the enormous project a
secret. The twenty volumes of the Encyclopaedia Britannica were then
in circulation; Buckley suggested a systematic encyclopedia of the
imaginary planet. He would leave the society his mountain ranges
with their gold fields, his navigable rivers, his prairies where bull
and bison roamed, his Negroes, his brothels, and his dollars, on
one condition: “The work will have no truck with the imposter Jesus
Christ.” Buckley did not believe in God, but nevertheless wished to
demonstrate to the nonexistent God that mortal men were capable
of conceiving a world. Buckley was poisoned in Baton Rouge in
1828; in 1914, the society forwarded to its collaborators, three hun-
dred in number, the final volume of the First Encyclopaedia of Tlon.
The edition was secret; the forty volumes which comprised it (the
work was vaster than any previously undertaken by men) were to
be the basis for another work, more detailed, and this time written,
not in English, but in some one of the languages of Tloén. This
review of an illusory world was called, provisionally, Orbis Tertius,
and one of its minor demiurges was Herbert Ashe, whether as an
agent of Gunnar Erfjord, or as a full associate, I do not know. The
fact that he received a copy of the eleventh volume would favor the
second view. But what about the others? About 1942, events began
to speed up. I recall with distinct clarity one of the first, and I seem
to have felt something of its premonitory character. It occurred in
an apartment on the Calle Laprida, facing a high open balcony
which looked to the west. From Poitiers, the Princess of Faucigny
Lucinge had received her silver table service. Out of the recesses of
a crate, stamped all over with international markings, fine immo-
bile pieces were emerging—silver plate from Utrecht and Paris,
with hard heraldic fauna, a samovar. Amongst them, trembling
faintly, just perceptibly, like a sleeping bird, was a magnetic com-
pass. It shivered mysteriously. The princess did not recognize it.
The blue needle longed for magnetic north. The metal case was
concave. The letters on the dial corresponded to those of one of
the alphabets of Tlon. Such was the first intrusion of the fantastic
world into the real one. A disturbing accident brought it about that
I was also witness to the second. It happened some months after-
ward, in a grocery store belonging to a Brazilian, in Cuchilla Negra.
Amorim and I were on our way back from Sant’Anna. A sudden ris-
ing of the Tacuarembé river compelled us to test (and to suffer
patiently) the rudimentary hospitality of the general store. The gro-
cer set up some creaking cots for us in a large room, cluttered with

*Buckley was a freethinker, a fatalist, and an apologist for slavery.
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barrels and wineskins. We went to bed, but were kept from sleeping
until dawn by the drunkenness of an invisible neighbor, who alter-
nated between shouting indecipherable abuse and singing snatches
of milongas, or rather, snatches of the same milonga. As might be
supposed, we attributed this insistent uproar to the fiery rum of the
proprietor. . . . At dawn, the man lay dead in the corridor. The
coarseness of his voice had deceived us; he was a young boy. In his
delirium, he had spilled a few coins and a shining metal cone, of
the diameter of a die, from his heavy gaucho belt. A serving lad
tried to pick up this cone—in vain. It was scarcely possible for a
man to lift it. I held it in my hand for some minutes. I remember
that it was intolerably heavy, and that after putting it down, its
oppression remained. I also remember the precise circle it marked
in' my flesh. This manifestation of an object which was so tiny and at
the same time so heavy left me with an unpleasant sense of abhor-
rence and fear. A countryman proposed that it be thrown into the
rushing river. Amorim acquired it for a few pesos. No one knew
anything of the dead man, only that “he came from the frontier.”
‘Those small and extremely heavy cones, made of a metal which
does not exist in this world, are images of divinity in certain reli-
gions in Tlon.

Here I conclude the personal part of my narrative. The rest,
when it is not in their hopes or their fears, is at least in the memo-
ries of all my readers. It is enough to recall or to mention subse-
quent events, in as few words as possible; that concave basin which
is the collective memory will furnish the wherewithal to enrich or
amplify them. About 1944, a reporter from the Nashville,
Tennessee, American uncovered, in a Mempbhis library, the forty vol-
umes of the First Encyclopaedia of Tlon. Even now it is uncertain
whether this discovery was accidental, or whether the directors of
the still nebulous Orbis Tertius condoned it. The second alternative
- is more likely. Some of the more improbable features of the
eleventh volume (for example, the multiplying of the hrénir) had
been either removed or modified in the Memphis copy. It is reason-
able to suppose that these erasures were in keeping with the plan of
projecting a world which would not be too incompatible with the
real world. The dissemination of objects from T1én throughout var-
ious countries would complement that plan. . . .* The fact is that
the international press overwhelmingly hailed the “find.” Manuals,
anthologies, summaries, literal versions, authorized reprints, and
pirated editions of the Master Work of Man poured and continue to

*There remains, naturally, the problem of the matter of which some of these
objects consisted.
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pour out into the world. Almost immediately, reality gave ground
on more than one point. The truth is that it hankered to give
ground. Ten years ago, any symmetrical system whatsoever which
gave the appearance of order—dialectical materialism, anti-
Semitism, Nazism—was enough to fascinate men. Why not fall
under the spell of Tlon and submit to the minute and vast evi-
dence of an ordered planet? Useless to reply that reality, too, is
ordered. It may be so, but in accordance with divine laws—I trans-
late: inhuman laws—which we will never completely perceive.
Tl6n may be a labyrinth, but it is a labyrinth plotted by men, a
labyrinth destined to be deciphered by men.

Contact with Tlén and the ways of T16n have disintegrated this
world. Captivated by its discipline, humanity forgets and goes on
forgetting that it is the discipline of chess players, not of angels.
Now, the conjectural “primitive language” of Tl6n has found its
way into the schools. Now, the teaching of its harmonious his-
tory, full of stirring episodes, has obliterated the history which
dominated my childhood. Now, in all memories, a fictitious past
occupies the place of any other. We know nothing about it with
any certainty, not even that it is false. Numismatics, pharmacol-
ogy and archaeology have been revised. I gather that biology and
mathematics are awaiting their avatar. . . . A scattered dynasty of
solitaries has changed the face of the world. Its task continues. If
our foresight is not mistaken, a hundred years from now some-
one will discover the hundred volumes of the Second Encyclo-
paedia of Tlon.

Then, English, French, and mere Spanish will disappear from
this planet. The world will be Tlén. I take no notice. I go on revis-
ing, in the quiet of the days in the hotel at Androgué, a tentative
translation into Spanish, in the style of Quevedo, which I do not
intend to see published, of Sir Thomas Browne’s Urn Burial.

Translated by Alastair Reid




The Compleat Werewolf

Anthonyy Boucher

Anthony Boucher (1911-1968) was an author, book reviewer, and editor
whose contributions to the field in one aspect of his career overwhelms all
others. In his case, it was his excellent criticism of the mystery field in gen-
eral, which led to an annual convention, Bouchercon, being named after
him. His work editing The Magazine of Fantasy and Science Fiction
in its early years firmly established him as a man who left his mark on not
just one but two fiction genres. His novels were mainly mysteries, but his
short fantasy and science fiction were often nearly perfect examples of the
genres, with ordinary characters encountering comic, often supernatural
occurrences.

AUTHOR’S NOTE: IN MY CRIMINOLOGICAL RESEARCHES, I HAVE OCCA-
sionally come across references to an agent of the Federal Bureau
of Investigation who bids fair to become as a great a figure of
American legend as Paul Bunyan or John Henry. This man is
invulnerable to bullets. He strikes such terror into criminals as to
drive them to suicide or madness. He sometimes vanishes from
human ken entirely, and at other times he is reported to have
appeared with equal suddenness stark naked. And perhaps the
most curious touch of all, he engages in a never ceasing quest, of
Arthurian intensity, for someone who can perform the Indian
rope trick.

Only recently, after intensive probings in Berkeley, where I have
certain fortunate connections particularly with the department of
German, and a few grudging confidences from my old friend
Fergus O’Breen, have I been able to piece together the facts behind
this legend.

Here, then, is the story, with only one important detail sup-
pressed, and that, I assure you, strictly for your own good.

THE PROFESSOR GLANCED AT THE NOTE:

Don’t be silly—Gloria.
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Wolfe Wolf crumpled the sheet of paper into a yellow ball and
hurled it out the window into the sunshine of the bright campus
spring. He made several choice and profane remarks in fluent
Middle High German.

Emily looked up from typing the proposed budget for the
departmental library. “I'm afraid I didn’t understand that,
Professor Wolf. I'm weak on Middle High.”

“Just improvising,” said Wolf, and sent a copy of the Journal of
English and Germanic Philology to follow the telegram.

Emily rose from the typewriter. “There’s something the matter.
Did the committee reject your monograph on Hager?”

“That monumental contribution to human knowledge? Oh, no.
Nothing so important as that.”

“But you’re so upset. . .”

“The office wife!” Wolf snorted. “And pretty polyandrous at that,
with the whole department on your hands. Go "way.”

Emily’s dark little face lit up with a flame of righteous anger that
removed any trace of plainness. “Don’t talk to me like that, Mr.
Wolf. I'm simply trying to help you. And it isn’t the whole depart-
ment. It’s . ..”

Professor Wolf picked up an inkwell, looked after the telegram
and the Jowrnal, then set the glass pot down again. “No. There are
better ways of going to pieces. Sorrows drown easier than they
smash . . . Get Herbrecht to take my two o’clock, will you?”

“Where are you going?”

“To hell in sectors. So long.”

“Wait. Maybe I can help you. Remember when the dean jumped
you for serving drinks to students? Maybe I can...”

Wolf stood in the doorway and extended one arm impressively,
pointing with that curious index which was as long as the middle
finger. “Madam, academically you are indispensable. You are the
prop and stay of the existence of this department. But at the
moment this department can go to hell, where it will doubtless con-
tinue to need your invaluable services.”

“But don’t you see . . .” Emily’s voice shook. “No. Of course not.
You wouldn’t see. You’re just a man—no, not even a marn. You're
just Professor Wolf. You're Woof-woof.”

Wolf staggered. “I'm what?”

“Woof-woof. That’s what everybody calls you because your
name’s Wolfe Wolf. All your students, everybody. But you wouldn’t
notice a thing like that. Oh, no. Woof-woof, that’s what you are.”

“This,” said Wolfe Wolf, “is the crowning blow. My heart is break-
ing, my world is shattered, I've got to walk a mile from the campus
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to find a bar; but all this isn’t enough. I've got to be called Woof-
woof. Good-bye!”

He turned, and in the doorway caromed into a vast and yielding
bulk, which gave out with a noise that might have been either a
greeting of “Wolf!” or probably an inevitable grunt of “Oof!”

Wolf backed into the room and admitted Professor Fearing,
paunch, pince-nez, cane and all. The older man waddled over to his
desk, plumped himself down, and exhaled a long breath. “My dear
boy,” he gasped. “Such impetuosity.”

“Sorry, Oscar.”

“Ah, youth . ..” Professor Fearing fumbled about for a handker-
chief, found none, and proceeded to polish his pince-nez on his
somewhat stringy necktie. “But why such haste to depart? And why
is Emily crying?”

“Is she?”

“You see?” said Emily hopelessly, and muttered “Woof-woof” into
her damp handkerchief.

“And why do copies of the JEGP fly about my head as I harmlessly
cross the campus? Do we have teleportation on our hands?”

“Sorry,” Wolf repeated curtly. “Temper. Couldn’t stand that
ridiculous argument of Glocke’s. Good-bye.”

“One moment.” Professor Fearing fished into one of his unnum-
bered handkerchiefless pockets and produced a sheet of yellow
paper. “I believe this is yours?”

Wolf snatched at it and quickly converted it into confetti.

Fearing chuckled. “How well I remember when Gloria was a stu-
dent here! I was thinking of it only last night when I saw her in
Moonbeams and Melody. How she did upset this whole department!
Heavens, my boy, if I'd been a younger man myself . . .”

‘T'm going. You’ll see about Herbrecht, Emily?”

Emily sniffled and nodded.

“Come, Wolfe.” Fearing’s voice had grown more serious. “I didn’t
mean to plague you. But you mustn’t take these things too hard.
There are better ways of finding consolation than in losing your
temper or getting drunk.”

“Who said anything about . . .”

“Did you need to say it? No, my boy, if you were to . . . You’re not
a religious man, are you?”

“Good God, no,” said Wolf contradictorily.

“If only you were . .. If I might make a suggestion, Wolf, why
don’t you come over to the Temple tonight? We're having very
special services. They might take your mind off Glo—off your
troubles.”
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“Thanks, no. I've always meant to visit your Temple—I've heard
rumors about it—but not tonight. Some other time.”

“Tonight would be especially interesting.”

“Why? What's so special about April thirtieth?”

Fearing shook his gray head. “It is shocking how ignorant a
scholar can be outside of his chosen field ... But you know the
place, Wolfe; I'll hope to see you there tonight.”

“Thanks. But my troubles don’t need any supernatural solutions.
A couple of zombies will do nicely, and I do not mean serviceable
stiffs. Good-bye, Oscar.” He was halfway through the door before he
added as an afterthought, “’Bye, Emily.”

“Such rashness,” Fearing murmured. “Such impetuosity. Youth is
a wonderful thing to enjoy, is it not, Emily?”

Emily said nothing, but plunged into typing the proposed budget
as though all the fiends of hell were after her, as indeed many of
them were.

The sun was setting, and Wolf’s tragic account of his troubles had
laid an egg, too. The bartender had polished every glass in the
joint and still the repetitive tale kept pouring forth. He was torn
between a boredom new even in his experience and a professional
admiration for a customer who could consume zombies indefi-
nitely. :

“Did I tell you about the time she flunked the midterm?” Wolf
demanded truculently.

“Only three times,” said the bartender.

“All right, then; I'll tell you. Yunnerstand, I don’t do things like
this. Profeshical ethons, that’s what’s I've got. But this was differ-
ent. This wasn’t like somebody that doesn’t know just because she
doesn’t know; this was a girl that didn’t know because she wasn’t
the kind of girl that has to know the kind of things a girl has to
know if she’s the kind of girl that ought to know that kind of
things. Yunnerstand?”

The bartender cast a calculating glance at the plump little man
who sat alone at the end of the deserted bar, carefully nursing his
gin and tonic.

“She made me see that. She made me see lossa things and 1 can
still see the things she made me see the things. It wasn’t just like a
professor falls for a coed, yunnerstand? This was different. This was
wunnaful. This was like a whole new life like.”

The bartender sidled down to the end of the bar. “Brother,” he
whispered softly.

The little man with the odd beard looked up from his gin and
tonic. “Yes, colleague?”
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“If T listen to that potted professor another five minutes, I'm
going to start smashing up the joint. How’s about slipping down
there and standing in for me, huh?”

The little man looked Wolf over and fixed his gaze especially on
the hand that clenched the tall zombie glass. “Gladly, colleague,” he
nodded.

The bartender sighed a gust of relief.

“She was Youth,” Wolf was saying intently to where the bartender
had stood. “But it wasn’t just that. This was different. She was Life
and Excitement and Joy and Ecstasy and Stuff. Yunner ...” He
broke off and stared at the empty space. “Uh-mazing!” he observed.
“Right before my very eyes. Uk-mazing!”

“You were saying, colleague?” the plump little man prompted
from the adjacent stool.

Wolf turned. “So there you are. Did I tell you about the time I
went to her house to check her term paper?”

“No. But I have a feeling you will.”

“Howja know? Well, this night . ..”

The little man drank slowly; but his glass was empty by the time
Wolf had finished the account of an evening of pointlessly tentative
flirtation. Other customers were drifting in, and the bar was now
about a third full.

“—and ever since then—" Wolf broke off sharply. “That isn’t
you,” he objected.

“I think it is, colleague.”

“But you’re a bartender and you aren’t a bartender.”

“No. I'm a magician.”

“Oh. That explains it. Now like I was telling you .. . Hey! Your
bald is beard.”

“I beg your pardon?”

“Your bald is beard. Just like your head. It’s all jussa fringe run-
ning around.”

“I like it that way.”

“And your glass is empty.”

“That’s all right, t0o0.”

“Oh, no, it isn’t. It isn’t every night you get to drink with a man
that proposed to Gloria Garton and got turned down. This is an
occasion for celebration.” Wolf thumped loudly on the bar and
held up his first two fingers.

The little man regarded their equal length. “No,” he said softly. “I
think I'd better not. I know my capacity. If I have another—well,
things might start happening.”

“Lettemappen!”

“No. Please, colleague. I’d rather . . .”
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The bartender brought the drinks. “Go on, brother,” he whis-
pered. “Keep him quiet. I'll do you a favor sometime.”

Reluctantly the little man sipped at his fresh gin and tonic.

The professor took a gulp of his nth zombie. “My name’s Woof-
woof,” he proclaimed “Lots of people call me Wolfe Wolf. They
think that’s funny. But it’s really Woof-woof. Wazoors?”

The other paused a moment to decipher that Arabic-sounding
word, then said, Mine’s Ozymandias the Great.”

“That’s a funny name.”

“I told you I’m a magician. Only I haven’t worked for a long time.
Theatrical managers are peculiar, colleague. They don’t want a real
magician. They won’t even let me show ’em my best stuff. Why, I
remember one night in Darjeeling . . .”

“Glad to meetyou, Mr. . . . Mr....”

“You can call me Ozzy. Most people do.”

“Glad to meet you, Ozzy. Now about this girl. This Gloria.
Yunnerstand, donya?”

“Sure, colleague.”

“She thinks being a professor of German is nothing. She wants
something glamorous. She says if I was an actor now or a Gman . . .
Yunnerstand?”

Ozymandias the Great nodded.

“Awright then! So yunnerstand. Fine. But whatddayou want to
keep talking about it for? Yunnerstand. That’s that. To hell with it.”

Ozymandias’s round and fringed face brightened. “Sure,” he
said, and added recklessly, “let’s drink to that.”

They clinked glasses and drank. Wolf carelessly tossed off a toast
in Old Low Frankish, with an unpardonable error in the use of the
genitive.

The two men next to them began singing “My Wild Irish Rose,”
but trailed off disconsolately. “What we need,” said the one with the
derby, “is a tenor.”

“What I need,” Wolf muttered, “is a cigarette.”

“Sure,” said Ozymandias the Great. The bartender was drawing
beer directly in front of them. Ozymandias reached across the bar,
removed a lighted cigarette from the barkeep’s ear, and handed it
to his companion.

“Where’d that come from?”

“I don’t quite know. All I know is how to get them. I told you I
was a magician.”

“No. Not a prestidigitator; I said a magician. Oh, blast it! I've
done it again. More than one gin and tonic and I start showing off.”

“I don’t believe you,” said Wolf flatly. “No such thing as magi-
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cians. That’s just as silly as Oscar Fearing and his Temple and what's
so special about April thirtieth, anyway?”

The bearded man frowned. “Please, colleague. Let’s forget it.”

“No. I don’t believe you. You pressajijijated that cigarette. You
didn’t magic it.” His voice began to rise. “You're a fake.”

“Please, brother,” the barkeep whispered. “Keep him quiet.”

“All right,” said Ozymandias wearily. “I'll show you something
that can’t be prestidigitation.” The couple adjoining had begun to
sing again. “They need a tenor. All right: listen!”

And the sweetest, most ineffably Irish tenor ever heard joined in
on the duet. The singers didn’t worry about the source; they sim-
ply accepted the new voice gladly and were spurred on to their
very best, with the result that the bar knew the finest harmony it
had heard since the night the Glee Club was suspended en masse.

Wolf looked impressed, but shook his head. “That’s not magic,
either. That’s ventriloquism.”

“As a matter of strict fact, that was a street singer who was killed
in the Easter Rebellion. Fine fellow, too; never heard a better voice
unless it was that night in Darjeeling when . . .”

“Fake!” said Wolfe Wolf loudly and belligerently.

Ozymandias once more contemplated that long index finger. He
looked at the professor’s dark brows that met in a straight line over
his nose. He picked his companion’s limpish hand off the bar and
scrutinized the palm. The growth of hair was not marked, but it was
perceptible.

The magician chortled. “And you sneer at magic!”

“Whasso funny about me sneering at magic?”

Ozymandias lowered his voice. “Because, my fine furry friend,
you are a werewolf.”

The Irish martyr had begun “Rose of Tralee” and the two mortals
were joining in valiantly.

“I'm what?”

“A werewolf.”

“But there isn’t any such thing. Any fool knows that.”

“Fools,” said Ozymandias, “know a great deal which the wise do
not. There are werewolves. There always have been, and quite
probably always will be.” He spoke as calmly and assuredly as
though he were mentioning that the earth was round. “And there
are three infallible physical signs; the meeting eyebrows, the long
index finger, the hairy palms. You have all three. And even your
name is an indication. Family names do not come from nowhere.
Every Smith has an ancestor somewhere who was a Smith. Every
Fisher comes from a family that once fished. And your name is
Wolf.”
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The statement was so quiet, so plausible, that Wolf faltered. “But
a werewolf is a man that changes into a wolf. I've never done that.
Honest I haven’t.” :

“A mammal,” said Ozymandias, “is an animal that bears its young
alive and suckles them. A virgin is nonetheless a mammal. Because
you have never changed does not make you any the less a were-
wolf.”

“But a werewolf . . .” Suddenly Wolf’s eyes lit up. “A werewolf! But
that’s even better than a G-man! Now I can show Gloria!”

“What on earth do you mean, colleague?”

Wolf was climbing down from his stool. The intense excitement
of this brilliant new idea seemed to have sobered him. He grabbed
the little man by the sleeve. “Come on. We’re going to find a nice
quiet place. And you're going to prove you're a magician.”

“But how?”

“You’re going to show me how to change!”

Ozymandias finished his gin and tonic, and with it drowned his
last regretful hesitation. “Colleague,” he announced, “you’re on!”

Professor Oscar Fearing, standing behind the curiously carved
lectern of the Temple of the Dark Truth, concluded the reading of
the prayer with mumbling sonority. “And on this night of all nights,
in the name of the black light that glows in the darkness, we give
thanks!” He closed the parchment-bound book and faced the small
congregation, calling out with fierce intensity, “Who wishes to give
his thanks to the Lower Lord?”

A cushioned dowager rose. “I give thanks!” she shrilled excit-
edly. “My Ming Choy was sick, even unto death. I took of her blood
and offered it to the Lower Lord, and he had mercy and restored
her to me!”

Behind the altar an electrician checked his switches and spat dis-
gustedly. “Bugs! Every last one of ’em!”

The man who was struggling into a grotesque and terrible cos-
tume paused and shrugged. “They pay good money. What's it to us
if they’re bugs?”

A tall, thin, old man had risen uncertainly to his feet. “I give
thanks!” he cried. “I give thanks to the Lower Lord that I have fin-
ished my great work. My protective screen against magnetic bombs
is a tried and proven success, to the glory of our country and sci-
ence and the Lord.”

“Crackpot,” the electrician muttered.

The man in costume peered around the altar. “Crackpot, hell!
That’s Chiswick from the physics department. Think of a man like
that falling for this stuff! And listen to him: He’s even telling about
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the government’s plans for installation. You know, I'll bet you one
of these fifth columnists could pick up something around here.”

There was silence in the Temple when the congregation had fin-
ished its thanksgiving. Professor Fearing leaned over the lectern
and spoke quietly and impressively. “As you know, brothers in
Darkness, tonight is May Eve, the thirtieth of April, the night conse-
crated by the Church to that martyr missionary St. Walpurgis, and
by us to other and deeper purposes. It is on this night, and this
night only, that we may directly give our thanks to the Lower Lord
himself. Not in wanton orgy and obscenity, as the Middle Ages mis-
conceived his desires, but in praise and in deep, dark joy that issues
forth from Blackness.”

“Hold your hats, boys,” said the man in the costume. “Here I go
again.”

‘Eka!” Fearing thundered. “Dva tri chatur! Pancha! Shas sapta!
Ashta nava dasha ekadasha!” He paused. There was always the danger
that at this moment some scholar in this university town might rec-
ognize that the invocation, though perfect Sanskrit, consisted solely
of the numbers from one to eleven. But no one stirred, and he
launched forth in more apposite Latin: “Per vota nostra ipse nunc sur-
gat nobls dicatus Baal Zebub!”

“Baal Zebub!” the congregation chorused.

“Cue,” said the electrician, and pulled a switch.

The lights flickered and went out. Lightning played across the
sanctuary. Suddenly out of the darkness came a sharp bark, a yelp
of pain, and a long-drawn howl of triumph.

A blue light now began to glow dimly. In the faint reflection of
this, the electrician was amazed to see his costumed friend at his
side, nursing his bleeding hand.

“What the . . .” the electrician whispered.

“Hanged if I know. I go out there on cue, all ready to make my
terrifying appearance, and what happens? Great big dog up and
nips my hand. Why didn’t they tell me they’d switched the script?”

In the glow of the blue light the congregation reverently contem-
plated the plump little man with the fringe of beard and the splen-
did gray wolf that stood beside him. “Hail, O Lower Lord!”
resounded the chorus, drowning out one spinster’s murmur of
“But my dear, I swear he was much handsomer last year.”

“Colleagues!” said Ozymandias the Great, and there was utter
silence, a dread hush awaiting the momentous words of the Lower
Lord. Ozymandias took one step forward, placed his tongue care-
fully between his lips, uttered the ripest, juiciest raspberry of his
career, and vanished, wolf and all.
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Wolfe Wolf opened his eyes and shut them again hastily. He had
never expected the quiet and sedate Berkeley Inn to install cen-
trifugal rooms. It wasn’t fair. He lay in darkness, waiting for the
whirling to stop and trying to reconstruct the past night.

He remembered the bar all right, and the zombies. And the bar-
tender. Very sympathetic chap that, up until he suddenly changed
into a little man with a fringe of beard. That was where things began
getting strange. There was something about a cigarette and an Irish
tenor and a werewolf. Fantastic idea, that. Any fool knows . . .

Wolf sat up suddenly. He was the werewolf. He threw back the
bedclothes and stared down at his legs. Then he sighed relief. They
were long legs. They were hairy enough. They were brown from
much tennis. But they were indisputably human.

He got up, resolutely stifling his qualms, and began to pick up
the clothing that was scattered nonchalantly about the floor. A crew
of gnomes was excavating his skull, but he hoped they might go
away if he didn’t pay too much attention to them. One thing was
certain; he was going to be good from now on. Gloria or no Gloria,
heartbreak or no heartbreak, drowning your sorrows wasn’t good
enough. If you felt like this and could imagine you’d been a were-
wolf . ..

But why should he have imagined it in such detail? So many frag-
mentary memories seemed to come back as he dressed. Going up
Strawberry Canyon with the fringed beard, finding a desolate and
isolated spot for magic, learning the words...He could even
remember the words. The word that changed you and the one that
changed you back.

Had he made up those words, too, in his drunken imaginings?
And had he made up what he could only barely recall—the wonder-
ful, magical freedom of changing, the single sharp pang of alter-
ation and then the boundless happiness of being lithe and fleet and
free?

He surveyed himself in the mirror. He looked exactly what he
was, save for the unwonted wrinkles in his conservative single-
breasted gray suit: a quiet academician, a little better built, a little
more impulsive, a little more romantic than most, perhaps, but still
just that—Professor Wolf.

The rest was nonsense. But there was, that impulsive side of him
suggested, only one way of proving the fact. And that was to say The
Word.

“All right,” said Wolfe Wolf to his reflection. “I’ll show you.” And
he said it.

The pang was sharper and stronger than he’d remembered.
Alcohol numbs you to pain. It tore him for a moment with an
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anguish like the descriptions of childbirth. Then it was gone, and
he flexed his limbs in happy amazement. But he was not a lithe,
fleet, free beast. He was a helplessly trapped wolf, irrevocably entan-
gled in a conservative, single-breasted gray suit.

He tried to rise and walk, but the long sleeves and legs tripped
him over flat on his muzzle. He kicked with his paws, trying to tear
his way out, and then stopped. Werewolf or no werewolf, he was
likewise still Professor Wolf, and this suit had cost thirty-five dollars.
There must be some cheaper way of securing freedom than tearing
the suit to shreds. '

He used several good, round, Low German expletives. This was a
complication that wasn’t in any of the werewolf legends he’d ever
read. There, people—boom!—became wolves or—bang!-—became
men again. When they were men, they wore clothes; when they
were wolves, they wore fur. Just like Hyperman becoming Bark Lent
again on top of the Empire State Building and finding his street
clothes right there. Most misleading. He began to remember now
how Ozymandias the Great had made him strip before teaching
him the words . . .

The words! That was it. All he had to do was say the word that
changed you back—Absarka’—and he’d be a man again, comfort-
ably fitted inside his suit. Then he could strip and start all over
again. You see? Reason solves all. “Absarka!” he said.

Or thought he said. He went through all the proper mental
processes for saying Absarka! but all that came of his muzzle was a
sort of clicking whine. And he was still a conservatively dressed and
helpless wolf.

This was worse than the clothes problem. If he could be released
only by saying Absarka! and if, being a wolf, he could say nothing,
why, there he was, Indefinitely. He could go find Ozzy and ask—but
how could a wolf wrapped up in a gray suit get safely out of a hotel
and set out hunting for an unknown address?

He was trapped. He was lost. He was . . .

“Absarka!”

Professor Wolfe Wolf stood up in his grievously rumpled gray suit
and beamed on the beard-fringed face of Ozymandias the Great.

“You see, colleague,” the little magician explained, “I figured
you’d want to try it again as soon you got up, and I knew darned well
you’d have your troubles. Thought I'd come over and straighten
things for you.”

Wolf lit a cigarette in silence and handed the pack to Ozyman-
dias. “When you came in just now,” he said at last, “what did you
see?”
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“You as a wolf.”

“Then itreally...Iactually...”

“Sure. You're a fullfledged werewolf, all right.”

Wolf sat down on the rumpled bed. “I guess,” he ventured slowly,
“I've got to believe it. And if I believe that . . . But it means I've got
to believe everything I've always scorned. I've got to believe in gods
and devils and hellsand . . .”

“You needn’t be so pluralistic. But there is a God.” Ozymandias
said this as calmly and convincingly as he had stated last night that
there were werewolves.

“And if there’s a God, then I've got a soul?”

“Sure.”

“And if I'm a werewolf . . . Hey!”

“What’s the trouble, colleague?”

“All right, Ozzy. You know everything. Tell me this: Am I damned?”

“For what? Just for being a werewolf? Shucks, no; let me explain.
There’s two kinds of werewolves. There’s the cursed kind that can’t
help themselves, that just go turning into wolves without any say in
the matter; and there’s the voluntary kind like you. Now most of the
voluntary kind are damned, sure, because they’re wicked men who
lust for blood and eat innocent people. But they aren’t damnably
wicked because they're werewolves; they became werewolves
because they are damnably wicked. Now you changed yourself just
for the fun of it and because it looked like a good way to impress a
gal; that’s an innocent enough motive, and being a werewolf doesn’t
make it any less so. Werewolves don’t have to be monsters; it’s just
that we only hear about the ones that are.”

“But how can I be voluntary when you told me I was a werewolf
before ever I changed?” ’

“Not everybody can change. It’s like being able to roll your
tongue or wiggle your ears. You can, or you can’t; and that’s that.
And, like those abilities, there’s probably a genetic factor involved,
though nobody’s done any serious research on it. You were a were-
wolf in posse; now you're one in esse.”

“Then it’s all right? I can be a werewolf just for having fun and
it’s safe?”

“Absolutely.”

Wolf chortled. “Will 1 show Gloria! Dull and unglamorous,
indeed! Anybody can marry an actor or a G-man; but a werewolf . . .”

“Your children probably will be, too,” said Ozymandias cheer-
fully.

Wolf shut his eyes dreamily, then opened them with a start. “You
know what?”

“What?”
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“I haven’t got a hangover any more! This is marvelous. Thatis. . .
Why, this is practical. At last the perfect hangover cure. Shuffle
yourself into a wolf and back and . . . Oh, that reminds me. How do
I get back?”

“Absarka.”

“I know. But when I’'m a wolf I can’t say it.”

“That,” said Ozymandias sadly, “is the curse of being a white magi-
cian. You keep having to use the second-best form of spells, because
the best would be black. Sure, a black-magic werebeast can turn him-
self back whenever he wants to. I remember in Darjeeling . . .”

“But how about mer”

“That’s the trouble. You have to have somebody to Absarka! for
you. That’s what I did last night, or you remember? After we broke
up the party at your friend’s Temple . . . Tell you what. I'm retired
now, and I've got enough to live on modestly because I can always
magic up a little ... Are you going to take up werewolfing seri-
ously?”

“For a while, anyway. Till I get Gloria.”

“Then why shouldn’t I come and live here in your hotel? Then
I'll always be handy to Absarka! you. After you get the girl, you can
teach her.”

Wolf extended his hand. “Noble of you. Shake.” And then his eye
caught his wrist watch. “I've missed two classes this morning.
Werewolfing’s all very well, but a man’s got to work for his living.”

“Most men.” Ozymandias calmly reached his hand into the air
and plucked a coin. He looked at it ruefully; it was a gold moidore.
“Hang these spirits; I simply cannot explain to them about gold
being illegal.”

“From Los Angeles,” Wolf thought, with the habitual contempt of
the northern Californian, as he surveyed the careless sport coat and
the bright-yellow shirt of his visitor.

This young man rose politely as the professor entered the office.
His green eyes gleamed cordially and his red hair glowed in the
spring sunlight. “Professor Wolf?” he asked.

Wolf glanced impatiently at his desk. “Yes.”

“O’Breen’s the name. I'd like to talk to you a minute.”

“My office hours are from three to four Tuesdays and Thursdays.
I’'m afraid I'm rather busy now.”

“This isn’t faculty business. And it’s important.” The young man’s
attitude was affable and casual, but he managed none the less to
convey a sense of urgency that piqued Wolf’s curiosity. The all-
important letter to Gloria had waited while he took two classes; it
could wait another five minutes.
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“Very well, Mr. O’Breen.”

“And alone, if you please.”

Wolf himself hadn’t noticed that Emily was in the room. He
now turned to the secretary and said, “All right. If you don’t
mind, Emily . . .”

Emily shrugged and went out.

“Now, sir. What is this important and secret business?”

“Just a question or two. To start with, how well do you know
Gloria Garton?”

Wolf paused. You could hardly say, “Young man, I am about to
repropose to her in view of my becoming a werewolf.” Instead he
simply said—the truth if not whole truth—“She was a pupil of mine
a few years ago.”

“I said do, not did. How well do you know her now?”

“And why should I bother to answer such a question?”

The young man handed over a card. Wolf read:

FERGUS O’BREEN
PRIVATE INQUIRY AGENT
Licensed by the State of California

Wolf smiled. “And what does this mean? Divorce Evidence? Isn’t
that the usual field of private inquiry agents?”

“Miss Garton isn’t married, as you probably know very well. I'm
just asking you if you've been in touch with her much lately?”

“And I’'m simply asking why you should want to know?”

O’Breen rose and began to pace around the office. “We don’t
seem to be getting very far, do we? I'm to take it that you refuse to
state the nature of your relations with Gloria Garton?”

“I see no reason why I should do otherwise.” Wolf was beginning
to be annoyed.

To his surprise, the detective relaxed into a broad grin. “O.K. Let
it ride. Tell me about your department: How long have the various
faculty members been here?”

“Instructors and all?”

“Just the professors.”

“I’ve been here for seven years. All the others at least a good ten,
probably more. If you want exact figures, you can probably get
them from the dean, unless, as I hope’—Wolf smiled cordially—“he
throws you out flat on your red pate.”

O’Breen laughed. “Professor, I think we could get on. One more
question, and you can do some pate-tossing yourself. Are you an
American citizen?”

“Of course.”
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“And the rest of the department?” v

“All of them. And now would you have the common decency to
give me some explanation of this fantastic farrago of questions?”

“No,” said O’Breen casually. “Good-bye, Professor.” His alert,
green eyes had been roaming about the room, sharply noticing
everything. Now, as he left, they rested on Wolf’s long index finger,
moved up to his heavy meeting eyebrows, and returned to the fin-
ger. There was a suspicion of a startled realization in those eyes as
he left the office.

But that was nonsense, Wolf told himself. A private detective, no
matter how shrewd his eyes, no matter how apparently meaningless
his inquiries, would surely be the last man on earth to notice the
signs of lycanthropy.

Funny. Werewolf was a word you could accept. You could say, “I
am a werewolf,” and it was all right. But say, “I am a lycanthrope,”
and your flesh crawled. Odd. Possibly material for a paper on the
influence of etymology on connotation for one of the learned peri-
odicals.

But, hell! Wolfe Wolf was no longer primarily a scholar. He was a
werewolf now, a white-magic werewolf, a werewolf-for-fun; and fun
he was going to have. He lit his pipe, stared at the blank paper on
his desk, and tried desperately to draft a letter to Gloria. It should
hint at just enough to fascinate her and hold her interest until he
could go south when the term ended and reveal to her the whole
wonderful new truth. It. . .

Professor Oscar Fearing grunted his ponderous way into the office.
“Good afternoon, Wolfe. Hard at it, my boy?”

“Afternoon,” Wolf replied distractedly, and continued to stare at
the paper.

“Great events coming, eh? Are you looking forward to seeing the
glorious Gloria?”

Wolf started. “How . . . What do you mean?”

Fearing handed him a folded newspaper. “You hadn’t heard?”

Wolf read with growing amazement and delight:

GLORIA GARTON TO ARRIVE FRIDAY
Local Girl Returns to Berkeley

As part of the most spectacular talent hunt since the search for
Scarlett O’Hara, Gloria Garton, glamorous Metropolis starlet, will
visit Berkeley Friday.

Friday afternoon at the Campus Theater, Berkeley canines will
have their chance to compete in the nation-wide quest for a dog to
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play Tookah the wolf dog in the great‘ Metropolis epic, Fangs of the
Forest, and Gloria Garton herself will be present at the auditions.

“I owe so much to Berkeley,” Miss Garton said. “It will mean so
much to me to see the campus and the city again.” Miss Garton has
the starring human role in Fangs of the Forest.

Miss Garton was a student at the University of California when she
received her first chance in films. She is a member of Mask and
Dagger, honorary dramatic society, and Rho Rho Rho Sorority.

Wolfe Wolf glowed. This was perfect. No need now wait till term
was over. He could see Gloria now and claim her in all his wolfish
vigor. Friday—today was Wednesday—that gave him two nights to
practice and perfect the technique of werewolfry. And then . ..

He noticed the dejected look on the older professor’s face, and a
small remorse smote him. “How did things go last night, Oscar?” he
asked sympathetically. “How were your big Walpurgis night services?”

Fearing regarded him oddly. “You know that now? Yesterday
April thirtieth meant nothing to you.”

“I got curious and looked it up. But how did it go?”

“Well enough,” Fearing lied feebly. “Do you know, Wolfe,” he
demanded after a moment’s silence, “what is the real curse of every
man interested in the occult?”

“No. What?”

“That true power is never enough. Enough for yourself, perhaps,
but never enough for others. So that no matter what your true abil-
ities, you must forge on beyond them into charlatanry to convince
the others. Look at St. Germain. Look at Francis Stuart. Look at
Cagliostro. But the worst tragedy is the next stage; when you realize
that your powers were greater than you supposed and that the char-
latanry was needless. When you realize that you have no notion of
the extent of your powers. Then . ..”

“Then, Oscar?”

“Then, my boy, you are a badly frightened man.”

Wolf wanted to say something consoling. He wanted to say,
“Look, Oscar. It was just me. Go back to your half-hearted charla-
tanry and be happy.” But he couldn’t do that. Only Ozzy could
know the truth of that splendid gray wolf. Only Ozzy and Gloria.

The moon was bright on that hidden spot in the canyon. The night .
was still. And Wolfe Wolf had a severe case of stage fright. Now that
it came to the real thing—for this morning’s clothes-complicated
fiasco hardly counted and last night he could not truly remember—
he was afraid to plunge cleanly into wolfdom and anxious to stall
and talk as long as possible.
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“Do you think,” he asked the magician nervously, “that I could
teach Gloria to change, too?”

Ozymandias pondered. “Maybe, colleague. It'’d depend. She
might have the natural ability, and she might not. And, of course,
there’s no telling what she might change into.” ‘

“You mean she wouldn’t necessarily be a wolf?”

“Of course not. The people who can change, change into all
sorts of things. And every folk knows best the kind that most inter-
ests it. We’ve got an English and Central European tradition; so we
know mostly about werewolves. But take Scandinavia, and you'll
hear chiefly about werebears, only they call ’em berserkers. And
Orientals, now, they’re apt to know about weretigers. Trouble is,
we’ve thought so much about werewolves that that’s all we know the
signs for; I wouldn’t know how to spot a weretiger just offhand.”

“Then there’s no telling what might happen if I taught her The
Word?”

“Not the least. Of course, there’s some werethings that just aren’t
much use being. Take like being a wereant. You change and some-
body steps on you and that’s that. Or like a fellow I knew once in
Madagascar. Taught him The Word, and know what? Hanged if he
wasn’t a werediplodocus. Shattered the whole house into little
pieces when he changed and almost trampled me under hoof
before I could say Absarka! He decided not to make a career of it.
Or then there was that time in Darjeeling . . . But, look colleague,
are you going to stand around here naked all night?”

“No,” said Wolf. “I'm going to change now. You’ll take my clothes
back to the hotel?”

“Sure. They’ll be there for you. And I've put a very small spell on
the night clerk, just enough for him not to notice wolves wandering
in. Oh, and by the way—anything missing from your room?”

“Not that I noticed. Why?”

“Because I thought I saw somebody come out of it this afternoon.
Couldn’t be sure, but I think he came from there. Young fella with
red hair and Hollywood clothes.”

Wolfe Wolf frowned. That didn’t make sense. Pointless ques-
tions from a detective were bad enough, but searching your hotel
room ... But what were detectives to a full-fledged werewolf? He
grinned, nodded a friendly good-bye to Ozymandias the Great, and
said The Word.

The pain wasn’t so sharp as this morning, though still quite bad
enough. But it passed almost at once, and his whole body filled with
a sense of limitless freedom. He lifted his snout and sniffed deep
at the keen freshness of this night air. A whole new realm of plea-
sure opened up for him through this acute new nose alone. He
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wagged his tail amicably at Ozzy and set up off the canyon on a
long, easy lope. ‘

For hours loping was enough—simply and purely enjoying one’s
wolfness was the finest pleasure one could ask. Wolf left the canyon
and turned up into the hills, past the Big C and on into noble wild-
ness that seemed far remote from all campus civilization. His brave
new legs were stanch and tireless, his wind seemingly inexhaustible.
Every turning brought fresh and vivid scents of soil and leaves and
air, and life was shimmering and beautiful.

But a few hours of this, and Wolf realized that he was lonely. All
this grand exhilaration was very well, but if his mate Gloria were
loping by his side . . . And what fun was it to be something as splen-
did as a wolf if no one admired you? He began to want people, and
he turned back to the city.

Berkeley goes to bed early. The streets were deserted. Here and
there a light burned in a rooming house where some solid grind
was plodding on his almost due term paper. Wolf had done that
himself. He couldn’t laugh in this shape, but his tail twitched with
amusement at the thought.

He paused along the tree-lined street. There was a fresh human
scent here, though the street seemed empty. Then he heard a soft
whimpering, and trotted off toward the noise.

Behind the shrubbery fronting an apartment house sat a discon-
solate two-year-old, shivering in his sunsuit and obviously lost for
hours on hours. Wolf put a paw on the child’s shoulder and shook
him gently.

The boy looked around and was not in the least afraid. “He’o,”
he said brightening up.

Wolf growled a cordial greeting, and wagged his tail and pawed
at the ground to indicate that he’d take the lost infant wherever it
wanted to go.

The child stood up and wiped away its tears with a dirty fist which
left wide, black smudges. “Tootootootoo!” he said.

Games, thought Wolf. He wants to play choochoo. He took the
child by the sleeve and tugged gently.

“Tootootootoo!” the boy repeated firmly. “Die way.”

The sound of a railway whistle, to be sure, does die away; but this
seemed a poetic expression for such a toddler, Wolf thought, and
then abruptly would have snapped his fingers if he’d had them.
The child was saying “2222 Dwight Way,” having been carefully
brought up to tell its address when lost. Wolf glanced up at the
street sign. Bowditch and Hillegas—2222 Dwight would be just a
couple of blocks.
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Wolf tried to nod his head, but the muscles didn’t seem to work
that way. Instead he wagged his tail in what he hoped indicated
comprehension, and started off leading the child.

The infant beamed and said, “Nice woof-woot.”

For an instant Wolf felt like a spy suddenly addressed by his right
name, then realized that if some say “bow-wow” others might well
say “woof-woof.”

He led the child for two blocks without event. It felt good, having
an innocent human being put his whole life and trust in your
charge like this. There was someing about children; he hoped
Gloria felt the same. He wondered what would happen if he could
teach this confiding infant The Word. It would be swell to have a
pup thatwould . . .

He paused. His nose twitched and the hair on the back of his
neck rose. Ahead of them stood a dog, a huge mongrel, seemingly a
mixture of St. Bernard and Husky. But the growl that issued from
his throat indicated that carrying brandy kegs or rushing serum was
not for him. He was a bandit, an outlaw, an enemy of man and dog.
And they had to pass him.

Wolf had no desire to fight. He was as big as this monster and cer-
tainly, with his human brain, much cleverer; but scars from a dog
fight would not look well on the human body of Professor Wolf, and
there was, moreover, the danger of hurting the toddler in the fra-
cas. It would be wiser to cross the street. But before he could steer
the child that way, the mongrel brute had charged at them, yapping
and snarling.

Wolf placed himself in front of the boy, poised and ready to leap
in defense. The scar problem was secondary to the fact that this
baby had trusted him. He was ready to face this cur and teach him a
lesson, at whatever cost to his own human body. But halfway to him
the huge dog stopped. His growls died away to a piteous whimper.
His great flanks trembled in the moonlight. His tail curled craven
between his legs. And abruptly he turned and fled.

The child crowed delightedly. “Bad woof-woof go way.” He put
his little arms around Wolf’s neck, “Nice woofwoof.” Then he
straightened up and said insisently, “Tootootootoo. Die way,” and
Wolf led on, his strong wolf’s heart pounding as it had never
pounded at the embrace of a woman.

“Tootootootoo” was a small frame house set back from the street
in a large yard. The lights were still on, and even from the sidewalk
Wolf could hear a woman'’s shrill voice.

“—since five o’clock this afternoon, and you’ve got to find him,
officer. You simply must. We’ve hunted all over the neighborhood
and—"




10— The Compleat Werewolf

Wolf stood up against the wall on his hindlegs and rang the door-
bell with his front right paw.

“Oh! Maybe that’s somebody now. The neighbors said they'd . . .
Come, officer, and let’s see . . . Oh!”

At the same moment Wolf barked politely, the toddler yelled
“Mamma!” and his thin and worn-ooking young mother let out a
scream half delight at finding her child and half terror of this large,
gray canine shape that loomed behind him. She snatched up the
infant protectively and turned to the large man in uniform. Officer!
Look! That big dreadful thing! It stole my Robby!”

“No,” Robby protested firmly. “Nice woof-woof.”

The officer laughed. “The lad’s probably right, ma’am. It is a
nice woof-woof. Found your boy wandering around and helped him
home. You haven’t maybe got a bone for him?”

“Let that big nasty brute into my home? Never! Come on,
Robby.”

“Want my nice woof-woof.”

“I'll woof-woof you, staying out till all hours and giving your
father and me the fright of our lives. Just wait till your father sees
you, young man; he’ll ... Oh, good night, officer!” And she shut
the door on the yowls of Robby.

The policeman patted Wolf’s head. “Never mind about the bone,
Rover. She didn’t so much as offer me a glass of beer, either. My,
you're a husky specimen, aren’t you, boy? Look almost like a wolf.
Who do you belong to, and what you are doing wandering about
alone? Huh?” He turned on his flash and bent over to look at the
nonexistent collar.

He straightened up and whistled. “No license. Rover, that’s bad.
You know what I ought to do? I ought to turn you in. If you weren’t
a hero that just got cheated out of his bone, I'd . . . T ought to do it,
anyway. Laws are laws, even for heroes. Come on, Rover. We're
going for a walk.”

Wolf thought quickly. The pound was the last place on earth he
wanted to wind up. Even Ozzy would never think of looking for
him there. Nobody’d claim him, nobody’d say Absarka!and in the
end a dose of chloform . .. He wrenched loose from the officer’s
grasp on his hair, and with one prodigious leap cleared the yard,
landed on the sidewalk, and started up the street. But the instant
he was out of the officer’s sight he stopped dead and slipped
behind a hedge.

He scented the policeman’s approach even before he heard it.
The man was running with the lumbering haste of two hundred
pounds. But opposite the hedge he, too, stopped. For a moment




Anthony Boucher : — 1M

Wolf wondered if his ruse had failed; but the officer had paused only
to scratch his head and mutter, “Say! There’s something screwy here.
Who rang that doorbell? The kid couldn’t reach it, and the dog ... Oh,
well,” he concluded. “Nuts,” and seemed to find in that monosyl-
labic summation the solution to all his problems.

As his footsteps and smell died away, Wolf became aware of
another scent. He had only just identified it as cat when someone
said, “You're were, aren’t you?”

Wolf started up, lips drawn back and muscles tense. There was
nothing human in sight, but someone had spoken to him. Unthink-
ingly, he tried to say, “Where are you?” but all that came out was a

growl.

“Right behind you. Here in the shadows. You can scent me, can’t
your”

“But you're a cat,” Wolf thought in his snarls. “And you're talk-
ing.” ’

“Of course. But I'm not talking human language. It's just your
brain that takes it that way. If you had your human body, you’d just
think I was going meowrz But you are were, aren’t you?”

“How do you . . . Why did you think so?”

“Because you didn’t try to jump me, as any normal dog would
have. And besides, unless Confucius taught me all wrong, you're a
wolf, not a dog; and we don’t have wolves around here unless
they’re were.”

“How do you know all this? Are you . . .”

“Oh, no. I'm just a cat. But I used to live next door to a werechow
named Confucius. He taught me things.”

Wolf was amazed. “You mean he was a man who changed to chow
and stayed that way? Lived as a pet?”

“Certainly. This was back at the worst of the Depression. He said
a dog was more apt to be fed and looked after than a man. I
thought it was a smart idea.”

“But how terrible! Could a man so debase himself as . . .”

“Men don’t debase themselves. They debase each other. That’s
the way of most weres. Some change to keep from being debased,
others to do a little more effective debasing. Which are your”

“Why, you see, I...”

“Sh! Look. This is going to be fun. Holdup.”

Wolf peered around the hedge. A well-dressed, middle-aged man
was waking along briskly, apparently enjoying a night constitutional.
Behind him moved a thin, silent figure. Fven as Wolf watched, the
figure caught up with him and whispered harshly, “Up, with ’em,
buddy!”

The quiet pomposity of the stroller melted away. He was ashen

e
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and aspen, as the figure slipped a hand around into his breast
pocket and removed an impressive wallet. '

And what, thought Wolf, was the good of his fine, vigorous body
if it merely crouched behind hedges as a spectator? In one fine
bound, to the shocked amazement of the were-wise cat, he had
crossed the hedge and landed with his forepaws full in the figure’s
face. It went over backward with him on top and then there was a
loud noise, a flash of light, and a frightful sharp smell. For a moment
Wolf felt an acute pang in his shoulder, like the jab of a long nee-
dle, and then the pain was gone.

But his momentary recoil had been enough to let the figure get
to its feet. “Missed you, huh?” it muttered. “Let’s see how you like a
slug in the belly, you interfering ...” and he applied an epithet
which would have been purely literal description if Wolf had not
been were.

There were three quick shots in succession even as Wolf sprang.
For a second he experienced the most acute stomach-ache of his
life. Then he landed again. The figure’s head hit the concrete side-
walk and he was still.

Lights were leaping into brightness everywhere. Among all the
confused noises, Wolf could hear the shrill complaints of Robby’s
mother, and among all the compounded smells, he could distin-
guish scent of the policeman who wanted to impound him. That
meant getting out, and quick.

The city meant trouble, Wolf decided as he loped off. He could
endure loneliness while he practiced his wolfry, until he had Gloria.
Though just as a precaution he must arrange with Ozzy about a
plausible-looking collar, and . . .

The most astounding realization yet suddenly struck him! He
had received four bullets, three of them square in the stomach, and
he hadn’t a wound to show for it! Being a werewolf certainly offered
its practical advantages. Think what a criminal could do with such
bulletproofing. Or . . . But no. He was a werewolf for fun, and that
was that.

But even for a werewolf, being shot, though relatively painless, is
tiring. A great deal of nervous energy is absorbed in the magical
and instantaneous knitting of those wounds. And when Wolfe Wolf
reached the peace and calm of the uncivilized hills, he no longer
felt like reveling in freedom. Instead he stretched out to his full
length, nuzzled his head down between his forepaws, and slept.

“Now the essence of magic,” said Heliophagus of Smyrna, “is deceit;
and that deceit is of two kinds. By magic, the magician deceives oth-
ers; but magic deceives the magician himself.”
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So far the lycanthropic magic of Wolfe Wolf had worked
smoothly and pleasantly, but now it was to show him the second
trickery that lurks behind every magic trick. And the first step was
that he slept.

He woke in confusion. His dreams had been human—and of
Gloria—despite the body in which he dreamed them, and it took
several full minutes for him to reconstruct just how he happened to
be in that body. For a moment the dream, even that episode in
which he and Gloria had been eating blueberry waffles on a roller
coaster, seemed more sanely plausible than the reality.

But he readjusted quickly, and glanced up at the sky. The sun
looked as though it had been up at least an hour, which meant that
the time was somewhere between six and seven. Today was
Thursday, which meant that he was saddled with an eight-o’clock
class. That left plenty of time to change back, shave, dress, breakfast,
and resume the normal life of Professor Wolf, which was, after all,
important if he intended to support a wife.

He tried, as he trotted through the streets, to look as tame and
unwolflike as possible, and apparently succeeded. No one paid him
any mind save children, who wanted to play, and dogs, who began
by snarling and ended by cowering away terrified. His friend the cat
might be curiously tolerant of weres, but not so dogs.

He trotted up the steps of the Berkeley Inn confidently. The
clerk was under a slight spell and would not notice wolves. There
was nothing to do but rouse Ozzy, be absarka’d, and . . .

“Hey! Where you going? Get out of here! Shoo!”

It was the clerk, a stanch and brawny young man, who straddled
the stairway and vigorously waved him off.

“No dogs in here! Go on now. Scoot!”

Quite obviously this man was under no spell, and equally obvi-
ously there was no way of getting up that staircase short of using a
wolf’s strength to tear the clerk apart. For a second Wolf hesitated.
He had to get changed back. It would be a pity to use his powers to
injure another human being—if only he had not slept and arrived
before this unmagicked day clerk came on duty—but necessity
knowsno . ..

Then the solution hit him. Wolf turned and loped off just as the
clerk hurled an ash tray at him. Bullets may be relatively painless,
but even a werewolf’s rump, he learned promptly, is sensitive to fly-
ing glass.

The solution was foolproof. The only trouble was that it meant
an hour’s wait, and he was hungry. He found himself even display-
ing a certain shocking interest in the plump occupant of a baby car-
riage. You do get different appetites with a different body. He could
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understand how some originally well-intentioned werewolves might
in time become monsters. But he was stronger in will, and much
smarter. His stomach could hold out until this plan worked.

The janitor had already opened the front door of Wheeler Hall,
but the building was deserted. Wolf had no trouble reaching the sec-
ond floor unnoticed or finding his classroom. He had a little more
trouble holding the chalk between his teeth and a slight tendency to
gag on the dust; but by balancing his forepaws on the eraser trough,
he could manage quite nicely. It took three springs to catch the ring
of the chart in his teeth, but once that was pulled down there was
nothing to do but crouch under the desk and pray that he would
not starve quite to death.

The students of German 31B, as they assembled reluctantly for
their eight o’clock, were a little puzzled at being confronted by a
chart dealing with the influence of the gold standard on world econ-
omy, but they decided simply that the janitor had been forgetful.

The wolf under the desk listened unseen to their gathering mur-
murs, overheard that cute blonde in the front row make dates with
three different men for the same night, and finally decided that
enough had assembled to make his chances plausible. He slipped
out from under the desk far enough to reach the ring of the chart,
tugged at it, and let go.

The chart flew up with a rolling crash. The students broke off
their chatter, looked up at the blackboard, and beheld in a huge
and shaky scrawl the mysterious letters

ABSARKA

It worked. With enough people, it was an almost mathematical
certainty that one of them in his puzzlement—for the race of subti-
tle readers, though handicapped by the talkies, still exists—would
read the mysterious word aloud. It was the much-bedated blonde
who did it.

“Absarka,” she said wonderingly.

And there was Professor Wolfe Wolf, beaming cordially at his
class.

The only flaw was this: He had forgotten that he was only a were-
wolf, and not Hyperman. His clothes were still at the Berkeley Inn,
and here on the lecture platform he was stark naked.

Two of his best pupils screamed and one fainted. The blonde
only giggled appreciatively.

Emily was incredulous but pitying.
Professor Fearing was sympathetic but reserved.
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The chairman of the department was cool.

The dean of letters was chilly.

The president of the university was frigid.

Wolfe Wolf was unemployed.

And Heliophagus of Smyrna was right. “The essence of magic is
deceit.”

“But what can I do?” Wolf moaned into his zombie glass. “I'm stuck.
I'm stymied. Gloria arrives in Berkeley tomorrow, and here I am—
nothing. Nothing but a futile, worthless werewolf. You can’t support
a wife on that. You can’t raise a family. You can’t. .. you can’t even
propose . . . I want another. Sure you won’t have one?”

Ozymandias the Great shook his round, fringed head. “The last
time I took two drinks I started all this. I've got to behave if I want to
stop it. But you're an able-bodied, strapping, young man; surely,
colleague, you can get work?”

“Where? All I'm trained for is academic work, and this scandal has
put the kibosh on that forever. What university is going to hire a man
who showed up naked in front of his class without even the excuse of
being drunk? And supposing I try something else, I'd have to give
references, say something about what I'd been doing with my thirty-
odd years. And once these references were checked ... Ozzy, 'm a
lost man.”

“Never despair, colleague. I've learned that magic gets you into
some tight squeezes, but there’s always a way of getting out. Now
take that time in Darjeeling . . . ”

“But what can I do? I'll wind up like Confucius the werechow and
live off charity, if you'll find me somebody who wants a pet wolf.”

“You know,” Ozymandias reflected, “you may have something
there, colleague.” :

“Nuts! That was a gag. I can at least retain my self-respect, even if
I go on relief doing it. And I'll bet they don’t like naked men on
relief, either.”

“No. I don’t mean just being a pet wolf. But look at it this way:
What are your assets? You have only two outstanding abilities. One
of them is to teach German, and that is now completely out.”

“Check.”

“And the other is to change yourself into a wolf. All right, col-
league. There must be some commercial possibilities in that. Let’s
look into them.”

“Nonsense.”

“Not quite. For every merchandise there’s a market. The trick is
to find it. And you, colleague, are going to be the first practical
commercial werewolf on record.”
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“I could ... They say Ripley’s Odditorium pays good money.
Supposing I changed six times a day regular for delighted audi-
ences?”

Ozymandias shook his head sorrowfully. “It's no good. People
don’t want to see real magic. It makes ’em uncomfortable—starts
’em wondering what else might be loose in the world. They've got
to feel sure it’s all done with mirrors. I know. I had to quit vaude-
ville because I wasn’t smart enough at faking it; all I could do was
the real thing.”

“I could be a Seeing Eye dog, maybe?”

“They have to be female.”

“When I'm changed I can understand animal language. Maybe I
could be a dog trainer and ... No, that’s out. I forgot; they’re
scared to death of me.”

But Ozymandias’s pale-blue eyes had lit up at the suggestion.
“Colleague, you're warm. Oh, are you warm! Tell me: Why did you
say your fabulous Gloria was coming to Berkeley?”

“Publicity for a talent hunt.”

“For what?”

“A dog to star in Fangs of the Forest.”

“And what kind of a dog?”

“A ...” Wolf’s eyes widened and his jaw sagged. “A wolf dog,” he
said softly. -

And the two men looked at each other with a wild surmise—
silent, beside a bar in Berkeley.

“It’s all the fault of that Disney dog,” the trainer complained. “Pluto
does anything. Everything. So our poor mutts are expected to do
likewise. Listen to that dope! ‘The dog should come into the room,
give one paw to the baby, indicate that he recognizes the hero in his
Eskimo disguise, go over to the table, find the bone, and clap his
paws gleefullyl” Now who's got a set of signals to cover stuff like
that? Pluto!” he snorted.

Gloria Garton said, “Oh.” By that one sound she managed to con-
vey that she sympathized deeply, that the trainer was a nice-looking
young man whom she’d just as soon see again, and that no dog star
was going to steal Fangs of the Forest from her. She adjusted her skirt
slightly, leaned back, and made the plain wooden chair on the bare
theater stage seem more than ever like a throne.

“All right.” The man in the violet beret waved away the last unsuc-
cessful applicant and read from a card: “Dog: Wopsy. Owner: Mrs.
Channing Galbraith. Trainer: Luther Newby. Bring itin.”

An assistant scurried offstage, and there was a sound of whines
and whimpers as a door opened.
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“What’s got into those dogs today?” the man in the violet beret
demanded. “They all seem scared to death and beyond.”

“T think,” said Fergus O’Breen, “that it’s that big gray wolf dog.
Somehow, the others just don’t like him.”

Gloria Garton lowered her bepurpled lids and cast a queenly
stare of suspicion on the young detective. There was nothing wrong
with his being there. His sister was head of publicity for Metropolis,
and he’d handled several confidential cases for the studio, even one
for her, that time her chauffeur had decided to try his hand at
blackmail. Fergus O’Breen was a Metropolis fixture; but still it both-
ered her. '

The assistant brought in Mrs. Galbraith’s Wopsy. The man in the
violet beret took one look and screamed. The scream bounced back
from every wall of the theater in the ensuing minute of silence. At
last he found words. “A wolf dog! Tookah is the greatest role ever
written for a wolf dog! And what do they bring us! A terrier yet! So
if we wanted a terrier we could cast Asta!”

“But if you’d only let us show you . . .” Wopsy’s tall young trainer
started to protest.

“Get out!” the man in the violet beret shricked. “Get out before I
lose my temper!”

Wopsy and her trainer slunk off.

“In El Paso,” the casting director lamented, “they bring me a
Mexican hairless. In St. Louis it’s a Pekinese yet! And if I do find a
wolf dog, it sits in a corner and waits for somebody to bring in a sled
to pull.”

“Maybe,” said Fergus, “you should try a real wolf.”

“Wolf, schmolf!” He picked up the next card. “Dog: Yoggoth.
Owner and trainer: Mr. O. Z. Manders. Bring it in.”

The whining noise offstage ceased as Yoggoth was brought out to
be tested. The man in the violet beret hardly glanced at the fringe-
bearded owner and trainer. He had eyes only for that splendid gray
wolf. “If you can only act . ..” he prayed, with the same fervor with
which many a man has thought, “If you could only cook . . .”

He pulled the beret to an even more unlikely angle and snapped,
“All right, Mr. Manders. The dog should come into the room, give
one paw to the baby, indicate that he recognizes the hero in his
Eskimo disguise, go over to the table, find the bone, and clap his
paws joyfully. Baby here, here, here, table here. Got that?”

Mr. Manders looked at his wolf dog and repeated, “Got that?”

Yoggoth wagged his tail.

“Very well, colleague,” said Mr. Manders. “Do it.” Yoggoth did it.

The violet beret sailed into the flies, on the wings of its owner’s
triumphal scream of joy. “He did it!” he kept burbling. “He did it!”
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“Of course, colleague,” said Mr. Manders calmly. The trainer who
hated Pluto had a face as blank as a vampire’s mirror. Fergus
O’Breen was speechless with wonderment. Even Gloria Garton per-
mitted surprise and interest to cross her regal mask.

“You mean he can do anything?” gurgled the man who used to
have a violet beret.

“Anything,” said Mr. Manders.

“Can he . . . Let’s see, in the dance-hall sequnce—can he knock a
man down, roll him over, and frisk his back pocket?”

Even before Mr. Manders could say, “Of course,” Yoggoth had
demonstrated, using Fergus O’Breen as convenient dummy.

“Peace!” the casting director sighed. “Peace—Charley!” he yelled
to his assistant. “Send ’em all away. No more try-outs. We’ve found
Tookah! It’s wonderful.”

The trainer stepped up to Mr. Manders. “It’s more than that, sir.
It’s positively superhuman. I'll swear I couldn’t detect the slightest
signal, and for such complicated operations, too. Tell me, Mr.
Manders, what system do you use?”

Mr. Manders made a Hoopleish kaffkaff noise. “Professional
secret, you understand, young man. I'm planning on opening a
school when I retire, but obviously until then . . .”

“Of course, sir. I understand. But I've never seen anything like it
in all my born days.”

“I wonder,” Fergus O’Breen observed from the floor, “if your
marvel dog can get off of people, too?”

Mr. Manders stifled a grin. “Of course! Yoggoth!”

Fergus picked himself up and dusted from his clothes the grime
of the stage, which is the most clinging grime on earth. “I'd swear,”
he muttered, “that beast of yours enjoyed that.”

“No hard feelings, I trust, Mr. .. .”

“O’Breen. None at all. In fact, I'd suggest a little celebration in
honor of this great event. I know you can’t buy a drink this near the
campus, so I brought along a bottle just in case.”

“Oh,” said Gloria Garton, implying that carousals were ordinarily
beneath her, that this, however, was a special occasion, and that pos-
sibly there was something to be said for the green-eyed detective,
after all.

This was all too easy, Wolfe Wolf-Yoggoth kept thinking. There was a
catch to it somewhere. This was certainly the ideal solution to the
problem of how to earn money as a werewolf. Bring an understand-
ing of human speech and instructions into a fine animal body, and
you are the answer to a director’s prayer. It was perfect as long as it
lasted; and if Fangs of the Forest was a smash hit, there were bound to
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be other Yoggoth pictures. Look at Rin-tin-tin. But it was too easy . . .

His ears caught a familiar “Oh” and his attention reverted to
Gloria. This “Oh” had meant that she really shouldn’t have another
drink, but since liquor didn’t affect her anyway and this was a spe-
cial occasion, she might as well.

She was even more beautiful than he had remembered. Her
golden hair was shoulder-length now, and flowed with such rippling
perfection that it was all he could do to keep from reaching out a
paw to it. Her body had ripened, too, was even more warm and
promising than his memories of her. And in his new shape he
found her greatest charm in something he had not been able to
appreciate fully as a human being, the deep, heady scent of her
flesh.

“To Fangs of the Forest” Fergus O’Breen was toasting. “And may
that pretty-boy hero of yours get a worse mauling than I did.”

Wolf-Yoggoth grinned to himself. That had been fun. That'd
teach the detective to go crawling around hotel rooms.

And while we’re celebrating, colleagues,” said Ozymandias the
Great, “why should we neglect our star? Here, Yoggoth.” And he
held out the bottle.

“He drinks yet!” the casting director exclaimed delightedly.

“Sure. He was weaned on it.”

Wolf took a sizable gulp. It felt good. Warm and rich—almost
the way Gloria smelled.

“But how about you, Mr. Manders?” the detective insisted for
the fifth time. “It’s your celebration really. The poor beast won’t
get the four-figure checks from Metropolis. And you’ve taken only
one drink.”

“Never take two, colleague. I know my danger point. Two drinks
in me and things start happening.”

“More should happen yet than training miracle dogs? Go on,
O’Breen. Make him drink. We should see what happens.”

Fergus took another long drink himself. “Go on. There’s another
bottle in the car, and I've gone far enough to be resolved not to
Jeave here sober. And I don’t want sober companions, either.” His
green eyes were already beginning to glow with a new wildness.

“No, thank you, colleague.”

Gloria Garton left her throne, walked over to the plump man,
and stood close, her soft hand resting on his arm. “Oh,” she said,
implying that dogs were dogs, but still that the party was inevitably
in her honor his refusal to drink was a personal insult.

Ozymandias the Great looked at Gloria, sighed, shrugged,
resigned himself to fate, and drank.

“Have you trained many dogs?” the casting director asked.
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“Sorry, colleague. This is my first.”

“All the more wonderful! But what’s your profession otherwise?”

“Well, you see, I'm a magician.”

“Oh,” said Gloria Garton, implying delight, and went so far as to
add, “I have a friend who does black magic.”

“I'm afraid, ma’am, mine’s simply white. That’s tricky enough.
With the black you're in for some real dangers.”

“Hold on!” Fergus interposed. “You mean really a magician? Not
just presti . . . sleight of hand?”

“Of course, colleague.”

“Good theater,” said the casting director. “Never let ’em see the
mirrors.”

“Uh-huh.” Fergus nodded. “But look, Mr. Manders. What can you
do, for instancer”

“Well, I can change . ..”

Yoggoth barked loudly.

“Oh, no,” Ozymandias covered hastily, “that’s really a little
beyond me. ButIcan...”

“Can you do the Indian rope trick?” Gloria asked languidly. “My
friend says that’s terribly hard.”

“Hard? Why, ma’am, there’s nothing to it. I can remember that
time in Darjeeling . . .”

Fergus took another long drink. “I,” he announced defiantly,
“want to see the Indian rope trick. I have met people who’ve met
people who’ve met people who've seen it, but that’s as close as I
ever get. And I don’t believe it.”

“But, colleague, it’s so simple.”

“I don’t believe it.”

Ozymandias the Great drew himself up to his full lack of height.
“Colleague, you are about to see it!” Yoggoth tugged warningly at
his coat tails. “Leave me alone, Wolf. An aspersion has been cast!”

Fergus returned from the wings dragging a soiled length of rope.
“This do?”

“Admirably.”

“What goes?” the casting director demanded.

“Shh!” said Gloria. “Oh . ..”

She beamed worshipfully on Ozymandias, whose chest swelled to
the point of threatening the security of his buttons. “Ladies and gen-
tlemen!” he announced, in the manner of one prepared to fill a vast
amphitheater with his voice. “You are about to behold Ozymandias
the Great in—The Indian Rope Trick! Of course,” he added conver-
sationally, “I haven’t got a small boy to chop into mincemeat, unless
perhaps one of you . .. No? Well, we’ll try it without. Not quite so
impressive, though. And will you stop yapping, Wolf?”




Anthony Boucher —121

“I thought his name was Yogi,” said Fergus.

“Yoggoth. But since he’s part wolf on his mother’s side . . . Now
quiet, all of you!” ’

He had been coiling the rope as he spoke. Now he placed the
coil in the center of the stage, where it lurked like a threatening rat-
tler. He stood beside it and deftly, professionally, went through a
series of passes and mumblings so rapidly that even the superhu-
manly sharp eyes and ears of Wolf-Yoggoth could not follow them.

The end of the rope detached itself from the coil, reared in the
air, turned for a moment like a head uncertain where to strike, then
shot straight up untl all the rope was uncoiled. The lower end
rested a good inch above the stage.

Gloria gasped. The casting director drank hurriedly. Fergus, for
some reason, stared curiously at the wolf.

“And now, ladies and gentlemen—oh, hang it, I do wish I had a
boy to carve—Ozymandias the Great will ascend this rope into that
land which only the users of the rope may know. Onward and
upward! Be right back,” he added reassuringly to Wolf.

His plump hands grasped the rope above his head and gave a lit-
tle jerk. His knees swung up and clasped about the hempen pillar.
And up he went, like a monkey on a stick, up and up and up—

—until suddenly he was gone.

Just gone. That was all there was to it. Gloria was beyond even say-
ing “Oh.” The casting director sat his beautiful flannels down on
the filthy floor and gaped. Fergus swore softly and melodiously. And
Wolf felt a premonitory prickling in his spine.

The stage door opened, admitting two men in denim pants and
work shirts. “Hey!” said the first. “Where do you think you are?”

“We’re from Metropolis Pictures,” the casting director started to
explain, scrambling to his feet.

“I don’t care if you're from Washington, we gotta clear this stage.
There’s movies here tonight. Come on, Joe, help me get ’em out.
And that pooch, too.”

“You can’t, Fred,” said Joe reverently, and pointed. His voice sank
to an awed whisper. “That’s Gloria Garton . ..”

“So it is. Hi, Miss Garton, wasn’t that last one of yours a stin-
keroo!”

“Your public, darling,” Fergus murmured.

“Come on!” Fred shouted. “Out of here. We gotta clean up. And
you, Joe! Strike that rope!”

Before Fergus could move, before Wolf could leap to the rescue,
the efficient stage hand had struck the rope and was coiling it up.

Wolf stared up into the flies. There was nothing up there.
Nothing at all. Some place beyond the end of that rope was the only
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man on earth he could trust to say Absarka! for him; and the way
down was cut off forever.

Wolfe Wolf sprawled on the floor of Gloria Garton’s boudoir and
watched that vision of volupty change into her most fetching negligee.

The situation was perfect. It was the fulfillment of his dearest
dreams. The only flaw was that he was still in a wolf’s body.

Gloria turned, leaned over, and chucked him under the snout.
“Wuzzum a cute wolf dog, wuzzum?”

Wolf could not restrain a snarl.

“Doesn’t um like Gloria to talk baby talk? Um was a naughty wolf,
yes, um was.”

It was torture. Here you are in your best beloved’s hotel room, all
her beauty revealed to your hungry eyes and she talks baby talk to
you! Wolf had been happy at first when Gloria suggested that she
might take over the care of her co-star pending the reappearance of
his trainer—for none of them was quite willing to admit that “Mr.
O. Z. Manders” might truly and definitely have vanished—but he
was beginning to realize that the situation might bring on more tor-
ment than pleasure.

“Wolves are funny,” Gloria observed. She was more talkative when
alone, with no need to be cryptically fascinating. “I knew a Wolf once,
only that was his name. He was a man. And he was a funny one.”

Wolf felt his heart beating fast under his gray fur. To hear his own
name on Gloria’s warm lips— But before she could go on to tell her
pet how funny Wolf was, her maid rapped on the door.

“Mr. O’Breen to see you, madam.”

“Tell him to go 'way.”

“He says it’s important, and he does look, madam, as though he
might make trouble.”

“Oh, all right.” Gloria rose and wrapped her negligee more
respectably about her. “Come on, Yog— No, that’s a silly name. I'm
going to call you Wolfie. That’s cute. Come on, Wolfie, and protect
me from big, bad detective.”

Fergus O’Breen was pacing the sitting room with a certain
vicious deliberateness in his strides. He broke off and stood still as
Gloria and the wolf entered.

“So?” he observed tersely. “Reinforcements?”

“Will I need them?” Gloria cooed.

“Look, light of my love life.” The glint in the green eyes was cold
and deadly. “You've been playing games, and whatever their nature,
there’s one thing they’re not. And that’s cricket.”

Gloria gave him her slow, languid smile. “You’re amusing,
Fergus.” ‘
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“Thanks. I doubt, however, if your activities are.”

“You'’re still a little boy playing cops and robbers. And what
boogyman are you after now?”

“Ha-ha,” said Fergus politely. “And you know the answer to that
question better than I do. That’s why I'm here.”

Wolf was puzzled. This conversation meant nothing to him. And
yet he sensed a tension of danger in the air as clearly as though he
could smell it.

“Go on,” Gloria snapped impatiently. “And remember how
dearly Metropolis Pictures will thank you for annoying one of its
best box-office attractions.”

“Some things, my sweet, are more important than pictures,
though you mightn’t think it where you come from. One of them is
a certain federation of forty-eight units. Another is an abstract con-
cept called democracy.”

“And so?”

“And so I want to ask you one question: Why did you come to
Berkeley?”

“For publicity on Fangs, of course. It was your sister’s idea.”

“You’ve gone temperamental and turned down better ones. Why
leap at this?”

“You don’t haunt publicity stunts yourself, Fergus, Why are you
here?”

Fergus was pacing again. “And why was your first act in Berkeley a
visit to the office of the German department?”

“Isn’t that natural enough? [ used to be a student here.”

“Majoring in dramatics, and you didn’t go near the Little
Theater. Why the German department?” He paused and stood
straight in front of her, fixing her with his green gaze.

Gloria assumed the attitude of a captured queen defying the bar-
barian conqueror. “Very well. If you must know—I went to the
German department to see the man I love.”

Wolf held his breath, and tried to keep his tail from trashing.

“Yes,” she went on impassionedly, “you strip the last veil from me,
and force me to confess to you what he alone should have heard
first. This man proposed to me by mail. I foolishly rejected his pro-
posal. But I thought and thought—and at last I knew. When I came
to Berkeley I had to see him . . .”

“And did you?”

“The little mouse of a secretary told me he wasn’t there. But I
shall see him yet. And whenIdo...”

Fergus bowed stiffly. “My congratulations to you both, my sweet.
And the name of this more than fortunate gentleman?”

“Professor Wolte Wolf.”
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“Who is doubtless the individual referred to in this?” He whipped
a piece of paper from his sport coat and thrust it at Gloria. She
paled and was silent. But Wolfe Wolf did not wait for her reply. He
did not care. He knew the solution to his problem now, and he was
streaking unobserved for her boudoir.

Gloria Garton entered the boudoir a minute later, a shaken and
wretched woman. She unstoppered one of the delicate perfume
bottles on her dresser and poured herself a stiff drink of whiskey.
Then her eyebrows lifted in surprise as she stared at her mirror.
Scrawlingly lettered across the glass in her own deep-crimson lip-
stick was the mysterious word

ABSARKA

Frowning, she said it aloud. “Absarka . . .”

From behind a screen stepped Professor Wolfe Wolf, incongru-
ously wrapped in one of Gloria’s lushest dressing robes. “Gloria
dearest . . .” he cried.

“Wolfe!” she exclaimed. “What on earth are you doing here in my
room?”

“I love you. I've always loved you since you couldn’t tell a strong
from a weak verb. And now that I know that you love me . . .”

“This is terrible. Please get out of here!”

“Gloria . ..”

“Get out of here, or I'll sick my dog on you. Wolfie—Here, nice
Wolfie!”

“I’m sorry, Gloria. But Wolfie won’t answer you.”

“Oh, you beast! Have you hurt Wolfie? Have you . . .”

“I wouldn’t touch a hair on his pelt. Because, you see, Gloria dar-
ling, I am Wolfie.”

" “What on earth do you—" Gloria stared around the room. It was
undeniable that there was no trace of the presence of a wolf dog.
And here was a man dressed only in one of her robes and no sign of
his own clothes. And after that funny little man and the rope . ..

“You thought I was drab and dull,” Wolf went on. “You thought
I'd sunk into an academic rut. You'd sooner have an actor or a
G-man. But I, Gloria, am something more exciting than you've ever
dreamed of. There’s not another soul on earth I'd tell this to; but I,
Gloria, am a werewolf.”

Gloria gasped. “That isn’t possible! But it all fits in. What I heard
about you on the campus, and your friend with the funny beard
and how he vanished, and, of course, it explains how you did tricks
that any real dog couldn’t possibly do . . .” :
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“Don’t you believe me, darling?”

Gloria rose from the dresser chair and went into his arms. “I
believe you, dear. And it's wonderful! I'll bet there’s not another
woman in all Hollywood that was ever married to a werewolfl”

“Then you will .

“But of course, dear We can work it out beautifully. We’ll hire a
stooge to be your trainer on the lot.-You can work daytimes, and
come home at night and I'll say Absarka! for you. It'll be perfect.”

“Gloria . . .” Wolf murmured with tender reverence.

“One thing, dear. Just a little thing. Would you do Gloria a
favorz”

“Anything!”

“Show me how you change. Change for me now. Then I'll Absarka!
you back right away.”

Wolf said The Word. He was in such ecstatic bliss that he hardly
felt the pang this time. He capered about the room with all the
litheness of his fine wolfish legs, and ended up before Gloria, wag-
ging his tail and looking for approval.

Gloria patted his head “Good boy, Wolfie. And now, darling, you
can just stay that way.”

Wolf let out a yelp of amazement.

“You heard me, Wolfie. You're staying that way. You didn’t hap-
pen to believe any of that guff I was feeding the detective, did you?
Love you? I should waste my time! But this way you can be very use-
ful to me. With your trainer gone, I can take charge of you and pick
up an extra thousand a week or so. I won’t mind that. And
Professor Wolfe Wolf will have vanished forever, which fits right in
with my plans.”

Wolf snarled.

“Now don’t try to get nasty, Wolfie darling. Um wouldn’t threaten
ums darling Gloria, would ums? Remember what I can do for you.
I'm the only person who can turn you into a man again. You wouldn’t
dare teach anyone else that. You wouldn’t dare let people know
what you really are. An ignorant person would kill you. A smart one
would have you locked up as a lunatic.”

Wolf still advanced threateningly.

“Oh, no. You can’t hurt me. Because all I'd have to do would be
to say the word on the mirror. Then you wouldn’t be a dangerous
wolf any more. You'd just be a man here in my room, and I'd
scream. And after what happened on the campus yesterday, how
long do you think you’d stay out of the madhouse?”

Wolf backed away and let his tail droop.

“You see, Wolfie darling? Gloria has ums just where she wants
ums. And ums is going to be a good boy.”
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There was a rap on the boudoir door, and Gloria called, “Come in.”

“A gentleman to see you, madam,” the maid announced. “A
Professor Fearing.”

Gloria smiled her best cruel and queenly smile, “Come along,
Wolfie. This may interest you.”

Professor Oscar Fearing, overflowing one of the graceful chairs of
the sitting room, beamed benevolently as Gloria and the wolf
entered. “Ah, my dear! A new pet. Touching.”

“And what a pet, Oscar. Wait till you hear.”

Professor Fearing buffed his pince-nez against his sleeve. “And
wait, my dear, until you hear all that I have learned. Chiswick has
perfected his protective screen against magnetic bombs, and the
official trial is set for next week. And Farnsworth has all but com-
pleted his researches on a new process for obtaining osmium. Gas
warfare may start any day, and the power that can command a plen-
tiful supply of . . .”

“Fine, Oscar,” Gloria broke in. “But we can go over all this later.
We’ve got other worries right now.”

“What do you mean, my dear?”

“Have you run onto a red-headed young Irishman in a yellow
shirte”

“No, I...Why, yes. I did see such an individual leaving the office
yesterday. I believe he had been to see Wolf.”

“He’s on to us. He’s a detective from Los Angeles, and he’s track-
ing us down. Some place he got hold of a scrap of record that
should have been destroyed. He knows I'm in it, and he knows I'm
tied up with somebody here in the German department.”

Professor Fearing scrutinized his pince-nez, approved of their
cleanness, and set them on his nose. “Not so much excitement, my
dear. No hysteria. Let us approach this calmly. Does he know about
the Temple of the Dark Truth?”

“Not yet. Nor about you. He just knows it’s somebody in the
department.”

“Then what could be simpler? You have heard of the strange con-
duct of Wolfe Wolf?”

“Have I?” Gloria laughed harshly.

“Everyone knows of Wolfe’s infatuation with you. Throw the
blame onto him. It should be easy to clear yourself and make you
appear an innocent tool. Direct attention to him and the organiza-
tion will be safe. The Temple of the Dark Truth can go its mystic
way and extract even more invaluable information from weary sci-
entists who need the emotional release of a false religion.”

“That’s what I've tried to do. I gave O’Breen a long song and
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dance about my devotion to Wolf, so obviously phony he’d be
bound to think it was a cover-up for something else. And I think he
bit. But the situation is trickier than you guess. Do you know where
Wolfe Wolf is?”

“No one knows. After the president ... ah ... rebuked him, he
seems to have vanished.”

Gloria laughed again. “He’s right here. In this room.”

“My dear! Secret panels and such? You take your espionage too
seriously. Where?”

“There!”

Professor Fearing gaped. “Are you serious?”

“As serious as you are about the future of Fascism. That is Wolfe
Wolf.” ‘

Fearing approached the wolf incredulously and extended his
hand.

“He might bite,” Gloria warned him a second too late.

Fearing stared at his bleeding hand. “That, at least,” he observed,
“is undeniably true.” And he raised his foot to deliver a sharp kick.

“No, Oscar! Don’t! Leave him alone. And you’ll have to take my
word for it—it’s way too complicated. But the wolf is Wolfe Wolf,
and I've got him completely under control. He’s absolutely in our
hands. We’ll switch suspicion to him, and I'll keep him this way
while Fergus and his friends the G-men go off hotfoot on his trail.”

“My dear!” Fearing ejaculated. “You're mad. You’re more hope-
lessly mad than the devout members of the Temple.” He took off his
pince-nez and stared again at the wolf. “And yet Tuesday night . . .
Tell me one thing: From whom did you get this . . . this wolf dog?”

“From a funny plump little man with a fringy beard.”

Fearing gasped. Obviously he remembered the furor in the
Temple, and the wolf and the fringe-beard. “Very well, my dear. I
believe you. Don’t ask me why, but I believe you. And now . . .”

“Now it’s all set, isn’t it? We keep him here helpless, and we use
himto...”

“The wolf as scapegoat. Yes. Very pretty.”

“Oh! One thing . . .” She was suddenly frightened.

Wolfe Wolf was considering the possibilities of a sudden attack on
Fearing. He could probably get out of the room before Gloria
could say Absarka! And after that? Whom could he trust to restore
him? Especially if G-men were to be set on his trail . . .

“What is it?” Fearing asked.

“That secretary. That little mouse in the department office. She
knows it was you I asked for, not Wolf. Fergus can’t have talked to
her yet, because he swallowed my story; but he will. He’s thorough.”

“Hm-m-m. Then, in that case . . .”
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“Yes, Oscar?”
“She must be attended to.” Professor Oscar Fearing beamed
genially and reached for the phone.

Wolf acted instantly, on inspiration and impulse. His teeth were
strong, quite strong enough to jerk the phone cord from the wall.
That took only a second, and in the next second he was out of the
room and into the hall before Gloria could open her mouth to
speak that word that would convert him from a powerful and dan-
gerous wolf to a futile man.

There were shrill screams and a shout or two of “Mad dog!” as he
dashed through the lobby, but he did no heed to them. The main
thing was to reach Emily’s house before she could be “attended to.”
Her evidence was essential. That could swing the balance, show
Fergus and his G-men where the true guilt lay. And, besides, he
admitted to himself, Emily was a nice kid . . .

His rate of collision was about 1.66 per block, and the curses
heaped upon him, if theogically valid, would have been more than
enough to damn him forever. But he was making time, and that was
all that counted. He dashed through traffic signals, cut into the
path of trucks, swerved from under street cars, and once even
leaped over a stalled car which obstructed him. Everything was
going fine, he was halfway there, when two hundred pounds of
human flesh landed on him in a flying tackle.

He looked up through the brilliant lighting effects of smashing
his head on the sidewalk and saw his old Nemesis, the policeman
who had been cheated of his beer.

“So, Rover!” said that officer. “Got you at last, did I? Now we’ll see
if yow’ll wear a proper license tag. Didn’t know I used to play foot-
ball, did your”

The officer’s grip on his hair was painfully tight. A gleeful crowd
was gathering and heckling the policeman with fantastic advice.

“Get along, boys,” he admonished. “This is a private matter
between me and Rover here. Come on,” and he tugged even harder.

Wolf left a large tuft of fur and skin in the officer’s grasp and felt
the blood ooze out of the bare patch on his neck. He heard an oath
and a pistol shot simultaneously, and felt the needlelike sting drive
through his shoulder. The awestruck crowd thawed before him.
Two more bullets hied after him, but he was gone; leaving the most
dazed policeman in Berkeley.

“I hit him,” the officer kept muttering blankly. “I hit the . ..”

Wolfe Wolf coursed along Dwight Way. Two more blocks and he’d
be at the little bungalow that Emily shared with a teaching assistant
in something or other. That telephone gag had stopped Fearing
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only momentarily; the orders would have been given by now, the
henchmen would be on their way. But he was almost there . . .

“He’o!” a child’s light voice called to him. “Nice woof-woof came
back!”

Across the street was the modest frame dwelling of Robby and his
shrewish mother. The child had been playing on the sidewalk. Now
he saw his idol and deliverer and started across the street at a lurch-
ing toddle. “Nice woof-woof!” he kept calling. “Wait for Robby!”

Wolf kept on. This was no time for playing games with even the
most delightful of cubs. And then he saw the car. It was an ancient
jalopy, plastered with wisecracks even older than itself; and the
high-school youth driving was obviously showing his girl friend how
it could make time on this deserted residential street. The girl was a
cute dish, and who could be bothered watching out for children?

Robby was directly in front of the car. Wolf leaped straight as a
bullet. His trajectory carried him so close to the car that he could
feel the heat of the radiator on his flank. His forepaws struck Robby
and thrust him out of danger. They fell to the ground together, just
as the car ground over the last of Wolf’s caudal vertebrae.

The cute dish screamed. “Homer! Did we hit them?”

Homer said nothing, and the jalopy zoomed on.

Robby’s screams were louder. “You hurt me! You hurt me!
Baaaaad woof-woof!”

His mother appeared on the porch and joined in with her own
howls of rage. The cacophony was terrific. Wolf let out one wailing
yelp of his own, to make it perfect and to lament his crushed tail,
and dashed on. This was no time to clear up misunderstandings.

But the two delays had been enough. Robby and the policeman had
proved the perfect unwitting tools of Oscar Fearing. As Wolf
approached Emily’s little bunglow, he saw a gray sedan drive off. In
the rear was a small, slim girl, and she was struggling.

Even a werewolf’s lithe speed cannot equal a motor car. After a
block of pursuit, Wolf gave up and sat back in his haunches pant-
ing. It felt funny, he thought even in that tense moment, not to be
able to sweat, to have to open your mouth and stick out your tongue
and. ..

“Trouble?” inquired a solicitous voice.

This time Wolf recognized the cat. “Heavens, yes,” he assented
wholeheartedly. “More than you ever dreamed of.”

“Food shortage?” the cat asked. “But that toddler back there is
nice and plump.”

“Shut up,” Wolf snarled.

| “Sorry; 1 was just judging from what Confucius told me about

e
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werewolves. You don’t mean to tell me that you're an altruistic
were?”

“I guess I am. I know werewolves are supposed to go around
slaughtering, but right now I've got to save a life.”

“You expect me to believe that?” '

“It’s the truth.”

“Ah,” the cat reflected philosophically. “Truth is a dark and
deceitful thing.”

Wolfe Wolf was on his feet. “Thanks,” he barked. “You’ve done it.”

“Done what?”

“See you later.” And Wolf was off at top speed for the Temple of
the Dark Truth.

That was the best chance. That was Fearing’s headquarters. The
odds were at least even that when it wasn’t being used for services it
was the hang-out of his ring, especially since the consulate had been
closed in San Francisco. Again the wild running and leaping, the
narrow escapes; and where Wolf had not taken these too seriously
before, he knew now that he might be immune to bullets, but cer-
tainly not to being run over. His tail still stung and ached torment-
ingly. But he had to get there. He had to clear his own reputation,
he kept reminding himself; but what he really thought was, I have to
save Emily.

A block from the Temple he heard the crackle of gunfire. Pistol
shots and, he’d swear, machine guns, too. He couldn’t figure what it
meant, but he pressed on. Then a bright yellow roadster passed him
and a vivid flash came from its window. Instinctively he ducked. You
might be immune to bullets, but you still didn’t just stand still for
them.

The roadster was gone and he was about to follow when a glint of
bright metal caught his eye. The bullet which had missed him had
hit a brick wall and ricocheted back onto the sidewalk. It glittered
there in front of him—pure silver.

This, he realized abruptly, meant the end of his immunity.
Fearing had believed Gloria’s story, and with his smattering of
occult lore he had known the successful counterweapon. A bullet,
from now on, might mean no more needle sting, but instant death.

And so Wolfe Wolf went straight on.

He approached the Temple cautiously, lurking behind shrub-
bery. And he was not the only lurker. Before the Temple, crouching
in the shelter of a car every window of which was shattered, were
Fergus O’Breen and a moonfaced giant. Each held an automatic,
and they were taking pot shots at the steeple.

Wolf’s keen, lupine hearing could catch their words even above
the firing. “Gabe’s around back,” Moonface was explaining. “But
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it’s no use. Know what that steeple is? It’s a revolving machine-gun
turret. They’ve been ready for something like this. Only two men in
there, far as we can tell, but that turret covers all the approaches.”

“Only two?” Fergus muttered.

“And the girl. They brought a girl here with them. If she’s still
alive.”

Fergus took careful aim at the steeple, fired, and ducked back
behind the car as a bullet missed him by millimeters. “Missed him
again! By all the kings that ever ruled Tara, Moon, there’s got to be
a way in there. How about tear gas?”

Moon snorted. “Think you can reach the firing gap in that
armored turret at this angler”

“That girl . . .” said Fergus.

Wolf waited no longer. As he sprang forward, the gunner noticed
him and shifted his fire. It was like a needle shower in which all the
spray is solid steel. Wolf’s nerves ached with the pain of reknitting.
But at least machine guns apparently didn’t fire silver.

The front door was locked, but the force of his drive carried him
through and added a throbbing ache in his shoulder to his other
discomforts. The lowerfloor guard, a pasty-faced individual with a
jutting Adam’s apple, sprang up, pistol in hand. Behind him, in the
midst of the litter of the cult, ceremonial robes, incense burners,
curious books, even a Ouija board, lay Emily.

Pasty-face fired. The bullets struck Wolf full in the chest and for
an instant he expected death. But this, too, was lead, and he jumped
forward. It was not his usual powerful leap. His strength was almost
spent by now. He needed to lie on cool earth and let his nerves
knit. And this spring was only enough to grapple with his foe, not to
throw him.

The man reversed his useless automatic and brought its butt
thudding down on the beast’s skull. Wolf reeled back, lost his bal-
ance, and fell to the floor. For a moment he could not rise. The
temptation was so strong just to lie there and . . .

The girl moved. Her bound hands grasped a corner of the Ouija
board. Somehow, she stumbled to her rope-tied feet and raised her
arms. Just as Pasty-face rushed for the prostrate wolf, she brought
the heavy board down.

Wolf was on his feet now. There was an instant of temptation.
His eyes fixed themselves to the jut of that Adam’s apple, and his
long tongue licked his jowls. Then he heard the machine-gun fire
from the turret, and tore himself from Pasty-face’s unconscious
form.

Ladders are hard on a wolf, almost impossible. But if you use
your jaws to grasp the rung above you and pull up, it can be done.
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He was halfway up the ladder when the gunner heard him. The fir-
ing stopped, and Wolf heard a rich German oath in what he auto-
matically recognized as an East Prussian dialect with possible
Lithuanian influences. Then he saw the man himself, a broken-
nosed blond, staring down the ladder well. ‘

The other man’s bullets had been lead. So this must be the one
with the silver. But it was too late to turn back now. Wolf bit the next
rung and hauled up as the bullet struck his snout and stung
through. The blond’s eyes widened as he fired again and Wolf
climbed another round. After the third shot he withdrew precipi-
tately from the opening.

Shots still sounded from below, but the gunner did not return
them. He stood frozen against the wall of the turret watching in
horror as the wolf emerged from the well. Wolf halted and tried to
get his breath. He was dead with fatigue and stress, but this man
must be vanquished.

The blond raised his pistol, sighted carefully, and fired once
more. He stood for one terrible instant, gazing at this deathless wolf
and knowing from his grandmother’s stories what it must be. Then
deliberately he clamped his teeth on the muzzle of the automatic
and fired again.

Wolf had not yet eaten in his wolf’s body, but food must have
been transferred from the human stomach to the lupine. There was
at least enough for him to be extensively sick.

Getting down the ladder was impossible. He jumped. He had
never heard anything about a wolf’s landing on his feet, but it
seemed to work. He dragged his weary and bruised body along to
where Emily sat by the still unconscious Pasty-face, his discarded pis-
tol in her hand. She wavered as the wolf approached her, as though
uncertain yet as to whether he was friend or foe.

Time was short. With the machine gun dead, Fergus and his com-
panions would be invading the Temple at any minute. Wolf hur-
riedly nosed about and found the planchette of the Ouija board.
He pushed the heart-shaped bit of wood onto the board and began
to shove it around with his paw.

Emily watched, intent and puzzled. “A,” she said aloud. “B—S—"

Wolf finished the word and edged around so that he stood directly
beside one of the ceremonial robes. “Are you trying to say some-
thing?” Emily frowned.

Wolf wagged his tail in vehement affirmation and began again.

“A—" Emily repeated. “B—S—A—R—"

He could already hear approaching footsteps.

“ _K—A—What on earth does that mean? Absarka . . .”

Ex-professor Wolfe Wolf hastily wrapped his naked human body
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in the cloak of the Dark Truth. Before either he or Emily knew
quite what was happening, he had folded her in his arms, kissed her
in a most thorough expression of gratitude, and fainted.

Even Wolf’s human nose could tell, when he awakened, that he was
in a hospital. His body was still limp and exhausted. The bare patch
on his neck, where the policeman had pulled out the hair, still
stung, and there was a lump where the butt of the automatic had
connected. His tail, or where his tail had been, sent twinges
through him if he moved. But the sheets were cool and he was at
rest and Emily was safe.

“I don’t know how you got in there, Mr. Wolf, or what you did;
but I want you to know you’ve done your country a signal service.”
It was the moonfaced giant speaking.

Fergus O’Breen was sitting beside the bed, too. “Congratulations,
Wolf. And I don’t know if the doctor would approve, but here.”

Wolfe Wolf drank the whiskey gratefully and looked a question at
the huge man.

“This is Moon Lafferty,” said Fergus. “F.B.I. man. He’s been helping
me track down this ring of spies ever since I first got wind of them.”

“You got them—all?” Wolf asked. “Picked up Fearing and Garton
at the hotel,” Lafferty rumbled.

“Buthow . ..I thought...”

“You thought we were out for you?” Fergus answered. “That was
Garton’s idea, but I didn’t quite tumble. You see, I'd already talked
to your secretary. I knew it was Fearing she’d wanted to see. And
when I asked around about Fearing, and learned of the Temple
and the defense researches of some of its members, the whole pic-
ture cleared up.”

“Wonderful work, Mr. Wolf,” said Lafferty. “Any time we can do
anything for you ... And how you got into that machine-gun
turret . . . Well, O’Breen, I'll see you later. Got to check up on the
rest of this round-up. Pleasant convalescence to you, Wolf.”

Fergus waited until the G-man had left the room. Then he
leaned over the bed and asked confidentially, “How about it, Wolf?
Going back to your acting career?”

Wolf gasped. “What acting career?”

“Still going to play Tookah? If Metropolis makes Fangs with Miss
Garton in a Federal prison.”

Wolf fumbled for words. “What sort of nonsense . . .”

“Come on, Wolf. It’s pretty clear I know that much. Might as well
tell me the whole story.”

Stll dazed, Wolf told it. “But how did you know it?” he con-
cluded.
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Fergus grinned. “Look, Dorothy Sayers said some place that in a
detective story the supernatural may be introduced only to be dis-
pelled. Sure, that’s swell. Only in real life there come times when it
won’t be dispelled. And this was one. There was too much. There
were your eyebrows and fingers, there were the obviously real magi-
cal powers of your friend, there were the tricks which no dog could
possibly do without signals, there was the way the other dogs whim-
pered and cringed . . . 'm pretty hard-headed, Wolf, but I'm Irish.
I'll string along only so far with the materialistic, but too much
coincidence is too much.”

“Fearing believed it, too,” Wolf reflected. “But one thing that
worries me—if they used a silver bullet on me once, why were all
the rest of them lead? Why was I safe from then on?”

“Well,” said Fergus, “I'll tell you. Because it wasn’t ‘they’ who
fired the silver bullet. You see, Wolf, up till the last minute I thought
you were on ‘their’ side. I, somehow, didn’t associate good will with
a werewolf. So I got a mold from a gunsmith and paid a visit to a
jeweler and . . . 'm glad I missed,” he added sincerely.

“You're glad!”

“But look. Previous question stands. Are you going back to act-
ing? Because if not, I've got a suggestion.”

“Which is?”

“You say you fretted about how to be a practical, commercial
werewolf. All right. You're strong and fast. You can terrify people
even to committing suicide. You can overhear conversations that no
human being could get in on. You’re invulnerable to bullets. Can
you tell me better qualifications for a G-man?”

Wolf goggled. “Me? A G-man?”

“Moon’s been telling me how badly they need new men. They’ve
changed the qualifications lately so that your language knowledge’ll
do instead of the law or accounting they used to require. And, after
what you did today, there won’t be any trouble about a little acade-
mic scandal in your past. Moon’s pretty sold on you.”

Wolf was speechless. Only three days ago he had been in torment
because he was not an actor or a G-man. Now . . .

“Think it over,” said Fergus.

“T will. Indeed I will. Oh, and one other thing. Has there been
any trace of Ozzy?”

“Nary a sign.”

“I like that man. I've got to try to find him and . . .”

“If he’s the magician I think he is, he’s staying up there only
because he decided he likes it.”

“I don’t know. Magic’s tricky. Heaven knows I've learned that.
I’m going to do all I can for that fringe-bearded old colleague.”
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“Wish you luck. Shall I send in your other guest?”

“Who’s that?”

“Your secretary. Here on business, no doubt.”

Fergus disappeared discreetly as he admitted Emily. She walked
over to the bed and took Wolf’s hand. His eyes drank in her quiet,
charming simplicity, and his mind wondered what freak of belated
adolescence had made him succumb to the blatant glamour of
Gloria.

They were silent for a long time. Then at once they both said,
“How can I thank you? You saved my life.”

Wolf laughed. “Let’s not argue. Let’s say we saved our life.”

“You mean that?” Emily asked gravely.

Wolf pressed her hand. “Aren’t you tired of being an office wife?”

In the bazaar of Darjeeling, Chulundra Lingasuta stared at his rope
in numb amazement. Young Ali had climbed up only five minutes
ago, but now as he descended he was a hundred pounds heavier
and wore a curious fringe of beard.
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JUST WHEN THE IDEA OCCURRED TO HER THAT SHE WAS BEING MURDERED
she could not tell. There had been little subtle signs, little suspi-
cions for the past month; things as deep as sea tides in her, like
looking at a perfectly calm stretch of tropic water, wanting to bathe
in it and finding, just as the tide takes your body, that monsters
dwell just under the surface, things unseen, bloated, many-amed,
sharp-finned, malignant, and inescapable.

A room floated around her in an effluvium of hysteria. Sharp
instruments hovered, and there were voices and people in sterile
white masks.

My name, she thought, what is it?

Alice Leiber. It came to her. David Leiber’s wife. But it gave her
no comfort. She was alone with these silent, whispering white peo-
ple and there was great pain and nausea and death-fear in her.

I am being murdered before their eyes. These doctors, these
nurses, don’t realize what hidden thing has happened to me. David
doesn’t know. Nobody knows except me and—the killer, the little
murderer, the small assassin.

I am dying and I can’t tell them now. They’d laugh and call me
one in delirium. They’ll see the murderer and hold him and never
think him responsible for my death. But here I am, in front of God
and man, dying, no one to believe my story, everyone to doubt me,
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comfort me with lies, bury me in ignorance, mourn me, and salvage
my destroyer.

Where is David? she wondered. In the waiting room, smoking
one cigarette after another, listening to the long tickings of the very
slow clock?

Sweat exploded from all of her body at once, and with it an ago-
nized cry. Now. Now! Try and kill me, she screamed. Try, try, but I
won’t die! I won’t!

There was a hollowness. A vacuum. Suddenly the pain fell away.
Exhaustion, and dusk came around. It was over. Oh, God! She
plummeted down and struck a black nothingness which gave way to
nothingness and nothingness and another and still another. . . .

Footsteps. Gentle, approaching footsteps.

Far away, a voice said, “She’s asleep. Don’t disturb her.”

An odor of tweeds, a pipe, a certain shaving lotion. David was stand-
ing over her. And beyond him the immaculate smell of Dr. Jeffers.

She did not open her eyes. “I'm awake,” she said quietly. It was a
surprise, a relief, to be able to speak, not to be dead.

“Alice,” someone said, and it was David beyond her closed eyes,
holding her tired hands. ‘

Would you like to meet the murderer, David? she thought. I hear
your voice asking to see him, so there’s nothing but for me to point
him out to you.

David stood over her. She opened her eyes. The room came into
focus. Moving a weak hand, she pulled aside a coverlet.

The murderer looked up at David Leiber with a small, red-faced,
blue-eyed calm. Its eyes were deep and sparkling.

“Why!” cried David Leiber, smiling, “He’s a fine baby!”

Dr. Jeffers was waiting for David Leiber the day he came to take his
wife and new child home. He motioned Leiber to a chair in his office,
gave him a cigar, lit one for himself, sat on the edge of his desk, puff-
ing solemnly for a long moment. Then he cleared his throat, looked
David Leiber straight on, and said, “Your wife doesn’t like her child,
Dave.”

“What!”

“It’s been a hard thing for her. She’ll need a lot of love this next
year. I didn’t say much at the time, but she was hysterical in the
delivery room. The strange things she said—I won’t repeat them.
All T’ say is that she feels alien to the child. Now, this may simply be
a thing we can clear up with one or two questions.” He sucked on
his cigar another moment, then said, “Is this child a ‘wanted’ child,
Daver”
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“Why do you ask?”

“It’s vital.”

“Yes, Yes, it is a ‘wanted’ child. We planned it together. Alice was
so happy, a year ago, when—"

‘Mmmm-—that makes it more difficult. Because if the child was
unplanned, it would be a simple case of a woman hating the idea of
motherhood. That doesn’t fit Alice.” Dr. Jeffers took his cigar from
his lips, rubbed his hand across his jaw. “It must be something else,
then. Perhaps something buried in her childhood that’s coming
out now. Or it might be the simple temporary doubt and distrust of
any mother who’s gone through the unusual pain and near death
that Alice has. If so, then a little time should heal that. I thoughtI'd
tell you, though, Dave. It’ll help you be easy and tolerant with her if
she says anything about—well—about wishing the child had been
born dead. And if things don’t go well, the three of you drop in on
me. I'm always glad to see old friends, eh? Here, take another cigar
along for—ah—for the baby.”

It was a bright spring afternoon. Their car hummed along wide,
tree-lined boulevards. Blue sky, flowers, a warm wind. Dave talked a
lot, lit his cigar, talked some more. Alice answered directly, softly,
relaxing a bit more as the trip progressed. But she held the baby
not tightly or warmly or motherly enough to satisfy the queer ache
in Dave’s mind. She seemed to be merely carrying a porcelain fig-
urine.

“Well,” he said at last, smiling. “What’ll we name him?”

Alice Leiber watched green trees slide by. “Let’s not decide yet.
I'd rather wait until we get an exceptional name for him. Don’t
blow smoke in his face.” Her sentences ran together with no change
of tone. The last statement held no motherly reproof, no interest,
no irritation. She just mouthed it and it was said.

The husband, disquieted, dropped the cigar from the window. -
“Sorry,” he said.

The baby rested in the crook of his mother’s arm, shadows of sun
and trees changing his face. His blue eyes opened like fresh blue
spring flowers. Moist noises came from the tiny pink, elastic mouth.

Alice gave her baby a quick glance. Her husband felt her shiver
against him.

“Cold?” he asked.

“A chill. Better raise the window, David.”

It was more than a chill. He rolled the window slowly up.

Suppertime.
Dave had brought the child from the nursery, propped him at a
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tiny, bewildered angle, supported by many pillows, in a newly pur-
chased high chair.

Alice watched her knife and fork move. “He’s not high-chair
size,” she said.

“Fun having him here, anyway,” said Dave, feeling fine. “Every-
thing’s fun. At the office too. Orders up to my nose. If I don’t watch
myself I'll make another fifteen thousand this year. Hey, look at
Junior, will you? Drooling all down his chin!” He reached over to
wipe the baby’s mouth with his napkin. From the corner of his eye
he realized that Alice wasn’t even watching. He finished the job.

“[ guess it wasn’t very interesting,” he said, back again at his food.
“But one would think a mother’d take some interest in her own
child!”

Alice jerked her chin up. “Don’t speak that way! Not in front of
him! Later, if you must.” ‘

“Later?” he cried. “In front of, in back of, what’s the difference?”
He quieted suddenly, swallowed, was sorry. “All right. Okay. I know
how it is.”

After dinner she let him carry the baby upstairs. She didn’t tell
him to; she let him.

Coming down, he found her standing by the radio, listening to
music she didn’t hear. Her eyes were closed, her whole attitude one
of wondering, self-questioning. She started when he appeared.

Suddenly she was at him, against him, soft, quick; the same. Her
lips found him, kept him. He was stunned. Now that the baby was
gone, upstairs, out of the room, she began to breathe again, live
again. She was free. She was whispering, rapidly, endlessly.

“Thank you, thank you, darling. For being yourself, always.
Dependable, so very dependable!”

He had to laugh. “My father told me, ‘Son, provide for your family!"”

Wearily, she rested her dark, shining hair against his neck.

“You've overdone it. Sometimes I wish we were just the way we
were when we were first married. No responsibilities, nothing but
ourselves. No—no babies.”

She crushed his hand in hers, a supernatural whiteness in her
face.

“Oh, Dave, once it was just you and me. We protected each other,
and now we protect the baby, but get no protection from it. Do you
understand? Lying in the hospital I had time to think a lot of
things. The world is evil—"

“Is it?”

“Yes. It is. But laws protect us from it. And when there aren’t laws,
then love does the protecting. You're protected from my hurting
you, by my love. You're vulnerable to me, of all people, but love
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shields you. I feel no fear of you, because love cushions all your irri-
tations, unnatural instincts, hatreds, and immaturities. But—what
about the baby? It’s too young to know love, or a law of love, or any-
thing, until we teach it. And in the meantime we’re vulnerable to it.”

“Vulnerable to a baby?” He held her away and laughed gently.

“Does a baby know the difference between right and wrong?” she
asked.

“No. But it’ll learn.”

“But a baby is so new, so amoral, so consciencefree.” She
stopped. Her arms dropped from him and she turned swiftly.

“That noise? What was it?”

Leiber looked around the room. “I didn’t hear—”

She stared at the library door. “In there,” she said slowly.

Leiber crossed the room, opened the door, and switched the
library lights on and off. “Not a thing.” He came back to her.
“You’re worn out. To bed with you—right now.”

Turning out the lights together they walked slowly up the sound-
less hall stairs, not speaking. At the top she apologized. “My wild
talk, darling. Forgive me. I'm exhausted.”

He understood, and said so.

She paused, undecided, by the nursery door. Then she fingered
the brass knob sharply, walked in. He watched her approach the
crib much too carefully, look down, and stiffen as if she’d been
struck in the face. “David!”

Leiber stepped forward, reached the crib.

The baby’s face was bright red and very moist; his small pink
mouth opened and shut, opened and shut; his eyes were a fiery
blue. His hands flew about in the air.

“Oh,” said Dave, “he’s Jjust been crying.”

“Has he?” Alice Leiber seized the crib railing to balance herself.
“I didn’t hear him.”

“The door was closed.”

“Is that why he breathes so hard, why his face is red?”

“Sure. Poor little guy. Crying all alone in the dark. He can sleep
in our room tonight, just in case he cries.”

“You’ll spoil him,” his wife said.

Leiber felt her eyes follow as he rolled the crib into their bed-
room. He undressed silently, sat on the edge of the bed. Suddenly
he lifted his head, swore under his breath, snapped his fingers.
“Damn it! Forgot to tell you. I must fly to Chicago Friday.”

“Oh, David.” Her voice was lost in the room.

“T've put this trip off for two months, and now it’s so critical I Jjust
have to go.”

“I'm afraid to be alone.”

s
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“We’ll have the new cook by Fnday She’ll be here all the time.
I'll only be gone a few days.”

“I'm afraid. I don’t know of what. You wouldn’t believe me if I
told you. I guess I'm crazy.”

He was in bed now. She darkened the room; he heard her walk
around the bed, throw back the cover, slide in. He smelled the
warm woman-smell of her next to him. He said, “If you want me to
wait a few days, perhaps I could—"

“No,” she said, unconvinced. “You go. I know it’s important. It’s
just that I keep thinking about what I told you. Laws and love and
protection. Love protects you from me. But the baby—" She took a
breath. “What protects you from him, David?”

Before he could answer, before he could tell her how silly it was,
speaking of infants, she switched on the bed light abruptly.

“Look,” she said, pointing.

The baby lay wide-awake in its crib, staring straight at him, with
deep, sharp blue eyes.

The lights went out again. She trembled against him.

“It’s not nice being afraid of the thing you birthed.” Her whisper
lowered, became harsh, fierce, swift. “He tried to kill me! He lies
there, listens to us talking, waiting for you to go away so he can try
to kill me again! I swear it!” Sobs broke from her.

“Please,” he kept saying, soothing her. “Stop it, stop it. Please.”

She cried in the dark for a long time. Very late she relaxed, shak-
ingly, against him. Her breathing came soft, warm, regular, her
body twitched its worn reflexes, and she slept.

He drowsed.

And just before his eyes lidded wearily down, sinking him into
deeper and deeper tides, he heard a strange little sound of aware-
ness and awakeness in the room.

The sound of small, moist, pinkly elastic lips.

The baby.

And then—sleep.

In the morning the sun blazed. Alice smiled.

David Leiber dangled his watch over the crib. “See, baby? Some-
thing bright. Something pretty. Sure. Sure. Something bright.
Something pretty.”

Alice smiled. She told him to go ahead, fly to Chicago, she’d be
very brave, no need to worry. She’d take care of baby. Oh, yes, she’d

take care of him, all right.

The airplane went east. There was a lot of sky, a lot of sun and
clouds and Chicago running over the horizon. Dave was dropped into
the rush of ordering, planning, banqueting, telephoning, arguing in
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conference. But he wrote letters each day and sent telegrams to Alice
and the baby.

On the evening of his sixth day away from home he received the
long-distance phone call. Los Angeles.

“Alice?”

“No, Dave. This is Jeffers speaking.”

“Doctor!”

“Hold on to yourself, son. Alice is sick. You’d better get the next
plane home. It’s pneumonia. I'll do everything I can, boy. If only it
wasn’t so soon after the baby. She needs strength.”

Leiber dropped the phone into its cradle. He got up, with no feet
under him, and no hands and no body. The hotel room blurred
and fell apart.

“Alice,” he said, blindly starting for the door.

The propellers spun about, whirled, fluttered, stopped; time and
space were put behind. Under his hand David felt the doorknob
turn, under his feet the floor assumed reality, around him flowed
the walls of a bedroom, and in the late afternoon sunlight Dr.
Jefters stood, turning from a window, as Alice lay waiting in her bed,
something carved from a fall of winter snow. Then Dr. Jeffers was
talking, talking continuously, gently, the sound rising and falling
through the lamplight, a soft flutter, a white murmur of voice.

“You wife’s too good a mother, Dave. She worried more about the
baby than herself. . ..”

Somewhere in the paleness of Alice’s face there was a sudden
constriction that smoothed itself out before it was realized. Then,
slowly, half-smiling, she began to talk, and she talked as a mother
should about this, that, and the other thing, the telling detail, the
minute-by-minute and hour-by-hour report of a mother concerned
with a dollhouse world and the miniature life of that world. But she
could not stop; the spring was wound tight, and her voice rushed
on to anger, fear, and the faintest touch of revulsion, which did not
change Dr. Jeffers’s expression, but caused Dave’s heart to match
the rhythm of this talk that quickened and could not stop:

“The baby wouldn’t sleep. I thought he was sick. He Jjust lay, star-
ing, in his crib, and late at night he’d cry. So loud, he’d cry, and
he’d cry all night and all night. I couldn’t quiet him, and I couldn’t
rest.”

Dr. Jeffers’s head nodded slowly, slowly. “Tired herself right into
pneumonia. But she’s full of sulfa now and on the safe side of the
whole damn thing.”

David felt ill. “The baby, what about the baby?”

“Fit as a fiddle; cock of the walk!”
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“Thanks, Doctor.”

The doctor walked off away and down the stairs, opened the
front door faintly, and was gone.

“David!”

He turned to her frightened whisper.

“It was the baby again.” She clutched his hand. “I try to lie to
myself and say that I'm a fool, but the baby knew I was weak from
the hospital, so he cried all night every night, and when he wasn’t
crying he’d be much too quiet. I knew if I switched on the light
he’d be there, staring up at me.”

David felt his body close in on itself like a fist. He remembered
seeing the baby, feeling the baby, awake in the dark, awake very late
at night when babies should be asleep. Awake and lying there, silent
as thought, not crying, but watching from its crib. He thrust the
thought aside. It was insane.’

Alice went on. “I was going to kill the baby. Yes, I was. When
you’d been gone only a day on your trip I went to his room and put
my hands about his neck; and I stood there, for a long time, think-
ing, afraid. Then I put the covers up over his face and turned him
over on his face and pressed him down and left him that way and
ran out of the room.

He tried to stop her.

“No, let me finish,” she said hoarsely, looking at the wall. “When I
left his room I thought, It’s simple. Babies smother every day. No
one’ll ever know. But when I came back to see him dead, David, he
was alive! Yes, alive, turned over on his back, alive and smiling and
breathing. And I couldn’t touch him again after that. I left him
there and I didn’t come back, not to feed him or look at him or do
anything. Perhaps the cook tended to him. I don’t know. All I know
is that his crying kept me awake, and I thought all through the
night, and walked around the rooms, and now I'm sick.” She was
almost finished now. “The baby lies there and thinks of ways to kill
me. Simple ways. Because he knows I know so much about him. I
have no love for him; there is no protection between us; there never
will be.”

She was through. She collapsed inward on herself and finally
slept. David Leiber stood for a long time over her, not able to move.
His blood was frozen in his body; not a cell stirred anywhere, any-
where at all.

The next morning there was only one thing to do. He did it.

He walked into Dr. Jeffers’s office and told him the whole thing,
and listened to Jeffers’s tolerant replies:

“Let’s take this thing slowly, son. It’s quite natural for mothers to
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hate their children, sometimes. We have a label for it-——ambiva-
lence. The ability to hate while loving. Lovers hate each other, fre-
quently. Children detest their mothers—"

Leiber interrupted. “I never hated my mother.”

“You won’t admit it, naturally. People don’t enjoy admitting
hatred for their loved ones.”

“So Alice hates her baby.”

“Better say she has an obsession. She’s gone a step further than
plain, ordinary ambivalence. A cesarean operation brought the
child into the world and almost took Alice out of it. She blames the
child for her near death and her pneumonia. She’s projecting her
troubles, blaming them on the handiest object she can use as a
source of blame. We all do it. We stumble into a chair and curse the
furniture, not our own clumsiness. We miss a golf stroke and damn
the turf or our club, or the make of ball. If our business fails we
blame the gods, the weather, our luck. All I can tell you is what I
told you before. Love her. Finest medicine in the world. Find little
ways of showing your affection, give her security. Find ways of show-
ing her how harmless and innocent the child is. Make her feel that
the baby was worth the risk. After a while, she’ll settle down, forget
about death, and begin to love the child. If she doesn’t come
around in the next month or so, ask me. I'll recommend a good
psychiatrist. Go on along now, and take that look off your face.”

When summer came, things seemed to settle, become easier. Dave
worked, immersed himself in office detail, but found much time for
his wife. She in turn took long walks, gained strength, played an
occasional light game of badminton. She rarely burst out anymore.
She seemed to have rid herself of her fears.

Except on one certain midnight when a sudden summer wind
swept around the house, warm and swift, shaking the trees like so
many shining tambourines. Alice wakened, trembling, and slid over
into her husband’s arms, and let him console her and ask her what
was wrong.

She said, “Something’s here in the room, watching us.”

He switched on the light. “Dreaming again,” he said. “You’re bet-
ter, though. Haven’t been troubled for a long time.”

She sighed as he clicked off the light again, and suddenly she
slept. Her held her, considering what a sweet, weird creature she
was, for about half an hour,

He heard the bedroom door sway open a few inches.

There was nobody at the door. No reason for it to come open.
The wind had died.

He waited. It seemed like an hour he lay silently in the dark.
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Then, far away, wailing like some small meteor dying in the vast
inky gulf of space, the baby began to cry in his nursery.

It was a small, lonely sound in the middle of the stars and the
dark and the breathing of this woman in his arms and the wind
beginning to sweep through the trees again.

Leiber counted to one hundred slowly. The crying continued.

Carefully disengaging Alice’s arm he slipped from bed, put on
his slippers, robe, and moved quietly from the room.

He’d go downstairs, he thought, fix some warm milk, bring it up,
and—

The blackness dropped out from under him. His foot slipped
and plunged. Slipped on something soft. Plunged into nothing-
ness.

He thrust his hands out, caught frantically at the railing. His
body stopped falling. He held. He cursed.

The “something soft” that had caused his feet to slip rustled and
thumped down a few steps. His head rang. His heart hammered at
the base of his throat, thick and shot with pain.

Why do careless people leave things strewn about a house? He
groped carefully with his fingers for the object that had almost
spilled him headlong down the stairs.

His hand froze, startled. His breath went in. His heart held one
or two beats.

The thing he held in his hand was a toy. A large, cumbersome
patchwork doll he had bought as a joke, for— '

For the baby.

Alice drove him to work the next day.

She slowed the car halfway downtown, pulled to the curb, and
stopped it. Then she turned on the seat and looked at her husband.

“l want to go away on a vacation. I don’t know if you can make it
now, darling, but if not, please let me go alone. We can get some-
one to take care of the baby, I'm sure. But I just have to get away. I
thought I was growing out of this—this feeling. But I haven’t. I can’t
stand being in the room with him. He looks up at me as if he hates
me too. I can’t put my finger on it; all I know is I want to get away
before something happens.”

He got out on his side of the car, came around, motioned to her
to move over, got in. “The only thing you're going to do is see a
good psychiatrist. And if he suggests a vacation, well, okay. But this
can’t go on; my stomach’s in knots all the time.” He started the car.
“I’ll drive the rest of the way.”

Her head was down; she was trying to keep back tears. She looked
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up when they reached his office building. “All right. Make the
appointment. I'll go talk to anyone you want, David.”

He kissed her. “Now you’re talking sense, lady. Think you can
drive home okay?”

“Of course, silly.”

“See you at supper, then. Drive carefully.”

“Don’t I always? Bye.”

He stood on the curb, watching her drive off, the wind taking
hold of her long, dark, shining hair. Upstairs, a minute later, he
phone Jeffers and arranged an appointment with a reliable neuro-
psychiatrist.

The day’s work went uneasily. Things fogged over, and in the fog
he kept seeing Alice lost and calling his name. So much of her fear
had come over to him. She actually had him convinced that the
child was in some ways not quite natural.

He dictated long, uninspired letters. He checked some ship-
ments downstairs. Assistants had to be questioned and kept going.
At the end of the day he was exhausted, his head throbbed, and he
was very glad to go home.

On the way down in the elevator he wondered, What if I told
Alice about the toy—that patchwork doll—I slipped on on the stairs
last night? Lord, wouldn’t that back her off? No, I won't ever tell
her. Accidents are, after all, accidents.

Daylight lingered in the sky as he drove home in a taxi. In front
of the house he paid the driver and walked stowly up the concrete
walk, enjoying the light that was still in the sky and the trees. The
white colonial front of the house looked unnaturally silent and
uninhabited, and then he remembered this was Thursday and the
hired help they were able to obtain from time to time were all gone
for the day.

He took a deep breath of air. A bird sang behind the house.
Traffic moved on the boulevard a block away. He twisted the key in
the door. The knob turned under his fingers, oiled, silent.

The door opened. He stepped in, put his hat on the chair with
his briefcase, started to shrug out of his coat, when he looked up.

Late sunlight streamed down the stairwell from the window near
the top of the hall. Where the sunlight touched it took on the bright
color of the patchwork doll sprawled at the bottom of the stairs.

But he paid no attention to the toy.

He could only look, and not move, and look again at Alice.

Alice lay in a broken, grotesque, pallid gesturing and angling of
her thin body at the bottom of the stairs, like a crumpled doll that
doesn’t want to play anymore, ever.
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Alice was dead.

The house remained quiet, except for the sound of his heart.

She was dead.

He held her head in his hands, he felt her fingers. He held her
body. But she wouldn’t live. She wouldn’t even try to live. He said
her name, out loud, many times, and he tried, once again, by hold-
ing her to him, to give her back some of the warmth she had lost,
but that didn’t help.

He stood up. He must have made a phone call. He didn’t remem-
ber. He found himself suddenly upstairs. He opened the nursery
door and walked inside and stared blankly at the crib. His stomach
was sick. He couldn’t see very well.

The baby’s eyes were closed, but his face was red, moist with per-
spiration, as if he’d been crying long and hard.

“She’s dead,” said Leiber to the baby. “She’s dead.”

Then he started laughing low and soft and continuously for a
long time until Dr. Jeffers walked in out of the night and slapped
him again and again across his face.

“Snap out of it! Pull yourself together!”

“She fell down the stairs, Doctor. She tripped on a patchwork
doll and fell. I almost slipped on it the other night myself. And
now—"

The doctor shook him.

“Doc, Doc, Doc,” said Dave hazily. “Funny thing. Funny, I—I
finally thought of a name for the baby.”

The doctor said nothing.

Leiber put his head back in his trembling hands and spoke the
words. “I’m going to have him christened next Sunday. Know what
name I’m giving him? I'm going to call him Lucifer.”

It was eleven at night. A lot of strange people had come and gone
through the house, taking the essential flame with them—Alice.

David Leiber sat across from the doctor in the library.

“Alice wasn’t crazy,” he said slowly. “She had good reason to fear
the baby.”

Jeffers exhaled. “Don’t follow after her! She blamed the child for
her sickness, now you blame it for her death. She stumbled on a toy,
remember that. You can’t blame the child.”

“You mean Lucifer?”

“Stop calling him that!”

Leiber shook his head. “Alice heard things at night, moving in
the halls. You want to know what made those noises, Doctor? They
were made by the baby. Four months old, moving in the dark, lis-
tening to us talk. Listening to every word!” He held to the sides of
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the chair. “And if I turned the lights on, a baby is so small. It can
hide behind furniture, a door, against a wall—below eye level.”

“‘I'want you to stop this!” said Jeffers.

“Let me say what I think or I'll go crazy. When I went to Chicago,
who was it kept Alice awake, tiring her into pneumonia? The
baby! And when Alice didn’t die, then he tried killing me. It was sim-
ple; leave a toy on the stairs, cry in the night until your father goes
downstairs to fetch your milk and stumbles. A crude trick, but effec-
tive. It didn’t get me. But it killed Alice dead.”

David Leiber stopped long enough to light a cigarette. “I should
have caught on. I'd turn on the lights in the middle of the night,
many nights, and the baby’d be lying there, eyes wide. Most babies
sleep all the time. Not this one. He stayed awake, thinking.”

“Babies don’t think.”

“He stayed awake doing whatever he could do with his brain,
then. What in hell do we know about a baby’s mind? He had every
reason to hate Alice; she suspected him for what he was—certainly
not a normal child. Something—different. What do you know of
babies, Doctor? The general run, yes. You know, of course, how
babies kill their mothers at birth. Why? Could it be resentment at
being forced into a lousy world like this one?”

Leiber leaned toward the doctor tiredly. “It all ties up. Suppose
that a few babies out of all the millions born are instantaneously
able to move, see, hear, think, like many animals and insects can.
Insects are born selfsufficient. In a few weeks most mammals and
birds adjust. But children take years to speak and to learn to stum-
ble around on their weak legs.

“But suppose one child in a billion is—strange? Born perfectly
aware, able to think, instinctively. Wouldn’t it be a perfect setup, a
perfect blind for anything the baby might want to do? He could
pretend to be ordinary, weak, crying, ignorant. With just a little
expenditure of energy he could crawl about a darkened house, lis-
tening. And how easy to place obstacles at the top of stairs. How
easy to cry all night and tire a mother into pneumonia. How easy,
right at birth, to be so close to the mother that a few deft maneuvers
might cause peritonitis!”

“For God’s sake!” Jeffers was on his feet. “That’s a repulsive thing
to say!”

“It’s a repulsive thing I'm speaking of. How many mothers have
died at the birth of their children? How many have suckled strange
little improbabilities who cause death one way or another? Strange,
red little creatures with brains that work in a bloody darkness we can’t
even guess at. Elemental little brains, warm with racial memory,
hatred, and raw cruelty, with no more thought than self-preservation.
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And self-preservation in this case consisted of eliminating a mother
who realized what a horror she had birthed. I ask you, Doctor, what is
there in the world more selfish than a baby? Nothing!”

Jeffers scowled and shook his head helplessly.

Leiber dropped his cigarette down. “I'm not claiming any great
strength for the child. Just enough to crawl around a little, a few
months ahead of schedule. Just enough to listen all the time. Just
enough to cry late at night. That’s enough, more than enough.”

Jeffers tried ridicule. “Call it murder, then. But murder must be
motivated. What motive had the child?”

Leiber was ready with the answer. “What is more at peace, more
dreamfully content, at ease, at rest, fed, comforted, unbothered,
than an unborn child? Nothing. It floats in a sleepy, timeless wonder
of nourishment and silence. Then suddenly it is asked to give up its
berth, is forced to vacate, rushed out into a noisy, uncaring, selfish
world where it is asked to shift for itself, to hunt, to feed from the
hunting, to seek after a vanishing love that once was its unquestion-
able right, to meet confusion instead of inner silence and conserva-
tive slumber! And the child resents it! Resents the cold air, the huge
spaces, the sudden departure from familiar things. And in the tiny
filament of brain the only thing the child knows is selfishness and
hatred because the spell has been rudely shattered. Who is responsi-
ble for this disenchantment, this rude breaking of the spell? The
mother. So here the new child has someone to hate with all its
unreasoning mind. The mother has cast it out, rejected it. And the
father is no better; kill him too! He’s responsible in Ais way!”

Jeffers interrupted. “If what you say is true, then every woman in
the world would have to look on her baby as something to dread,
something to wonder about.”

“And why not? Hasn’t the child a perfect alibi? A thousand years
of accepted medical belief protects him. By all natural accounts he
is helpless, not responsible. The child is born hating. And things
grow worse instead of better. At first the baby gets a certain amount
of attention and mothering. But then as time passes, things change.
When very new, a baby has the power to make parents do silly
things when it cries or sneezes, jump when it makes a noise. As the
years pass, the baby feels even that small power slip rapidly, forever
away, never to return. Why shouldn’t it grasp all the power it can
have? Why shouldn’t it jockey for position while it has all the advan-
tages? In later years it would be too late to express its hatred. Now
would be the time to strike.”

Leiber’s voice was very soft, very low.

“My little boy baby, lying in his crib nights, his face moist and red
and out of breath. From crying? No. From climbing slowly out of
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his crib, from crawling long distances through darkened hallways.
My little boy baby. I want to kill him.”

The doctor handed him a water glass and some pills. “You're not
killing anyone. You’re going to sleep for twenty-four hours. Sleep’ll
change your mind. Take this.”

Leiber drank down the pills and let himself be led upstairs to his
bedroom, crying, and felt himself being put to bed. The doctor
waited until he was moving into sleep, then left the house.

Leiber, alone, drifted down, down.

He heard a noise. “What’s—what’s that?” he demanded feebly.

Something moved in the hall.

David Leiber slept.

Very early the next morning Dr. Jeffers drove up to the house. It was
a good morning, and he was here to drive Leiber to the country for
a rest. Leiber would still be asleep upstairs. Jeffers had given him
enough sedative to knock him out for at least fifteen hours.

He rang the doorbell. No answer. The servants were probably not
up. Jeffers tried the front door, found it open, stepped in. He put
his medical kit on the nearest chair.

Something white moved out of sight at the top of the stairs. Just a
suggestion of a movement. Jeffers hardly noticed it.

The smell of gas was in the house.

Jetfers ran upstairs, crashed into Leiber’s bedroom.

Leiber lay motionless on the bed, and the room billowed with
gas, which hissed from a released jet at the base of the wall near the
door. Jeffers twisted it off, then forced up all the windows and ran
back to Leiber’s body.

The body was cold. It had been dead quite a few hours.

Coughing violently, the doctor hurried from the room, eyes water-
ing. Leiber hadn’t turned on the gas himself. He couldn t have. Those
sedatives had knocked him out, he wouldn’t have wakened until
noon. It wasn’t suicide. Or was there the faintest possibility?

Jeffers stood in the hall for five minutes. Then he walked to the
door of the nursery. It was shut. He opened it. He walked inside
and to the crib.

- The crib was empty.

He stood swaying by the crib for half a minute, then he said
something to nobody in particular.

“The nursery door blew shut. You couldn’t get back into your
crib where it was safe. You didn’t plan on the door blowing shut. A
litle thing like a slammed door can ruin the best of plans. I'li find
you somewhere in the house, hiding, pretending to be something
you are not.” The doctor looked dazed. He put his hand to his head

.
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and smiled palely. “Now I'm talking like Alice and David talked. But
I can’t take any chances. I'm not sure of anything, but I can’t take
chances.”

He walked downstairs, opened his medical bag on the chair, took
something out of it, and held it in his hands.

Something rustled down the hall. Something very small and very
quiet. Jeffers turned rapidly.

I had to operate to bring you into this world, he thought. Now I
guess I can operate to take you out of it. . ..

He took half a dozen slow, sure steps forward into the hall. He
raised his hand into the sunlight.

“See, baby! Something bright—something pretty!”

A scalpel.




The Lottery

Shirley Jackson

Shirley Jackson (1919-1965) attended Syracuse University before turning to
writing and creating such classic novels as The Haunting of Hill House
and We Have Always Lived in the Castle. Her fiction combines the bleak
trappings of gothic literature with a thorough examination of the dark
nature of man, his fear of the unknown, and desperate clinging to rituals
and order. Her work has a timeless quality and reads as well today as it did
when it was first written.

THE MORNING OF JUNE 27TH WAS CLEAR AND SUNNY, WITH THE FRESH
warmth of a full-summer day; the flowers were blossoming profusely
and the grass was richly green. The people of the village began to
gather in the square, between the post office and the bank, around
ten o’clock; in some towns there were so many people that the lot-
tery took two days and had to be started on June 26th, but in this
village, where there were only about three hundred people, the
whole lottery took less than two hours, so it could begin at ten
o’clock in the morning and still be through in time to allow the vil-
lagers to get home for noon dinner.

The children assembled first, of course. School was recently over
for the summer, and the feeling of liberty sat uneasily on most of
them; they tended to gather together quietly for a while before they
broke into boisterous play, and their talk was still of the classroom
and the teacher, of books and reprimands. Bobby Martin had already
stuffed his pockets full of stones, and the other boys soon followed
his example, selecting the smoothest and roundest stones; Bobby and
Harry Jones and Dickie Delacroix—the villagers pronounced this
name “Dellacroy”™—eventually made a great pile of stones in one cor-
ner of the square and guarded it against the raids of the other boys.
The girls stood aside, talking among themselves, looking over their
shoulders at the boys, and the very small children rolled in the dust
or clung to the hands of their older brothers or sisters.

Soon the men began to gather, surveying their own children,
speaking of planting and rain, tractors and taxes. They stood
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together, away from the pile of stones in the corner, and their jokes
were quiet and they smiled rather than laughed. The women, wear-
ing faded house dresses and sweaters, came shortly after their men-
folk. They greeted one another and exchanged bits of gossip as
they went to join their husbands. Soon the women, standing by
their husbands, began to call to their children, and the children
came reluctantly, having to be called four or five times. Bobby
Martin ducked under his mother’s grasping hand and ran, laugh-
ing, back to the pile of stones. His father spoke up sharply, and
Bobby came quickly and took his place between his father and his
oldest brother. ‘

The lottery was conducted—as were the square dances, the
teenage club, the Halloween program—by Mr. Summers, who had
time and energy to devote to civic activities. He was a round-faced,
jovial man and he ran the coal business, and people were sorry for
him, because he had no children and his wife was a scold. When he
arrived in the square, carrying the black wooden box, there was a
murmur of conversation among the villagers, and he waved and
called, “Little late today, folks.” The postmaster, Mr. Graves, followed
him, carrying a three-legged stool, and the stool was put in the cen-
ter of the square and Mr. Summers set the black box down on it. The
villagers kept their distance, leaving a space between themselves and
the stool, and when Mr. Summers said, “Some of you fellows want to
give me a hand?” there was a hesitation before two men, Mr. Martin
and his oldest son, Baxter, came forward to hold the box steady on
the stool while Mr. Summers stirred up the papers inside it.

The original paraphernalia for the lottery had been lost long
ago, and the black box now resting on the stool had been put into
use even before Old Man Warner, the oldest man in town, was
born. Mr. Summers spoke frequently to the villagers about making
a new box, but no one liked to upset even as much tradition as was
represented by the black box. There was a story that the present
box had been made with some pieces of the box that had preceded
it, the one that had been constructed when the first people settled
down to make a village here. Every year, after the lottery, Mr.
Summers began talking again about a hew box, but every year the
subject was allowed to fade off without anything’s being done. The
black box grew shabbier each year; by now it was no longer com-
pletely black but splintered badly along one side to show the origi-
nal wood color, and in some places faded or stained.

Mr. Martin and his oldest son, Baxter, held the black box securely
on the stool until Mr. Summers had stirred the papers thoroughly
with his hand. Because so much of the ritual had been forgotten or
discarded, Mr. Summers had been successful in having slips of
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paper substituted for the chips of wood that had been used for gen-
erations. Chips of wood, Mr. Summers had argued, had been all
very well when the village was tiny, but now that the population was
more than three hundred and likely to keep on growing, it was nec-
essary to use something that would fit more easily into the black
box. The night before the lottery, Mr. Summers and Mr. Graves
made up the slips of paper and put them in the box, and it was then
taken to the safe of Mr. Summers’s coal company and locked up
until Mr. Summers was ready to take it to the square next morning.
The rest of the year, the box was put away, sometimes one place,
sometimes another; it had spent one year in Mr. Graves’s barn and
another year underfoot in the post office, and sometimes it was set
on a shelf in the Martin grocery and left there.

There was a great deal of fussing to be done before Mr. Summers
declared the lottery open. There were the lists to make up—of
heads of families, heads of households in each family, members of
each household in each family. There was the proper swearing-in of
Mr. Summers by the postmaster, as the official of the lottery; at one
time, some people remembered, there had been a recital of some
sort, performed by the official of the lottery, a perfunctory, tuneless
chant that had been rattled off duly each year; some people
believed that the official of the lottery used to stand just so when he
said or sang it, others believed that he was supposed to walk among
the people, but years and years ago this part of the ritual had been
allowed to lapse. There had been, also, a ritual salute, which the
official of the lottery had had to use in addressing each person who
came up to draw from the box, but this also had changed with time,
until now it was felt necessary only for the official to speak to each
person approaching. Mr. Summers was very good at all this; in his
clean white shirt and blue jeans, with one hand resting carelessly on
the black box, he seemed very proper and important as he talked
interminably to Mr. Graves and the Martins.

Just as Mr. Summers finally left off talking and turned to the assem-
bled villagers, Mrs. Hutchinson came hurriedly along the path to the
square, her sweater thrown over her shoulders, and slid into place in
the back of the crowd. “Clean forgot what day it was,” she said to Mrs.
Delacroix, who stood next to her, and they both laughed softly.
“Thought my old man was out back stacking wood,” Mrs. Hutchinson
went on, “and then I looked out the window and the kids was
gone, and then I remembered it was the twenty-seventh and came
a-running.” She dried her hands on her apron, and Mrs. Delacroix
said, “You’re in time, though. They're still talking away up there.”

Mrs. Hutchinson craned her neck to see through the crowd and
found her husband and children standing near the front. She tapped
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Mrs. Delacroix on the arm as a farewell and began to make her way
through the crowd. The people separated good-humoredly to let her
through; two or three people said, in voices just loud enough to be
heard across the crowd, “Here comes your Missus, Hutchinson,” and
“Bill, she made it after all.” Mrs. Hutchinson reached her husband,
and Mr. Summers, who had been waiting, said cheerfully, “Thought
we were going to have to get on without you, Tessie.” Mrs. Hutchinson
said, grinning, “Wouldn’t have me leave m’dishes in the sink, now,
would you, Joe?” and soft laughter ran through the crowd as the peo-
ple stirred back into position after Mrs. Hutchinson’s arrival.

“Well, now,” Mr. Summers said soberly, “guess we better get
started, get this over with, so’s we can go back to work. Anybody
ain’t here?” ‘

“Dunbar,” several people said. “Dunbar, Dunbar.”

Mr. Summers consulted his list. “Clyde Dunbar,” he said. “That’s
right. He’s broke his leg, hasn’t he? Who’s drawing for him?”

“Me, I guess,” a woman said, and Mr. Summers turned to look at
her. “Wife draws for her husband,” Mr. Summers said. “Don’t you
have a grown boy to do it for you, Janey?” Although Mr. Summers
and everyone else in the village knew the answer perfectly well, it
was the business of the official of the lottery to ask such questions
formally. Mr. Summers waited with an expression of polite interest
while Mrs. Dunbar answered.

“Horace’s not but sixteen yet,” Mrs. Dunbar said regretfully.
“Guess I gotta fill in for the old man this year.”

“Right,” Mr. Summers said. He made a note on the list he was
holding. Then he asked, “Watson boy drawing this year?”

A tall boy in the crowd raised his hand. “Here,” he said. “I’m draw-
ing for m’mother and me.” He blinked his eyes nervously and
ducked his head as several voices in the crowd said things like “Good
fellow, Jack,” and “Glad to see your mother’s got a man to do it.”

“Well,” Mr. Summers said, “guess that’s everyone. Old Man
Warner make it?”

“Here,” a voice said, and Mr. Summers nodded.

A sudden hush fell on the crowd as Mr. Summers cleared his throat
and looked at the list. “All ready?” he called. “Now, I'll read the
names—heads of families first—and the men come up and take a
paper out of the box. Keep the paper folded in your hand without
looking at it until everyone has had a turn. Everything clear?”

The people had done it so many times that they only half listened
to the directions; most of them were quiet, wetting their lips, not
looking around. Then Mr. Summers raised one hand high and
said, “Adams.” A man disengaged himself from the crowd and came
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forward. “Hi, Steve,” Mr. Summers said, and Mr. Adams said, “Hi,
Joe.” They grinned at one another humorlessly and nervously.
Then Mr. Adams reached into the black box and took out a folded
paper. He held it firmly by one corner as he turned and went hastily
back to his place in the crowd, where he stood a little apart from his
family, not looking down at his hand.

“Allen,” Mr. Summers said. “Anderson . . . Bentham.”

“Seems like there’s no time at all between lotteries any more,”
Mrs. Delacroix said to Mrs. Graves in the back row. “Seems like we
got through with the last one only last week.”

“Time sure goes fast,” Mrs. Graves said.

“Clark . . . Delacroix.”

“There goes my old man,” Mrs. Delacroix said. She held her
breath while her husband went forward.

“Dunbar,” Mr. Summers said, and Mrs. Dunbar went steadily to
the box while one of the women said, “Go on, Janey,” and another
said, “There she goes.”

“We're next,” Mrs. Graves said. She watched while Mr. Graves
came around from the side of the box, greeted Mr. Summers
gravely, and selected a slip of paper from the box. By now, all
through the crowd there were men holding the small folded papers
in their large hands, turning them over and over nervously. Mrs.
Dunbar and her two sons stood together, Mrs. Dunbar holding the
slip of paper.

“Harburt . . . Hutchinson.”

“Get up there, Bill,” Mrs. Hutchinson said, and the people near
her laughed.

“Jones.”

“They do say,” Mr. Adams said to Old Man Warner, who stood
next to him, “that over in the north village they’re talking of giving
up the lottery.”

Old Man Warner snorted. “Pack of crazy fools,” he said. “Listening
to the young folks, nothing’s good enough for them. Next thing you
know, they’ll be wanting to go back to living in caves, nobody work
any more, live that way for a while. Used to be a saying about ‘Lottery
in June, corn be heavy soon.” First thing you know, we’d all be eating
stewed chickweed and acorns. There’s always been a lottery,” he
added petulantly. “Bad enough to see young Joe Summers up there
Jjoking with everybody.” \

“Some places have already quit lotteries,” Mrs. Adams said.

“Nothing but trouble in that,” Old Man Warner said stoutly.
“Pack of young fools.” ‘

“Martin.” And Bobby Martin watched his father go forward.
“Overdyke . . . Percy.”
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“I wish they’d hurry,” Mrs. Dunbar said to her older son. “I wish
they’d hurry.”

“They re almost through,” her son said.

“You get ready to run tell Dad,” Mrs. Dunbar said.

Mr. Summers called his own name and then stepped forward
precisely and selected a slip from the box. Then he called,
“Warner.”

“Seventy-seventh year 1 been in the lottery,” Old Man Warner
said as he went through the crowd. “Seventy-seventh time.”

“Watson.” The tall boy came awkwardly through the crowd.
Someone said, “Don’t be nervous, Jack,” and Mr. Summers said,
“Take your time, son.”

“Zanini.”

After that, there was a long pause, a breathless pause, until Mr.
Summers, holding his slip of paper in the air, said, “All right, fel-
lows.” For a minute, no one moved, and then all the slips of paper
were opened. Suddenly, all the women began to speak at once, say-
ing, “Who is it?,” “Who’s got it?,” “Is it the Dunbars?,” “Is it the
Watsons?” Then the voices began to say, “It’s Hutchinson. It’s Bill,”
“Bill Hutchinson’s got it.”

“Go tell your father,” Mrs. Dunbar said to her older son.

People began to look around to see the Hutchinsons. Bill
Hutchinson was standing quiet, staring down at the paper in his
hand. Suddenly, Tessie Hutchinson shouted to Mr. Summers, “You
didn’t give him time enough to take any paper he wanted. I saw
you. It wasn’t fair!”

“Be a good sport, Tessie,” Mrs. Delacroix called, and Mrs. Graves
said, “All of us took the same chance.” '

“Shut up, Tessie,” Bill Hutchinson said.

“Well, everyone,” Mr. Summers said, “that was done pretty fast, and
now we've got to be hurrying a little more to get done in time.” He
consulted his next list. “Bill,” he said, “you draw for the Hutchinson
family. You got any other households in the Hutchinsons?”

“There’s Don and Eva,” Mrs. Hutchinson yelled. “Make them take
their chance!”

“Daughters draw with their husbands’ families, Tessie,” Mr.
Summers said gently. “You know that as well as anyone else.”

“It wasn'’t fair,” Tessie said.

“I guess not, Joe,” Bill Hutchinson said regretfully. “My daughter
draws with her husband’s family, that’s only fair. And I've got no
other family except the kids.”

“Then, as far as drawing for families is concerned, it’s you,” Mr.
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Summers said in explanation, “and as far as drawing for households
is concerned, that’s you, too. Right?”

“Right,” Bill Hutchinson said.

“How many kids, Bill?” Mr. Summers asked formally.

“Three,” Bill Hutchinson said. “There’s Bill, Jr., and Nancy, and
little Dave. And Tessie and me.”

“All right, then,” Mr. Summers said. “Harry, you got their tickets
back?”

Mr. Graves nodded and held up the slips of paper. “Put them in
the box, then,” Mr. Summers directed. “Take Bill’s and putitin.”

“I think we ought to start over,” Mrs. Hutchinson said, as quietly
as she could. ‘T tell you it wasn’t fair You didn’t give him time
enough to choose. Everybody saw that.”

Mr. Graves had selected the five slips and put them in the box,
and he dropped all the papers but those onto the ground, where
the breeze caught them and lifted them off.

“Listen, everybody,” Mrs. Hutchinson was saying to the people
around her.

“Ready, Bill?” Mr. Summers asked, and Bill Hutchinson, with one
quick glance around at his wife and children, nodded.

“Remember,” Mr. Summers said, “take the slips and keep them
folded until each person has taken one. Harry, you help little
Dave.” Mr. Graves took the hand of the little boy, who came will-
ingly with him up to the box. “Take a paper out of the box, Davy,”
Mr. Summers said. Davy put his hand into the box and laughed.
“Take just one paper,” Mr. Summers said. “Harry, you hold it for
him.” Mr. Graves took the child’s hand and removed the folded
paper from the tight fist and held it while little Dave stood next to
him and looked up at him wonderingly.

“Nancy next,” Mr. Summers said. Nancy was twelve, and her school
friends breathed heavily as she went forward, switching her skirt, and
took a slip daintily from the box. “Bill, Jr.,” Mr. Summers said, and
Billy, his face red and his feet overlarge, nearly knocked the box over
as he got a paper out. “Tessie,” Mr. Summers said. She hesitated for a
minute, looking around defiantly, and then set her lips and went up
to the box. She snatched a paper out and held it behind her.

“Bill,” Mr. Summers said, and Bill Hutchinson reached into the
box and felt around, bringing his hand out at last with the slip of
paper in it.

The crowd was quiet. A girl whispered, “I hope it’s not Nancy,”
and the sound of the whisper reached the edges of the crowd.

“It’s not the way it used to be,” Old Man Warner said clearly.
“People ain’t the way they used to be.”
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“All right,” Mr. Summers said. “Open the papers. Harry, you
open little Dave’s.”

Mr. Graves opened the slip of paper and there was a general sigh
through the crowd as he held it up and everyone could see that it
was blank. Nancy and Bill, Jr., opened theirs at the same time, and
both beamed and laughed, turning around to the crowd and hold-
ing their slips of paper above their heads.

“Tessie,” Mr. Summers said. There was a pause, and then Mr.
Summers looked at Bill Hutchinson, and Bill unfolded his paper
and showed it. It was blank.

“It’s Tessie,” Mr. Summers said, and his voice was hushed. “Show °
us her paper, Bill.”

Bill Hutchinson went over to his wife and forced the slip of paper
out of her hand. It had a black spot on it, the black spot Mr.
Summers had made the night before with the heavy pencil in the
coal-company office. Bill Hutchinson held it up, and there was a stir
in the crowd.

“All right, folks,” Mr. Summers said. “Let’s finish quickly.”

Although the villagers had forgotten the ritual and lost the origi-
nal black box, they still remembered to use stones. The pile of
stones the boys had made earlier was ready; there were stones on
the ground with the blowing scraps of paper that had come out of
the box. Mrs. Delacroix selected a stone so large she had to pick it
up with both hands and turned to Mrs. Dunbar. “Come on,” she
said. “Hurry up.”

Mrs. Dunbar had small stones in both hands, and she said, gasp-
ing for breath, “I can’t run at all. You’ll have to go ahead and I'll
catch up with you.”

The children had stones already, and someone gave little Davy
Hutchinson a few pebbles.

Tessie Hutchinson was in the center of a cleared space by now,
and she held her hands out desperately as the villagers moved in on
her. “It isn’t fair,” she said. A stone hit her on the side of the head.

Old Man Warner was saying, “Come on, come on, everyone.”
Steve Adams was in the front of the crowd of villagers, with Mrs.
Graves beside him.

“It isn’t fair, it isn’t right,” Mrs. Hutchinson screamed, and then
they were upon her.




Our Fair City

Robert A. Heinlein

Robert A. Heinlein (1907-1988) produced a staggering body of work dur-
ing his lifetime, including some of the best science fiction novels ever written.
Stranger in a Strange Land, The Moon Is a Harsh Mistress, and
Starship Troopers in one way or another reflected his fascination with the
concept of time’s effect on mankind’s lifespan. This theme was a recurring
thread in many of his works, with Time Enough for Love and Number
of the Beast being two other prime examples from later in his career. A four-
time recipient of the Hugo award, he was awarded the Grand Master Nebula
award in 1974.

PETE PERKINS TURNED INTO THE ALL-NITE PARKING LOT AND CALLED
out, “Hi, Pappy!”

The old parking lot attendant looked up and answered, “Be with
you in a moment, Pete.” He was tearing a Sunday comic sheet in
narrow strips. A little whirlwind waltzed near him, picking up pieces
of old newspaper and bits of dirt and flinging them in the faces of
passing pedestrians. The old man held out to it a long streamer of
the brightly colored funny-paper. “Here, Kitten,” he coaxed. “Come,
Kitten . . .”

The whirlwind hesitated, then drew itself up until it was quite tall,
Jjumped two parked cars, and landed right near him.

It seemed to sniff at the offering.

“Take it, Kitten,” the old man called softly and let the gay
streamer slip from his fingers. The whirlwind whipped it up and
wound it around its middle. He tore off another and yet another;
the whirlwind wound them in a corkscrew through the loose mass
of dirty paper and trash that constituted its visible body. Renewed
by cold gusts that poured down the canyon of tall buildings, it
swirled faster and ever taller, while it lifted the colored paper rib-
bons in a fantastic upswept hair-do. The old man turned, smiling.
“Kitten does like new clothes.”

“Take it easy, Pappy, or you’ll have me believing in it.”

“Eh? You don’t have to believe in Kitten—you can sez her.”
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“Yeah, sure—but you act as if she—I mean ‘it'—could under-
stand what you say.”

“You still don’t think so?” His voice was gently tolerant.

“Now, Pappy!”

“‘Hmm . .. Lend me your hat.” Pappy reached up and took it.
“Here, Kitten,” he called. “Come back, Kitten!” The whirlwind was
playing around over their heads, several stories high. It dipped down.

“Hey! Where you going with that chapeau?” demanded Perkins.

“Just a moment . . . Here, Kitten!” The whirlwind sat down sud-
denly, spilling its load. The old man handed it the hat. The whirl-
wind snatched it and started it up a fast, long spiral.

“Hey!” yelped Perkins. “What do you think you're doing? That’s
not funny—that hat cost me six bucks only three years ago.”

“Don’t worry,” the old man soothed. “Kitten will bring it back.”

“She will, huh? More likely she’ll dump it in the river.”

“Oh, no! Kitten never drops anything she doesn’t want to drop.
Watch.” The old man looked up to where the hat was dancing near
the penthouse of the hotel across the street. “Kitten! Oh, Kitten!
Bring it back.”

The whirlwind hesitated, the hat fell a couple of stories. It
swooped, caught it, and juggled it reluctantly. “Bring it here, Kitten.”

The hat commenced a downward spiral, finishing in a long curv-
ing swoop. It hit Perkins full in the face. “She was trying to put it on
your head,” the attendant explained. “Usually she’s more accurate.”

“She is, eh?” Perkins picked up his hat and stood looking at the
whirlwind, mouth open.

“Convinced?” asked the old man.

“‘Convinced?’ Oh, sho’ sho’.” He looked back at his hat, then
again at the whirlwind. “Pappy, this calls for a drink.”

They went inside the lot’s little shelter shack; Pappy found
glasses; Perkins produced a pint, nearly full, and poured two gener-
ous slugs. He tossed his down, poured another, and sat down. “The
first was in honor of Kitten,” he announced. “This one is to fortify
me for the Mayor’s banquet.”

Pappy cluck-clucked sympathetically. “You have to cover that?”

“Have to write a column about something, Pappy. ‘Last night
Hizzoner the Mayor, surrounded by a glittering galaxy of high-
binders, grifters, sycophants, and ballot thieves, was the recipient of
a testimonial dinner celebrating . . .” Got to write something, Pappy;
the cash customers expect it. Why don’t I brace up like a man and
go on relief?”

“Today’s column was good, Pete,” the old man comforted him.
He picked up a copy of the Daily Forum; Perkins took it from him
and ran his eye down his own column.
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“‘Our Fair City, by Peter Perkins,”” he read, and below that,
““What, No Horsecars? It is the tradition of our civic paradise that
what was good enough for the founding fathers is good enough for
us. We stumble over the very chuckhole in which great-uncle Tozier
broke his leg in ’09. It is good to know that the bath water, running
out, is not gone forever, but will return through the kitchen faucet,
thicker and disguised with chlorine, but the same. (Memo—
Hizzoner uses bottled spring water. Must look into this.)

“‘But I must report a dismaying change. Someone has done away
with the horsecars!

““You may not believe this. Our public conveyances run so sel-
dom and slowly that you may not have noticed it; nevertheless I
swear that I saw one wobbling down Grand A venue with no horses
of any sort. It seemed to be propelled by some newfangled electri-

cal device.
“‘Even in the atomic age some changes are too much. I urge all
citizens . . ."” Perkins gave a snort of disgust. “It’s tackling a pillbox

with a beanshooter, Pappy. This town is corrupt; it'll stay corrupt.
Why should I beat out my brains on such piffle? Hand me the bot-
tle.”

“Don’t be discouraged, Pete. The tyrant fears the laugh more
than the assassin’s bullet.”

“Where’d you pick that up? Okay, so I'm not funny. I've tried
laughing them out of office and it hasn’t worked. My efforts are as
pointless as the activities of your friend the whirling dervish.”

The windows rattled under a gusty impact. “Don’t talk that way
about Kitten,” the old man cautioned. “She’s sensitive.”

“T apologize.” He stood up and bowed toward the door. “Kitten, I
apologize. Your activities are more useful than mine.” He turned to
his host. Let’s go out and talk to her, Pappy. I'd rather do that than
go to the Mayor’s banquet, if I had my druthers.”

They went outside, Perkins bearing with him the remains of the
colored comic sheet. He began tearing off streamers. “Here, Kitty!
Here, Kitty! Soup’s on!”

The whirlwind bent down and accepted the strips as fast as he
tore them. “She’s still got the ones you gave her.”

“Certainly,” agreed Pappy. “Kitten is a pack rat. When she likes
something she’ll keep it indefinitely.”

“Doesn’t she ever get tired? There must be some calm days.”

“It’s never really calm here. It’s the arrangement of the buildings
and the way Third Avenue leads up from the river. But I think she
hides her pet playthings on tops of buildings.”

The newspaperman peered into the swirling trash. “I'll bet she’s
got newspapers from months back. Say, Pappy, I see a column in
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this, one about our trash collection service and how we don’t clean
our streets. I'll dig up some papers a couple of years old and claim
that they have been blowing around town since publication.”

“Why fake it?” answered Pappy. “Let’s see what Kitten has.” He
whistled softly. “Come, baby—Ilet Pappy see your playthings.” The
whirlwind bulged out; its contents moved less rapidly. The atten-
dant plucked a piece of old newspaper from it in passing. “Here’s
one three months old.” '

“We’ll have to do better than that.” :

“T'll try again.” He reached out and snatched another. “Last June.”

“That’s better.”

A car honked for service and the old man hurried away. When he
returned Perkins was still watching the hovering column. “Any
luck?” asked Pappy.

“She won’t let me have them. Snatches them away.”

“Naughty Kitten,” the old man said. “Pete is a friend of ours. You
be nice to him.” The whirlwind fidgeted uncertainly.

“It’s all right,” said Perkins. “She didn’t know. But look, Pappy—
see that piece up there? A front page.”

“You want it?”

“Yes. Look closely—the headline reads ‘Dewey’ something. You
don’t suppose she’s been hoarding it since the "44 campaign?”

“Could be. Kitten has been around here as long as I can remem-
ber. And she does hoard things. Wait a second.” He called out softly.
Shortly the paper was in his hands. “Now we’ll see.”

Perkins peered at it. “I'll be a short-term Senator! Can you top
that, Pappy?”

The headline read: DEWEY CAPTURES MANILA; the date was 1898.

Twenty minutes later they were still considering it over the last of
Perkins’s bottle. The newspaperman stared at the yellowed, filthy
sheet. “Don’t tell me this has been blowing around town for the last
half century.”

“Why not?”

““Why not”” Well, I'll concede that the streets haven’t been
cleaned in that time, but this paper wouldn’t last. Sun and rain and
so forth.”

“Kitten is very careful of her toys. She probably put it under
cover during bad weather.”

“For the love of Mike, Pappy, you don’t really believe . . . But you
do. Frankly, I don’t care where she got it; the official theory is going
to be that this particular piece of paper has been kicking around
our dirty streets, unnoticed and uncollected, for the past fifty years.
Boy, am I going to have fun!” He rolled the fragment carefully and
started to put it in his pocket.
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“Say, don’t do that!” his host protested.

“Why not? I'm going to take it down and get a pic of it.”

“You mustn’t! It belongs to Kitten—I just borrowed it.”

“Huh? Are you nuts?” ‘ -

“She’ll be upset if she doesn’t get it back. Please, Pete—she'll let
you look at it any time you want to.”

The old man was so earnest that Perkins was stopped. “Suppose
we never see it again? My story hangs on it.”

“It’s no good to you—she has to keep it, to make your story stand
up. Don’t worry—T'll tell her that she mustn’t lose it under any cir-
cumstances.”

“Well—okay.” They stepped outside and Pappy talked earnestly
to Kitten, then gave her the 1898 fragment. She promptly tucked it
into the top of her column. Perkins said good-bye to Pappy, and
started to leave the lot. He paused and turned around, looking a lit-
tle befuddled. “Say, Pappy . . .”

“Yes, Pete?”

“You don’t really think that whirlwind is alive, do you?”

“Why not?”

“Why not? Why not, the man says?”

“Well,” said Pappy reasonably, “How do you know you are alive?”

“But . . . Why, because I—well, now, if you put it . . .” He stopped.
“I don’t know. You got me, pal.”

Pappy smiled. “You see?”

“Uh, I guess so. G’night, Pappy. G’night, Kitten.” He tipped his
hat to the whirlwind. The column bowed.

The managing editor sent for Perkins. “Look, Pete,” he said,
chucking a sheaf of gray copy paper at him, “whimsy is all right, but
I'd like to see some copy that wasn’t dashed off in a gin mill.”

Perkins looked over the pages shoved at him.

OUR FaR CITY, by Peter Perkins. Whistle Up the Wind. Walking our
streets always is a piquant, even adventurous, experience. We pick
our way through the assorted trash, bits of old garbage, cigarette
butts, and other less appetizing items that stud our sidewalks while
our faces are assaulted by more buoyant souvenirs, the confetti of last
Halloween, shreds of dead leaves, and other items too weather
beaten to be identified. However, I had always assumed that a con-
stant turnover in the riches of our streets caused them to renew
themselves at least every seven years . . .

The column then told of the whirlwind that contained the fifty-
year-old newspaper and challenged any other city in the country to
match it.
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“’Smatter with it?” demanded Perkins.

“Beating the drum about the filth in the streets is fine, Pete, but
give it a factual approach.”

Perkins leaned over the desk. “Boss, this is factual.”

“Huh? Don’t be silly, Pete.” _

“Silly, he says. Look...” Perkins gave him a circumstantial
account of Kitten and the 1898 newspaper.

“Pete, you must have been drinking.”

“Only java and tomato juice. Cross my heart and hope to die.”

“How about yesterday? I'll bet the whirlwind came right up to the
bar with you.”

“I was cold, stone . ..” Perkins stopped himself and stood on his
dignity. “That’s my story. Print it, or fire me.”

“Don’t be like that, Pete. I don’t want your job; I just want a col-
umn with some meat. Dig up some facts on man-hours and costs for
street cleaning, compared with other cities.”

“Who’d read that junk? Come down the street with me. I'll show
you the facts. Wait a moment—1I'll pick up a photographer.”

A few minutes later Perkins was introducing the managing editor
and Clarence V. Weems to Pappy. Clarence unlimbered his camera.
“Take a pic of him?”

“Not yet, Clarence. Pappy, can you get Kitten to give us back the
museum piece?”

“Why, sure.” The old man looked up and whistled. “Oh, Kitten!
Come to Pappy.” Above their heads a tiny gust took shape, picked
up bits of paper and stray leaves, and settled on the lot. Perkins
peered into it.

“She hasn’t got it,” he said in aggrieved tones.

“She’ll get it.” Pappy stepped forward until the whirlwind enfolded
him. They could see his lips move, but the words did not reach them.

“Now?” said Clarence.

“Not yet.” The whirlwind bounded up and leapt over an adjoin-
ing building. The managing editor opened his mouth, closed it
again.

Kitten was soon back. She dropped everything else and had just
one piece of paper—the paper. “Now!” said Perkins. “Can you geta
shot of that paper, Clarence—while it’s in the air?”

“Natch,” said Clarence, and raised his Speed Graphic. “Back a lit-
tle, and hold it,” he ordered, speaking to the whirlwind.

Kitten hesitated and seemed about to skitter away. “Bring it
around slow and easy, Kitten,” Pappy supplemented, “and turn it
over—no, no! Not that way—the other edge up.” The paper flat-
tened out and sailed slowly past them, the headline showing.

“Did you get it?” Perkins demanded.
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“Natch,” said Clarence. “Is that all?” he asked the editor.

“Natc—I mean, that’s all.”

“Okay,” said Clarence, picked up his case, and left.

The editor sighed. “Gentlemen,” he said, “let’s have a drink.”

Four drinks later Perkins and his boss were still arguing. Pappy
had left. “Be reasonable, Boss,” Pete was saying, “you can’t print an
item about a live whirlwind. They’d laugh you out of town.”

Managing Editor Gaines straightened himself.

“It’s the policy of the Forum to print all the news, and print it
straight. This is news—we print it.” He relaxed. “Hey! Waiter! More
of the same—and not so much soda.”

“But it’s scientifically impossible.”

“You saw it, didn’t you?”

“Yes, but . ..”

Gaines stopped him. “We’ll ask the Smithsonian Institution to
investigate it.”

“They’ll laugh at you,” Perkins insisted. “Ever hear of mass hyp-
notismr”

“Huh? No, that’s no explanation—Clarence saw it, too.”

“What does that prove?”

“Obvious—to be hypnotized you have to have a mind, pso facto.”

“You mean Ipse dixit.”

“Quit hiccuping. Perkins, you shouldn’t drink in the daytime.
Now start over and say it slowly.”

“How do you know Clarence doesn’t have a mind?”

“Prove it.”

“Well, he’s alive—he must have some sort of a mind, then.”

“That’s just what I was saying. The whirlwind is alive; therefore
it has a mind. Perkins, if those long beards from the Smithsonian
are going to persist in their unscientific attitude, I for one will
not stand for it. The Forum will not stand for it. You will not stand
for it.”

“Won’t I?”

“Not for one minute. I want you to know the Forum is behind you,
Pete. You go back to the parking lot and get an interview with that
whirlwind.”

“But I've got one. You wouldn’t let me print it.”

“Who wouldn’t let you print it? I'll fire him! Come on, Pete.
We’re going to blow this town sky high. Stop the run. Hold the
front page. Get busy!” He put on Pete’s hat and strode rapidly into
the men’s room.

Pete settled himself at his desk with a container of coffee, a can
of tomato juice, and the Midnight Final (late afternoon) edition.
Under a four-column cut of Kitten’s toy was his column, boxed and

L
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moved to the front page. Eighteen-point boldface ordered SEE EDI-
TORIAL PAGE TWELVE. On page twelve another black line enjoined
him to SEE OUR FAIR CITY PAGE ONE. He ignored this and read: MR.
MAYOR—RESIGN!!!!

Pete read it and chuckled. “An ill wind—" “—symbolic of the
spiritual filth lurking in the dark corners of the city hall.” “—will
grow to cyclonic proportions and sweep a corrupt and shameless
administration from office.” The editorial pointed out that the con-
tract for street cleaning and trash removal was held by the Mayor’s
brother-in-law, and then suggested that the whirlwind could give
better service cheaper.

The telephone jingled. He picked it up and said, “Okay—you
started it.”

“Pete—is that you?” Pappy’s voice demanded. “They got me
down at the station house.”

“What for?”

“They claim Kitten is a public nuisance.”

“I’ll be right over.” He stopped by the Art Department, snagged
Clarence, and left. Pappy was seated in the station lieutenant’s
office, looking stubborn. Perkins shoved his way in. “What’s he here
for?” he demanded, jerking a thumb at Pappy.

The lieutenant looked sour. “What are you butting in for, Perkins?
You’re not his lawyer.”

“Nowr” said Clarence.

“Not yet, Clarence. For news, Dumbrosky—I work for a newspa-
per, remember? I repeat—what’s he in for?”

“Obstructing an officer in the performance of his duty.”

“That right, Pappy?”

The old man looked disgusted. “This character—" he indicated
one of the policemen “—comes up to my lot and tries to snatch the
Manila-Bay paper away from Kitten. I tell her to keep it up out of his
way. Then he waves his stick at me and orders me to take it away
from her. I tell him what he can do with his stick.” He shrugged. “So
here we are.”

“I get it,” Perkins told him, and turned to Dumbrosky. “You got a
call from the city hall, didn’t you? So you sent Dugan down to do
the dirty work. What I don’t get is why you sent Dugan. I hear he’s
so dumb you don’t even let him collect the pay-off on his own beat.”

“That’s a lie!” put in Dugan. “Idoso...”

“Shut up, Dugan!” his boss thundered. “Now, see here, Perkins—
you clear out. There ain’t no story here.”

“No story?” Perkins said softly. “The police force tries to arrest a
whirlwind and you say there’s no story?”

“Now?” said Clarence.




Robert A. Heinlein — 169

“Nobody tried to arrest no whirlwind! Now scram.”

“Then how come you’re charging Pappy with obstructing an offi-
cer? What was Dugan doing—flying a kite?”

“He’s not charged with obstructing an officer.”

“He’s not, eh? Just what have you booked him for?”

“He’s not booked. We're holding him for questioning.”

“So? not booked, no warrant, no crime alleged, just pick up a cit-
izen and roust him around, Gestapo style.” Perkins turned to Pappy.
“You're not under arrest. My advice is to get up and walk out that
door.”

Pappy started to get up. “Hey!” Lieutenant Dumbrosky bounded
out of his chair, grabbed Pappy by the shoulder and pushed him
down. “I'm giving the orders around here. You stay . . .”

“Now!” yelled Perkins. Clarence’s flashbulb froze them. Then
Dumbrosky started up again.

“Who let him in here? Dugan—get that camera.”

“Nyannh!” said Clarence and held it away from the cop. They
started doing a little Maypole dance, with Clarence as the Maypole.

“Hold it!” yelled Perkins. “Go ahead and grab the camera, Dugan—
I'm just aching to write the story. ‘Police Lieutenant Destroys
Evidence of Police Brutality.””

“What do you want I should do, Lieutenant?” pleaded Dugan.

Dumbrosky looked disgusted. “Siddown and close your face.
Don’t use that picture, Perkins—I'm warning you.”

“Of what? Going to make me dance with Dugan? Come on,
Pappy. Come on, Clarence.” They left.

“Our Fair City” read the next day:

City Hall Starts Clean Up: While the city street cleaners were enjoying
their usual siesta, Lieutenant Dumbrosky, acting on orders of
Hizzoner’s office, raided our Third Avenue whirlwind. It went sour,
as Patrolman Dugan could not entice the whirlwind into the paddy
wagon. Dauntless Dugan was undeterred; he took a citizen standing
nearby, one James Metcalfe, parking-lot attendant, into custody as an
accomplice of the whirlwind. An accomplice in what, Dugan didn’t
say—everybody knows that an accomplice is something pretty awful.
Lieutenant Dumbrosky questioned the accomplice. See cut.
Lieutenant Dumbrosky weighs 215 pounds, without his shoes. The
accomplice weighs 119.

Moral: Don’t get underfoot when the police department is play-
ing games with the wind.

P.S. As we go to press, the whirlwind is still holding the 1898
museum piece. Stop by Third and Main and take a look. Better
hurry—Dumbrosky is expected to make an arrest momentarily.
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Pete’s column continued needling the administration the follow-
ing day:

Those Missing Files. It is annoying to know that any document needed
by the Grand Jury is sure to be mislaid before it can be introduced"
in evidence. We suggest that Kitten, our Third Avenue Whirlwind,
be hired by the city as file clerk extraordinary and entrusted with
any item which is likely to be needed later. She could take the spe-
cial civil exam used to reward the faithful—the one nobody ever
flunks.

Indeed, why limit Kitten to a lowly clerical job? She is persistent—
and she hangs on to what she gets. No one will argue that she is less
qualified than some city officials we have had.

Let’s run Kitten for Mayor! She’s an ideal candidate—she has the
common touch, she doesn’t mind hurly-burly, she runs around in
circles, she knows how to throw dirt, and the opposition can’t pin
anything on her.

As to the sort of Mayor she would make, there is an old story—
Aesop told it—about King Log and King Stork. We're fed up with
King Stork; King Log would be welcome relief.

Memo to Hizzoner—what did become of those Grand Avenue
paving bids?

P.S. Kitten still has the 1898 newspaper on exhibit. Stop by and see
it before our police department figures out some way to intimidate a
whirlwind.

Pete snagged Clarence and drifted down to the parking lot.
The lot was fenced now; a man at a gate handed them two tickets
but waved away their money. Inside he found a large circle
chained off for Kitten and Pappy inside it. They pushed their way
through the crowd to the old man. “Looks like you're coining
money, Pappy.”

“Should be, but I'm not. They tried to close me up this morning,
Pete. Wanted me to pay the $50-a-day circus-and-carnival fee and
post a bond besides. So I quit charging for the tickets—but I'm
keeping track of them. I'll sue ’em, by gee.”

“You won'’t collect, not in this town. Never mind, we'll make ’em
squirm till they let up.”

“That’s not all. They tried to capture Kitten this morning.”

“Huh? Who? How?”

“The cops. They showed up with one of those blower machines
used to ventilate manholes, rigged to run backwards and take a suc-
tion. The idea was to suck Kitten down into it, or anyhow to grab
what she was carrying.” '
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Pete whistled. “You should have called me.”

“Wasn’t necessary. I warned Kitten and she stashed the Spanish-
War paper someplace, then came back. She loved it. She went
through that machine about six times, like a merry-go-round. She’d
zip through and come out more full of pep than ever. Last time
through she took Sergeant Yancel’s cap with her and it clogged the
machine and ruined his cap. They got disgusted and left.”

Peter chortled. “You still should have called me. Clarence should
have gotten a picture of that.”

“Got it,” said Clarence.

“Huh? I didn’t know you were here this morning, Clarence.”

“You didn’t ask me.”

Pete looked at him. “Clarence, darling—the idea of a news pic-
ture is to print it, not to hide it in the Art Department.”

“On your desk,” said Clarence.

“Oh. Well, let’s move on to a less confusing subject. Pappy, I'd
like to put up a big sign here.”

“Why not! What do you want to say?”

“Kitten-for-Mayor—Whirlwind Campaign Headquarters. Stick a
24-sheet across the corner of the lot, where they can see it both
ways. It fits in with—oh, oh! Company, girls!” He jerked his head
toward the entrance.

Sergeant Yancel was back. “All right, all right!” he was saying.
“Move on! Clear out of here.” He and three cohorts were urging
the spectators out of the lot. Pete went to him.

“What goes on, Yancel?”

Yancel looked around. “Oh, it’s you, huh? Well, you, too—we got
to clear this place out. Emergency.”

Pete looked back over his shoulder. “Better get Kitten out of the
way, Pappy!” he called out. “Now, Clarence.”

“Got it,” said Clarence.

“Okay,” Pete answered. “Now, Yancel, you might tell me what it is
we just took a picture of, so we can title it properly.”

“Smart guy. You and your stooge had better scram if you don’t
want your heads blown off. We’re setting up a bazooka.”

“You're setting up a what?” Pete looked toward the squad car,
unbelievingly. Sure enough, two of the cops were unloading a
bazooka. “Keep shooting, kid,” he said to Clarence.

“Natch,” said Clarence.

“And quit popping your bubble gum. Now, look, Yancel—I'm
just a newsboy. What in the world is the idea?”

“Stick around and find out, wise guy.” Yancel turned away. “Okay
there! Start doing it—commence firing!”

One of the cops looked up. “At what, Sergeant?”
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“I thought you used to be a marine—at the whirlwind, of course.”

Pappy leaned over Pete’s shoulder. “What are they doing?”

“I'm beginning to get a glimmering. Pappy, keep Kitten out of
range—I think they mean to put a rocket shell through her gizzard.
It might bust up dynamic stability or something.”

“Kitten’s safe. I told her to hide. But this is crazy, Pete. They must
be absolute, complete and teetotal nuts.”

“Any law says a cop has to be sane to be on the force?”

“What whirlwind, Sergeant?” the bazooka man was asking. Yancel
started to tell him, forcefully, then deflated when he realized that
no whirlwind was available.

“You wait,” he told him, and turned to Pappy. “You!” he yelled.
“You chased away that whirlwind. Get it back here.”

Pete took out his notebook. “This is interesting, Yancel. Is it your
professional opinion that a whirlwind can be ordered around like a
trained dog? Is that the official position of the police department?”

“I...No comment! You button up, or I'll run you in.”

“By all means. But you have that Buck-Rogers cannon pointed so
that, after the shell passes through the whirlwind, if any, it should end
up just about at the city hall. Is this a plot to assassinate Hizzoner?”

Yancel looked around suddenly, then let his gaze travel an imagi-
nary trajectory.

“Hey, you lugs!” he shouted. “Point that thing the other way. You
want to knock off the Mayor?”

“That’s better,” Pete told the Sergeant. “Now they have it trained
on the First National Bank. I can’t wait.”

Yancel looked over the situation again. “Point it where it won’t
hurt nobody,” he ordered. “Do I have to do all your thinking?”

“But, Sergeant . . .”

“Well?”

“You point it. We’ll fire it.”

Pete watched them. “Clarence,” he sighed, “you stick around and
get a pic of them loading it back into the car. That will be in about
five minutes. Pappy and I will be in the Happy Hour Bar-Grill. Get a
nice picture, with Yancel’s features.”

“Natch,” said Clarence.

The next installment of “Our Fair City” featured three cuts and
was headed “Police Declare War on Whirlwind.” Pete took a copy
and set out for the parking lot, intending to show it to Pappy.

Pappy wasn’t there. Nor was Kitten. He looked around the neigh-
borhood, poking his nose in lunchrooms and bars. No luck.

He headed back toward the Forum building, telling himself that
Pappy might be shopping, or at a movie. He returned to his desk,
made a couple of false starts on a column for the morrow, crum-
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pled them up and went to the Art Department. “Hey! Clarence!
Have you been down to the parking lot today?”

“Nah.”

“Pappy’s missing.”

“So what?”

“Well, come along. We got to find him.”

“Why?” But he came, lugging his camera.

The lot was still deserted, no Pappy, no Kitten—not even a stray
breeze. Pete turned away. “Come on, Clarence—say, what are you
shooting now?”

Clarence had his camera turned up toward the sky. “Not shoot-
ing,” said Clarence. “Light is no good.”

“What was it?”

“Whirlwind.”

“Huh? Kitten?”

“Maybe.”

“Here, Kitten—come Kitten.” The whirlwind came back near him,
spun faster, and picked up a piece of cardboard it had dropped. It
whipped it around, then let him have it in the face.

“That’s not funny, Kitten,” Pete complained. “Where’s Pappy?”

The whirlwind sidled back toward him. He saw it reach again for
the cardboard. “No, you don’t!” he yelped and reached for it, too.

The whirlwind beat him to it. It carried it up some hundred feet
and sailed it back. The card caught him edgewise on the bridge of
the nose. “Kitten!” Pete yelled. “Quit the horsing around.”

It was a printed notice, about six by eight inches. Evidently it had
been tacked up; there were small tears at all four corners. It read:
“THE RITZ—CLASSIC” and under that, “Room 2013, Single
Occupancy $6.00, Double Occupancy $8.00.” There followed a
printed list of the house rules.

Pete stared at it and frowned. Suddenly he chucked it back at the
whirlwind. Kitten immediately tossed it back in his face.

“Come on, Clarence,” he said briskly. “We’re going to the Ritz-
Classic—room 2013.”

“Natch.” said Clarence.

The Ritz-Classic was a colossal fleabag, favored by the bookie-and-
madame set, three blocks away. Pete avoided the desk by using the
basement entrance. The elevator boy looked at Clarence’s camera
and said, “No, you don’t, Doc. No divorce cases in this hotel.”

“Relax,” Pete told him. “That’s not a real camera. We peddle mari-
Juana—that’s the hay mow.”

“Whyn’t you say so? You hadn’t ought to carry it in a camera. You
make people nervous. What floor?”

“Twenty-one.”

L
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The elevator operator took them up nonstop, ignoring other
calls. “That’ll be two bucks. Special service.”

“What do you pay for the concession?” inquired Pete.

“You gotta nerve to beef—with your racket.”

They went back down a floor by stair and looked up room 2013.
Pete tried the knob cautiously; the door was locked. He knocked on
it—no answer. He pressed an ear to it and thought he could hear
movement inside. He stepped back, frowning.

Clarence said, “I just remembered something,” and trotted away.
He returned quickly, with a red fire ax. “Now?” he asked Pete.

“A lovely thought, Clarence! Not yet.” Pete pounded and yelled,
“Pappy! Oh, Pappy!”

A large woman in a pink coolie coat opened the door behind
them. “How do you expect a party to sleep?” she demanded.

Pete said, “Quiet, madame! We're on the air.” He listened. This
time there were sounds of struggling and then, “Pete! Pe—"

“Now!” said Pete. Clarence started swinging.

The lock gave up on the third swing. Pete poured in, with
Clarence after him. He collided with someone coming out and sat
down abruptly. When he got up he saw Pappy on a bed. The old
man was busily trying to get rid of a towel tied around his mouth.

Pete snatched it away. “Get "em!” yelled Pappy.

“Soon as I get you untied.”

“l ain’t tied. They took my pants. Boy, I thought you’d never come!”

“Took Kitten a while to make me understand.”

“I got ’em,” announced Clarence. “Both of ’em.”

“Where?” demanded Pete.

“Here,” said Clarence proudly, and patted his camera.

Pete restrained his answer and ran to the door. “They went that-
away,” said the large woman, pointing. He took out, skidded around
the corner and saw an elevator door just closing.

Pete stopped, bewildered by the crowd just outside the hotel. He
was looking uncertainly around when Pappy grabbed him. “There!
That touring car!” The car Pappy pointed out was even then swing-
ing out from the curb just beyond the rank of cabs in front of the
hotel; with a deep growl it picked up speed, and headed away. Pete
yanked open the door of the nearest cab.

“Follow that car!” he yelled. They all piled in.

“Why?” asked the hackie.

Clarence lifted the fire ax. “Now?” he asked.

The driver ducked. “Forget it,” he said. “It was just a yak.” He let
in his clutch.

The hack driver’s skill helped them in the downtown streets, but
the driver of the touring car swung right on Third and headed for
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the river. They streamed across it, fifty yards apart, with traffic
snarled behind them, and then were on the no-speed-limit freeway.
The cabbie turned his head. “Is the camera truck keeping up?”

“What camera truck?”

“Ain’t this a movie?”

“Good grief, no! That car is filled with kidnappers. Faster!”

“A snatch? I don’t want no part of it.” He braked suddenly.

Pete took the ax and prodded the driver. “You catch ’em!”

The hack speeded up again but the driver protested, “Not in this
wreck. They got more power than me.”

Pappy grabbed Pete’s arm. “There’s Kitten!”

“Where? Oh, never mind that now!”

“Slow down!” yelled Pappy. “Kitten, oh, Kitten—over here!”

The whirlwind swooped down and kept pace with them. Pappy
called to it. “Here, baby! Go get that car! Up ahead—get it/”

Kitten seemed confused, uncertain. Pappy repeated it and she
took off—like a whirlwind. She dipped and gathered a load of
paper and trash as she flew.

They saw her dip and strike the car ahead, throwing paper in the
face of the driver. The car wobbled. She struck again. The car
veered, climbed the curb, ricocheted against the crash rail, and
fetched up against a lamp post.

Five minutes later Pete, having left Kitten, Clarence, and the fire
ax to hold the fort over two hoodlums suffering from abrasion, multi-
ple contusions and shock, was feeding a dime into a pay phone at the
nearest filling station. He dialed long distance. “Gimme the FB.L’s
kidnap number,” he demanded. “You know—the Washington, D.C.,,
snatch number.”

“My goodness,” said the operator, “do you mind if I listen in?”

“Get me that number!”

“Right away!”

Presently a voice answered. “Federal Bureau of Investigation.”

“Lemme talk to Hoover! Huh? Okay, okay—I'll talk to you.
Listen, this is a snatch case. I've got ’em on ice, for the moment, but
unless you get one of your boys from your local office here pronto
there won’t be any snatch case—not if the city cops get here first.
What?” Pete quieted down and explained who he was, where he
was, and the more believable aspects of the events that had led up
to the present situation. The government man cut in on him as he
was urging speed and more speed and more speed and assured him
that the local office was already being notified.

Pete got back to the wreck just as Lieutenant Dumbrosky climbed out
of a squad car. Pete hurried up. “Don’t do it, Dumbrosky,” he yelled.

The big cop hesitated. “Don’t do what?”
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“Don’t do anything. The F.B.I. are on thelr way now—and you're
already implicated. Don’t make it any worse.’

Pete pointed to the two gunsels; Clarence was sitting on one and
resting the spike of the ax against the back of the other. “These
birds have already sung. This town is about to fall apart. If you
hurry, you might be able to get a plane for Mexico.”

Dumbrosky looked at him. “Wise guy,” he said doubtfully.

“Ask them. They confessed.”

One of the hoods raised his head. “We was threatened,” he
announced. “Take ’em in, Lieutenant. They assaulted us.”

“Go ahead,” Pete said cheerfully. “Take us all in—together. Then
you won’t be able to lose that pair before the F.B.I. can question
them. Maybe you can cop a plea.”

“Now?” asked Clarence.

Dumbrosky swung around. “Put that ax down!”

“Do as he says, Clarence. Get your camera ready to get a picture
as the G-men arrive.”

“You didn’t send for no G-men.”

“Look behind you!”

A dark blue sedan slid quietly to a stop and four lean, brisk men
got out. The first of them said, “Is there someone here named Peter
Perkins?”

“Me,” said Pete. “Do you mind if I kiss you?”

It was after dark but the parking lot was crowded and noisy. A stand
for the new Mayor and distinguished visitors had been erected on
one side, opposite it was a bandstand; across the front was a large illu-
minated sign: HOME OF KITTEN—HONORARY CITIZEN OF OUR FAIR CITY.

In the fenced-off circle in the middle Kitten herself bounced and
spun and swayed and danced. Pete stood on one side of the circle
with Pappy opposite him; at four-foot intervals around it children
were posted. “All set?” called out Pete.

“All set,” answered Pappy. Together, Pete, Pappy and the kids
started throwing serpentine into the ring. Kitten swooped, gathered
the ribbons up and wrapped them around herself.

“Confetti!” yelled Pete. Each of the kids dumped a sackful toward
the whirlwind—little of it reached the ground.

“Balloons!” velled Pete. “Lights!” Each of the children started
blowing up toy balloons; each had a dozen different colors. As fast
as they were inflated they fed them to Kitten. Floodlights and
searchlights came on; Kitten was transformed into a fountain of
boiling, bubbling color, several stories high.

“Now?” said Clarence.

“Now!”




There Shall Be No Darkness

James Blish

James Blish (1921-1975) spent his caveer writing stories about certain
aspects of science fiction—psychic powers, miniature humans, and anti-
gravity, for example—and then expanded those stories into longer pieces
with the broader scope of a novel. The finished preces The Seedling Stars,
A Case of Conscience, and Jack of Eagles are prime examples. He also
wrote excellent television novelizations, most notably the Star Trek logs
1-12 and the classic novel Spock Must Die!

IT wAS ABOUT 10:00 P.M. WHEN PAUL FOOTE DECIDED THAT THERE WAS A
monster at Newcliffe’s house party.

Foote was tight at the time—tighter than he like to be ever. He
sprawled in a too-easy chair in the front room on the end of his
spine, his arms resting on the high arms of the chair. A half-empty
glass depended laxly from his right hand. A darker spot on'one gray
trouser-leg showed where some of the drink had gone. Through
half-shut eyes he watched Jarmoskowski at the piano.

The pianist was playing, finally, the Scriabin sonata for which the
rest of the gathering had been waiting, but for Foote, who was a
painter with a tin ear, it wasn’t music at all. It was a cantrap, whose
implications were secret and horrible.

The room was stuffy and was only half as large as it had been dur-
ing the afternoon and Foote was afraid that he was the only living
man in it except for Jan Jarmoskowski. The rest were wax figures,
pretending to be humans in an aesthetic trance.

Of Jarmoskowski’s vitality there could be no question. He was not
handsome but there was in him a pure brute force that had its own
beauty—that and the beauty of precision with which the force was
controlled. When his big hairy hands came down it seemed that the
piano should fall into flinders. But the impact of fingers on keys was
calculated to the single dyne.

It was odd to see such delicacy behind such a face. Jarmos-
kowski’s hair grew too low on his rounded head despite the fact that
he had avoided carefully any suggestion of Musician’s Haircut. His

L
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brows were straight, rectangular, so shaggy that they seemed to
meet.

From where Foote sat he noticed for the first time the odd way
the Pole’s ears were placed—tilted forward as if in animal attention,
so that the vestigial “point” really was in the uppermost position.

They were cocked directly toward the keyboard, reminding Foote
irresistibly of the dog on the His Master’s Voice trademark.

Where had he seen that head before? In Matthias Griinewald,
perhaps—in that panel on the Isenheim Altar that showed the
Temptation of St. Anthony. Or was it one of the illustrations in the
Red Grimoire, those odd old woodcuts that Chris Lundgren called
“Rorschach tests of the mediaeval mind”?

Jarmoskowski finished the Scriabin, paused, touched his hands
together reflectively, began a work of his own, the Galliard Fantasque.

The wax figures did not stir, but a soft eerie sigh of recognition
came from their frozen lips. There was another person in the room
but Foote could not tell who it was. When he turned his unfocused
eyes to count, his mind went back on him and he never managed to
reach a total. But somehow there was the impression of another
presence that had not been of the party before.

Jarmoskowski was not the presence. He had been there before.
But he had something to do with it. There was an eighth presence
now and it had something to do with Jarmoskowski.

What was it?

For it was there—there was no doubt about that. The energy
which the rest of Foote’s senses ordinarily would have consumed
was flowing into his instincts now because his senses were numbed.
Acutely, poignantly, his instincts told him of the Monster. It hovered
around the piano, sat next to Jarmoskowski as he caressed the musi-
cal beast’s teeth, blended with the long body and the serpentine fin-
gers.

Foote had never had the horrors from drinking before and he
knew he did not have them now. A part of his mind which was not
drunk had recognized real horror somewhere in this room. And
the whole of his mind, its skeptical barriers down, believed and
trembled within itself.

The batlike circling of the frantic notes was stilled abruptly.
Foote blinked, startled. “Already?” he said stupidly.

“Already?” Jarmoskowski echoed. “But that’s a long piece, Paul.
Your fascination speaks well for my writing.”

His eyes flashed redly as he looked directly at the painter. Foote
tried frantically to remember whether or not his eyes had been red
during the afternoon. Or whether it was possible for any man’s eyes
to be as red at any time as this man’s were now.
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“The writing?” he said, condensing the far-flung diffusion of his
brain. Newcliffe’s highballs were damn strong. “Hardly the writing,
Jan. Such fingers as those could put fascination into Three Blind
Mice.”

He laughed inside at the parade of emotions which marched
across Jarmoskowski’s face. Startlement at a compliment from

~ Foote—for there had been an inexplicable antagonism between the

~ two since the pianist had first arrived—then puzzled reflection—
then finally veiled anger as the hidden slur bared its fangs in his
mind. Nevertheless the man could laugh at it.

“They are long, aren’t they?” he said to the rest of the group,
unrolling them like the party noisemakers which turn from snail to
snake when blown through. “But it’s a mistake to suppose that they
assist my playing, I assure you. Mostly they stumble over each other.
Especially over this one.”

He held up his hands for inspection. Suddenly Foote was trem-
bling. On both hands, the index fingers and the middle fingers
were exactly the same length.

“I suppose Lundgren would call me a mutation. It’s a nuisance at
the piano.”

Doris Gilmore, once a student of Jarmoskowski in Prague, and
still obviously, painfully, in love with him, shook coppery hair back
from her shoulders and held up her own hands.

“My fingers are so stubby,” she said ruefully. “Hardly pianist’s
hands at all.”

“The hands of a master pianist,” Jarmoskowski said. He smiled,
scratching his palms abstractedly, and Foote found himself in a uni-
verse of brilliant perfectly-even teeth. No, not perfectly even. The
polished rows were bounded almost mathematically by slightly
longer cuspids. They reminded him of that idiotic Poe story—was it
Berenice? Obviously Jarmoskowski would not die a natural death. He
would be killed by a dentist for possession of those teeth.

“Three fourths of the greatest pianists I know have hands like
truck drivers,” Jarmoskowski was saying. “Surgeons too, as Lund-
gren will tell you. Long fingers tend to be clumsy.”

“You seem to manage to make tremendous music, all the same,”
Newcliffe said, getting up.

“Thank you, Tom.” Jarmoskowski seemed to take his host’s rising
as a signal that he was not going to be required to play any more.
He lifted his feet from the pedals and swung them around to the
end of the bench. Several of the others rose also, Foote struggled
up to numb feet from the infernal depths of the armchair. He set
his glass cautiously on the side table and picked his way over to
Christian Lundgren.

e



180 — There Shall Be No Darkness

“I read your paper, the one you read to the Stockholm Congress,”
he said, controlling his tongue with difficulty. “Jarmoskowski’s
hands are—"

“Yes,” the psychiatrist said, looking at Foote with sharp, troubled
eyes. Suddenly Foote was aware of Lundgren’s chain of thought.
The gray, chubby little man was assessing his drunkenness, and
wondering whether or not Foote would have forgotten the whole
business in the morning.

Lundgren made a gesture of dismissal. “I saw them,” he said, his
tone flat. “A mutation probably, as he himself suggests. This is the
twentieth century. I'm going to bed and forget it. Which you may
take for advice as well as information.”

He stalked out of the room, leaving Foote standing alone, wonder-
ing whether to be reassured or more alarmed than before. Lundgren
should know. Still, if Jarmoskowski was what he seemed—

The party appeared to be surviving quite nicely without Foote.
Conversations were starting up about the big room. Jarmoskowski
and Doris shared the piano bench and were talking in low tones,
punctuated now and then by brilliant arpeggios as the Pole showed
her easier ways of handling the work she had played before dinner.

James and Bennington, the American critic, were dissecting
James’s most recent novel for a fascinated Newcliffe. Blandly inno-
cent Caroline Newcliffe was talking to the air about nothing at all.
Nobody missed Lundgren and it seemed unlikely that Foote would
be missed.

He walked with wobbly nonchalance into the dining room,
where the butler was still clearing the table.

“*Seuse me,” he said. “Little experiment. Return in the morning.”
He snatched a knife from the table, looked for the door which led
from the dining room into the foyer, propelled himself through it.
The hallway was dim but intelligible.

As he closed the door to his room he paused for a moment to lis-
ten to Jarmoskowski’s technical exhibition on the keys. It might be
that at midnight Jarmoskowski would give another sort of exhibi-
tion. If he did Foote would be glad to have the knife. He shrugged
uneasily, closed the door all the way and walked over to his bed-
room window.

At 11:30, Jarmoskowski stood alone on the terrace of Newcliffe’s
country house. Although there was no wind the night was frozen
with a piercing cold—but he did not seem to notice it. He stood
motionless, like a black statue, with only the long streamers of his
breathing, like twin jets of steam from the nostrils of a dragon, to
show that he was alive.




James Blish —181

Through the haze of lace that curtained Foote’s window Jarmos-
kowski was an heroic pillar of black stone—but a pillar above a
fumarole.

The front of the house was entirely dark and the moonlight
gleamed dully on the snow. In the dim light the heavy tower which
was the central structure was like some ancient donjon-keep. Thin
slits of embrasures watched the landscape with a dark vacuity and
each of the crowning merlons wore a helmet of snow.

The house huddled against the malice of the white night. A sense
of age vested it. The curtains smelt of dust and antiquity. It seemed
impossible that anyone but Foote and Jarmoskowski could be alive
in it. After a long moment Foote moved the curtain very slightly
and drew it back.

His face was drenched in moonlight and he drew back into the
dark again, leaving the curtains parted.

If Jarmoskowski saw the furtive motion he gave no sign. He
remained engrossed in the acerb beauty of the night. Almost the
whole of Newcliffe’s estate was visible from where he stood. Even
the black border of the forest, beyond the golf course to the right,
could be seen through the dry frigid air. A few isolated trees stood
nearer the house, casting grotesque shadows on the snow, shadows
that flowed and changed shape with infinite slowness as the moon
moved.

Jarmoskowski sighed and scratched his left palm. His lips moved
soundlessly.

A wandering cloud floated idly toward the moon, its shadow pre-
ceding it, gliding in a rush of darkness toward the house. The gen-
tle ripples of the snowbanks contorted in the vast umbra, assumed
demon shapes, twisted bodies halfrising from the earth, sinking
back, rising again, whirling closer. A damp frigid wind rose briefly,
whipping crystalline showers of snow from the terrace flagstones.

The wind died as the shadow engulfed the house. For a long
instant the darkness and silence persisted. Then, from somewhere
among the stables behind the house, a dog raised his voice in a
faint sustained throbbing howl. Others joined him.

Jarmoskowski’s teeth gleamed dimly in the occluded moonlight.
He stood a moment longer—then his head turned with startling
quickness and his eyes flashed a feral scarlet at the dark window
where Foote hovered. Foote released the curtains hastily. Even
through them he could see the pianist’s grim phosphorescent smile.
Jarmoskowski went back into the house.

There was a single small light burning in the corridor. Jarmos-
kowski’s room was at the end of the hall next to Foote’s. As he
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walked reflectively toward it the door of the room across from
Foote’s swung open and Doris Gilmore came out, clad in a house-
coat, a towel over her arm and a toothbrush in her hand.

“Oh!” she said. Jarmoskowski turned toward her. Foote slipped
behind his back and into Jarmoskowski’s room. He did not propose
to have Doris a witness to the thing he expected from Jarmoskowski.

In a quieter voice Doris said, “Oh, it’s you, Jan. You startled me.”

“So I see,” Jarmoskowski’s voice said. Foote canted one eye around
the edge of the door. “It appears that we are the night-owls of the
party.”

“The rest are tight. Especially that horrible painter. I've been
reading the magazines Tom left by my bed and I finally decided to
go to sleep t0o. What have you been doing?”

“Oh, I was just out on the terrace, getting a breath of air. I like
the winter night—it bites.”

“The dogs are restless t0o,” she said. “Did you hear them?”

“Yes,” Jarmoskowski said and smiled. “Why does a full moon
make a dog feel so sorry for himself?”

“Maybe there’s a banshee about.”

“I doubt it,” Jarmoskowski said. “This house isn't old enough to
have any family psychopomps. As far as I know none of Tom’s or
Caroline’s relatives have had the privilege of dying in it.”

“You talk as if you almost believed it.” There was a shiver in her
voice. She wrapped the housecoat more tightly about her slim waist.

“] come from a country where belief in such things is common.
In Poland most of the skeptics are imported.”

“I wish you’d pretend to be an exception,” she said. “You give me
the creeps.”

He nodded seriously. They looked at each other. Then he stepped
forward and look her hands in his. '

Foote felt a belated flicker of embarrassment. If he were wrong
he’d speedily find himself in a position for which no apology would
be possible.

The girl was looking up at Jarmoskowski, smiling uncertainly.
“Tan,” she said.

“No,” Jarmoskowski said. “Wait. It has been a long time since
Prague.”

“I see,” she said. She tried to release her hands.

Jarmoskowski said sharply, “You don't see. 1 was eighteen then.
You were—what was itt—eleven, I think. In those days I was proud
of your schoolgirl crush but of course infinitely too old for you; I
am not so old any more and you are so lovely—no, no, hear me out,
please! Doris, I love you now, as I can see you love me, but—"
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In the brief pause Foote could hear the sharp indrawn breaths
that Doris Gilmore was trying to control. He writhed with shame for
himself. He had no business being—

“But we must wait, Doris—until I warn you of something neither
of us could have dreamed in the old days.”

“Warn me?”

“Yes,” Jarmoskowski paused again. Then he said, “You will find it
hard to believe. But if you do we may yet be happy. Doris, I cannot
be a skeptic. I am—"

He stopped. He had looked down abstractedly at her hands as if
searching for precisely the right words. Then, slowly, he turned her
hands over until they rested palms up upon his. An expression of
inexpressible shock crossed his face and Foote saw his grip tighten
spasmodically.

In that silent moment, Foote knew that he had been right about
Jarmoskowski and despite his pleasure he was frightened.

For an instant Jarmoskowski shut his eyes. The muscles along his
Jaw stood out with the violence with which he was clenching his teeth.
Then, deliberately, he folded Doris’s hands together and his curious
fingers made a fist about them. When his eyes opened again they
were red as flame in the weak light.

Doris jerked her hands free and crossed them over her breasts,
‘Jan—what is it> What's the matter?”

His face, that should have been flying into flinders under the
force of the thing behind it, came under control muscle by muscle.

“Nothing,” he said. “There’s really no point in what I was going
to say. Nice to have seen you again, Doris. Good night.”

He brushed past her, walked the rest of the way down the corri-
dor, wrenched back the doorknob of his own room. Foo