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THE UNPLEASANT PROFESSION
OF JONATHAN HOAG

—the end it is not well.

From too much love of living,
From hope and fear set free,

We thank with brief thanksgiving
Whatever gods may be

That no life lives forever;

That dead men rise up never,
That even the weariest river

Winds somewhere safe to sea.
—SWINBURNE

«Isit blood, doctor?» Jonathan Hoag moistened his lips with his tongue and leaned forward in the
chair, trying to see what was written on the dip of paper the medico held.

Dr. Potbury brought the dip of paper closer to his vest and looked at Hoag over his spectacles.
«Any particular reason,» he asked, «why you should find blood under your fingernails»»

«No. That isto say— Well, no—thereian’t. But it is blood—isn't it?»

«No,» Potbury said heavily. «No, it isn't blood.»

Hoag knew that he should have fdt relieved. But he was not. He knew in that moment that he hed
clung to the notion that the brown grime under his fingernails was dry blood rather than let himsalf
dwel on other, lesstolerable, idess.

Hefdt sck at his somach. But he had to know—

«What isit, doctor? Tell me»

Potbury looked him up and down. «Y ou asked me a specific question. I’ ve answered it. You did
not ask me what the substance was, you asked me to find out whether or not it was blood. It is not.»

«But— You are playing with me. Show me the andyss» Hoag hdf rose from his char and
reached for the dip of paper.

The doctor held it away from him, then tore it carefully in two. Placing the two pieces together he
tore them again, and again.

«Why, you!»

«Take your practice esawhere» Potbury answvered. «Never mind the fee. Get out. And don't
come back.»

Hoag found himsdf on the dtreet, walking toward the devated station. He was <till much shaken
by the doctor’'s rudeness. He was afraid of rudeness as some persons are of snakes, or great
heights, or smal rooms. Bad manners, even when not directed a him persondly but smply displayed
to othersin his presence, left him sick and helpless and overcome with shame.

If he himself were the butt of boorishness he had no defense save flight.

He sat one foot on the bottom step of the stairs leading up to the elevated station and hesitated. A
trip by devated was a trying thing at best, what with the pushing and the jostling and the grimy dirt
and the ever-present chance of uncouth behavior; he knew that he was not up to it a the moment. If
he had to ligten to the cars screaming around the curve as they turned north toward the Loop, he



suspected that he would scream, too.

He turned away suddenly and was forced to check himsdf abruptly, for he was chest to chest
with a man who himsdf was entering the sairway. He shied away. «Watch your sep, buddy,» the
man said, and brushed on past him.

«Sorry,» Hoag muttered, but the man was dready on by.

The man’'s tone had been brisk rather than unkind; the incident should not have troubled Hoag,
but it did. The man’s dress and appearance, his very odor, upset Hoag. Hoag knew that there was
no harm in well-worn dungarees and lecther windbreaker, no lack of virtue in a face made a trifle
greasy by swest dried in place in the course of labor. Pinned to the bill of the man’s cgp was an ova
badge, with a serid number and some lettering. Hoag guessed that he was a truck driver, a
mechanic, a rigger, any of the competent, muscular crafts which keep the wheds turning over.
Probably a family man as well, a fond father and a good provider, whose greatest lapse from virtue
might be an extra glass of beer and atendency to up it anickel on two pairs.

It was sheer childishness for Hoag to permit himsdlf to be put off by such gppearance and to
prefer awhite shirt, a decent topcoat, and gloves. Yet if the man had smdled of shaving lotion rather
than swest the encounter would not have been distasteful.

He told himsdf so and told himsdlf that he was slly and weak. Still—could such a coarse and
brutal face redly be the outward mark of warmth and sengitivity? That shapeless blob of nose, those
piggish eyes?

Never mind, he would go home in ataxi, not looking at anyone. There was a stand just aheed, in
front of the delicatessen.

«Where to?» The door of the cab was open; the hackman’s voice was impersondly ingstent.

Hoag caught his eye, hesitated and changed his mind. That brutishness again—eyes with no depth
to them and a skin marred by blackheads and enlarged pores.

«UJnnh . . . excuse me. | forgot something.» He turned away quickly and stopped abruptly, as
something caught him around the wais. It was a smal boy on skates who had bumped into him.
Hoag steadied himsdf and assumed the look of paternd kindliness which he used to ded with
children. «Whoa, there, young fellow!» He took the boy by the shoulder and gently didodged him.

«Maurice!» The voice screamed near his ear, shrill and sensdess. It came from a large woman,
smugly fat, who had projected hersdf out of the door of the delicatessen. She grabbed the boy’s
other arm, jerking him away and aming a swipe a his ear with her free hand as she did s0. Hoag
garted to plead on the boy’ s behaf when he saw that the woman was glaring a him. The younggter,
seeing or senaing his mother’ s attitude, kicked a Hoag.

The skate clipped him in the shin. It hurt. He hurried away with no other purpose than to get out
of 9ght. He turned down the firgt Sde stret, his shin causing him to limp alittle, and his ears and the
back of his neck burning quite as if he had indeed been caught migtreating the brat. The Sde Street
was not much better than the street he had left. It was not lined with shops nor dominated by the
harsh stedl tunnd of the eevated tracks, but it was solid with gpartment houses, four stories high and
crowded, little better than tenements.

Poets have sung of the beauty and innocence of childhood. But it could not have been this street,
seen through Hoag's eyes, that they had in mind. The smal boys seemed rat-faced to him, sharp
beyond their years, sharp and shalow and snide. The little girls were no better in his eyes. Those of
eight or nine, the shapeless dringy age, seemed to him to have tattletale written in their pinched
faces—mean souls, born for trouble-making and cruel gossp. Their dightly older Sgters, gutter-wise
too young, seemed entirely concerned with advertisng their arrogant new sex—not for Hoag's
benefit, but for their pimply counterparts loafing around the drugstore.



Even the brats in baby carriages—Hoag fancied that he liked babies, enjoyed himsdf in the role
of honorary uncle. Not these. Snotty-nosed and sour-smelling, squaid and squaling—

The little hotd was like a thousand others, definitely third rate without pretenson, a sngle bit of
neon reading: «Hotel Manchester, Trangent & Permanent,» a lobby only a hdf lot wide, long and
narrow and alittle dark. They are stopped at by drummers careful of their expense accounts and are
lived in by bachelors who can't afford better. The single eevator is an iron-grille cage, somewhat
disguised with bronze paint. The lobby floor istile, the cuspidors are brass. In addition to the clerk’s
desk there are two discouraged potted palms and eight leather armchairs. Unattached old men, who
seem never to have had a pagt, St in these chairs, live in the rooms above, and every now and then
oneisfound hanging in his room, necktie to light fixture.

Hoag backed into the door of the Manchester to avoid being caught in a surge of children
charging dong the sidewak. Some sort of game, apparently—he caught the tall end of a shrill chant,
«—give him adap to shut histrap; the last one home sadirty Jap!»

«Looking for someone, Sr? Or did you wish aroom?»

He turned quickly around, a little surprised. A room? What he wanted was his own snug
gpartment but a the moment aroom, any room &t al, in which he could be aone with alocked door
between himsdlf and the world seemed the most desirable thing possible. «Yes, | do want aroom.»

The clerk turned the register around. «\With or without? Five fifty with, three and a haf without.»

«With»

The clerk watched him sign, but did not reach for the key until Hoag counted out five ones and a
haf. «Glad to have you with us. Bill! Show Mr. Hoag up to 412.»

The lone belman ushered him into the cage, looked him up and down with one eye, noting the
expendve cut of his topcoat and the absence of baggage. Once in 412 he raised the window aftrifle,
switched on the bathroom light, and stood by the door.

«Looking for something> he suggested. «Need any help»

Hoag tipped him. «Get out,» he said hoarsaly.

The belman wiped off the amirk. «Suit yoursdf,» he shrugged.

The room contained one double bed, one chest of drawers with mirror, one straight chair and one
armchair. Over the bed was a framed print titled «The Colosseum by Moonlight.» But the door was
lockable and equipped with a bolt as wel and the window faced the aley, awvay from the Street.
Hoag sat down in the armchair. It had a broken spring, but he did not mind.

He took off his gloves and dared a his nails. They were quite clean. Could the whole thing have
been hdlucination? Had he ever gone to consult Dr. Potbury? A man who has had amnesia may
have it again, he supposed, and hdlucinations aswell.

Even g0, it could not dl be hadlucinations, he remembered the incident too vividly. Or could it be?
He strained to recall exactly what had happened.

Today was Wednesday, his cusomary day off. Yesterday he had returned home from work as
usual. He had been getting ready to dress for dinner—somewhat absent-mindedly, he recalled, as he
had actualy been thinking about where he would dine, whether to try a new Itdian place
recommended by his friends, the Robertsons, or whether it would be more pleasing to return again
for the undoubtedly sound goulash prepared by the chef at the Buda-Pesth.

He had about decided in favor of the safer course when the telephone had rung. He had amost
missed it, as the tap was running in the washbasin. He had thought that he heard something and had
turned off the tap. Surely enough, the phone rang again.



It was Mrs. Pomeroy Jameson, one of his favorite hostesses—not only a charming woman for
hersalf but possessed of a cook who could make clear soups that were not dishwater. And sauces.
She had offered a solution to his problem. «I’ve been suddenly |eft in the lurch a the last moment
and I've just got to have another man for dinner. Are you free? Could you help me? Dear Mr.
Hoag!»

It had been avery pleasant thought and he had not in the least resented being asked tofill in at the
last minute. After dl, one can’t expect to be invited to every small dinner. He had been delighted to
oblige Edith Pomeroy. She served an unpretentious but sound dry white wine with fish and she never
committed the vulgarism of serving champagne a any time. A good hostess and he was glad she fdt
freeto ask him for help. It was atribute to him that she felt he would fit in, unplanned.

He had had such thoughts on his mind, he remembered, as he dressed. Probably, in his
preoccupation, what with the interruption of the phone cal breaking his routine, he had neglected to
scrub hisnalls.

It must have been that. Certainly there had been no opportunity to dirty his nails so atrocioudy on
the way to the Pomeroys . After dl, one wore gloves.

It had been Mrs. Pomeroy’ s Sster-in-lav—a woman he preferred to avoid'—who had caled his
atention to his nals. She had been inggting with the pogitiveness cdled «modern» that every man’s
occupation was written on his person. «Take my husband—what could he be but alawyer? Look at
him. And you, Dr. Fitts—the bedside manner!»

«Not at dinner, | hope.»

«You can't shakeit.»

«But you haven't proved your point. You knew what we are.»

Whereupon that impossble woman had looked around the table and nailed him with her eye.
«Mr. Hoag can test me. | don’t know what he does. No one does.»

«Redly, Julia» Mrs. Pomeroy had tried hopeesdy to intervene, then had turned to the man on
her Ieft with a smile. «Julia has been studying psychology this season.»

The man on her left, Sudkins, or Shuggins—Stubbins, that was his name. Stubbins had said,
«What does Mr. Hoag do»

«t'saminor mystery. He never talks shop.»

«It' s not that,» Hoag had offered. «l do not consider—»

«Don't tedl me!» that woman had commanded. «I’ll have it in a moment. Some profession. | can
see you with a brief case» He had not intended to tell her. Some subjects were dinner conversation;
some were not. But she had gone on.

«You might be in finance. Y ou might be an art dedler or abook fancier. Or you might be awriter.
Let me see your hands.»

He was mildly put off by the demand, but he had placed his hands on the table without
trepidation. That woman had pounced on him. «Got you! You are achemist.»

Everyone looked where she pointed. Everyone saw the dark mourning under his nails. Her
husband had broken the brief sllence by saying, «Nonsense, Julia. There are dozens of things that will
dan nalls Hoag may dabble in photography, or do a spot of engraving. Your inference wouldn’t
stand up in court.»

«That'salawyer for you! | know I'm right. Aren't |, Mr. Hoag?»

He himsdf had been staring unbrokenly at his hands. To be caught a a dinner party with untidy
manicure would have been distressing enough—if he had been able to understand it.

But he had no dightest idea how his nails had become dirtied. At his work? Obvioudy—but what



did he do in the daytime?

He did not know.

«Tdl us, Mr. Hoag. | wasright, was | not?»

He pulled his eyes away from those horrid fingernails and said faintly, «I must ask to be excused.»
With that he had fled from the table. He had found his way to the lavatory where, conquering an
irrationa revulsion, he had cleaned out the gummy reddish-brown filth with the blade of his penknife.
The stuff stuck to the blade; he wiped it on cleansing tissue, wadded it up, and stuck it into a pocket
of hiswaisticoat. Then he had scrubbed his nails, over and over again.

He could not recal when he had become convinced that the stuff was blood, was human blood.

He had managed to find his bowler, his coat, gloves, and stick without recourse to the maid. He
let himsdf out and got away from there as fast as he could.

Thinking it over in the quiet of the dingy hotel room he was convinced thet his first fear had been
ingtinctive revulson a the sght of the dark-red under his nalls. It was only on second thought thet he
had redlized that he did not remember where he had dirtied his nails because he had no recollection
of where he had been that day, nor the day before, nor any of the days before that. He did not know
what his professon was.,

It was preposterous, but it was terribly frightening.

He skipped dinner entirely rather than leave the dingy quiet of the hotel room; about ten o' clock
he drew atub of water just as hot as he could get it and let himself soak. It relaxed him somewhat
and his twigted thoughts quieted down. In any case, he consoled himsdlf, if he could not remember
his occupation, then he certainly could not return to it. No chance again of finding that gridy horror
under hisfingernals.

He dried himsdlf off and crawled under the covers. In spite of the strange bed he managed to get
to deep.

A nightmare jerked him awake, dthough he did not redize it a fird, as the tawdry surroundings
seemed to fit the nightmare. When he did recadl where he was and why he was there the nightmare
seemed preferable, but by that time it was gone, washed out of his mind. His watch told him that it
was hisusud getting-up time; he rang for the bellman and arranged for a breskfast tray to be fetched
from around the corner.

By the time it arived he was dressed in the only clothes he had with him and was becoming
anxious to get home. He drank two cups of indifferent coffee standing up, fiddled with the food, then
|eft the hotdl.

After letting himself into his gpartment he hung up his coat and hat, took off his gloves, and went
as usud draght to his dressing room. He had carefully scrubbed the nails of his left hand and was
just commencing on his right when he noticed what he was doing.

The nalls of his left hand were white and clean; those of the right were dark and dirty. Carefully
holding himself in check he straightened up, stepped over and examined his watch where he had laid
it on his dresser, then compared the time with that shown by the eectric clock in his bedroom. It was
ten minutes past Sx P.M.—hisusud time for returning home in the evening.

He might not recal his profession; his professon had certainly not forgotten him.
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Thefirm of Randdl & Craig, Confidentid Investigation, maintained its night phone in a double
gpartment. This was convenient, as Randdl had married Craig early in their associgtion. The junior
partner had just put the supper dishes to soak and was trying to find out whether or not she wanted
to keep the book-of-the-month when the telephone rang. She reached out, took the receiver, and
sad, «Yes?» in noncommittal tones.

To this she added, «Yes»

The senior partner sopped what he was doing—he was engaged in a ticklish piece of scientific
research, involving deadly wegpons, bdlistics and some esoteric aspects of aero-dynamics,
specificaly he was trying to perfect his overhand throw with darts, usng a rotogravure likeness of
café society’s latest glamour girl thumbtacked to the bread board as a target. One dart had nailed
her left eye; he was trying to match it in the right.

«Yes» hiswife sad again.

«Try saying ‘No, » he suggested.

She cupped the mouthpiece. «Shut up and hand me a pencil.» She made a long arm across the
breakfast-nook table and obtained a stenographer’s pad from a hook there. «Yes. Go ahead.»
Accepting the pencil she made severd lines of the hooks and scrawls that stenographers use in place
of writing. «It ssems mogt likely,» she said a lagt. «Mr. Randdl is not usudly in a this hour. He much
prefers to see clients during office hours. Mr. Craig? No, I'm sure Mr. Craig couldn’t help you.
Pogtive. So? Hold the line and I'll find out.»

Randall made one more try &t the lovely lady; the dart stuck in the leg of the radio-record player.
«Wdl?

«Thereis a character on the other end of this who wants to see you very badly tonight. Name of
Hoag, Jonathan Hoag. Claims that it is a physica imposshbility for him to come to see you in the
daytime. Didn’t want to State his business and got al mixed up when he tried to.»

«Gentleman or lug?

«Gentleman.»

«Money?»

«Sounds like it. Didn’'t seem worried abouit it. Better take it, Teddy. April 15th is coming up.»

«O.K. Passit over.»

She waved him back and spoke again into the phone. «I’ve managed to locate Mr. Randal. |
think he will be able to spesk with you in a moment or two. Will you hold the line, please?> Still
holding the phone away from her husband she consulted her watch, carefully counted off thirty
seconds, then said, «Ready with Mr. Randall. Go ahead, Mr. Hoag,» and dipped the ingrument to
her husband.

«Edward Randall spesking. What isit, Mr. Hoag?

«Oh, redlly now, Mr. Hoag, | think you had better comein in the morning. We are dl human and
we like our rest—I do, anyhow.

«l must warn you, Mr. Hoag, my prices go up when the sun goes down.

«Wdl, now, let me see—I wasjust leaving for home. Matter of fact, | just talked with my wife so
she' s expecting me. Y ou know how women are. But if you could stop by my home in twenty
minutes, a . . . uh. . . seventeen minutes past eight, we could talk for afew minutes. All right—got a
pencil handy? Here is the address—» He cradled the phone.

«What am | thistime? Wife, partner, or secretary?»
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«What do you think? Y ou talked to him.»

«'Wife, I'd guess. His voice sounded prissy.»

«O.K.»

«I’ll change to adinner gown. And you had better get your toys up off the floor, Brain.»

«Oh, | don’t know. It gives a nice touch of eccentricity.»

«Maybe you'd like some shag tobacco in a carpet dipper. Or some Regie cigarettes» She
moved around the room, switching off the overhead lights and arranging table and floor lamps so that
the chair avigtor would naturdly st in would be well lighted.

Without answering he gathered up his darts and the bread board, stopping as he did so to
moisten his finger and rub the spot where he had marred the radio, then dumped the whole collection
into the kitchen and closed the door. In the subdued light, with the kitchen and breskfast nook no
longer visible, the room looked serenely opulent.

«How do you do, sir? Mr. Hoag, my dear. Mr. Hoag . . . Mrs. Randall.»

«How do you do, madame.»

Randd| helped him off with his coat, assuring himsdf in the process that Mr. Hoag was not
amed, or— if he was—he had found somewhere other than shoulder or hip to carry agun. Randdl
was not suspicious, but he was pragmatically pessmidtic.

«Sit down, Mr. Hoag. Cigarette?

«No. No, thank you.»

Randdl sad nothing in reply. He sat and stared, not ruddy but mildly, neverthdess thoroughly.
The suit might be English or it might be Brooks Brothers. It was certainly not Hart, Schaffner &
Marx. A tie of that quaity had to be termed a cravat, dthough it was modest as a nun. He upped his
fee mentaly. The little man was nervous—he wouldn't relax in his chair. Woman's presence,
probably. Good—Iet him come to adow smmer, then move him off thefire.

«Y ou need not mind the presence of Mrs. Randdll » he said presently. «Anything that | may hear,
she may hear ds0.»

«Oh. .. oh, yes Yes indeed.» He bowed from the waist without getting up. «I am very happy to
have Mrs. Randall present.» But he did not go on to say what his business was.

«Wel, Mr. Hoag,» Randal| added presently, «you wished to consult me about something, did you
not?»

«Jh, yes»

«Then perhaps you had better tell me about it.»

«Yes, surdly. It— That isto say— Mr. Randall, the whole businessis preposterous.»

«Most businesses are. But go ahead. Woman trouble? Or has someone been sending you
threstening letters?»

«Oh, no! Nothing assmple asthat. But I’'m afraid.»

«Of what?»

«l don’t know,» Hoag answered quickly with alittle intake of breath. «l want you to find out.»

«Wait aminute, Mr. Hoag,» Randall said. «This seems to be getting more confused rather than
less. You say you are afraid and you want me to find out what you are afrad of. Now I’'m not a
psychoandyst; I'm adetective. What is there about this business that a detective can do?»

Hoag looked unhappy, then blurted out, «I want you to find out what | do in the daytime.»

Randall looked him over, then said dowly, «You want me to find out what you do in the
daytime?»

«Yes. Yes, that'sit.»
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«Mm-m-m. Wouldn't it be easier for you to tell me what you do»

«Oh, I couldn’t tell you!»

«Why not?»

«l don’'t know.»

Randal was becoming somewhat annoyed. «Mr. Hoag,» he said, «I usudly charge double for
playing guessng games. If you won't tell me what you do in the daytime, it ssemsto me to indicate a
lack of confidence in me which will make it very difficult indeed to assst you. Now come clean with
me—what isit you do in the daytime and what hasit to do with the case? What is the case™»

Mr. Hoag stood up. «I might have known | couldn’'t explain it» he sad unhappily, more to
himsdf than to Randall. «I’m sorry | disturbed you. |—»

«Jugt a minute, Mr. Hoag.» Cynthia Craig Randal spoke for the first time. «l think perhaps you
two have misunderstood each other. Y ou mean, do you not, that you redly and literdly do not know
what you do in the daytime?»

«Yesy» he sad gratefully. «Yes, thet isexactly it»

«And you want us to find out what you do? Shadow you, find out where you go, and tdl you
what you have been doing>

Hoag nodded emphaticaly. «That iswhat | have been trying to say.»

Randall glanced from Hoag to his wife and back to Hoag. «Let’s get this Sraight,» he said dowly.
«You redly don’'t know what you do in the daytime and you want meto find out. How long hasthis
been going on?»

« ...l don't know.»

«Wel— what do you know?»

Hoag managed to tell his story, with prompting. His recollection of any sort ran back about five
years, to the St. George Rest Home in Dubuque. Incurable amnesia—it no longer worried him and
he had regarded himsdf as completdly rehabilitated. They—the hospital authorities—had found ajob
for him when he was discharged.

«What sort of ajob?»

He did not know that. Presumably it was the same job he now held, his present occupation. He
had been strongly advised, when he |eft the rest home, never to worry about his work, never to take
hiswork home with him, even in his thoughts. «Y ou see» Hoag explained, «they work on the theory
that amnesiais brought on by overwork and worry. | remember Dr. Rennaullt telling me emphatically
that | must never talk shop, never let my mind dwell on the day’s work. When | got home at night |
was to forget such things and occupy mysaf with pleasant subjects. So | tried to do that.»

«Hm-m-m. Y ou certainly seem to have been successful, dmost too successful for belief. See
here—did they use hypnosis on you in tregting you>

«Why, | redly don’t know.»

«Must have. How about it, Cyn? Doesit fit?»

Hiswife nodded, «It fits. Posthypnoss. After five years of it he couldn’t possibly think about his
work after hours no matter how he tried. Seems like a very odd therapy, however.»

Randal was satidfied. She handled matters psychologica. Whether she got her answers from her
rather extensve forma study, or straight out of her subconscious, he neither knew nor gave a hang.
They seemed to work. «Something ill bothers me» he added. «You go dong for five years,
gpparently never knowing where or how you work. Why this sudden yearning to know?»

He told them the story of the dinner-table discusson, the strange substance under his nails, and
the non- co-operative doctor. «I'm frightened,» he said miserably. «l thought it was blood. And now



| know it's something—worse.»

Randal looked a him. «\Why?»

Hoag moigtened his lips. «Because—» He paused and looked hdpless. «<You'll hep me, won't
you?»

Randd| dsraightened up. «This ian't in my line» he said. «You need help al right, but you need
help from a psychiaris. Amnesaist'tin my line. I'm a detective»

«But | want adetective. | want you to watch me and find out what | do.»

Randall started to refuse; his wife interrupted. «I’m sure we can help you, Mr. Hoag. Perhaps you
should see a psychiatrit—»

«Oh, no!'»

«—hut if you wish to be shadowed, it will be done»

«l don't likeit,» said Randall. «He doesn’t need us.»

Hoag laid his gloves on the side table and reached into his breast pocket. «I'll make it worth your
whilex» He started counting out bills. «I brought only five hundred,» he said anxioudy. «Isit enough>

«t will do» shetold him.

«As aretainer,» Randal added. He accepted the money and stuffed it into his Sde pocket. «By
the way,» he added, «if you don’'t know what you do during business hours and you have no more
background than a hospita, where do you get the money?» He made his voice casud.

«Oh, | get pad every Sunday. Two hundred dollars, in bills»

When he had gone Randall handed the cash over to his wife. «Pretty little tickets» she said,
smoothing them out and folding them neatly. «Teddy, why did you try to queer the pitch?»

«Me?| didn't—I wasjust running up the price. The old * get-away-closer.” »

«That'swhat | thought. But you dmost overdid it.»

«Not a dl. | knew | could depend on you. You wouldn't let him out of the house with a nickel
left on him.»

She smiled happily. «Y ou're anice man, Teddy. And we have so much in common. We both like
money. How much of his story did you believe?»

«Not a damned word of it.»

«Neither did I. HE srather a horrid little beast— | wonder what he' s up to.»

«| don’'t know, but | mean to find out.»

«You aren't going to shadow him yoursdf, are you»

«Why not? Why pay ten dollars a day to some ex-flattie to muff it?»

«Teddy, | don't like the set-up. Why should he be willing to pay this much»—she gestured with
the bills—«to lead you around by the nose?»

«That iswhat I’m going to find out.»

«You be careful. Y ou remember ‘ The Red-headed League.” »

«The ‘Red-headed—" Oh, Sherlock Holmes again. Be your age, Cyn.»

«l am. You beyours That little man isevil. »

She left the room and cached the money. When she returned he was down on his knees by the
char in which Hoag had sat, busy with an insufflator. He looked around as she camein.

«Cyn—»

«Yes, Bran.»

«Y ou haven't touched this chair?»

«Of course not. | polished the arms as usual before he showed up.»

«That's not what | mean. | meant since he left. Did he ever take off his gloves?»

«Wait aminute. Yes, I'm sure he did. | looked at his nails when he told his yarn about them.»
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«So did I, but | wanted to make sure | wasn't nuts. Take alook at that surface.»

She examined the polished chair arms, now covered with athin film of gray dust. The surface was
unbroken—no fingerprints. «<He must never have touched them— But he did. | saw him. When he
sad, ‘I'mfrightened,” he gripped both arms. | remember noticing how blue his knuckles looked.»

«Collodion, maybe?»

«Don't be glly. Thereisn't even a smear. You shook hands with him. Did he have collodion on
his hands»>

«l don't think so. | think 1 would have noticed it. The Man with No Fingerprints. Let's cal him a
ghost and forget it.»

«Ghosts don’t pay out hard cash to be watched.»

«No, they don't. Not that | ever heard of.» He stood up and marched out into the breskfast
nook, grabbed the phone and didled long distance. «I want the Medical Exchange in Dubuque, uh—
» He cupped the phone and cdled to hiswife. «Say, honey, what the hell sate is Dubuque in?»

Forty-five minutes and severa cdls later he dammed the instrument back into its cradle. «That
tears it» he announced. «There is no St. George Rest Home in Dubuque. There never was and
probably never will be. And no Dr. Rennault.»
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«There heig» Cynthia Craig Randal nudged her husband.

He continued to hold the Tribune in front of his face asif reading it. «I see him,» he said quietly.
«Control yoursdlf. Yuh'd think you had never tailed aman before. Easy doesit.»

«Teddy, do be careful .»

«l will be» He glanced over the top of the paper and watched Jonathan Hoag come down the
steps of the swank Gotham Apartments in which he made his home. When he left the shelter of the
canopy he turned to the left. The time was exactly seven minutes before nine in the morning.

Randdl stood up, folded his paper with care, and laid it down on the bus-station bench on which
he had been waiting. He then turned toward the drugstore behind him, dropped a penny in the dot of
a gum-vending machine in the shop's recessed doorway. In the mirror on the face of the machine he
watched Hoag's unhurried progress down the far side of the street. With equa lack of rush he
darted after him, without crossing the stret.

Cynthiawaited on the bench until Randall had had time enough to get a haf block ahead of her,
then got up and followed him.

Hoag climbed on a bus at the second corner. Randdl took advantage of a traffic-light change
which held the bus at the corner, crossed againg the lights, and managed to reach the bus just as it
was pulling out. Hoag had gone up to the open deck; Randdl seated himsdlf down below.

Cynthia was too late to catch the bus, but not too late to note its number. She yoohooed at the
fird cruisng taxi that came by, told the driver the number of the bus, and set out. They covered
twelve blocks before the bus came in sght; three blocks later ared light enabled the driver to pull up
aongside the bus. She spotted her husband insde; it was dl she needed to know. She occupied the
time for the rest of the ride in kesping the exact amount shown by the meter plus a quarter tip
counted out in her hand.

When she saw them get out of the bus she told the driver to pull up. He did so, a few yards
beyond the bus stop. Unfortunately they were headed in her direction; she did not wish to get out a
once. She paid the driver the exact amount of the tariff while kegping one eye—the one in the back
of her heed—on the two men. The driver looked at her curioudy.

«Do you chase after women?» she said suddenly.

«No, lady. | gottafamily.»

«My husband does)» she sad bitterly and untruthfully. «Here.» She handed him the quarter.

Hoag and Randall were some yards past by now. She got out, headed for the shop just across
the walk, and waited. To her surprise she saw Hoag turn and speak to her husband. She was too far
away to hear what was said.

She hesitated to join them. The picture was wrong; it made her gpprehensve—yet her husband
seemed unconcerned. He listened quietly to what Hoag had to say, then the two of them entered the
office building in front of which they had been stlanding.

She closed in a once. The lobby of the office building was as crowded as one might expect at
such an hour in the morning. Six devators, in bank, were doing rushing business. No. 2 had just
dammed its doors. No. 3 had just Sarted to load. They were not in No. 3; she posted herself near
the cigar stand and quickly cased the place.

They were not in the lobby. Nor were they, she quickly made sure, in the barber shop which
opened off the lobby. They had probably been the last passengers to catch Elevator No. 2 on itslast
trip. She had been watching the indicator for No. 2 without learning anything useful from it; the car
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had stopped at nearly every floor.

No. 2 was back down by now; she made herself one of its passengers, not the first nor the last,
but one of the crowd. She did not name a floor, but waited until the last of the others had gotten off.

The elevator boy raised his eyebrows at her. «Floor, please!» he commanded.

She displayed adollar bill. «l want to talk to you.»

He closed the gates, accomplishing an intimate privacy. «Make it snappy,» he said, glancing at the
ggnals on his board.

«Two men got on together your last trip.» She described them quickly and vividly. « want to
know what floor they got off a.»

He shook his head. «l wouldn’t know. Thisisthe rush hour.»

She added another bill. «Think. They were probably the last two to get aboard. Maybe they had
to step out to let others off. The shorter one probably called out the floor.»

He shook his head again. «Even if you made it a fin | couldn’t tdl you. During the rush Lady
Godivaand her horse could ride this cage and | wouldn’'t know it. Now—_do you want to get out or
go down?»

«Down.» She handed him one of the bills. «Thanks for trying.»

He looked at it, shrugged, and pocketed it.

There was nothing to do but to take up her post in the lobby. She did so, fuming. Done in, she
thought, done in by the oldest trick known for shaking atail. Cal yoursdf a dick and get taken in by
the office-building trick! They were probably out of the building and gone by now, with Teddy
wondering where she was and maybe needing her to back up his play.

She ought to take up tating! Damn!

She bought a bottle of Peps-Cola at the cigar stand and drank it dowly, standing up. She was
just wondering whether or not she could stand another, in the interest of protective coloration, when
Randall appeared.

It took the flood of relief that swept over her to make her redize how much she had been afraid.
Nevertheess, she did not bregk character. She turned her head away, knowing that her husband
would see her and recognize the back of her neck quite aswell as her face.

He did not come up and speak to her, therefore she took position on him again. Hoag she could
not see anywhere; had she missed him herself, or what?

Randal waked down to the corner, glanced speculatively a a stand of taxis, then swung aboard
a bus which had just drawn up to its stop. She followed him, alowing severd others to mount it
before her. The bus pulled away. Hoag had certainly not gotten aboard; she concluded that it was
safe to bresk the routine.

He looked up as she sat down beside him. «Cyn! | thought we had lost you.»

«You darn near did,» she admitted. «Tell me—what’s cookin’ ?»

«Wait till we get to the office»

She did not wish to wait, but she subsided. The bus they had entered took them directly to their
office, a mere haf-dozen blocks away. When they were there he unlocked the door of the tiny suite
and went at once to the telephone. Their listed office phone was connected through the PBX of a
Secretarid service.

«Any cals? he asked, then listened for amoment. «O.K. Send up the dips. No hurry.»

He put the phone down and turned to his wife. «Well, babe, that's just about the easiest five
hundred we ever promoted.»

«You found out what he does with himsalf2»

«Of course.»
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«What does he do

«Guess.»

She eyed him. «How would you like a paste in the snoot?»

«Keegp your pants on. You wouldn't guess it, though it's smple enough. He works for a
commercid jewe er—polishes gems. Y ou know that suff he found under his fingernails, that got him
SO upset?

«Y es»

«Nothing to it. Jeweler’ s rouge. With the aid of a diseased imagination he jumps to the concluson
it'sdried blood. So we make half agrand.»

«Mm-m-m. And that seems to be that. This place he works is somewhere in the Acme Building, |
suppose.»

«Room 1310. Or rather Suite 1310. Why didn’'t you tag dong?»

She hegtated a little in replying. She did not want to admit how clumsy she had been, but the
habit of complete honesty with each other was strong upon her. «l let mysdf get mided when Hoag
gpoke to you outside the Acme Building. | missed you a the elevator.»

«l see. Wdll, |— Say! What did you say? Did you say Hoag spoke to me?»

«Yes, certanly.»

«But he didn’'t spesk to me. He never laid eyes on me. What are you talking about?»

«What am [ talking about? What are you taking about! Just before the two of you went into the
Acme Building, Hoag stopped, turned around and spoke to you. The two of you stood there
chinning, which threw me off gride. Then you went into the lobby together, practicaly arm in arm.

He sat there, saying nothing, looking a her for along moment. At last she said, «Don't st there
garing like agoon! That's what happened.»

He said, «Cyn, ligen to my story. | got off the bus after he did and followed him into the lobby. |
used the old hed-and-toe getting into the devator and swung behind him when he faced the front of
the car. When he got out, | hung back, then fiddled around, haf in and haf out, asking the operator
ampleton questions, and giving him long enough to get clear. When | turned the corner he was just
disappearing into 1310. He never spoke to me. He never saw my face. I’'m sure of that.»

She was looking white, but dl she said was, «Go on.»

«When you go in this place there is a long glass partition on your right, with benches built up
againg it. You can look through the glass and see the jewelers, or jewelsmiths, or whatever you call
‘em at work. Clever—good salesmanship. Hoag ducked right on in and by the time | passed down
the ade he was dready on the other side, his coat off and a smock on, and one of those magnifying
dinguses screwed into hiseye. | went on past him to the desk—he never looked up— and asked for
the manager. Presently a little birdlike guy shows up and | ask him if they have a man named
Jonathan Hoag in their employ. He says yes and asks if | want to speak to him. | told him no, that |
was an investigator for an insurance company. He wants to know if there is anything wrong and |
told him that it was Smply a routine investigation of what he had said on his gpplication for a life
policy, and how long had he worked there? Five years, he told me. He said that Hoag was one of
the most reliable and skillful employees. | said fine, and asked if he thought Mr. Hoag could afford to
cary as much as ten thousand. He says certainly and that they were dways glad to see ther
employessinvest in lifeinsurance. Which was whet | figured when | gave him the all.

«As| went out | stopped in front of Hoag's bench and looked at him through the glass. Presently
he looked up and stared a me, then looked down again. I’'m sure | would have spotted it if he had
recognized me. A case of complete skeezo, sheezo . . . how do you pronounce it?»

«Schizophrenia. Completely split persondities. But look, Teddy—>»
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«Yeah?

«You did tak with him. | saw you.»

«Now dow down, puss. You may think you did, but you must have been looking at two other
guys. How far away were you?»

«Not that far. | was ganding in front of Beecham'’s Bootery. Then comes Chez Louis, and then
the entrance to the Acme Building. Y ou had your back to the newspaper stand at the curb and were
practicdly facing me. Hoag had his back to me, but | couldn’t have been mistaken, as | had him in
full profile when the two of you turned and went into the building together.»

Randall looked exasperated. «l didn’t spesk with him. And | didn’'t go in with him; | followed him
n.»

«Edward Randall, don't give me that! | admit | lost the two of you, but that’s no reason to rub it
in by trying to make afool of me»

Randd | had been married too long and too comfortably not to respect danger signds. He got up,
went to her, and put an arm around her. «Look, kid,» he said, serioudy and gently, «I’m not pulling
your leg. We' ve got our wires crossed somehow, but I'm giving it to you just as straight as| can, the
way | remember it.»

She searched his eyes, then kissed him suddenly, and pulled away. «All right. We re both right
and it simpossible. Come on.»

«‘Comeon’” where?»

«To the scene of the crime. If | don't get this straightened out I'll never deep again.»

The Acme Building was just where they had |eft it. The Bootery was where it belonged, likewise
Chez Louis, and the newsstand. He stood where she had stood and agreed that she could not have
been mistaken in her identification unless blind drunk. But he was equaly positive as to what he had
done.

«You didn't pick up asnifter or two on the way, did you?» he suggested hopefully.

«Certainly not.»

«What do we do now?»

«l don’'t know. Yes, | do, too! We're finished with Hoag, aren’t we? You' ve traced him down
and that’ sthat.»

«Yes...why?

«Take me up to where he works. | want to ask his daytime persondity whether or not he spoke
to you getting off the bus.»

He shrugged. «O.K., kid. It's your party.»

They went insgde and entered the first free eevator. The arter clicked his castanets, the operator
dammed his doors and said, «Floors, please»

Six, three, and nine. Randdl waited until al those had been served before announcing, «Thirteen.»

The operator looked around. «I can give you twelve and fourteen, buddy, and you can split ‘em.»

«Huh?»

«Therean’t no thirteenth floor. If there was, nobody would rent on it.»

«You must be migtaken. | was on it this morning.»

The operator gave him a look of marked regtraint. «See for yoursdlf.» He shot the car upward
and hdted it. «Twelve» He rased the car dowly, the figure 12 did out of sght and was quickly
replaced by another. «Fourteen. Which way will you have it

«’m sorry,» Randall admitted. «I’ve made a slly migtake. | redly was in here this morning and |
thought | had noted the floor.»
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«Might ha been eighteen» suggested the operator. «Sometimes an eight will look like a three.
Who you lookin' for?»

«Detheridge & Co. They’ re manufacturing jeweers.»

The operator shook his head. «Not in this building. No jeweers, and no Detheridge.»

«You're sure?

Instead of answering, the operator dropped his car back to the tenth floor. «Try 1001. It's the
office of the building.»

No, they had no Detheridge. No, no jewelers, manufacturing or otherwise. Could it be the Apex
Building the gentleman wanted, rather than the Acme? Randall thanked them and Ieft, congderably
shaken.

Cynthia had maintained complete silence during the proceedings. Now she said, «Darling—>»

«Yeah. What isit?

«We could go up to the top floor, and work down.»

«Why bother? If they were here, the building office would know about it.»

«S0 they would, but they might not be telling. There is something fishy about this whole business.
Come to think about it, you could hide a whole floor of an office building by making its door look
like ablank wall.»

«No, that’sglly. I'm just loang my mind, that’sdl. Y ou better take me to a doctor.»

«It'snot slly and you're not losing your grip. How do you count height in an elevator? By floors.
If you didn’t see afloor, you would never redize an extra one was tucked in. We may be on the trail
of something big.» She did not redly believe her own arguments, but she knew that he needed
something to do.

He started to agree, then checked himself. «How about the stairways? Y ou're bound to notice a
floor from a aircase.»

«Maybe there is some hanky-panky with the staircases, too. If so, we'll be looking for it. Come
on.»

But there was not. There were exactly the same number of steps—eighteen—Dbetween floors
twelve and fourteen as there were between any other pair of adjacent floors. They worked, down
from the top floor and examined the lettering on each frosted-glass door. This took them rather long,
as Cynthiawould not listen to Randal’ s suggestion that they split up and take half afloor apiece. She
wanted him in her Sght.

No thirteenth floor and nowhere a door which announced the tenancy of a firm of manufacturing
jewders, neither Detheridge & Co. nor any other name. There was no time to do more than read the
firm names on the doors, to have entered each office, on one pretext or another, would have taken
much more than a day.

Randdl stared thoughtfully a a door labded: «Pride, Greenway, Hamilton, Steinbolt, Carter &
Greenway, Attorneys at Law.» «By this time» he mused, «they could have changed the lettering on
the door.»

«Not on that onep» she pointed out. «Anyhow, if it was a set-up, they could have cleaned out the
whole joint, too. Changed it S0 you wouldn't recognize it.» Nevertheless she stared at the innocent-
seeming letters thoughtfully. An office building was a terribly remote and secret place. Soundproof
walls, Vendian blinds—and a meaningless firm name. Anything could go in such a place—anything.
Nobody would know. Nobody would care. No one would ever notice. No policeman on his best,
neighbors as remote as the moon, not even scrub service if the tenant did not wish it. Aslong asthe
rent was paid on time, the management would leave a tenant alone. Any crime you fancied and park
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the bodiesin the closat.

She shivered. «Come on, Teddy. Let’s hurry.»

They covered the remaining floors as quickly as possble and came out a last in the lobby.
Cynthia fet warmed by the sight of faces and sunlight, even though they had not found the missing
firm. Randall stopped on the steps and looked around. «Do you suppose we could have been in a
different building> he said doulbtfully.

«Not a chance. See that cigar sand? | practicdly lived there. | know every flyspeck on the
counter.»

«Then what’ s the answer?»

«Lunch isthe answer. Come on.»

«O.K. But I'm going to drink mine.»

She managed to persuade him to encompass a plate of corned-beef hash after the third whiskey
sour. That and two cups of coffee left him entirely sober, but unhappy. «Cyn—>»

«Yes, Teddy.»

«What happened to me?»

She answered dowly. « think you were made the victim of an amazing piece of hypnosis»

«S0 do |—now. Either that, or I’ ve findly cracked up. So cdl it hypnoss. | want to know why.»

She made doodles with her fork. «I’m not sure that | want to know. Y ou know wheat | would like
to do, Teddy?»

«What?»

«l would like to send Mr. Hoag's five hundred dallars back to him with a message that we can't
help him, so we are returning his money.»

He stared at her. «Send the money back? Good heavens! »

Her face looked as if she had been caught making an indecent suggestion, but she went on
stubbornly. «l know. Just the same, that’s what | would like to do. We can make enough on divorce
cases and skip-tracing to eat on. We don’t have to monkey with athing like this.»

«You tak like five hundred was something you' d useto tip awaiter.»

«No, | don't. | just don’t think it's enough to risk your neck—or your sanity—for. Look, Teddy,
somebody istrying to get usin the nine hole; before we go any further, | want to know why. »

«And | want to know why, too. Which iswhy I’'m not willing to drop the matter. Damn it, | don't
like having shenanigans put over on me»

«What are you going to tel Mr. Hoag?»

He ran a hand through his hair, which did not matter as it was dready mussed. «I don’'t know.
Suppose you tak to him. Give him agal.»

«That'safine idea That'saswell idea I'll tdl him you've broken your leg but you'll be al right
tomorrow.»

«Don't be like that, Cyn. Y ou know you can handle him.»

«All right. But you've got to promise me this, Teddy.»

«Promise what?»

«Aslong aswe're on this case we do everything together.»

«Don't we dways?»

«l mean redlly together. | don’t want you out of my sight any of thetime.»

«But see here, Cyn, that may not be practica.»

«Promise.»

«O.K., O.K. | promise»

«That's better.» She relaxed and looked amost happy. «Hadn't we better get back to the
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«The hdl withit. Let'sgo out and take in atriple fegture»

«O.K., Brain.» She gathered up her gloves and purse.

The movies falled to amuse him, athough they had sdected an dl-Western hill, afare of which he
was inordinatdy fond. But the hero seemed as villainous as the foreman, and the mysterious masked
riders, for once, gppeared redly snister. And he kept seeing the thirteenth floor of the Acme
Building, the long glass partition behind which the craftsmen labored, and the little dried-up manager
of Detheridge & Co. Damn it—could a man be hypnotized into believing that he had seen anything
asdetailed asthat?

Cynthia hardly noticed the pictures. She was preoccupied with the people around them. She
found hersdf studying their faces guardedly whenever the lights went up. If they looked like thiswhen
they were amusing themsdlves, what were they like when they were unhappy? With rare exceptions
the faces looked, at the best, stolidly uncomplaining. Discontent, the grim marks of physicd pain,
lonely unhappiness, frustration, and stupid meanness, she found in numbers, but rardly a merry face,
Even Teddy, whose habitud debonar gaiety was one of his chief virtues, was looking dour—with
reason, she conceded. She wondered what were the reasons for those other unhappy masks.

She recalled having seen a painting entitled «Subway.» It showed a crowd pouring out the door
of an underground train while another crowd attempted to force its way in. Getting on or getting off,
they were plainly in a hurry, yet it seemed to give them no pleasure. The picture had no beauty in
itsdlf; it was plain thet the artis’ s Single purpose had been to make a bitter criticism of away of living.

She was glad when the show was over and they could escape to the comparative freedom of the
street. Randall flagged ataxi and they started home.

«Teddy—>»

«Uh?»

«Did you notice the faces of the people in the theater >

«No, not especialy. Why?»

«Not aone of them looked asiif they got any fun out of lifex

«Maybe they don’t.»

«But why don’t they? Look—we have fun, don’'t we»»

«You bet.»

«We dways have fun. Even when we were broke and trying to get the business started we hed
fun. We went to bed smiling and got up happy. We 4iill do. What' s the answer?»

He amiled for the firgt time since the search for the thirteenth floor and pinched her. «It'sfun living
with you, kid.»

«Thanks. And right back at you. Y ou know, when | was alittle girl, | had afunny idea»

«Spill it»

«l was happy mysdf, but as| grew up | could see that my mother wasn't. And my father wasn't.
My teschers weren't—most of the adults around me weren't happy. | got an ideain my head that
when you grew up you found out something that kept you from ever being happy again. You know
how a kid is treated: *You're not old enough to understand, dear, and ‘Wait till you grow up,
darling, and then you' Il understand.’ | used to wonder what the secret was they were keegping from
me and I’ d listen behind doorsto try and seeif | couldn’t find out.»

«Born to be a detectivel »

«Shush. But | could see that, whatever it was, it didn’'t make the grown-ups happy; it made ‘em
sad. Then | used to pray never to find out.» She gave alittle shrug. «I guess | never did.»

He chuckled. «Me neither. A professiona Peter Pan, that's me. Just as happy asif | had good
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sense»
She placed a smdl gloved hand on his arm. «Don't laugh, Teddy. That's what scares me about
thisHoag case. I'm afrad that if we go ahead with it we redly will find out what it is the grown-ups
know. And then wée Il never laugh again.»
He started to laugh, then looked a her hard. «Why, you're redly serious, aren't you? He
chucked her under the chin. «Be your age, kid. What you need is dinner—and a drink.»
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After dinner, Cynthia was just composing in her mind what she would say to Mr. Hoag on
telephoning him when the house buzzer rang. She went to the entrance of their gpartment and took
up the house phone. «Y es?»

Almost immediately she turned to her husband and voicdlesdy shaped the words, «It's Mr.
Hoag.» He raised his brows, put a cautioning finger to hislips, and with an exaggerated tiptoe started
for the bedroom. She nodded.

«Just amoment, please. There—that’ s better. We seem to have had a bad connection. Now who
isit, please?

«Oh . .. Mr. Hoag. Come up, Mr. Hoag.» She punched the button controlling the eectrical outer
lock.

He came in bobbing nervoudy. «l trust thisis not an intrusion, but | have been so upset thet | felt |
couldn’t wait for areport.»

She did not invite him to sit down. «I am sorry,» she said sweetly, «to have to disappoint you.
Mr. Randdl has not yet come home.»

«Oh.» He seemed patheticaly disappointed, so much so that she felt a sudden sympathy. Then
she remembered what her husband had been put through that morning and froze up again.

«Do you know,» he continued, «<when he will be home>

«That | couldn’t say. Wives of detectives, Mr. Hoag, learn not to wait up.»

«Yes, | suppose s0. Well, | presume | should not impose on you further. But | am anxious to
ek with him.»

«’'ll tdl him so. Was there anything in particular you had to say to him? Some new data,
perhaps?»

«No—» he said dowly. «No, | suppose. . . it adl seems s0 Slly!»

«What does, Mr. Hoag?»

He searched her face. «I wonder— Mrs. Randdl, do you believe in possesson»

«Possession?

«Possession of human souls—by devils.»

«l can't say that I’ ve thought much about it,» she answered cautioudy. She wondered if Teddy
were ligening, if he could reach her quickly if she screamed.

Hoag was fumbling strangdly at his shirt front; he got a button opened; she whiffed an acrid,
unclean smdll, then he was holding out something in his hand, something fastened by a string around
his neck under his shirt.

She forced hersdlf to look at it and with intense relief recognized it for what it was—a cluster of
fresh cloves of garlic, worn as a necklace. «\Why do you wear it?» she asked.

«It does seem sllly, doesn't it?» he admitted. «Giving way to superdtition like that—but it comforts
me. I’ ve had the mogt frightening feding of being watched—>»

«Naturaly. We ve been— Mr. Randal has been watching you, by your ingtructions.»

«Not that. A man in amirror—» He hesitated.

<«A man inamirror?»

«Your reflection in a mirror watches you, but you expect it; it doesn't worry you. This is
something new, as if someone were trying to get & me, waiting for a chance. Do you think I'm
crazy?» he concluded suddenly.

Her attention was only haf on his words, for she had noticed something when he held out the
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garlic which had held her attention. His fingertips were ridged and grooved in whorls and loops and
arches like anyone elsg' s—and they were certainly not coated with collodion tonight. She decided to
get a st of prints for Teddy. «No, | don't think you're crazy,» she said soothingly, «but | think
you've let yourself worry too much. Y ou should relax. Wouldn't you like a drink >

«l would be grateful for a glass of water.»

Water or liquor, it was the glass she was interested in. She excused hersdf and went out to the
kitchen where she sdected a tdl glass with smooth, undecorated sdes. She polished it carefully,
added ice and water with equd care not to wet the sdes. She carried it in, holding it near the
bottom.

Intentiondly or unintentiondly, he had outmaneuvered her. He was standing in front of the mirror
near the door, where he had evidently been straightening his tie and tidying himsdlf and returning the
galic to its hide-away. When he turned around at her gpproach she saw that he had put his gloves
back on.

She invited him to St down, thinking that if he did so he would remove his gloves. But he sad,
«I’ve imposed on you too long as it is» He drank hdf the glass of water, thanked her, and left
Slently.

Randdl camein. «He s gone?»

She turned quickly. «Yes, he's gone. Teddy, | wish you would do your own dirty work. He
makes me nervous. | wanted to scream for you to come in.»

«Steedy, old girl.»

«That's dl very wdl, but | wish we had never laid eyes on him.» She went to a window and
opened it wide.

«Too late for Herpicide. We're in it now.» His eye rested on the glass. «Say—did you get his
prints?»

«No such luck. I think he read my mind.»

«Too bad.»

«Teddy, what do you intend to do about him now?»

«l’ve got an ideg, but let me work it out first. What was this song and dance he was giving you
about devils and aman in amirror watching him»

«That wasn't what he said.»

«Maybe | was the man in the mirror. | watched him in one this morning.»

«Huh-uh. He was just using a metaphor. He's got the jumps.» She turned suddenly, thinking that
she had seen something move over her shoulder. But there was nothing there but the furniture and the
wall. Probably just a reflection in the glass, she decided, and said nothing about it. «I’ve got ‘em,
too,» she added. «Asfor devils, he sal the devil | want. Y ou know what I’ d like?»

«What?»

«A big Hiff drink and early to bed.»

«Good idea» He wandered out into the kitchen and started mixing the prescription. «Want a
sandwich too?»

Randdl found himsdf ganding in his pgameas in the living room of their gpartment, facing the
mirror that hung near the outer door. His reflection—no, not his reflection, for the image was
properly dressed in conservative clothes appropriate to a solid man of business—the image spoke to
him.

«Edward Randall.»
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«Huh?»

«Edward Randdl, you are summoned. Here—take my hand. Pull up a chair and you will find you
can climb through eadily.»

It seemed a perfectly naturd thing to do, in fact the only reasonable thing to do. He placed a
graight chair under the mirror, took the hand offered him, and scrambled through. There was a
washgtand under the mirror on the far Sde, which gave him aleg down. He and his companion were
ganding in asmdl, white tiled washroom such as one findsin office suites.

«Hurry,» said his companion. «The others are al assembled.»

«Who are you

«The name is Phipps,» the other said, with adight bow. «Thisway, please»

He opened the door of the washroom and gave Randdl a gentle shove. He found himsdf in a
room that was obvioudy a board room—with a meeting in sesson, for the long table was
surrounded by about dozen men. They al had their eyes on him.

«Up you go, Mr. Randal.»

Another shove, not quite so gentle and he was gtting in the middle of the polished table. Its hard
top felt cold through the thin cotton of his pgama trousers.

He drew the jacket around him tightly and shivered. «Cut it out,» he said. «Let me down from
here. I'm not dressed.» He tried to get up, but he seemed unable to accomplish that smple
movement.

Somebody behind him chuckled. A voice said, «<H€e's not very fat.» Someone answered, «That
doesn't matter, for thisjob.»

He was beginning to recognize the Stuaion—the last time it had been Michigan Boulevard
without his trousers. More than once it had found him back in school again, not only undressed, but
lessons unprepared, and late in the bargain. Well, he knew how to best it—close your eyes and
reach down for the covers, then wake up safein bed.

He closed his eyes.

«No use to hide, Mr. Randal. We can see you and you are Smply wasting time.»

He opened his eyes. «What's the idea? he said savagely. «Where am 1? Why'dju bring me
here? What' s going on?»

Facing him a the head of the table was a large man. Standing, he must have measured Sx feet
two at least, and he was broad-shouldered and heavy-boned in proportion. Fat was laid over his
huge frame liberdly. But his hands were dender and wdl shaped and beautifully manicured; his
features were not large and seemed smdller, being framed in fat jowls and extra chins. His eyes were
amdl and merry; his mouth smiled a good dedl and he had atrick of compressing hislips and shoving
them out.

«One thing a atime, Mr. Randdl,» he answered jovidly. «As to where you are, this is the
thirteenth floor of the Acme Building—you remember.» He chuckled, as if they shared a private
joke. «As to what goes on, thisis a meeting of the board of Detheridge & Co. I»—he managed to
bow dgtting down, over the broad expanse of his belly—«am R. Jefferson Stoles, chairman of the
board, at your service, Sr.»

«But—>»

«Please, Mr. Randal—introductions first. On my right. Mr. Townsend.»

«How do you do, Mr. Randall.»

«How do you do,» Randall answered mechanicaly. «Look here, this has gone far—»

«Then Mr. Gravesby, Mr. Wdlls, Mr. Y oakum, Mr. Printemps, Mr. Jones. Mr. Phipps you have
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met. He is our secretary. Beyond him is seated Mr. Refsnider and Mr. Snyder—no relaion. And
findly Mr. Parker and Mr. Crewes. Mr. Potiphar, | am sorry to say, could not attend, but we have a
quorum.»

Randdl tried to get up again, but the table top seemed unbelievably dippery. «I don't care» he
sad hitterly, «whether you have a quorum or agang fight. Let me out of here.»

«Tut, Mr. Randdl. Tut. Don't you want your questions answered?>

«Not that bad. Damn it, let me—»

«But they redlly must be answered. Thisis abusiness sesson and you are the business at hand.»

«Me?»

«Yes, you. You are, shdl we say, aminor item on the agenda, but one which must be cleared up.
We do not like your activity, Mr. Randdl. Y ou redly must ceaseit.»

Before Randall could answer, Stoles shoved a pam in his direction. «Don't be hasty, Mr.
Randdl. Let me explain. Not al of your activities. We do not care how many blondes you plant in
hotel rooms to act as complacent correspondents in divorce cases, nor how many wires you tap, nor
|etters you open. Thereisonly one activity of yours we are concerned with. | refer to Mr. Hoag.» He
Spat out the last word.

Randd| could fed a gtir of uneasiness run through the room.

«What about Mr. Hoag?» he demanded. There was the gtir again. Stoles' face no longer even
pretended to smile.

«Let us refer to him hereafter,» he said, «as ‘your client.” It comes to this, Mr. Randdl. We have
other plans for Mr. . . . for your client. You must leave him done. You must forget him, you must
never see him again.»

Randall stared back, uncowed. «I’ve never welshed on aclient yet. I'll sseyouin hdl first.»

«That,» admitted Stoles, shoving out his lips, «is a diginct posshility, | grant you, but one that
neither you nor | would care to contemplate, save as a bombastic metaphor. Let us be reasonable.
You are a reasonable man, |1 know, and my confreres and |, we are reasonable creatures, too.
Instead of trying to coerce or cgole you | want to tell you a story, so that you may understand why.»

«l don't careto listen to any stories. I'm leaving.»

«Areyou redly?| think not. And you will listen!»

He pointed a finger & Randdl; Randal attempted to reply, found that he could not. «This» he
thought, «is the damnedest no-pants dream | ever had. Shouldn’'t eat before going to bed—knew
better.»

«In the Beginning,» Stoles sated, «there was the Bird.» He suddenly covered his face with his
hands, dl the others gathered around the table did likewise.

The Bird—Randdl felt a sudden vison of what those two smple words meant when mouthed by
this repulsve fat man; no soft and downy chick, but a bird of prey, strong-winged and rapacious—
unwinking eyes, whey-colored and staring—purple wattles—but most especialy he saw its feet, bird
feet, covered with ydlow scales, fleshless and taloned and foul from use. Obscene and terrible—

Stoles uncovered his face. «The Bird was aone. Its grest wings begt the empty depths of space
where there was none to see. But deep within It was the Power and the Power was Life. It looked
to the north when there was no north; It looked to the south when there was no south; east and west
It looked, and up and down. Then out of the nothingness and out of 1ts Will 1t wove the nest.

«The nest was broad and deep and strong. In the nest It laid one hundred eggs. It stayed on the
nest and brooded the eggs, thinking Its thoughts, for ten thousand thousand years. When the time
was ripe It left the nest and hung it aout with lights that the fledglings might see. It watched and
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waited.

«From esach of the hundred eggs a hundred Sons of the Bird were hatched—ten thousand sirong.
Yet so wide and deegp was the nest there was room and to spare for each of them—a kingdom
apiece and each was a king—king over the things that creegp and crawl and swim and fly and go on
al fours, things that had been born from the crevices of the nest, out of the warmth and the waiting.

«Wise and crud was the Bird, and wise and crud were the Sons of the Bird. For twice ten
thousand thousand years they fought and ruled and the Bird was pleased. Then there were some
who decided that they were as wise and strong as the Bird Itsdf. Out of the stuff of the nest they
cregted creatures like unto themsdaves and breathed in their nogtrils, that they might have sons to
serve them and fight for them. But the sons of the Sons were not wise and strong and crud, but
weak and soft and stupid. The Bird was not pleased.

«Down It cast Its Own Sons and let them be chained by the softly stupid— Stop fidgeting, Mr.
Randdl! | know thisis difficult for your little mind, but for once you redly mugt think about something
longer than your nose and wider than your mouth, believe me!

«The stupid and the weak could not hold the Sons of the Bird; therefore, the Bird placed among
them, here and there, others more powerful, more cruel, and more shrewd, who by craft and cruelty
and deceit could circumvent the attempts of the Sons to bresk free. Then the Bird sat back, well
content, and waited for the game to play itself out.

«The game is being played. Therefore, we cannot permit you to interfere with your client, nor to
assigt himin any way. Y ou see that, don't you»

«l don’'t see» shouted Randdll, suddenly able to speek, «a damn thing! To hell with the bunch of
you! This joke has gone far enough.»

«Silly and weak and stupid,» Stoles sighed. «Show him, Mr. Phipps.»

Phipps got up, placed a brief case on the table, opened it, and drew something from it, which he
shoved under Randdl’s nose—amirror.

«Please look thisway, Mr. Randdl,» he said politely.

Randall looked at himsdlf in the mirror.

«What are you thinking of, Mr. Randal| >

The image faded, he found himsdf garing into his own bedroom, as if from a dight height. The
room was dark, but he could plainly see hiswife's head on her pillow. His own pillow was vacant.

She dirred, and haf turned over, Sghing softly. Her lips were parted a trifle and amiling faintly, as
if what she dreamed were pleasant.

«See, Mr. Randd|?» said Stales. «You wouldn't want anything to happen to her, now, would
you?»

«Why, you dirty, low-down—>»

«Softly, Mr. Randall, softly. And that will be enough from you. Remember your own interests—
and Kers.» Solesturned away from him. «Remove him, Mr. Phipps.»

«Come, Mr. Randdl.» He felt again that undignified shove from behind, then he was flying through
the air with the scene tumbling to pieces around him.

He was wide-awake in his own bed, flat on his back and covered with cold swest.

Cynthiasat up. «What' s the matter, Teddy?> she said deepily. «l heard you cry out.»

«Nothing. Bad dream, | guess. Sorry | woke you.»

«'Sdl right. Stomach upset™»

<«A little, maybe»

«Take some bicarb.»

«l will.» He got up, went to the kitchen and fixed himsdlf asmdl dose. His mouth was alittle sour,
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he redlized, now that he was awake; the soda helped matters.
Cynthia was dready adegp when he got back; he did into bed quietly. She snuggled up to him
without waking, her body warming his. Quickly he was adeep, too.

« ‘Never mind trouble! Fiddie-de-dee!” » He broke off snging suddenly, turned the shower
down sufficiently to permit ordinary conversation, and said, «Good morning, beautiful!»

Cynthia was standing in the door of the bathroom, rubbing one eye and looking blearily a him
with the other. «People who sing before breskfast—good morning.»

«Why shouldn’t | ang? It's a beautiful day and I’ ve had a beautiful deep. I've got a new shower
song. Listen.»

«Don't bother.»

«Thisis a song,» he continued, unperturbed, «dedicated to a Y oung Man Who Has Announced
His Intention of Going Out into the Garden to Eat Worms.»

«Teddy, you're nasty.»

«No, I’'m naot. Listen.» He turned the shower on more fully. «Y ou have to have the water running
to get the full effect,» he explained. «Firs verse:

«I don’t think I'll go out in the garden;
I’ll make the worms come in to mel
If I have to be miser'ble,

1 might as well be so comjort’ bly!»

He paused for effect. «Chorus,» he announced.

«Never mind trouble! Fiddle-de-dee!

Eat your worms with Vitamin B!

Follow this rule and you will be

Still eating worms at a hundred n’ three!»

He paused again. «Second verse» he stated. «Only | haven't thought up a second verse yet.
Shdll | repesat the first verse?»

«No, thanks. Just duck out of that shower and give me a chance at it.»

«You don't likeit,» he accused her.

« didn't say | didn’'t.»

«Art israrely gppreciated,» he mourned. But he got out.

He had the coffee and the orange juice waiting by the time she gppeared in the kitchen. He
handed her a glass of the fruit juice. «Teddy, you're a darling. What do you want in exchange for al
this coddling>

«You. But not now. I'm not only swest, I’'m brainy.»

«SO?»

«Uh-huh. Look— I"ve figured out what to do with friend Hoag.»

«Hoag? Oh, dear!»

«Look out—you'll spill it!'» He took the glass from her and st it down. «Don't be dlly, babe.
What' s gotten into you»

«l don't know, Teddy. | just fed asif we were tackling the kingpin of Cicero with a pea shooter.»

«l shouldn’t have talked business before breskfast. Have your coffee—you’ll fed better.»



28

«All right. No toast for me, Teddy. What's your brilliant idea?>

«It's this» he explained, while crunching toast. «Yesterday we tried to keep out of his sight in
order not to shake him back into his nighttime persondity. Right»

«Uh-huh.»

«Widll, today we don't have to. We can gtick to him like a leech, both of us, practicaly arm in
am. If it interferes with the daytime haf of his persondity, it doesn't matter, because we can lead
him to the Acme Building. Once there, habit will take him where he usualy goes. Am | right?»

«l don't know, Teddy. Maybe. Amnesia persondities are funny things. He might just drift into a
confused state.»

«You don't think it will work?»

«Maybe it will, maybe it won't. But aslong as you plan for usto Say close together, I'm willing to
try it—if you won't give up the whole matter.»

He ignored the condition she placed on it. «Fine. I'll give the old buzzard a ring and tdll him to
wait for us at his gpartment.» He reached across the breskfast table and grabbed the phone, diaed it
and talked with Hoag. «H€e' s certainly a June bug, that one» he said as he put the phone down. «At
fird he couldn’t place me a dl. Then dl of a sudden he seemed to click and everything was dl right.
Ready to go, Cyn>»

«Half asec.»

«O. K.» He got up and went into the living room, whistling softly.

The whistling broke off; he came quickly back into the kitchen. «Cyn—»

«What' s the matter, Teddy?»

«Come into the living room—please!»

She hurried to do so, suddenly apprehensive at the sight of his face. He pointed to a Straight chair
which had been pulled over to a point directly under the mirror near the outer door. «Cyn—how did
that get whereit is?

«That chair? Why, | pulled a chair over there to straighten the mirror just before | went to bed. |
must have l€ft it there»

«Mm-m-m— | suppose you must have. Funny | didn’t notice it when | turned out the light.»

«Why does it worry you? Think somebody might have gotten into the apartment last night>

«Yeah. Yeah, sure—that'swhat | was thinking.» But his brow was till wrinkled.

Cynthia looked at him, then went back into the bedroom. There she gathered up her purse, went
through it rgpidly, then opened a smdl, conceded drawer in her dressing table. «If anyone did
manage to get in, they didn’t get much. Got your walet? Everything in it? How about your watch»

He made a quick check and reported, «They're al right. You must have |eft the chair there and |
just didn’t notice it. Ready to go»

«Beright with you.»

He said no more about it. Privately he was thinking what an involved mess a few subconscious
memories and a club sandwich just before turning in could make. He must have noticed the chair just
before turning out the light—hence its gppearance in the nightmare. He dismissed the métter.
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Hoag was waiting for them. «Come in,» he said. «Come in. Welcome, madame, to my little hide-
away. Will you st down? Have we time for a cup of tea? I’ m afraid, he added apologeticaly, «that |
haven't coffee in the house.»

«l guess we have,» agreed Randall. «Y esterday you eft the house a eight fifty-three and it's only
eght thirty-five now. | think we ought to leave a the same time.»

«Good.» Hoag bustled away, to return at once with a tea service on atray, which he placed on a
table at Cynthia's knees. «Will you pour, Mrs. Randall? It's Chinese tea» he added. «My own
blend.»

«’d be pleased.» He did not look at dl snister this morning, she was forced to admit. He was
just a fussy little bachelor with worry lines around his eyes—and a most exquidte gpartment. His
pictures were good, just how good she had not the training to tell, but they looked like originas.
There were not too many of them, ether, she noticed with gpprovad. Arty little bachelors were
usualy worse than old maids for crowding aroom full of too much.

Not Mr. Hoag'sflat. It had an airy perfection to it as pleasing, in its way, as a Brahms watz. She
wanted to ask him where he had gotten his drapes.

He accepted a cup of tea from her, cradled it in his hand and sniffed the aroma before sipping
from it. He then turned to Randdl. «I'm &fraid, gr, that we are off on a wild-goose chase this
morning.»

«Perhaps. Why do you think so?»

«Well, you see, | redly am a aloss asto what to do next. Y our telephone cal— | was preparing
my morning tea—I don’t keep a servant—as usua, when you cdled. | suppose | an more or lessin
a brown fog in the early mornings—absent-minded, you know, just doing the things one does when
one gets up, making one'stoilet and dl that with one's thoughts elsewhere. When you telephoned |
was quite bemused and it took me a moment to recall who you were and what business we had with
each other. In away the conversation cleared my head, made me conscioudy aware of mysdlf, that
is to say, but now—s» He shrugged helplesdy. «Now | haven’t the dightest idea of what | am to do
next.»

Randdl nodded. «l had that posshbility in mind when | phoned you. | don't clam to be a
psychologist but it seemed possible that your trangtion from your nighttime sdif to your daytime self
took place as you left your gpartment and that any interruption in your routine might throw you off.»

«Then why—>»

«lt won't matter. Y ou see, we shadowed you yesterday; we know where you go.»

«Youdo? Tdl me gr! Tel me»

«Not s0 fast. We logt track of you at the last minute. What | had in mind is this; We could guide
you aong the same track, right up to the point where we lost track of you yesterday. At that point |
am hoping that your habitud routine will carry you on through—and we will bein right a your heds»

«You say ‘we.’ Does Mrs. Randdl assigt you in this?»

Randal hesitated, redizing that he had been caught out in a dight prevarication. Cynthia moved in
and took over the ball.

«Not ordinarily, Mr. Hoag, but this seemed like an exceptiona case. We fdt that you would not
enjoy having your private affairs looked into by the ordinary run of hired operator, so Mr. Randall
has undertaken to attend to your case persondly, with my help when necessary.»
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«Not at al.»

«But itis—tis But, uh, in that case—I wonder if | have paid you enough. Do not the services of
the head of the firm come alittle higher>»

Hoag was looking a Cynthia; Randdl signded to her an emphatic «Yes»—which she chose to
ignore. «What you have dready paid, Mr. Hoag, seems sufficient. If additiond involvements come
up later, we can discuss them then.»

«l suppose s0.» He paused and pulled at his lower lip. «I do appreciate your thoughtfulness in
keeping my affairsto yoursalves. | shouldn't like—» He turned suddenly to Randall. «Tell me—what
would your attitude be if it should develop that my daytime life is—scandaous?» The word seemed
to hurt him.

«l can keep scanddl to mysdif.»

«Suppose it were worse than that. Suppose it were—crimind. Beastly.»

Randal stopped to choose his words. «l am licensed by the State of Illinois. Under that license |
am obliged to regard myself as a gpecid police officer in alimited sense. | certainly could not cover
up any mgor feony. But it's not my business to turn clients in for any ordinary peccadillo. | can
assure you that it would have to be something pretty serious for me to be willing to turn over aclient
to the police»

«But you can't assure me that you would not do so»

«No,» he sad flatly.

Hoag sghed. «I suppose I'll just have to trust to your good judgment.» He held up his right hand
and looked at his nails. «No. No, | can't risk it. Mr. Randdl, suppose you did find something you
did not gpprove of—couldn’t you just call me up and tell me that you were dropping the case?>

«No.»

He covered his eyes and did not answer a once. When he did his voice was barely audible.
«Y ou' ve found nothing—yet?» Randal shook his head. «Then perhapsiit is wiser to drop the matter
now. Some things are better never known.»

His evident distress and helplessness, combined with the favorable impresson his apartment had
made on her, aroused in Cynthia a sympathy which she would have thought impossible the evening
before. She leaned toward him. «\Why should you be so distressed, Mr. Hoag? Y ou have no reason
to think that you have done anything to be afraid of—have you»

«No. No, nothing redlly. Nothing but an overpowering gpprehension.”

«But why?»

«Mrs. Randdl, have you ever heard a noise behind you and been afraid to look around? Have
you ever awakened in the night and kept your eyes tightly shut rather than find out what it was that
had startled you? Some evils reach their full effect only when acknowledged and faced.

«l don't dare face this one» he added. «l thought that | did, but | was mistaken.»

«Come now,» she said kindly, «facts are never as bad as our fears—»

«Why do you say s0? Why shouldn’t they be much worse?»

«Why, because they just aren’t.» She stopped, suddenly conscious that her Pollyanna saying had
no truth in it, that it was the sort of thing adults use to pacify children. She thought of her own mother,
who had gone to the hospita, fearing an gppendectomy—uwhich her friends and loving family
privately diagnosed as hypochondria—there to die, of cancer.

No, the facts were frequently worse than our most nervous fears.

Stll, she could not agree with him. «Suppose we look at it in the worst possble light» she
suggested. «Suppose you have been doing something crimina, while in your memory lgpses. No
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court in the State would hold you legdly responsble for your actions.»

He looked at her wildly. «No. No, perhaps they would not. But you know what they would do?
You do, don't you? Have you any ideawhat they do with the crimindly insane?>

«l certainly do,» she answered postively. «They receive the same trestment as any other psycho
patient. They aren’t discriminated againgt. | know; I’ ve done field work at the State Hospital .»

«Suppose you have—you looked at it from the outside. Have you any ideawhat it feds like from
the ingde? Have you ever been placed in a wet pack? Have you ever had a guard put you to bed?
Or force you to egt? Do you know what it’s like to have a key turned in alock every time you make
amove? Never to have any privacy no matter how much you need it?»

He got up and began to pace. «But that isn't the worst of it. It's the other patients. Do you
imagine that a man, amply because his own mind is playing him tricks, doesn’t recognize insanity in
others? Some of them drool and some of them have habits too beadtly to tell of. And they talk, they
talk, they talk. Can you imagine lying in a bed, with the sheet bound down, and a thing in the next
bed that keeps repesting, ‘ The little bird flew up and then flew away; the little bird flew up and then
flew away; thelittle bird flew up, and then flew away—' »

«Mr. Hoag!» Randall stood up and took him by the arm. «Mr. Hoag—control yoursdf! That's no
way to behave»

Hoag stopped, looking bewildered. He looked from one face to the other and an expression of
shame came over him. « . . . I'm sorry, Mrs. Randdl,» he sad. «I quite forgot mysdf. I'm not
mysdlf today. All thisworry—>»

«t'sdl right, Mr. Hoag,» she said stiffly. But her earlier revulson had returned.

«It'snot entirely dl right,» Randal amended. «l think the time has come to get a number of things
cleared up. There has been entirdy too much going on that | don’t understand and | think it is up to
you, Mr. Hoag, to give me afew plain answers»

The little man seemed honedtly a aloss. « surely will, Mr. Randdl, if there is anything | can
answer. Do you fed that | have not been frank with you»

«l certainly do. Firds—when were you in a hospitd for the crimindly insane?»

«Why, | never was. At least, | don't think | ever was. | don’t remember being in one»

«Then why dl this hystericd baderdash you have been spouting the past five minutes? Were you
just making it up»

«Oh, no! That . . . that was.. . . that referred to St. George Rest Home. It had nothing to do with
a. .. with such a hospital .»

«St. George Rest Home, en? We'll come back to that. Mr. Hoag, tdl me what happened
yesterday.»

«Y esterday? During the day? But Mr. Randdl, you know | can't tdl you what happened during
the day.»

«I think you can. There has been some damnable skullduggery going on and you're the center of
it. When you stopped me in front of the Acme Building—what did you say to me? »

«The Acme Building? | know nothing of the Acme Building. Was | there?»

«You're damned right you were there and you pulled some sort of a shenanigan on me, drugged
me or doped me, or something. Why?»

Hoag looked from Randdl’ s implacable face to that of his wife. But her face was impassve; she
was having none of it. He turned hopelesdy back to Randal. «Mr. Randal, believe me—I don't
know what you are talking about. | may have been a the Acme Building. If | were and if | did
anything to you, | know nothing of it.»

His words were so grave, so solemnly sincere in their sound that Randall was unsettled in his own
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conviction. And yet—damn it, somebody had led him up an aley. He shifted his approach. «Mr.
Hoag, if you have been as sincere with me as you claim to be, you won't mind what I’'m going to do
next.» He drew from the inner pocket of his coat a slver cigarette case, opened it, and polished the
mirrorlike inner surface of the cover with his handkerchief. «Now, Mr. Hoag, if you please.»

«What do you want?»

«l want your fingerprints»

Hoag looked startled, swallowed a couple of times, and said in a low voice, «Why should you
want my fingerprints?»

«Why not? If you haven’t done anything, it can’'t do any harm, can it

«You're going to turn me over to the policel»

«l haven't any reason to. | haven't anything on you. Let's have your prints.»

«No!'»

Randall got up, stepped toward Hoag and stood over him. «How would you like both your arms
broken» he said savagely.

Hoag looked at him and cringed, but he did not offer his hands for prints. He huddled himsdlf
together, face averted and his hands drawn in tight to his chest.

Randdl felt atouch on hisarm. «That’s enough, Teddy. Let's get out of here»

Hoag looked up. «Y es» he said huskily. «Get out. Don’t come back.»

«Come on, Teddy.»

«l will inamoment. I’m not quite through. Mr. Hoag!»

Hoag met hiseye asif it were amgor effort.

«Mr. Hoag, you' ve mentioned St. George Rest Home twice as being your old alma mater. | just
wanted you to know that 7 know that there is no such place!»

Again Hoag looked genuingly sartled. «But there is» he indsted. «Wasn't | there for— At least
they told me that was its name,» he added doubtfully.

«Humph!» Randall turned toward the door. «Come on, Cynthia.»

Once they were done in the devator she turned to him. «How did you happen to play it that way,
Teddy?»

«Because» he sad hitterly, «while | don’'t mind opposition, it makes me sore when my own client
crosses me up. He dished us a bunch of lies, and obstructed us, and pulled some kind of deight of
hand on me in that Acme Building dedl. | don't like for a client to pull stunts like that; | don't need
their money that bad.»

«Wl » she 9ghed, «I, for one, will be very happy to giveit back to him. I'm glad it's over.»

«What do you mean, ‘giveit back to him’?I’'m not going to give it back to him; I’'m going to earn
it>»

The car had arrived a the ground floor by now, but she did not touch the gate. «Teddy! What do
you mean?»

«He hired meto find out what he does. Wdl, damn it, I'm going to find out—with or without his
cooperation.»

He waited for her to answer, but she did not. «Well,» he said defensively, «you don't have to
have anything to do with it.»

«f you are going on with it, | certainly am. Remember what you promised me»»

«What did | promise?> he asked, with a manner of complete innocence.

«You kKnow.»

«But look here, Cyn—adl I’'m going to do is to hang around until he comes out, and then tail him.



It may take dl day. He may decide not to come out.»

<«All right. I'll wait with you.»

«Somebody hasto look out for the office»

«You look out for the office» she suggested. «I’ll shadow Hoag.»

«Now that’s ridiculous. Y ou—>» The car started to move upward. ANoops! Somebody wants to
use it.» He jabbed the button marked «Stop,» then pushed the one which returned the car to the
ground floor. Thistimethey did not wait ingde; he immediately opened the gate and the door.

Adjacent to the entrance of the apartment house was a little lounge or waiting room. He guided
her into it. «Now let’s get this settled,» he commenced.

«t is settled.»

«O.K., youwin. Let's get ourselves staked out.»

«How about right here? We can st down and he can’t possibly get out without us seeing him.»

«O.K.»

The eevator had gone up immediatdly after they had quitted it; soon they heard the typicd
clanging grunt which announced its return to the ground floor. «On your toes, kid.»

She nodded and drew back into the shadows of the lounge. He placed himsdlf so that he could
see the devator door by reflection in an ornamenta mirror hanging in the lounge. «Is it Hoag?» she
whispered.

«No,» he answered in alow voice, «it's a bigger man. It looks like—» He shut up suddenly and
grabbed her wridt.

Past the open door of the lounge she saw the hurrying form of Jonathan Hoag go by. The figure
did not turn its eyes in their direction but went directly through the outer door. When it swung closed
Randal relaxed the hold on her wrist. «l darn near muffed that one,» he admitted.

«What happened?»

«Don’ know. Bum glassin the mirror. Digtortion. Talyho, kid.»

They reached the door astheir quarry got to the sdewak and, as on the day before, turned to the
|€ft.

Randal pausad uncertainly. «l think we'll take a chance on him seeing us. | don't want to lose
him.»

«Couldn’'t we follow him just as effectively in a cab? If he gets on a bus where he did before,
we'll be better off than we would be trying to get on it with him.» She did not admit, even to hersdf,
that she was trying to keep them away from Hoag.

«No, he might not take a bus. Come on.»

They had no difficulty in following him; he was heading down the Sreet a a brisk, but not a
difficult, pace. When he came to the bus stop where he had gotten on the day before, he purchased
a paper and sat down on the bench. Randal and Cynthia passed behind him and took shdter in a
shop entrance.

When the bus came he went up to the second deck as before; they got on and remained on the
lower level. «Looks like he was going right where he went yesterday,» Randal commented. «We'll
get him today, kid.»

She did not answer.

When the bus gpproached the stop near the Acme Building they were ready and waiting—hbut
Hoag failed to come down the steps. The bus started up again with a jerk; they sat back down.
«What do you suppose heis up to?» Randdl fretted. «Do you suppose he saw us?»

«Maybe he gave us the dip,» Cynthia suggested hopefully.



«How? By jumping off the top of the bus? Hm-m-m!»

«Not quite, but you're close. If another bus pulled dongside us at a stop light, he could have done
it by stepping across, over the railing. | saw a man do that once. If you do it toward the rear, you
stand a good chance of getting away with it entirely.»

He congdered the matter. «I'm pretty sure no bus has pulled up by us. Still, he could do it to the
top of atruck, too, though Lord knows how he would get off again.» He fidgeted. «Tel you what—
I’m going back to the stairs and sneak alook.»

«And meet him coming down? Be your age, Brain.»

He subsided; the bus went on afew blocks. «Coming to our own corner,» he remarked.

She nodded, naturdly having noticed as soon as he did that they were gpproaching the corner
nearest the building in which their own office was located. She took out her compact and powdered
her nose, a routine she had followed eight times since getting on the bus. The little mirror made a
handy periscope whereby to watch the passengers getting off the rear of the bus. «There he is,
Teddy!»

Randal was up out of his seet a once and hurrying down the aide, waving at the conductor. The
conductor looked annoyed but signaled the driver not to start. «Why don’t you watch the streets»»
he asked.

«Sorry, buddy. I’'m a stranger here mysdf. Come on, Cyn.»

Their man was just turning into the door of the building housing their own office. Randal stopped.
«Something screwy about this, kid.»

«What do we do?»

«Follow him,» he decided.

They hurried on; he was not in the lobby. The Midway-Copton is not a large building, nor
swank—else they could not have rented there. It has but two elevators. One was down and empty;
the other, by the indicator, had just started up.

Randall stepped up to the open car, but did not enter. «dmmie» he said, «how many passengers
in that other car

«Two,» the elevator pilot answvered.

«Sure?»

«Yeah. | was breezin' with Bert when he closed the door. Mr. Harrison and another bird. Why2»

Randdl passed him a quarter. «Never mind,» he said, his eyes on the dowly turning arrow of the
indicator. «What floor does Mr. Harrison go to?»

«Seven.» The arrow had just stopped at seven.

«Swell.» The arrow started up again, moved dowly past eight and nine, stopped at ten. Randall
hustled Cynthiainto the car. «Our floor, Immie» he snapped, «and step on it!»

An «p» Sgnd flashed from the fourth floor; Immie reached for his controls, Randal grabbed his
am. «Skip it thistime, Im.»

The operator shrugged and complied with the request.

The corridor facing the eevators on the tenth floor was empty. Randall saw this a once and
turned to Cynthia. «Give a quick gander down the other wing, Cyn,» he said, and headed to the
right, in the direction of their office.

Cynthia did so, with no particular gpprehension. She was sure in her own mind that, having come
thisfar, Hoag was certainly heading for ther office. But she was in the habit of taking direction from
Teddy when they were actudly doing something; if he wanted the other corridor looked a, she
would obey, of course.



The floor plan was in the shape of a capital H, with the eevators located centrally on the cross
bar. She turned to the I€eft to reach the other wing, then glanced to the left—no one in that dley. She
turned around and faced the other way—no one down there. It occurred to her that just possibly
Hoag could have stepped out on the fire escape; as a matter of fact the fire escape was in the
direction she had first looked, toward the rear of the building—but habit played a trick on her; she
was used to the other wing in which ther office was located, in which, naturdly, everything was
swapped right for |eft from the way in which it waslad out in thiswing.

She had taken three or four steps toward the end of the corridor facing the street when she
redized her mistake—the open window certanly had no fire escgpe beyond it. With a little
exclamation of impatience at her own stupidity she turned back.

Hoag was standing just behind her.

She gave amost unprofessiona squesk.

Hoag smiled with hislips. «Ah, Mrs. Randd|!»

She said nothing—she could think of nothing to say. There was a .32 pigtal in her handbag; she
felt awild degre to snatch it out and fire. On two occasions, a a time when she was working as a
decoy for the narcotics squad, she had been commended officidly for her cam courage in a
dangerous pinch—she felt no such cam now.

He took a step toward her. «Y ou wanted to see me, did you not>»

She gave way a step. «No,» she said breathlesdy. «No!»

«Ah, but you did. Y ou expected to find me a your office, but | chose to meet you—herel»

The corridor was deserted; she could not even hear a sound of typing or conversation from any
of the offices around them. The glazed doors stared sightlesdy; the only sounds, other than their own
sparse words, were the street noises ten stories below, muted, remote and unhel pful.

He came closer. «Y ou wanted to take my fingerprints, didn’t you? Y ou wanted to check them—
find out things about me. Y ou and your meddiesome husband.»

«Get away from mel»

He continued to smile. «Come, now. You wanted my fingerprints—you shdl have them» He
raised his ams toward her and spread his fingers, reaching. She backed away from the clutching
hands. He no longer seemed smdl; he seemed taller, and broader—bigger than Teddy. His eyes
stared down at her.

Her hed sruck something behind her; she knew that she had backed to the very end of the
passage—dead end.

His hands came closer. «Teddy!» she screamed. «Oh, Teddy!»

Teddy was bending over her, dapping her face. «Stop that,» she said indignantly. «It hurts!»

He gave adgh of relief. «Gee, honey,» he said tenderly. «You sure gave me aturn. You've been
out for minutes»

«Jnnnh!»

«Do you know where | found you? Therel» He pointed to the spot just under the open window.
«If you hadn’t falen just right, you would have been hamburger by now. What happened? Lean out
and get dizzy >

«Didn't you catch him»

He looked at her admiringly. «Always the professond! No, but | damn near did. | saw him, from
down the corridor. | watched a moment to see what he was up to. If you hadn’'t screamed, | would
have had him.»

df | hadn’t screamed?»



«Sure. Hewasin front of our office door, gpparently trying to pick the lock, when—s»»

«Who was?»

Helooked at her in surprise. «Why, Hoag, of course—Baby! Snap out of it! You aren't going to
fant agan, are you»»

She took a deep breath. «I'm dl right,» she said grimly, «—now. Just as long as you're here.
Take meto the office»

«Shdl | carry you»

«No, just give me your hand.» He helped her up and brushed at her dress. «Never mind that
now.» But she did sop to moigten, ineffectively, a long run in what had been until that moment
brand-new stockings.

He let them into the office and sat her carefully in an armchair, then fetched a wet towe with
which he bathed her face. «Fed better?»

«’m dl right—physicdly. But | want to get something straight. You say you saw Hoag trying to
Ot into this office?»

«Y eah. Damned good thing we ve specia locks.»

«Thiswas going on when | screamed?»

«Yeah, sure»

She drummed on the arms of the chair.

«’Smatter, Cyn?

«Nothing. Nothing at al—only this. The reason | screamed was because Hoag was trying to
choke mel»

It took him some time even to say, «Hunh?»

Shereplied, «Yes, | know, darling. That's how it isand it's nuts. Somehow or other, he's done it
to usagain. But | swear to you that he was about to choke me. Or | thought he was.» She rehearsed
her experience, in detail. «What doesit add up to?»

«l wish | knew,» he told her, rubbing his face. «I wish | did. If it hadn’t been for that businessin
the Acme Building, | would say that you were sick and had fainted and when you came to you were
dill kinda lightheaded. But now | don’'t know which one of usis batty. | surely thought | saw him.»

«Maybe we're both crazy. It might be agood idea if we both went to see agood psychiatrist.»

«Both of us? Can two people go crazy the same way? Wouldn't it be one or the other of us?»

«Not necessarily. It'srare, but it does happen. Folie a deux.»

«olee adooh?»

«Contagious insanity. Their week points match up and they make each other crazier» She
thought of the cases she had studied and recdlled that usualy one was dominant and the other
subordinate, but she decided not to bring it up, as she had her own opinion as to who was dominant
in their family, an opinion kept private for reasons of palicy.

«Maybey» Randdl said thoughtfully, «what we need is a nice, long rest. Down on the Gulf,
maybe, where we could lie around in the sunshine.»

«That,» she sad, «is a good idea in any case. Why in the world anyone chooses to live in a
dismd, dirty, ugly spot like Chicago is beyond me.»

«How much money have we?>

«About eight hundred dollars, after the bills and taxes are paid. And there s the five hundred from
Hoag, if you want to count that.»

« think we've earned it,» he said grimly. «Say! Do we have that money? Maybe that was a hoax,
t00.»
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«Y ou mean maybe there never was any Mr. Hoag and pretty soon the nurse will bein to bring us
our nice supper.”

«Mm-m-m—that’ s the generd idea. Have you got it

«l think | have. Wait a minute» She opened her purse, in turn opened a zippered compartment,
and fet in it. «Yes, it's here. Pretty green hills. Let's take that vacation, Teddy. | don't know why
we gtay in Chicago, anyway.»

«Because the business is here» he said practicaly. «Coffee and cakes. Which reminds me,
daphappy or not, I'd better see what calls have come in.» He reached across her desk for the
phone; his eye fdl on a sheet of paper in her typewriter. He was slent for a moment, then said in a
strained voice, «Come here, Cyn. Take alook at this.»

She got up a once, came around and looked over his shoulder. What she saw was one of their
letterheeds, rolled into the typewriter; on it was asingle line of typing:

CURIOSITY KILLED THE CAT.

She said nothing at dl and tried to control the quivering a the pit of her somach.

Randall asked, «Cyn, did you write that?»

«NO.»

«Pogtive?»

«Y es» She reached out to take it out of the machine; he checked her.

«Don't touch it. Fingerprints.»

«All right. But | have anotion,» she said, «that you won't find any fingerprints on that. »

«Maybe not.»

Nevertheless, he took his outfit out of the lower drawer of his desk and dusted the paper and the
machine—with negative results on each. There were not even prints of Cynthiato confuse the matter;
she had a business-college nestness in her office habits and made a practice of brushing and wiping
her typewriter a the end of each day.

While watching him work she remarked, «Looks asif you saw him getting ouz rather than in. »

«Huh? How?»

«Picked the lock, | suppose.»

«Not that lock. Y ou forget, baby, that that lock is one of Mr. Yae€'s proudest achievements. Y ou
could breek it, maybe, but you couldn’t pick it.»

She made no answer—she could think of none. He stared moodily at the typewriter asif it should
tell him what had happened, then straightened up, gathered up his gear, and returned it to its proper
drawer. «The whole thing sinks» he said, and commenced to pace the room.

Cynthia took a rag from her own desk and wiped the print powder from the machine, then sat
down and watched him. She held her tongue while he fretted with the matter. Her expresson was
troubled but she was not worried for hersef—nor was it entirely maternal. Rather was she worried
for them.

«Cyn,» he said suddenly, «this has got to stop!»

«All right,» she agreed. «Let's stop it.»

«How?»

«Let’ stake that vacation.»

He shook his head. «l can't run away from it. I’ ve got to know.»

She sighed. «I’d rather not know. What' s wrong with running avay from something too big for us
to fight>»



He stopped and looked at her. «What's come over you, Cyn? Y ou never went chicken before.»

«No,» she answered dowly, «l never did. But | never had reason to. Look a me, Teddy—you
know I'm not afemale femde. | don’t expect you to pick fightsin restaurants when some lug tries to
pick me up. | don’t scream at the sight of blood and | don't expect you to clean up your language to
fit my ladylike ears. Asfor the job, did | ever let you down on a case? Through timidity, | mean. Did
| ever?

«Héll, no. | didn’'t say you did.»

«But thisis a different case. | had agun in my bag afew minutes ago, but | couldn’'t use it. Don't
ask mewhy. | couldn’t. »

He swore, with emphasis and considerable detail. « wish | had seen him then. | would have used
minel»

«Would you have, Teddy? Seeing his expresson, she jumped up and kissed him suddenly, on
the end of his nose. «I don't mean you would have been afraid. You know | didn't mean that.
You're brave and you're strong and / think you're brainy. But look, dear—yesterday he led you
around by the nose and made you believe you were seeing things that weren't there. Why didn’'t you
use your gun then»

«l didn’'t see any occasion to useit.»

«That's exactly what | mean. You saw what was intended for you to see. How can you fight
when you can't believe your own eyes?>

«But, damn it, he can’'t do thisto us—»

«Can’t he? Here' swhat he can do.» She ticked them off on her fingers. «He can be two places
a once. He can make you see one thing and me another, a the same time—outside the Acme
Building, remember? He can make you think you went to an office suite that does't exist on a floor
that does't exist. He can pass through a locked door to use a typewriter on the other side. And he
doesn't leave fingerprints. What does that add up to»

He made an impatient gesture. «To nonsense. Or to magic. And | don't believe in magic.»

«Nether do |.»

«Then» he said, «we ve both gone bats.» He laughed, but it was not merry.

«Maybe. If it' smagic, we had best see a priest—»

«l told you | don't believe in magic.»

«Skip it. If it's the other, it won't do us any good to try to tail Mr. Hoag. A man with the D.T.'s
can't catch the snakes he thinks he sees and take them to a zoo. He needs a doctor—and maybe we
do, too.»

Randall was suddenly aert. «Say!»

«Say what?»

«You've just reminded me of an angle that | had forgotten—Hoag' s doctor. We never checked
on him.»

«Yes, you did, too. Don't you remember? There wasn't any such doctor.»

«l don’'t mean Dr. Rennault; | mean Dr. Potbury—the one he went to see about the stuff under
hisfingernails»

«Do you think he redly did that? | thought it was just part of the string of lies he told us»

«So do |. But we ought to check up on it.»

«’ll bet you there isn't any such doctor.»

«You're probably right, but we ought to know. Gimme the phone book.» She handed it to him;
he thumbed through it, searching for the P s. «Potbury—Potbury. There s hdf a column of them. But
no M.D.’s, though,» he announced presently. «Let's have the yellow section; sometimes doctors



don't ligt their home addresses» She got it for him and he opened it. « ‘Physical Culture Studios --
‘Physicians & Surgeons” What a dog of ‘em! More doctors than sdoons—half the town must be
sck most of thetime. Herewe are: ‘Potbury, P.T., M.D.” »

«That could be the one» she admitted.

«What are we waiting for? Let’ s go find out.»

«Teddy!»

«Why not?» he said defengvey. «Potbury isn't Hoag—>»

«l wonder.»

«Huh? What do you mean? Do you mean that Potbury might be mixed up in this huggermugger,
to0?»

«l don't know. I'd just like to forget al about our Mr. Hoag.»

«But theré's no harm in this, bright eyes. I'll just pop into the car, dide down there, ask the
worthy doctor afew pertinent questions, and be back for you in time for lunch.»

«Thecar islad up for avave grind; you know that.»

«O.K., I'll takethe d. Quicker, anyway.»

«If you ingst on going, we'll both teke the &. We stick together, Teddy.»

He pulled & hislip. «Maybe you're right. We don't know where Hoag is. If you prefer it-»

«l certainly do. | got separated from you for just three minutes a little while ago and look what
happened.»

«Yeah, | guess s0. | sure wouldn’t want anything to happen to you, kid.»

She brushed it away. «It'snot me; it's us. If anything happens to us, | want it to be the same
thing.»

<«All right,» he said serioudy. «From now on, we gtick together. I'll handcuff us together, if you'd
rather.»

«You won't need to. I’'m going to hang on.»
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Potbury’ s office was to the south, beyond the university. The tracks of the elevated ran between
familiar miles of gpatment houses. There were sSghts which one ordinarily sees without any
impression registering on the brain; today she looked at them and saw them, through her own brown
mood.

Four- and five-story walk-up apartment houses, with their backs to the tracks, a least ten
families to a building, more usudly twenty or more, and the buildings crushed together dmost wal to
wall. Wood-construction back porches which proclaimed the fire-trap nature of the warrens despite
the outer brick shdlls, family wash hung out to dry on those porches, garbage cans, and trash hins.
Mile after mile of undignified and unbeautiful squaor, seen from the rear.

And over everything a film of black grime, old and inescapable, like the dirt on the window gl
beside her.

She thought of that vacation, clean air and clear sunshine. Why stay in Chicago? What did the
town have to judtify its existence? One decent boulevard, one decent suburb to the north, priced for
the rich, two universties and a lake. As for the rest, endless miles of depressing, dirty streets. The
town was one big stockyard.

The apartments gave way to elevated-train yards, the train turned left and headed east. After a
few minutes they got off a Stoney Idand station; she was glad to be off it and free of that too-frank
back view of everyday life, even though she exchanged it for the noise and seedy commercidism of
Sixty-third Stret.

Potbury’s office faced on the street, with an excellent view of the devated and the trains. It was
the sort of location in which a G. P. could be sure of abusy practice and equaly sure of never being
bothered by riches or fame. The stuffy little waiting room was crowded but the turnover was fast;
they did not have long to wait.

Potbury looked them over as they came in. «Which one of you is the patient? he asked. His
manner was dightly testy.

They had planned to lead up to the subject of Hoag by usng Cynthid s fainting spell as an excuse
for consultation; Potbury’ s next remark queered the scheme, from Cynthia s viewpoint. «Whichever
oneitis, the other can wait outsde. | don’t like holding conventions.»

«My wife—» Randal began. She clutched hisarm.

«My wife and |,» he went on smoothly, «want to ask you a couple of questions, doctor.»

«Wdl? Speak up.»

«You have a patient—a Mr. Hoag.»

Potbury got up hastily, went to the reception-room door, and assured himsdlf that it was closed
tightly. He then stood and faced them, his back to the only exit. «What about—Hoag?» he sad
forebodingly.

Randdl produced his credentids. «Y ou can see for yoursdlf that | am a proper inquiry agent,» he
sad. «My wifeislicensed, too.»

«What do you have to do with—the man you mentioned?»

«We are conducting an invedtigation for him. Being a professond man yoursdf, you can
appreciate that | prefer to be frank—»

«You work for him?»

«Yes and no. Specificaly, we are trying to find out certain things about him, but he is aware that
we are doing s0; we aren’'t going around behind his back. If you like, you can phone him and find out
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for yoursdlf.» Randal made the suggestion because it seemed necessary to make it; he hoped that
Potbury would disregard it.

Potbury did so, but not in any reassuring manner. «Tak with 2im? Not if | can help it! What did
you want to know about him»

«A few days ago,» Randal sad carefully, «Hoag brought to you a substance to be andyzed. |
want to find out what that substance was.»

«Hrrumph! Y ou reminded me a moment ago that we were both professona men; | am surprised
that you should make such arequest.»

«l gppreciate your viewpoint, doctor, and | know that a doctor’s knowledge of his patients is
privileged. But in this case there is—»

«Y ou wouldn’t want to know!»

Randall consdered this. «I’ve seen agood ded of the seamy side of life, doctor, and | don't think
there is anything that can shock me any more. Do you hedtae to tdl me in Mrs. Randdl’s
presence?»

Potbury looked him over quizzicdly, then surveyed Mrs. Randdl. «You look like decent enough
people» he conceded. «I suppose you do think you are beyond being shocked. But let me give you
some advice. Apparently you are connected in some way with this man. Stay away from him!
Don't have anything to do with him. And don't ask me what he had under hisfingernails.»

Cynthia suppressed a dtart. She had been keeping out of the conversation but following it
carefully. As she remembered it, Teddy had made no mention of fingernails.

«Why, doctor?» Randal continued inggently.

Potbury was beginning to be annoyed. «You are a rather stupid young man, Sr. Let me tdl you
this If you know no more of this person than you appear to know, then you have no conception of
the depths of beastliness possible in thisworld. In that you are lucky. It is much, much better never to
know.»

Randdl hestated, aware that the debate was going againgt him. Then he said, «Supposing you are
right, doctor—how isit, if heis o vicious, you have not turned Hoag over to the police?»

«How do you know | haven't? But | will answer that one, Sir. No, | have not turned him over to
the police, for the smple reason that it would do no good. The authorities have not had the wit nor
the imagination to concealve of the posshility of the peculiar evil involved. No law can touch him—not
in this day and age.»

«What do you mean, ‘not in this day and age’ >

«Nothing. Disregard it. The subject is closed. You said something about your wife when you
camein; did she wish to consult me about something?»>

«It was nothing,» Cynthia said hastily. «Nothing of importance»

«Just a pretext, en? He smiled dmogt jovidly. «What wasit?»

«Nothing. | fainted earlier today. But I'm al right now.»

«Hm-m-m. Y ou' re not expecting, are you? Y our eyes don’t look like it. Y ou look sound enough.
A little anemic, perhaps. Fresh air and sunshine wouldn’t do any harm.» He moved away from them
and opened awhite cabinet on the far wal; he busied himsdf with bottles for a moment. Presently he
returned with a medicine glass filled with amber-brown liquid. «Here—drink this»

«What isit?

«A tonic. It contains just enough of What Made the Preacher Dance to make you enjoy it.»

Still she hesitated, looking to her husband. Potbury noticed it and remarked, «Don't like to drink
aone, en? Well, one wouldn't do us any harm, either.» He returned to the cabinet and came back
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with two more medicine glasses, one of which he handed to Randdl. «Her€'s to forgetting dl
unpleasant matters» he said. «Drink up!» He lifted his own glass to hislips and tossed it off.

Randdl drank, Cynthia followed uit. It was not bad stuff, she thought. Something a little bitter in
it, but the whiskey—it was whiskey, she concluded—covered up the taste. A bottle of that tonic
might not do you any red good but it would make you fed better.

Potbury ushered them out. «If you have ancther fainting spell, Mrs. Randall, come back and see
me and we ll give you a thorough going over. In the meantime, don’t worry about matters you can't
help.»

They took the last car of the train in returning and were able to pick a seat far away enough from
other passengers for them to tak fredy. &Vhatja make of it? he asked, as soon as they were
seated.

She wrinkled her brow. «l don’t know, quite. He certainly doesn't like Mr. Hoag, but he never
said why.»

«Um-m-m.»

«What do you make of it, Teddy?»

«Firgt, Potbury knows Hoag. Second, Potbury is very anxious that we know nothing about Hoag.
Third, Potbury hates Hoag—and is afraid of him!»

«Huh? How do you figure that out?»

He smiled maddeningly. «Use the little gray cdlls, my swest. | think I'm on to friend Potbury—
and if he thinks he can scare me out of looking into what Hoag does with his spare time he's got
another think coming!»

Wisdy, she decided not to argue it with him just then—they had been married quite some time.

At her request they went home instead of back to the office. «I don't fed up to it. Teddy. If Ze
wants to play with my typewriter, let him!»

«Still feding rocky from the Brodie you pulled?> he asked anxioudy.

«Kinda.»

She napped most of the afternoon. The tonic, she reflected, that Dr. Potbury had given her did
not seem to have done her any good—Ieft her dizzy, if anything, and with afurry taste in her mouth.

Randdl let her deep. He fiddled around the apartment for a few minutes, set up his dart board
and tried to develop an underhand shot, then desisted when it occurred to him that it might wake
Cynthia. He looked in on her and found that she was resting peacefully. He decided that she might
like a can of beer when she woke up—it was a good excuse to go out; he wanted a beer himsdlf. Bit
of a headache, nothing much, but he hadn’t felt redly chipper since he left the doctor’s office. A
couple of beerswould fix it up.

There was ataproom just this Sde of the nearest delicatessen. Randall decided to stop for one on
draught before returning. Presently he found himsdlf explaining to the proprietor just why the reform
amagamation would never turn out the city machine.

He recdlled, as he |&ft the place, his origind intention. When he got back to their gpartment, laden
with beer and assorted cold cuts, Cynthia was up and making domestic noises in the kitchen. «Hi,
babel »

«Teddy!»

He kissed her before he put down the packages. «Were you scared when you woke up and
found me gone?»

«Not really. But | would rather you had |eft anote. What have you got there?»
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«Swell. | didn’t want to go out for dinner and | was trying to see what | could stir up. But | hadn’t
any meet in the house.» She took them from him.

«Anybody cdl?»

«Huh-uh. | called the exchange when | woke up. Nothing of interest. But the mirror came.»

«Mirror?»

«Don't play innocent. It was a nice surprise, Teddy. Come see how it dresses up the bedroom.»

«Let's get this straight,» he said. «I don’t know anything about a mirror.»

She paused, puzzled. «l thought you bought it for me for a surprise. It came prepaid.»

«Whom was it addressed to; you or me?»

« didn’'t pay much attention; | was haf adeep. | just Sgned something and they unpacked it and
hung it for me»

It was a very handsome piece of glass, beveled plate, without a frame, and quite large. Randdl
conceded that it did things for her dressing table. «If you want a glass like that, honey, I'll get one for
you. But thisisn't ours. | suppose I'd better call up somebody and tell ‘em to take it back. Where's
the tag?»

«They took it off, | think. Anyhow it's after Sx o' clock.»

He grinned a her indulgently. «You like it, don't you? Wdll, it looks like it's yours for tonight—
and tomorrow I'll see about getting you another.»

It was a beautiful mirror; the slvering was wdl-nigh perfect and the glass was air-clear. She felt
asif she could push her hand through it.

He went to deep, when they turned in, alittle more readily than she did—the nap, no doubt. She
rested on one ebow and looked a him for along time after his breathing had become regular. Sweet
Teddy! He was a good boy—good to her certainly. Tomorrow she would tell him not to bother
about the other mirror—she didn’t need it. All she redly wanted was to be with him, for nothing ever
to separate them. Things did not matter; just being together was the only thing that redly mattered.

She glanced a the mirror. It certainly was handsome. So beautifully clear—Iike an open window.
Shefdt asif she could dimb through it, like Alice Through the Looking Glass.

He awoke when his name was called. «Up out of there, Randall! You're latel»

It wasn't Cynthia; that was sure. He rubbed the deep out of his eyes and managed to focus them.
«QVha sup?

«You,» sad Phipps, leaning out through the beveled glass. «Get a move on! Don't keep us
waiting.»

Ingtinctively he looked toward the other pillow. Cynthiawas gone.

Gone! Then he was up out of bed a once, wide awake, and trying franticaly to search
everywhere at once. Not in the bathroom. «Cynl» Not in the living room, not in the kitchen-
breakfast room. «<Cyn! Cynthial Where are you?» He pawed franticaly in each of the closets.
«Cyn!»

He returned to the bedroom and stood there, not knowing where to look next—a tragic,
barefooted figure in rumpled pgamas and touded hair.

Phipps put one hand on the lower edge of the mirror and vaulted easily into the room. «Thisroom
should have had a place to ingal a full-length mirror,» he remarked curtly as he sdttled his coat and
draightened histie. «Every room should have a full-length mirror. Presently we will require it—I shal
seetoit.»

Randd| focused his eyes on him as if seeing him for the firgt time. «Where is she?» he demanded.



«What have you done with her?» He stepped toward Phipps menacingly.

«None of your busnessy retorted Phipps. He inclined his head toward the mirror. «Climb
through it.»

«Where is she?» he screamed and attempted to grab Phipps by the throat.

Randall was never clear as to just what happened next. Phipps raised one hand—and he found
himsdf tumbled againg the side of the bed. He tried to struggle up again—ifruitlesdy. His efforts had
ahdpless, nightmare qudity. «Mr. Crewes!» Phipps called out. «Mr. Reifsnider—I need your help.»

Two more faces, vagudy familiar, appeared in the mirror. «On this Sde, Mr. Crewes, if you
please» Phipps directed. Mr. Crewes climbed through. «Finel WEl put him through feet fird, |
think.»

Randdl had nothing to say about it; he tried to resst, but his muscles were water. Vague
twitchings were dl he could accomplish. He tried to bite a wrigt that came his way and was
rewarded with afaceful of hard knuckles—a stinging rap rather than a blow.

«l’ll add to thet later,» Phipps promised him.

They poked him through and dumped him on a table—t/e table. It was the same room he had
been in once before, the board room of Detheridge & Co. There were the same pleasant, icy faces
around the table, the same jovid, pig-eyed fat man at the head. There was one minor difference; on
the long wal was a large mirror which did not reflect the room, but showed their bedroom, his and
Cynthid s, asif seen in amirror, with everything in it swapped |eft for right.

But he was not interested in such minor phenomena. He tried to st up, found that he could not,
and was forced to make do with smply raising his head. «Where did you put her?» he demanded of
the huge chairman.

Stoles amiled a him sympatheticaly. «Ah, Mr. Randall! So you've come to see us again. You do
get around, don't you? Entirely too much, in fact.»

«Damn you—tdl me what you did with her!>»

«Silly and weak and stupid,» Stoles mused. «To think that my own brothers and | could create
nothing better than you. Well, you shal pay for it. The Bird is crud!»

At his last emphatic remark he covered his face briefly. The others present followed his motions;
someone reached out and clapped a hand roughly over Randadl’ s eyes, then took it away.

Stoles was speaking again; Randdl tried to interrupt him—once again Stoles thrust afinger a him
and sad gernly, «Enough!» Randall found himsdf unable to tak; his throat choked up and nauseated
him whenever hetried it.

«One would suppose» Stoles continued urbanely, «that even one of your poor sort would
understand the warning you were given, and heed it.» Stoles stopped for a moment and shoved out
his lips, pressing them tightly together. «I sometimes think thet my only weskness liesin not redizing
the full depths of the weakness and stupidity of men. As areasonable cresture mysdlf | seem to have
an unfortunate tendency to expect others unlike mysdf to be reasonable.»

He stopped and turned his attention away from Randdl and toward one of his colleagues. «Don’t
rase up any false hopes, Mr. Parker,» he said, smiling sweetly. «I do not underrate you. And if you
should wish to wrestle for my right to St where | it, | shdl oblige you—Iater. | wonder,» he added
thoughtfully, «what your blood tastes like.»

Mr. Parker was equaly courteous. «Much the same as yours, Mr. Chairman, | imagine. It's a
pleasant ideg, but | am satisfied with the present arrangements.»

«l"m sorry to heer it. | like you, Mr. Parker; | had hoped you were ambitious.»

«l am patient—like our Ancestor.»
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having nothing to do with—your client. You know the client I mean. What do you think would
impress you with the fact that the Sons of the Bird will tolerate no interference with ther plans?
Spesk up—tel me»

Randdl had heard little of what had taken place and had understood none of it. His whole being
was engrossed with a single terrible thought. When he found he could spesk again, it spilled forth.
«Where is she?» he demanded in a hoarse whisper. «What have you done with her»

Stoles gestured impatiently. «Sometimes» he said pettishly, «it is dmost impossble to get into
communication with one of them—amaost no mind at al. Mr. Phipps!»

«Yes, 9r.»

«Will you please see that the other oneisfetched in»

«Certainly, Mr. Stoles.» Phipps gathered up an assgtant with his eye; the two left the room to
return shortly with a burden which they dumped casudly on the table besde Randdll. It was Cynthia.

The surge of rdief was amaost more than he could stand. It roared through him, choking him,
degfening him, blinding him with tears and leaving him nothing with which to weigh the present
danger of thelr Stuation. But gradudly the throbbing of his being dowed down enough for him to see
that something was wrong; she was quiet. Even if she had been adeep when they carried her in, the
rough handling she had received should have been enough to waken her.

His darm was dmost as devadtating as his joy had been. «What have you done to her? he
begged. «Isshe—»

«No,» Stoles answered in disgusted tones, «sheis not dead. Control yoursdlf, Mr. Randdl.» With
awave of his hand he directed his colleagues, «\Wake her up.»

One of them poked her in the ribs with a forefinger. «Don’t bother to wrap it,» he remarked; «!’ll
edt it on the way.»

Stoles amiled. «Very witty, Mr. Printemps—but | said to wake her up. Don’t keegp me waiting.»

«Certainly, Mr. Chairman.» He dapped her singingly across the face; Randdl fdt it on his own
face—in his helpless condition it dmost unhinged his reason. «In the Name of the Bird—wake up!»

He saw her chest heave under the silk of her nightgown; her eyes fluttered and she said one word,
«Teddy?

«Cyn! Here, darling, herel»

She turned her head toward him and exclamed, «Teddy!» then added, «l had such a bad
dream—Oh!» She had caught sight of them staring greedily a her. She looked dowly around her,
wide-eyed and serious, then turned back to Randdll. «Teddy—isthis till adream™»

«I’'m afraid not, darling. Chin up.»

She looked once more a the company, then back to him. «I’'m not afraid» she sad firmly.
«Make your play, Teddy. | won't faint on you again.» Thereafter she kept her eyeson his.

Randdl stole aglance a the fat chairman; he was watching them, gpparently amused by the sght,
and showed no present disposition to interfere. «Cyn,» Randal said in an urgent whisper, «they’ve
done something to me so | can't move. I'm parayzed. So don’t count on me too much. If you get a
chance to make a bresk for it, takeit!»

«l can't move, either,» she whispered back. «WE€ll have to wait» She saw his agonized
expresson and added, « ‘Chin up,” you said. But | wish | could touch you.» The fingers of her right
hand trembled dightly, found some traction on the polished table top, and began a dow and painful
progress across the inches that separated them.

Randd| found that he could move his own fingers alittle; he sarted his left hand on itsway to join
hers, a hdf inch a atime, his arm a dead weight againgt the movement, At last they touched and her



hand crept into his, pressang it faintly. She amiled.

Stoles rgpped loudly on the table. «This little scene is very touching,» he said in sympathetic
tones, «but there is business to attend to. We must decide the best thing to do with them.»

«Hadn't we better diminate them entirdy? suggested the one who had jabbed Cynthia in the
ribs.

«Tha would be a pleasure,» Stoles conceded, «but we must remember that these two are merely
anincident in our plansfor . . . for Mr. Randdl’s client. He is the one who must be destroyed!»

« don't see—»

«Of course you don’'t see and that is why | am chairman. Our immediate purpose must be to
immobilize these two in a fashion which will cause no suspicion on 4is part. The question is merely
one of method and of the selection of the subject.»

Mr. Parker spoke up. «It would be very amusing,» he suggested, «to return them as they are.
They would starve dowly, unable to answer the door, unable to answer the telephone, helpless.»

«S0 it would be» Stoles said gpprovingly. «That is about the caliber of suggestion | expected
from you. Suppose he attempted to see them, found them so. Do you think he would not understand
their sory? No, it must be something which sedls their tongues. | intend to send them back with one
of them—dead-dive!»

The whole business was so preposterous, so utterly unlikdly, that Randdl had been tdling himself
that it could not be red. He was in the clutches of a nightmare; if he could just manage to wake up,
everything would be al right. The busness of not being able to move—he had experienced that
before in dreams. Presently you woke up from it and found that the covers had become wound
around you, or you had been deeping with both hands under your head. He tried hiting his tongue so
that the pain might wake him, but it did no good.

Stoles last words brought his attention sharply to what was going on around him, not because he
understood them—they meant very little to him, though they were fraught with horror—but because
of the stir of gpprova and anticipation which went around the table.

The pressure of Cynthia's hand in his increased faintly. «What are they going to do, Teddy?» she
whispered.

«l don't know, darling.»

«Theman, of course,» Parker commented.

Stoles looked a him. Randdl had a feding that Stoles had intended the—whatever it was that
was coming!'—for the man, for him, until Parker had suggested it. But Stoles answered, «I'm aways
grateful for your advice. It makesit so easy to know just what one should do.» Turning to the others
he said, «Prepare the woman.»

«Now, » thought Randall. «It's got to be now.» Summoning al the will he possessed he attempted
to raise himsdlf up from the table—rise up and fight!

He might just aswel not have made the effort.

Helet his head sink back, exhausted by the effort. «It's no use, kid,» he said miserably.

Cynthia looked at him. If she fet any fear, it was masked by the concern she showed for him.
«Chin up, Brain,» she answered with the mere suggestion of increased pressure of her hand in his.

Printemjps stood up and leaned over her. «Thisis properly Potiphar’sjob,» he objected.

«He left a prepared bottle,» Stoles answered. «Y ou have it, Mr. Phipps?»

Phipps answered by reaching into his brief case and producing it. At anod from Stoles he passed
it over; Printemps accepted it. «The wax?» he added.

«Here you are» Phipps acknowledged, dipping into his brief case again.

«Thank you, dr. Now, if someone will get that out of the way»—indicating Randdl as he
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gooke—ave seem to be ready.» Haf a dozen savagely willing hands manhandled Randal to the
extreme far edge of the table; Printemps bent over Cynthia, bottle in hand.

«One moment,» Stoles interrupted. «l want them both to understand what is happening and why.
Mrs. Randdl,» he continued, bowing gdlantly, «in our short interview earlier | believe | made you
undergand that the Sons of the Bird will brook no interference from such as you two. You
understood thet, did you not?»

«l understood you,» she answered. But her eyes were defiant.

«Good. Be it understood that it is our wish that your husband have nothing moreto dowith . . . a
certain paty. In order to insure that result we are about to split you into two parts. The part that
keeps you going, that which you rather amusingly cdl the soul, we will squeeze into this bottle and
keep. As for the rest, wdl, your husband may have that to keegp with him, as a reminder that the
Sons of the Birds have you in pawn. Y ou understand me?»

She ignored the question. Randall tried to answer, found that his throat was misbehaving again.

«Listen to me, Mrs. Randdl; if you are ever to see your husband again it is imperdive that he
obey us. He must not, on pain of your deeth, see his client again. Under the same pendty he must
hold his tongue concerning us and dl that has transpired. If he does not—well, we will make your
death very interesting, | assure you.»

Randdl| tried to cry out that he would promise anything they wanted to spare her, but his voice
was gill slenced—apparently Stoles wanted to hear from Cynthia first. She shook her head. «He'll
do as he thinks wise.»

Stoles smiled. «Fine» he sad. «That was the answer | wanted. You, Mr. Randal—do you
promise»

He wanted to agree, he was about to agree—but Cynthia was saying, «No!» with her eyes. From
her expression he knew that er speech was now being blocked. Inside his head, clear as speech, he
seemed to hear her say, «It'satrick, Brain. Don't promise!»

He kept quiet.

Phipps dug athumb into his eye. «Answer when you are spoken tol»

He had to squint the injured eye in order to see Cynthia, but her expresson ill gpproved; he
kept his mouth shut.

Presently Stoles said, «Never mind. Get on with it, gentlemen.»

Printemps stuck the bottle under Cynthids nose, hdd it agangt her left nogtril. «Now!» he
directed. Another of them pressed down on her short ribs vigoroudy, so that her breath was
expelled suddenly. She grunted.

«Teddy,» she sad, «they're pulling me apar—Ugh!/»

The process had been repeated with the bottle at the other nostril. Randdl felt the soft warm hand
in his suddenly relax. Printemps held up the bottle with his thumb over its top. «Let’s have the wax,»
he said briskly. Having seded it he passed it over to Phipps.

Stolesjerked athumb toward the big mirror. «Put them back,» he directed.

Phipps superintended the passing of Cynthia back through the glass, then turned to Stoles.
«Couldn’t we give him something to make him remember us? he inquired.

«Help yoursdf,» Stoles answered indifferently, as he sood up to go, «but try not to leave any
permanent marks.»

«Finel» Phipps smiled, and hit Randall a backhanded swipe that loosened his teeth. «WE€ll be
careful!»

He remained conscious through a consderable portion of it, though, naturdly, he had no way of
judging what proportion. He passed out once or twice, only to come to again under the stimulus of
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which caused him to pass out for the last time.

He was in a amdl room, every dde of which was a mirror—four walls, floor, and celing.
Endlesdy he was repegted in every direction and every image was himself—sdalves that hated him but
from which there was no escape. «Hit him again!» they ydled—ne ydled—and sruck himsdf in the
teeth with his dosed fist. They—he—cackled.

They were clogng in on him and he could not run fast enough. His muscles would not obey him,
no matter how urgently hetried. It was because he was handcuffed—handcuffed to the treadmill they
had put him on. He was blindfolded, too, and the handcuffs kept him from reaching his eyes. But he
had to keep on—Cynthiawas at the top of the climb; he had to reach her.

Only, of course, thereis no top when you are on atreadmill.

He was terribly tired, but every time he dowed down the leadt little bit they hit him again. And he
was required to count the steps, too, ese he got no credit for it—ten thousand ninety-one, ten
thousand ninety-two, ten thousand ninety-three, up and down, up and down—if he could only see
where he was going.

He sumbled; they clipped him from behind and he fdll forward on hisface.

When he woke his face was pressed up against something hard and lumpy and cold. He shifted
away from it and found that his whole body was 4iff. His feet did not work as they should—he
investigeted by the uncertain light from the window and found that he had dragged the sheet half off
the bed and had it tangled around his ankles.

The hard cold object was the steam radiator; he had been huddled in a hegp againg it. He was
beginning to regain his orientation; he was in his own familiar bedroom. He must have waked in his
deegp—he hadn't pulled that stunt snce he was a kid! Walked in his deep, tripped, and smashed his
head into the radiator. Must 'a knocked him glly, colder'n a coot—damn lucky he hadn’t killed
himsdif.

He was beginning to pull himsdlf together, and to crawl panfully to his feet, when he noticed the
one unfamiliar thing in the room—the new big mirror. It brought the rest of his dream back with a
rush; he legped toward the bed. «Cynthial»

But she was there where she belonged, safe and unharmed. She had not awakened at his outcry,
of which he was glad; he did not want to frighten her. He tiptoed away from the bed and let himsdlf
quietly into the bathroom, closing the door behind him before he turned on the light.

A pretty sght! he mused. His nose had been bloodied; it had long since stopped bleeding and the
blood had congeded. It made a gory mess of the front of his pgama jacket. Beside that, he had
goparently lain with the right sde of hisface in the suff—it had dried on, messily, making him gopear
much more damaged than he was, as he discovered when he bathed his face.

Actudly, he did not seem to be much damaged, except that—Wow —the whole right Sde of his
body was gtiff and sore—probably banged it and wrenched it when he fdll, then caught cold init. He
wondered how long he had been out.

He took off the jacket, decided that it would be too much effort to try to wash it out then, rolled it
into a bal and chucked it behind the toilet seet. He didn't want Cyn to see it until he had had a
chance to explain to her what had happened. «Why, Teddy, what in the world have you done to
yoursdf?» «Nothing, kid, nothing at al—just ran into a radiator!»

That sounded worse than the old one about running into a door.

He was 4ill groggy, groggier than he had thought—he had amost pitched on his head when he
threw the jacket down, had been forced to steady himself by grabbing the top of the tank. And his
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head was pounding like a Sdvation Army drum. He fiddled around in the medicine cabinet, located
some aspirin and took three tablets, then looked thoughtfully at the prescription box of Amytd
Cynthia had obtained some months before. He had never needed anything of the sort before; he
dept soundly—but this was a pecid case. Nightmares two nights running and now deepwalking and
damn near bresking his slly neck.

He took one of the cgpsules, thinking as he did so that the kid had something when she thought
they needed a vacation—he felt dl shot.

Clean pgamas were too hard to find without turning on the bedroom light—he dipped into bed,
waited a moment to see if Cyn would tir, then closed his eyes and tried to relax. Ingde of a few
minutes the drugs began to take hold, the throbbing in his head eased up, and soon he was sound

adeep.
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Sunlight in his face woke him up; he focused one eye on the clock on the dressing table and saw
that it was past nine o’ clock, whereupon he got out of bed hadtily. It was, he found, not quite a bright
thing to do—hisright Sde gave him fits. Then he saw the brown stain under the radiator and recdled
his accident.

Cautioudy he turned his head and took alook a his wife. She was gill degping quietly, showing
no digposition to stir. That suited him; it would be better, he thought, to tell her what had happened
after he had dosed her with orange juice. No point in scaring the kid.

He groped on his dippers, then hung his bathrobe around him, as his bare shoulders felt cold and
the muscles were sore. His mouth tasted better after he had brushed his teeth; breskfast began to
seem like agood idea

His mind dwelt abosent-mindedly on the past night, fingering his recollections rather than grasping
them. These nightmares, he thought as he squeezed the oranges—not so good. Maybe not crazy, but
definitely not so good, neurotic. Got to put a stop to ‘em. Man couldn’t work if he spent the night
chasing butterflies, even if he didn’t fal over his feet and break his neck. Man had to have deep—
definitely.

He drank his own glass of juice, then carried the other into the bedroom. «Come on, bright
eyes—reveille!» When she did not ir a once he began to sing. «Up with the buttercup, come on,
get up, get up! Here comes the sun!»

Stll she did not budge. He st the glass down carefully on the bedside table, sat down on the
edge of the bed, and took her by the shoulder. «Wake up, kid! They’'re movin' hell—two loads have
gone by aready!»

She did not move. Her shoulder was cold.

«Cynl» heydled. «Cyn! Cyn!» he shook her violently.

She flopped lifdesdy. He shook her arm. «Cyn darling— Oh, God!»

Presently the shock itself steadied him; he blew his fuses, so to speak, and was ready, with a sort
of ashy dead calmness to do whatever might be necessary. He was convinced without knowing why,
nor yet fully appreciating it, that she was dead. He could not find her pulse—perhaps he was too
clumsy, he told himsdf, or perhaps it was too week; dl the while a chorus in the back of his mind
shouted, «She'sdead . . . dead . . . dead—and you let her diel»

He placed an ear over her heart. It seemed that he could hear her heart beet, but he could not be
aure; it might have been only the pounding of his own. He gave up presently and looked around for a
amal mirror.

He found what he wanted in Cynthia' s handbag, a little makeup glass. He polished it carefully on
the deeve of hisrobe and held it to her half-opened mouth.

It fogged faintly.

He took it away in a bemused fashion, not letting himself hope, polished it again, and put it back
to her mouth. Again it fogged, lightly but definitely.

Shewas adive—she was alive!

He wondered a moment later why he could not see her clearly and discovered that his face was
wet. He wiped his eyes and went on with what he had to do. There was that needle business—if he
could find a needle. He did find one in a pin-cushion on her dressing table. He brought it back to the
bed, took a pinch of skin on her forearm, said, «Excuse me, kid,» in awhisper, and jabbed it in.

The puncture showed a drop of blood, then closed a once—adive. He wished for a fever
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thermometer, but they had none—they were both too hedthy. But he did remember something he
had read somewhere, something about the invention of the stethoscope. You rolled up a piece of
paper—

He found one of suitable size and rolled it into a one-inch tube which he pushed againgt the bare
skin just over her heart. He put his ear to the other end and listened.

Lubadup—Ilubadup—Iubadup—Iubadup—Faint, but steady and strong. No doubt about it this
time; she was dive; her heart was begting.

He had to st down for a momen.

Randdl forced himsdlf to consider what to do next. Call a doctor, obviousy. When people were
sck, you caled adoctor. He had not thought of it up to thistime because Cyn and he just never did,
never needed to. He could not recal that either one of them had had occasion to do so since they
had been married.

Cadll the police and ask for an ambulance maybe? No, he’' d get some police surgeon more used to
crash cases and shootings than anything like this. He wanted the best.

But who? They didn't have a family physcian. There was Smyles—arum dum, no good. And
Hartwick—hell, Hartwick specidized in very private operations for society people. He picked up the
phone book.

Potbury! He didn’t know anything about the old beezer, but he looked competent. He looked up
the number, misdiaed three times, then got the operator to call it for him.

«Yes, thisis Potbury. What do you want? Speak up, man.»

« sad this is Randdl. Randall. R-A-N-D-A-double L. My wife and | came to see you
yesterday, remember? About—»

«Yes, | remember. What isit?

«My wifeissck.»

«What' s the trouble? Did she faint again»

«NoO. ..Yyes That is, she's unconscious. She woke up unconscious—| mean she never did wake
up. She's unconscious now; she looks like she's dead.»

«lsshe?

«l don't think so—but she’ sawful bad off, doctor. I'm scared. Can you come over right away »

There was a short sllence, then Potbury said gruffly, «I'll be over.»

«Oh, good! Look—what should | do before you get here?»

«Don't do anything. Don't touch her. I'll be right over.» He hung up.

Randal put the phone down and hurried back to the bedroom. Cynthia was just the same. He
darted to touch her, recadled the doctor’s ingtructions, and straightened up with a jerk. But his eye
fell on the piece of paper from which he had improvised a stethoscope and he could not resst the
temptation to check up on hisearlier results.

The tube gave back a cheering lubadup, hetook it away at once and put it down.

Ten minutes of standing and looking a her with nothing more congructive to do than biting his
nails left him too nervous to continue the occupation. He went out to the kitchen and removed a
battle of rye from the top shef from which he poured a generous three fingers into a water glass. He
looked at the amber stuff for a moment, then poured it down the sink, and went back into the
bedroom.

Shewas Hill the same.

It suddenly occurred to him that he had not given Potbury the address. He dashed into the kitchen
and snatched the phone. Controlling himsdlf, he managed to did the number correctly. A girl
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answered the phone. «No, the doctor is't in the office. Any message?»

«My nameisRandal. |—»

«Oh—Mr. Randall. The doctor left for your home abouit fifteen minutes ago. He should be there
any minute now.»

«But he doesn't have my address!»

«What? Oh, I'm sure he has—if he didn’t have he would have telephoned me by now.»

He put the phone down. It was damned funny—well, he would give Potbury three more minutes,
then try another one.

The house phone buzzed; he was up out of his chair like a punch-drunk welterweight. «Y es?»

«Potbury. That you, Randall>»

«Y es, yes—come on up!» He punched the door release as he spoke.

Randall was waiting with the door open when Potbury arrived. «Come in, doctor! Come in, come
in!>» Potbury nodded and brushed on by him.

«Wher€e' sthe patient?>

«In herex» Randall conducted him with nervous haste into the bedroom and leaned over the other
dde of the bed while Potbury took his first look at the unconscious woman. «How is she? Will she
be dl right? Tell me, doctor—»

Potbury straightened up a little, grunting as he did so, and said, «If you will kindly stand away
from the bed and quit crowding me, perhaps we will find out.»

«Oh, sorry!» Randall retreated to the doorway. Potbury took his stethoscope from his bag,
ligened for a while with an inscrutable expresson on his face which Randal tried vainly to reed,
shifted the insrument around, and listened again. Presently he put the stethoscope back in the bag,
and Randall stepped forward eagerly.

But Potbury ignored him. He peded up an eyelid with his thumb and examined her pupil, lifted an
am <0 that it swung free over the side of the bed and tapped it near the ebow, then straightened
himself up and just looked at her for severd minutes.

Randall wanted to scream.

Potbury performed severd more of the strange, dmost ritudigtic things physicians do, some of
which Randall thought he understood, others which he definitely did not. At last he said suddenly,
«What did she do yesterday—after you left my office?»

Randdl told him; Potbury nodded sagely. «That’swhat | expected—it al dates back to the shock
ghe had in the morning. All your fault, if | may say sol»

«My fault, doctor?»

«Y ou were warned. Should never have let her get close to aman like that.»

«But...but...youddn't wan meuntl after he had frightened her.»

Potbury seemed a little vexed at this. «Perhgps not, perhaps not. Thought you told me someone
had warned you before | did. Should know better, anyhow, with a creature like that.»

Randal dropped the matter. «But how is she, doctor? Will she get well? She will, won't she?»

«You've got avery sck woman on your hands, Mr. Randall.»

«Yes, | know sheis—but what's the matter with her?»

«Lethargica gravis, brought on by psychic trauma.»

«ls that—serious?»

«Quite serious enough. If you take proper care of her, | expect she will pull through.»

«Anything, doctor, anything. Money’ s no object. What do we do now? Take her to a hospital ?»

Potbury brushed the suggestion aside. «Worst thing in the world for her. If she wakes up in
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watch her yoursalf?»

«You bet | can.»

«Then do so. Stay with her night and day. If she wakes up, the most favorable condition will be
for her to find hersdlf in her own bed with you awake and near her.»

«Oughtn’t she to have a nurse?»

«l wouldn't say s0. There isn't much that can be done for her, except to keep her covered up
warm. Y ou might keep her feet alittle higher than her head. Put a couple of books under each of the
lower feet of the bed.»

«Right away .»

«lf this condition pergsts for more than aweek or 0, we' |l have to see about glucose injections,
or something of the sort.» Potbury stooped over, closed his bag and picked it up. «Telephone me if
there isany change in her condition.»

«l will. —» Randall stopped suddenly; the doctor’s last remark reminded him of something he
had forgotten. «Doctor—how did you find your way over here?»

Potbury looked startled. «What do you mean? This place isn't hard to find.»

«But | didn't give you the address.»

«Eh? Nonsense.»

«But | didn’t. | remembered the overdght just afew minutes later and caled your office back, but
you hed aready left.»

«l didn't say you gave it to me today,» Potbury said testily; «you gave it to me yesterday.»

Randall thought it over. He had offered Potbury his credentias the day before, but they contained
only his business address. True, his home telephone was ligted, but it was lised smply as a night
business number, without address, both in his credentials and in the phone book. Perhaps Cynthia—

But he could not ask Cynthia and the thought of her drove minor consderations out of his mind.
«Areyou sure thereis nothing else | should do, doctor?» he asked anxioudly.

«Nothing. Stay here and watch her.»

«l will. But | surdly wish | were twinsfor awhile» he added emphaticaly.

«Why2» Potbury inquired, as he gathered up his gloves and turned toward the door.

«That guy Hoag. I've got a score to settle with him. Never mind—I’1l put somebody else on his
tall until | have a chance to stle his hash mysdf.»

Potbury had wheded around and was looking a him ominoudy. «You'll do nothing of the sort.
Your placeis here»

«Sure, sure—but | want to keep him on ice. One of these days I’m going to take him apart to see
what makes him tick!»

«Y oung man,» Potbury said dowly, «l want you to promise me that you will have nothing to do in
any way With . . . with this man you mentioned.»

Randdl glanced toward the bed. «In view of what has happened,» he said savagely, «do you
think I’'m going to let him get away scot-free?»

«In the name of— Look. I'm older than you are and I’ ve learned to expect slliness and Supidity.
Still—how much does it take to teach you that some things are too dangerous to monkey with?» He
gestured toward Cynthia. «How can you expect me to be responsible for her recovery if you ingst
on doing things that might bring on a catastrophe>

«But—ligten, Dr. Potbury, | told you that | intended to follow your instructions about 4er. But I'm
not going to just forget what he has done. If she dies. . . if she dies, so help me, I'll take him apart
with arusty ax!»
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«If she does't die, my first businessis here, taking care of her. But don’'t expect me to promise
to forget Hoag. | won't—and that’ s find .»

Potbury jammed his hat on his head. «We€ Il let it go a that—and trust she doesn’t die. But let me
tell you, young man, you're afool.» He stomped out of the apartment.

The lift he had gotten from tangling wills with Potbury wore off in a few minutes after the doctor
had gone, and a black depression settled down on him. There was nothing to do, nothing to distract
his mind from the aching apprehension he fdt over Cynthia He did make the arrangements to raise
the foot of the bed alittle as suggested by Potbury, but it takes only afew minutes to perform such a
trifling chore; when it was done he had nothing to occupy him.

In raisng the foot of the bed he had been very cautious at first to avoid jarring the bed for fear of
waking her; then he redlized that waking her was just what he wanted most to do. Nevertheless he
could not bring himsdf to be rough and noisy about it—she looked so helpless lying there.

He pulled a chair up close to the bed, where he could touch one of her hands and watch her
closdly for any change. By holding rigidly sill he found that he could just perceive the rise and fdl of
her bread. It reassured him a little; he spent a long time watching for it—the dow, unnoticegble
intake, the much quicker sailling of the breeth.

Her face was pale and frighteningly desthlike, but beautiful. 1t wrung his heart to look at her. So
fragile—she had trusted him so completely—and now there was nothing he could do for her. If he
had listened to her, if he had only listened to what she had said, this would not have happened to her.
She had been afraid, but she had done what he asked her to do.

Even the Sons of the Bird had not been able to frighten her—

What was he saying? Get a grip on yoursdlf, Ed—hat didn't happen; that was part of your
nightmare. Still, if anything like that had happened, that was just what she would do—stick in there
and back up his play, no matter how badly things were going.

He got a certain melancholy satisfaction out of the idea that, even in his dreams, he was sure of
her, sure of her courage and her devotion to him. Guts—more than most men. There was the time
she knocked the acid bottle out of the hands of that crazy old biddy he had caught out in the Midwell
cae. If she hadn’t been quick and courageous then, he would probably be wearing smoked glasses
now, with adog to lead him around.

He displaced the covers a little and looked at the scar on her arm she had picked up that day.
None of the acid had touched him, but some had touched her—it ill showed, it aways would
show. But she didn’t seem to care.

«Cynthial Oh, Cyn, my darling!»

There came a time when even he could not remain in one podtion any longer. Painfully—the cold
he had caught in his muscles after the accident last night made his cramped legs ache like fury—he
got himsdf up and prepared to cope with necessties. The thought of food was repugnant but he
knew that he had to feed himsdf if he were to be strong enough to accomplish the watching and
waiting that was going to be necessary.

Rummaging through the kitchen shelves and the icebox turned up some oddments of food,
breakfast things, a few canned goods, staples, some tired lettuce. He had no somach for involved
cooking; a can of soup seemed as good a bet as anything. He opened a can of Scotch broth,
dumped it into a saucepan and added water. When it had smmered for a few minutes he took it off
the fire and ate it from the pan, standing up. It tasted like stewed cardboard.

He went back to the bedroom and sat down again to resume the endless watching. But it soon
developed that his fedings with respect to food were sounder than hislogic; he bolted hadtily for the
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came back to his chair, wesk and pale, but fegling sound enough physicaly.

It began to grow dusky outside; he switched on the dressing-table lamp, shaded it so that it would
not shine directly in her eyes, and again sat down. She was unchanged.

The telephone rang.

It sartled him dmost out of rationa response. He and his sorrow had been Sitting there watching
for so long that he was hardly aware that there could be anything ese in the world. But he pulled
himsdlf together and answered it.

«Helo? Yes, thisis Randdl, spesking.»

«Mr. Randdl, I’'ve had time to think it over and | fed that | owe you an gpology—and an
explanation.»

«Owe me what? Who is this spesking?»

«Why, thisis Jonathan Hoag, Mr. Randal. When you—>»

«Hoag! Didyou say ‘Hoag’?»

«Yes, Mr. Randal. | want to gpologize for my peremptory manner yesterday morning and to beg
your indulgence. | trust that Mrs. Randdl was not upsst by my— By this time Randdl was
aufficiently recovered from his first surprise to express himsdf. He did o, juicily, usng words and
figures of speech picked up during years of association with the sort of characters that a private
detective inevitably runs into. When he had finished there was a gasp from the other end of the line
and then a dead silence.

He was not satisfied. He wanted Hoag to speek so that he could interrupt him and continue the
tirade. «Are you there, Hoag?»

«Uh, yes»

«l wanted to add this. Maybe you think that it is a joke to catch a woman aone in a hdlway and
scare the daylights out of her. | don’t! But I’'m not going to turn you over to the police—no, indeed!
Just as soon as Mrs. Randdl gets well, I'm going to look you up mysdf and then—God help you,
Hoag. You'll need it.»

There followed such a long slence that Randdl was sure that his victim had hung up. But it
seemed that Hoag was merdly collecting hiswits. «Mr. Randall, thisis terrible—»

«Youbet itig»

«Do you mean to tell methat | accosted Mrs. Randd| and frightened her»

«Y ou should know!»

«But | don't know, truly | don’t.» He paused, and then continued in an unsteady voice. «Thisis
the sort of thing | have been afraid of, Mr. Randdll, afraid that | might discover that during my lapses
of memory | might have been doing terrible things. But to have harmed Mrs. Randal—she was so
good to me, o kind to me. Thisis horrible.»

«You'retdling mel»

Hoag sghed as if he were tired beyond endurance.

«Mr. Randal? Randal did not answer. «Mr. Randdl—there is no use in my dduding mysdf;
there is only one thing to be done. Y ou’ ve got to turn me over to the police.»

«Huh?»

«’ve known it ever Snce our last conversation; | thought about it dl day yesterday, but | did not
have the courage. | had hoped that | was through with my . . . my other persondity, but today it
happened again. The whole day is ablank and | just came to mysdf this evening, on getting home.
Then | knew that | had to do something about it, so | cdled you to ask you to resume your
investigations. But | never suspected that | could possibly have done anything to Mrs. Randdl.» He
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Randal >

Randal found himsdf in a most bewildered state of mind. He was torn between the desire to
climb through the phone and wring the neck of the man he held responsible for his wife's desperate
condition and the necessity for remaining where he was to care for her. In addition to that he was
bothered by the fact that Hoag refused to talk like a villain. While spesking with him, ligening to his
mild answers and his worried tones, it was difficult to maintain the conception of him as a horrid
mongter of the Jack-the-Ripper type—athough he knew conscioudy thet villains were often mild in
manner.

Therefore his ansver was merdly factua. «Nine thirty in the morning, about.»

«Wherewas| a nine thirty this morning>

«Not this morning, you so-and-so; yesterday morning.»

«Yesterday morning? But that's not possble. Don't you remember? | was a home yesterday
morning.»

«Of course | remember, and | saw you leave. Maybe you didn't know that.» He was not being
very logicd; the other events of the previous morning had convinced him that Hoag knew that they
were shadowing him—»but he was in no state of mind to be logicdl.

«But you couldn't have seen me. Yesterday morning was the only morning, asde from my usud
Wednesdays, on which | can be sure where | was. | was a home, in my gpartment. | didn’t leave it
until nearly one o' clock when | went to my club.»

«Why, that's a—»

«Wait aminute, Mr. Randall, please! I'm just as confused and upset about this as you are, but
you've got to lisen to me. You broke my routine—remember? And my other persondity did not
assart itsdlf. After you left | remained my . .. my proper saf. That'swhy | had had hopes that | was
freeat last.»

«The hdl you did. What makes you think you did?»

«l know my own testimony doesn’'t count for much,» Hoag said meekly, «but | wasn't done. The
cleaning woman arrived just after you left and was here dl morning.»

«Damned funny | didn’t see her go up.»

«She works in the building,» Hoag explained. «She's the wife of the janito—her name is Mrs.
Jenkins. Would you like to talk with her? | can probably locate her and get her on the line»

«But—» Randall was getting more and more confused and was beginning to redlize that he was a
a disadvantage. He should never have discussed matters with Hoag at dl; he should have smply
saved him up until there was opportunity to take a crack at him. Potbury was right; Hoag was a dick
and ingdious character. Alibi indeed!

Furthermore he was becoming increasingly nervous and fretful over having sayed away from the
bedroom as long as he had. Hoag must have had him on the phone a least ten minutes; it was not
possible to see into the bedroom from where he sat at the breakfast table. «No, | don’'t want to talk
to her» he sad roughly. «You liein circlesd» He dammed the phone back into its cradle and hurried
into the bedroom.

Cynthia was just as he had |eft her, looking merely adeep and heartbreskingly lovely. She was
breething, he quickly determined; her respiration was light but regular. His homemade stethoscope
rewarded him with the sweet sound of her heartbest.

He sa and waiched her for a while, letting the misery of his Stuaion soak into him like a warm
and bitter wine. He did not want to forget his pain; he hugged it to him, learning what countless
others had learned before him, that even the degpest pain concerning a beloved one is preferable to
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any surcease.

Later he dirred himsdif, redlizing thet he was indulging himsdlf in a fashion that might work to her
detriment. It was necessary to have food in the house for one thing, and to manage to eat some and
keep it down. Tomorrow, he told himsdf, he would have to get busy on the telephone and see what
he could do about keeping the business intact while he was away from it. The Night Watch Agency
might do as a place to farm out any business that could not be put off; they were fairly rdiable and he
had done favors for them—but that could wait until tomorrow.

Just nown—He cdled up the ddicatessen on the street below and did some very desultory
telephone shopping. He authorized the proprietor to throw in anything ese that looked good and that
would serve to keep a man going for a day or two. He then indructed him to find someone who
would like to earn four bits by ddivering the stuff to his gpartment.

That done, he betook himsdlf to the bathroom and shaved carefully, having a keen gppreciation of
the connection between a nedt toilet and morae. He left the door open and kept one eye on the bed.
He then took a rag, dampened it, and wiped up the stain under the radiator. The bloody pgama
jacket he suffed into the dirty-clothes hamper in the closet.

He sat down and waited for the order from the ddlicatessen to arrive. All the while he had been
thinking over his conversation with Hoag. There was only one thing about Hoag that was clear, he
concluded, and that was that everything about him was confusing. His origina story had been wacky
enough—imagine coming in and offering a high fee to have himsdf shadowed! But the events since
meade that incident seem downright reasonable. There was the matter of the thirteenth floor—damn
it! He had seen that thirteenth floor, been on it, watched Hoag at work with a jewder’s glass
screwed in hiseye.

Y et he could not possibly have done so.

What did it add up to? Hypnotism, maybe? Randall was not naive about such things, he knew
that hypnotism existed, but he knew aso that it was not nearly as potent as the Sunday-supplement
feature writers would have one bdieve. As for hypnotizing a man in a split second on a crowded
dreet s0 that he bdieved in and could recdl clearly a sequence of events that had never taken
place—well, he just didn't believe in it. If athing like that were true, then the whole world might be
just afraud and anilluson.

Maybe it was.

Maybe the whole world held together only when you kept your atention centered on it and
believed in it. If you let discrepancies creep in, you began to doubt and it began to go to pieces.
Maybe this had happened to Cynthia because he had doubted her redity. If he just closed his eyes
and believed in her dive and wdll, then she would be—

He tried it. He shut out the rest of the world and concentrated on Cynthia—Cynthia dive and
well, with that little quirk to her mouth she had when she was laughing a something he had said—
Cynthia, waking up in the morning, deepy-eyed and beautiful—Cynthia in a tailored suit and a pert
little hat, ready to start out with him anywhere. Cynthia—

He opened his eyes and looked at the bed. There she ill lay, unchanged and deathly. He let
himself go for awhile, then blew his nose and went in to put some weater on hisface.
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The house buzzer sounded. Randall went to the hall door and jiggled the street-door release
without using the gpartment phone—he did not want to speak to anyone just then, certainly not to
whoever it was that Joe had found to ddliver the groceries.

After areasonable interval there was a soft knock at the door. He opened it, saying, «Bring 'em
in,» then stopped suddenly.

Hoag stood just outside the door.

Neither of them spoke at firs. Randdl was astounded; Hoag seemed diffident and waiting for
Randall to commence matters. At last he said shyly, «l had to come, Mr. Randdl. May | . . . come
in?

Randal stared & him, redly at aloss for words. The brass of the man—the sheer gall!

«l came because | had to prove to you that | would not willingly harm Mrs. Randdl,» he sad
smply. «If | have done so unknowingly, | want to do what | can to make restitution.»

«It'stoo late for restitution!»

«But, Mr. Randall—why do you think that 7 have done anything to your wife? | don't see how |
could have—not yesterday morning.» He stopped and looked hopelesdy a Randall’s stony face.
«Y ou wouldn’t shoot a dog without afar trid—would you?»

Randal chewed his lip in an agony of indecison. Listening to him, the man seemed so damned
decent— He threw the door open wide. «Come in,» he said gruffly.

«Thank you, Mr. Randdl.» Hoag came in diffidently. Randall started to close the door.

«Y our name Randal > Another man, a stranger, sood in the door, loaded with bundles.

«Yes» Randdl admitted, fishing in his pocket for change. «How did you get in?»

«Cameinwith him, » the man said, pointing at Hoag, «but | got off at the wrong floor. The beer is
cold, chief,» he added ingratiatingly. «Right off theice»

«Thanks» Randdl added a dime to the half dollar and closed the door on him. He picked the
bundles up from the floor and gtarted for the kitchen. He would have some of that beer now, he
decided; there was never a time when he needed it more. After putting the packages down in the
kitchen he took out one of the cans, fumbled in the drawer for an opener, and prepared to open it.

A movement caught his eye—Hoag, shifting restlessy from one foot to the other. Randdl had not
invited him to St down; he was ill ganding. «Sit down!»

«Thank you.» Hoag sat down.

Randdl turned back to his beer. But the incident had reminded him of the other’s presence; he
found himsdlf caught in the habit of good manners; it was dmost impossible for him to pour himsdf a
beer and offer none to a guest, no matter how unwelcome.

He hegtated just a moment, then thought, Shucks, it can’t hurt ether Cynthia or me to let him
have a can of beer. «Do you drink beer?»

«Yes, thank you.» As amatter of fact Hoag rarely drank beer, preferring to reserve his paate for
the subtleties of wines, but a the moment he would probably have said yes to synthetic gin, or ditch
water, if Randdl had offered it.

Randdl brought in the glasses, put them down, then went into the bedroom, opening the door for
the purpose just enough to let him dip in. Cynthia was just as he had come to expect her to be. He
shifted her pogtion aftrifle, in the beief that any position grows tiring even to a person unconscious,
then smoothed the coverlet. He looked a her and thought about Hoag and Potbury’s warnings
againg Hoag. Was Hoag as dangerous as the doctor seemed to think? Was he, Randall, even now
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playing into his hands?

No, Hoag could not hurt him now. When the worst has happened any change is an improvement.
The death of both of them—or even Cyn’s degth done, for then he would smply follow her. That he
had decided earlier in the day—and he didn’t give a damn who called it cowardly!

No—if Hoag were responsible for this, at least he had shot his bolt. He went back into the living
room.

Hoag's beer was ill untouched. «Drink up,» Randdl invited, Stting down and reaching for his
own glass. Hoag complied, having the good sense not to offer atoast nor even to raise his glass in
the gesture of one. Randall looked him over with tired curiosity. « don’t understand you, Hoag.»

«l don't understand mysdf, Mr. Randall.»

«Why did you come here?»

Hoag spread his hands helplesdy. «To inquire about Mrs. Randall. To find out what it is that |
have done to her. To make up for it, if | can.»

«You admit you did it?

«No, Mr. Randdl. No. | don't see how | could possibly have done anything to Mrs. Randdl
yesterday morning—>»

«You forget that | saw you.»

«But— What did | do?

«You cornered Mrs. Randdl in a corridor of the Midway-Copton Building and tried to choke
her.»

«Oh, dear! But—you saw me do this?»

«No, not exactly. | was—» Randdl stopped, redlizing how it was going to sound to tell Hoag that
he had not seen him in one part of the building because he was busy watching Hoag in another part
of the building.

«Go on, Mr. Randall, please.»

Randall got nervoudy to his feet. «It's no use» he snapped. «l don’t know what you did. | don't
know that you did anything! All 1 know isthis. Since the first day you walked in that door, odd things
have been happening to my wife and me—evi/ things—and now she's lying in there as if she were
dead. She's—" He stopped and covered his face with his hands.

He felt a gentle touch on his shoulder. «Mr. Randal . . . please, Mr. Randdl. I'm sorry and |
would like to help.»

«l don't know how anyone can hep—unless you know some way of waking up my wife. Do
you, Mr. Hoag?»

Hoag shook his head dowly. «I’'m afraid | don’'t. Tell me—what is the matter with her? | don't
know yet.»

«There is't much to tdl. She didn't wake up this morning. She acts as if she never would wake
up.»

«You'resureshe'snot . . . dead?

«No, she’s not dead.»

«You had adoctor, of course. What did he say?»

«He told me not to move her and to watch her closdy.»

«Yes, but what did he say was the matter with her>»

«Hecdled it lethargica gravis. »

«Lethargica gravis! Wastha dl he cdled it?»

«Y es—why?»

«But didn't he attempt to diagnose it
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Hoag Hill seemed puzzled. «But, Mr. Randall, that isn't a diagnods, it is just a pompous way of
saying ‘heavy deep.’ It redly doesn't mean anything. It's like telling a man with skin trouble that he
has dermatitis, or aman with ssomach trouble that he has gastritis. What tests did he make»

«Jh...ldon't know. l—»

«Did he take a sample with a ssomach pump?»

«NO.»

«X ray?

«No, there wasn't any way to.»

«Do you mean to tdl me, Mr. Randall, that a doctor just walked in, took a look &t her, and
walked out again, without doing anything for her, or goplying any tests, or bringing in a consulting
opinion? Was he your family doctor?»

«No,» Randdl said miserably. «I’'m afrad | don't know much about doctors. We never need
one. But you ought to know whether he's any good or not—it was Potbury.»

«Potbury?'Y ou mean the Dr. Potbury | consulted? How did you happen to pick him?»

«Wdl, we didn't know any doctors—and we had been to see him, checking up on your story.
What have you got against Potbury?»

«Nothing, redly. He was rude to me—or so | thought.»

«Well, then, what' s he got against you»

«l don't see how he could have anything againgt me» Hoag answered in puzzled tones. «l only
saw him once. Except, of course, the matter of the andyss. Though why he should—>» He shrugged
hepledy.

«Y ou mean about the stuff under your nails? | thought that was just a song and dance.»

«No.»

«Anyhow it couldn’t be just that. After al the things he said about you.»

«What did he say about me?»

«He sad—» Randal stopped, redizing that Potbury had not said anything specific against Hoag;
it had been entirdly what he did not say. «It wasn't so much what he sad; it was how he felt about
you. He hates you, Hoag—and heis afraid of you.»

«Afraid of me?» Hoag smiled feebly, asif he were sure Randal must be joking.

«Hedidn't say 0, but it was plain as daylight.»

Hoag shook his head. «l don't understand it. I'm more used to being afraid of people than of
having them afraid of me. Wait—did hetdll you the results of the analys's he made for me?»

«No. Say, that reminds me of the queerest thing of al about you, Hoag.» He broke off, thinking
of the impaossible adventure of the thirteenth floor. «Are you a hypnotist?>

«Gracious, no! Why do you ask?»

Randdl told him the story of their first attempt to shadow him. Hoag kept quiet through the recitd,
his face intent and bewildered. «And that's the size of it» Randdl concluded emphaticdly. «No
thirteenth floor, no Detheridge & Co., no nothing! And yet | remember every detail of it asplanly as
| see your face.»

«Thet'sdl?

«lan't that enough? Still, there is one more thing | might add. It can’t be of red importance,
except in showing the effect the experience had on me.»

«What iSit?

«Wait aminute»

Randal got up and went again into the bedroom. He was not quite so careful thistime to open the
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door the bare minimum, athough he did close it behind him. It made him nervous, in one way, not to
be congtantly at Cynthia's Side; yet had he been able to answer honestly he would have been forced
to admit that even Hoag's presence was company and some rdief to his anxiety. Conscioudy, he
excused his conduct as an attempt to get to the bottom of their troubles.

He ligened for her heartbeats again. Satisfied that she gill was in this world, he plumped her
pillow and brushed vagrant hair up from her face. He leaned over and kissed her forehead lightly,
then went quickly out of the room.

Hoag was waiting. «Y es?» he inquired.

Randdl sat down heavily and rested his head on his hands. «Still the same.» Hoag refrained from
making a usdless answer; presently Randall commenced in atired voice to tel him of the nightmares
he had experienced the last two nights. «Mind you, | don't say they are Sgnificant,» he added, when
he had done. «I’m not supergtitious.»

«l wonder,» Hoag mused.

«What do you mean»

«l don't mean anything supernaturd, but isn't it possble that the dreams were not entirdy
accidental ones, brought on by your experiences? | mean to say, if there is someone who can make
you dream the things you dreamed in the Acme Building in broad daylight, why couldn’t they force
you to dream at night aswell>»

«Huh?»

«Is there anyone who hates you, Mr. Randall?»

«Why, not that | know of. Of course, in my business, you sometimes do things that don’t exactly
make friends, but you do it for somebody else. There's a crook or two who doesn't like me any too
well, but—wel, they couldn't do anything like this. It doesn't make sense. Anybody hate you?
Besides Potbury»

«Not that | know of. And | don’'t know why he should. Spesking of him, you're going to get
some other medical advice, aren't you>

«Yes. | guess| don't think very fast. | don't know just what to do, except to pick up the phone
book and try another number.»

«There sabetter way. Call one of the big hospitals and ask for an ambulance.»

«I’ll do that!» Randall said, standing up.

«You might wait until morning. You wouldn’t get any useful results until morning, anyway. In the
meantime she might wake up.»

«Wdl .. .yes | guessso. | think I'll take another look at her.»

«Mr. Randal?»

«Eh>»

«Jh, do you mind if— May | see her?

Randdl looked a him. His suspicions had been lulled more than he had redized by Hoag's
manner and words, but the suggestion brought him up short, making him recal Potbury’s warnings
vividly. «I’d rather you didn't,» he sad Hiffly.

Hoag showed his disappointment but tried to cover it. «Certainly. | quite understand, Sr.»

When Randd| returned he was standing near the door with his hat in his hand. «l think | had
better go,» he said. When Randall did not comment he added, «l would st with you until morning if
you wished it.»

«No. Not necessary. Good night.»

«Good night, Mr. Randall.»

When Hoag had gone he wandered around aimlessy for severa minutes, his beat ever returning
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him to the sde of hiswife. Hoag's comments about Potbury’s methods had |eft him more uneasy
than he cared to admit; in addition to that Hoag hed, by partly dlaying his suspicions of the man,
taken from him his emotiond whipping boy—which did him no good.

He ate a cold supper and washed it down with beer—and was pleased to find it remained in
place. He then dragged a large chair into the bedroom, put a footstool in front of it, got a spare
blanket, and prepared to spend the night. There was nothing to do and he did not fed like reading—
he tried it and it didn’'t work. From time to time he got up and obtained a fresh can of beer from the
icebox. When the beer was gone he took down the rye. The stuff seemed to quiet his nerves allittle,
but otherwise he could detect no effect from it. He did not want to become drunk.

He woke with aterrified start, convinced for the moment that Phipps was at the mirror and about
to kidnap Cynthia. The room was dark; his heart felt asiif it would burst his ribs before he could find
the switch and assure himsdlf that it was not o, that his beloved, waxy pae, ill lay on the bed.

He had to examine the big mirror and assure himsdlf that it did reflect the room and not act as a
window to some other, awful place before he was willing to sngp off the light. By the dim reflected
light of the city he poured himsdlf a bracer for his shaken nerves.

He thought that he caught a movement in the mirror, whirled around, and found that it was his
own reflection. He sat down again and stretched himsalf out, resolving not to drop off to deep again.

What was that?

He dashed into the kitchen in pursuit of it. Nothing—nothing that he could find. Another surge of
panic swept him back into the bedroom—it could have been aruse to get him away from her sde.

They were laughing a him, goading him, trying to get him to make a fase move He knew it—
they had been plotting againgt him for days, trying to shake his nerve. They watched him out of every
mirror in the house, ducking back when he tried to catch them at it. The Sons of the Bird—

«The Bird is Crud!»

Had he said that? Had someone shouted it at him? The Bird is Crud. Panting for bresth, he went
to the open window of the bedroom and looked out. It was still dark, pitch-dark. No one moved on
the streets below. The direction of the lake was a lowering bank of mist. What time was it? Six
o' cdock in the morning by the clock on the table. Didn't it ever get light in this God-forsaken city?

The Sons of the Bird. He suddenly felt very dy; they thought they had him, but he would fool
them—they couldn’t do this to him and to Cynthia He would smash every mirror in the place. He
hurried out to the kitchen, where he kept a hammer in the catch-all drawer. He got it and came back
to the bedroom. First, the big mirror—

He hestated just as he was about to swing on it. Cynthia wouldn't like this—seven years bad
luck! He wasn't superdtitious himsdf, but—Cynthia wouldn't like it! He turned to the bed with the
idea of explaining it to her; it seemed S0 obvious—just bregk the mirrors and then they would be ssfe
from the Sons of the Bird.

But he was stumped by her Hill face.

He thought of a way around it. They had to use a mirror. What was a mirror? A piece of glass
that reflects. Very well—fix "em so they wouldn't reflect! Furthermore he knew how he could do it;
in the same drawer with the hammer were three or four dime-store cans of ename, and a smdl
brush, leftovers from a splurge of furniture refinishing Cynthia had once indulged in.

He dumped them dl into a smdl mixing bowl; together they condtituted perhaps a pint of heavy
pigment—enough, he thought, for his purpose. He attacked the big beveled glass first, dapping
enamel over it in quick cardess strokes. It ran down his wrists and dripped onto the dressing table;
he did not care. Then the others—



There was enough, though barely enough, to finish the living-room mirror. No matter—it was the
last mirror in the house—except, of course, the tiny mirrors in Cynthia s bags and purses, and he had
aready decided that they did not count. Too small for aman to crawl through and packed away out
of sght, anyhow.

The enamd had been mixed from a smdl amount of black and perhaps a can and a hdf, net, of
red. It was al over his hands now; he looked like the centrd figure in an ax murder. No matter—he
wiped it, or most of it, off on atowe and went back to his chair and his bottle.

Let "emtry now! Let’em try ther dirty, filthy black magic! He had them stymied.

He prepared to wait for the dawn.

The sound of the buzzer brought him up out of his chair, much disorganized, but convinced that he
had not closed his eyes. Cynthiawas al right—that is to say, she was gtill adeegp, which was the best
he had expected. He rolled up his tube and reassured himsdlf with the sound of her heart.

The buzzing continued—or resumed; he did not know which. Automaticaly he answered it.

«Potbury,» came avoice. «\What's the matter? Y ou adeep? How' s the patient?»

«No change, doctor,» he answered, striving to control hisvoice.

«That 0?Wdl, let mein»

Potbury brushed on by him when he opened the door and went directly to Cynthia. He leaned
over her for a moment or two, then sraightened up. «Seems about the same» he said. «Can't
expect much change for aday or so. Criss about Wednesday, maybe» He looked Randal over
curioudy. «What in the world have you been doing? Y ou look like a four-day bender.»

«Nothing,» said Randdl. «Why didn’t you have me send her to a hospital, doctor?»

«Worst thing you could do for her.»

«What do you know about it? You haven't realy examined her. You don't know what’s wrong
with her. Do you? »

«Areyou crazy? | told you yesterday .»

Randal shook his head. «Just double talk. You're trying to kid me about her. And | want to
know why.»

Potbury took a step toward him. «You are crazy—and drunk, too.» He looked curioudy at the
big mirror. «/ want to know what's been going on around here.» He touched a finger to smeared
enamd.

«Don't touch it!»

Potbury checked himsdlf. «What'sit for?»

Randall looked dy. «I foxed 'em.»

«Who?»

«The Sons of the Bird. They come in through mirrors—but | slopped them.»

Potbury stared a him. «l know them,» Randdl sad. «They won't fool me again. The Bird is
Crud .»

Potbury covered his face with his hands.

They both stood perfectly Hill for saveral seconds. It took that long for a new idea to percolate
through Randadl’s abused and bemused mind. When it did he kicked Potbury in the crotch. The
events of the next few seconds were rather confused. Potbury made no outcry, but fought back.
Randal made no attempt to fight fair, but followed up hisfirst panzer stroke with more dirty work.

When matters straightened out, Potbury was behind the bathroom door, whereas Randall was on
the bedroom side with the key in his pocket. He was breathing hard but completely unaware of such
minor damage as he had suffered.



Cynthiadept on.

«Mr. Randall—Ilet me out of herel»

Randall had returned to his chair and was trying to think his way out of his predicament. He was
fully sobered by now and made no attempt to consult the bottle. He was trying to get it through his
head that there redly were «Sons of the Bird» and that he had one of them locked up in there right
Now.

In that case Cynthia was unconscious because—God help them!—the Sons had stolen her soul.
Devils—they had fadlen afoul of devils.

Potbury pounded on the door. «What's the meaning of this, Mr. Randdl? Have you logt your
mind? Let me out of herel»

«What'll you doif I do? Will you bring Cynthia back to life?»

«’ll do what a physician can for her. Why did you do it?»

«You know why. Why did you cover your face?»

«What do you mean? | started to sneeze and you kicked me.»

«Maybe | should have said, ‘Gesundheit!” Y ou're adevil, Potbury. Y ou're a Son of the Bird!»

There was ashort silence. «What nonsense isthis?

Randdl thought about it. Maybe it was nonsense; maybe Potbury zad been about to sneeze. No!
This was the only explanation that made sense. Devils, devils and black magic. Stoles and Phipps
and Potbury and the others.

Hoag? That would account for—wait a minute, now. Potbury hated Hoag. Stoles hated Hoag.
All the Sons of the Bird hated Hoag. Very well, devil or whatever, he and Hoag were on the same
sde.

Potbury was pounding on the door again, no longer with hisfists, but with a heavier, less frequent
blow which meant the shoulder with the whole weight of the body behind it. The door was no
stronger than interior house doors usudly are; it was evident that it could take little of such treatment.

Randal pounded on his side. «otbury! Potbury! Do you hear me?»

«Yes»

«Do you know what I’m going to do now? I’'m going to cal up Hoag and get him to come over
here. Do you hear that, Potbury? HE Il kill you, Potbury, he'll kill you!»

There was no answer, but presently the heavy pounding resumed. Randal got his gun. «Potbury!»
No answer. «Potbury, cut that out or I’ll shoot.» The pounding did not even dacken.

Randdl had a sudden ingpiration. dPotbury—in the Name of the Bird—get away from that
door!»

The noise stopped asif chopped off.

Randall listened and then pursued his advantage. «In the Name of the Bird, don't touch that door
again. Hear me, Potbury?> There was no answer, but the quiet continued.

It was early; Hoag was il a his home. He quite evidently was confused by Randdl’ s incoherent
explanations, but he agreed to come over, at once, or alittle quicker.

Randdl went back into the bedroom and resumed his double vigil. He held his wife's Hill, cool
hand with his |eft hand; in his right he carried his gun, ready in case the invocation falled to bind. But
the pounding was not resumed; there was a deathly silence in both rooms for some minutes. Then
Randdl heard, or imagined he heard, a fant scrgping shilance from the bathroom—an
unaccountable and ominous sound.

He could think of nothing to do about it, so he did nothing. It went on for severa minutes and
stopped. After that—nothing.



Hoag recoiled at the sight of the gun. «Mr. Randall!»

«Hoag,» Randall demanded, «are you a devil?»

«l don’'t understand you.»

«‘TheBirdisCrud!” »

Hoag did not cover hisface; he smply looked confused and a bit more apprehensive.

«O.K.,» decided Randdll. «You pass. If you are a devil, you're my kind of a devil. Come on—
I’ve got Potbury locked up, and | want you to confront him.»

«Me? Why?»

«Because he is a devil—a Son of the Bird. And they're afraid of you. Come onl» He urged Hoag
into the bedroom, continuing with, «The misake | made was in not being willing to bdieve in
something when it happened to me. Those weren’t dreams.» He pounded on the door with the
muzzle of the gun. «Potbury! Hoag is here. Do what | want and you may get out of it dive»

«What do you want of him?» Hoag said nervoudy.

«Her—of course.»

«Oh—» Randal pounded again, then turned to Hoag and whispered, «If | open the door, will you
confront him? Il be right dongside you.»

Hoag gulped, looked at Cynthia, and answered, «Of course.»

The bath was empty; it had no window, nor any other reasonable exit, but the means by which
Potbury had escaped were evident. The surface of the mirror had been scraped free of ename, with
arazor blade.

They risked the seven years of bad luck and broke the mirror. Had he known how to do so,
Randal would have swarmed through and tackled them dl; lacking the knowledge it seemed wiser to
close the leak.

After that there was nothing to do. They discussed it, over the slent form of Randdl’s wife, but
there was nothing to do. They were not magicians. Hoag went into the living room presently,
unwilling to digturb the privacy of Randdl’s despair but dso unwilling to desart him entirdy. He
looked in on him from time to time. It was on one such occasion that he noticed a smal black bag
half under the bed and recognized it for what it was—a doctor’s kit. He went in and picked it up.
«Ed,» he asked, «have you looked at this?»

«At what? Randal looked up with dull eyes, and read the inscription, embossed in well-worn
gold letters on the flap:

POTIPHAR T. POTBURY, M.D.

«Huh?»

«He mugt have left it behind.»

«He didn’t have a chance to take it.» Randdl took it from Hoag and opened it—a stethoscope,
head forceps, clamps, needles, an assortment of vias in a case, the usud props of a G.P.’s work.
There was one precription bottle as well; Randall took it out and read the prescription. «Hoag, ook
at this»

POISON!
This Prescription Can Not Be Refilled
MRS. RANDALL—TAKE AS PRESCRIBED
BONTON CUTRATE PHARMACY



«Was he trying to poison her? Hoag suggested. «I don't think so—that’s the usud narcotic
warning. But | want to see what it is» He shook it. It ssemed empty. He Started to bresk the sedl.

«Careful'» Hoag warned.

« will bex» He hdd it wdl back from his face to open it, then sniffed it very cautioudy. It gave up
afragrance, subtle and infinitely swest.

«Teddy? He whirled around, dropping the bottle. It was indeed Cynthia, eyelids fluttering.
«Don't promise them anything, Teddy!» She Sghed and her eyes closed again.

«'TheBirdis Crud!” » she whispered.
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IX

«Your memory lapses are the key to the whole thing,» Randdl was ingting. «If we knew what
you do in the daytime, if we knew your profession, we would know why the Sons of the Bird are out
to get you. More than that, we would know how to fight them—for they are obvioudy afraid of
you.»

Hoag turned to Cynthia. «What do you think, Mrs. Randall ?»

«l think Teddy is right. If 1 knew enough about hypnotism, we would try that—but | don't, so
scopolamineisthe next best bet. Are you willing to try it?»

«If you say s, yes»

«Get the kit, Teddy.» She jumped down from where she had been perched, on the edge of his
desk. He put out a hand to catch her.

«Y ou ought to take it easy, baby,» he complained.

«Nonsense, I'm al right—now.»

They had adjourned to their business office dmogt as soon as Cynthiawoke up. To put it plainly,
they were scared—scared till, but not scared silly. The gpartment seemed an unhealthy place to be.
The office did not seem much better. Randdl and Cynthia had decided to get out of town—the stop
at the office was a penultimate stop, for a conference of war.

Hoag did not know what to do.

«Just forget you ever saw this kit,» Randal warned him, as he prepared the hypodermic. «Not
being a doctor, nor an anaesthetist, | shouldn’t have it. But it’s convenient, sometimes.» He scrubbed
aspot of Hoag's forearm with an acohol swab. «Steady now—there!» He shoved the needle.

They waited for the drug to take hold. «What do you expect to get,» Randal whispered to
Cynthia

«l don't know. If we're lucky, his two persondities will knit. Then we may find out a lot of
things»

A little later Hoag's head sagged forward; he breathed heavily. She stepped forward and shook
his shoulder. «Mr. Hoag—do you hear me?»

«Yes"

«What is your name?»

«Jonathan . . . Hoag.»

«Where do you live?

«Six-oh-two—Gotham Apartments.»

«Wheat do you do?»

«l ...don't know.»

«Try to remember. What is your professon?»

No answer. Shetried again. «Are you a hypnotist?»

«No.»

«Are you a—magician?»

The answer was ddlayed alittle, but finaly came. «No.»

«What are you, Jonathan Haag? »

He opened his mouth, seemed about to answver—then sat up suddenly, his manner brisk and
completely free of the lassitude norma to the drug. «I'm sorry, my dear, but this will have to stop—
for the present.»

He stood up, walked over to the window, and looked out. «Bad,» he said, glancing up and down



the street. «How distressingly bad.» He seemed to be taking to himsdf rather than to them. Cynthia
and Randdll looked at him, then to each other for help.

«What is bad, Mr. Hoag?» Cynthia asked, rather diffidently. She did not have the impresson
andyzed, but he seemed like another person—younger, more vibrant.

«Eh?Oh, I’'m sorry. | owe you an explanation. | was forced to, uh, dispense with the drug.»

«Dispense with it

«Throw it off, ignore it, make it as nothing. You see, my dear, while you were taking | recdled
my professon.» He looked a them cheerily, but offered no further explanation.

Randdl wasthe first to recover. «What is your profession»

Hoag smiled a him, amost tenderly. «It wouldn't do to tdl you,» he said. «Not now, at least.»
He turned to Cynthia. «My dear, could | trouble you for a pencil and a sheet of paper?»

«Jh—why, certainly.» She got them for him; he accepted them gracioudy and, seating himsaf,
began to write.

When he said nothing to explain his conduct Randal spoke up, «Say, Hoag, look here—» Hoag
turned a serene face to him; Randdl started to speak, seemed puzzled by what he saw in Hoag's
face, and concluded lamely, «Er . . . Mr. Hoag, what' sthis al about?»

«Are you not willing to trust me?»

Randdl chewed hislip for amoment and looked a him; Hoag was patient and serene. «Yes. . . |
suppose | am» he said at last.

«Good. | am making a list of some things | want you to buy for me. | shal be quite busy for the
next two hours or s0.»

«You areleaving us?»

«You are worried about the Sons of the Bird, aren’t you? Forget them. They will not harm you. |
promise it.» He resumed writing. Some minutes later he handed the list to Randall. «I’ve noted at the
bottom the place where you are to meet me—afilling Sation outsde Waukegan.»

«Waukegan? Why Waukegan?»

«No very important reason. | want to do once more something | am very fond of doing and don’t
expect to be able to do again. You'll help me, won't you? Some of the things I’ ve asked you to buy
may be hard to get, but you will try»

«| suppose so.»

«Good.» He l€eft at once.

Randall looked from the closing door back to thelist in his hand. «Wdl, I'll be a— Cyn, what do
you suppose he wants us to get for him?—groceries!»

«Groceries? Let me seethat list.»
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X

They were driving north in the outskirts of the city, with Randadl a the whed. Somewhere up
ahead lay the place where they were to meet Hoag; behind them in the trunk of the car were the
purchases he had directed them to make.

«Teddy?»

«Yeah, kid.»

«Can you make a U-turn here?»

«Sure—if you don't get caught. Why»

«Because that's just what I'd like to do. Let me finish,» she went on hurriedly. «We ve got the
car; we've got dl the money we have in the world with us; there isn't anything to stop us from
heading south if we want to.»

«Still thinking of that vacation? But we're going on it—just as soon as we ddiver this Suff to
Hoag.»

«l don't mean avacation. | mean go away and never come back—now!»

«With eighty dollars worth of fancy groceries that Hoag ordered and hasn't paid for yet? No
soap.

«We could est them ourselves.»

«Humph! Caviar and humming-bird wings. We can't afford it, kid. We re the hamburger type.
Anyhow, even if we could, | want to see Hoag again. Some plain talk—and explanations.»

She sighed. «That's just what | thought, Teddy, and that's why | want to cut and run. | don’t
want explanations; I’ m satisfied with the world the way it is. Just you and me—and no complications.
| don't want to know anything about Mr. Hoag's profession—or the Sons of the Bird—or anything
like that.»

He fumbled for a cigarette, then scratched a match under the instrument board, while looking at
her quizzically out of the corner of his eye. Fortunately the traffic was light. « think | fed the same
way you do about it, kid, but I've got a different angle on it. If we drop it now, I'll be jumpy about
the Sons of the Bird the rest of my life, and scared to shave, for fear of looking in amirror. But there
is arationd explanation for the whole thing—bound to be—and I’'m going to get it. Then we can
deep.»

She made hersdf small and did not answer.

«Look & it thisway,» Randall went on, somewhat irritated. «Everything that has happened could
have been done in the ordinary way, without recourse to supernatural agencies. As for supernatura
agencies—well, out here in the sunlight and the traffic it's a little too much to swalow. Sons of the
Bird—rats!»

She did not answer. He went on. «The first Sgnificant point is that Hoag is a consummeate actor.
Instead of being a prissy little Milquetoast, he's a dominant persondity of the first water. Look at the
way | shut up and said, Yes, Sr,” when he pretended to throw off the drug and ordered us to buy all
those groceries.»

«Pretended?»

«Sure. Somebody subgtituted colored water for my deepy juice—probably done the same time
the phony warning was stuck in the typewriter. But to get back to the point—he's a naturdly strong
character and dmogt certainly a cever hypnotigt. Pulling that illuson about the thirteenth floor and
Detheridge & Co. shows how skillful he is—or somebody is. Probably used drugs on me as well,
just asthey did on you.»
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«On me?»

«Sure. Remember that stuff you drank in Potbury’ s office? Some sort of a delayed-action Mickey
Finn»

«But you drank it, too!»

«Not necessarily the same suff. Potbury and Hoag were in cahoots, which is how they created
the atmaosphere that made the whole thing possble. Everything else was little Suff, inggnificant when
taken done.»

Cynthia had her own ideas about that, but she kept them to herself. However, one point bothered
her. «How did Potbury get out of the bathroom? Y ou told me he was locked in.»

«I’ ve thought about that. He picked the lock while | was phoning Hoag, hid in the closet and just
waited his chance to walk out.»

«HmM-m-m—» Shelet it go at that for savera minutes.

Randal stopped talking, being busy with the traffic in Waukegan. He turned left and headed out
of town.

«Teddy—if you are sure that the whole thing was just a hoax and there are no such things as the
Sons, then why can't we drop it and head south? We don't need to keep this appointment.»

«I’m sure of my explanation dl right,» he said, skillfully avoiding a suicide-bent boy on a bicycle,
«initsbroad outlines, but I'm not sure of the motivation—and that’s why | have to see Hoag. Funny
thing, though,» he continued thoughtfully, «I don't think Hoag has anything againgt us; | think he had
some reasons of his own and paid us five hundred berries to put up with some discomfort while he
caried out his plans. But we'll see. Anyhow, it's too late to turn back; there' s the filling station he
mentioned—and there’ s Hoag! »

Hoag climbed in with no more than anod and asmile; Randdl fdlt again the compulson to do as
he was told which had firgt hit him some two hours before. Hoag told him where to go.

The way lay out in the country and, presently, off the pavement. In due course they came to a
farm gate leading into pasiure land, which Hoag instructed Randall to open and drive through. «The
owner does not mind,» he said. «I’ ve been here many times, on my Wednesdays. A beautiful spot.»

It was a beautiful spot. The road, a wagon track now, led up a gradua rise to a tree-topped
crest. Hoag had him park under a tree, and they got out. Cynthia stood for a moment, drinking it in,
and savoring deep breeths of the clean air. To the south Chicago could be seen and beyond it and
eadt of it aglver gleam of the lake. «Teddy, isn't it gorgeous?>

«Itisp he admitted, but turned to Hoag. «What | want to know is—why are we here?»

«Picnic» said Hoag. «l chose this spot for my finde»

«Finae?

«Food firg,» said Hoag. «Then, if you mugt, we ll talk.»

It was a very odd menu for a picnic; in place of hearty foods there were some dozens of
gourmets specidties—preserved cumaquats, guava jelly, little potted mesats, tee—made by Haag
over aspirit lamp—ddicate wafers with afamous name on the package. In spite of this both Randall
and Cynthia found themselves egting heartily. Hoag tried everything, never passng up a dish—but
Cynthia noticed that he actualy ate very little, tasting rather than dining.

In due course Randal got his courage up to brace Hoag; it was beginning to appear that Hoag
had no intention of broaching the matter himsdlf. «Hoag?»

«Yes, Ed?»

«lan't it about time you took off the fase face and quiit kidding us»»

«l have not kidded you, my friend.»

«You know what | mean—this whole rat race that has been going on the past few days. Youre
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mixed up in it and know more about it than we do—that’'s evident. Mind you, not that I’'m accusing
you of anything,» he added hastily. «But | want to know what it means.»

«AsK yoursdf whet it means.»

«O.K.,» Randdl accepted the chalenge. «l will.» He launched into the explanaion which he had
sketched out to Cynthia, Hoag encouraged him to continue it fully, but, when he was through, sad
nothing.

«Wdl» Randdl said nervoudy, «that's how it happened—wasn't it?»

«It seems like a good explanation.»

«l thought so. But you' ve still got to clear some things up. Why did you do it™»

Hoag shook his head thoughtfully. «I’m sorry, Ed. | cannot possibly explain my motives to you.»

«But, damn it, that’s not fair! The least you could—>»

«When did you ever find fairness, Edward?»

«Wedl—I expected you to play fair with us. Y ou encouraged us to treat you as afriend. Y ou owe
us explanations.”

«l promised you explanations. But consder, Ed—do you want explanations? | assure you that
you will have no more trouble, no more vigtations from the Sons.»

Cynthiatouched hisarm. «Don’'t ask for them, Teddy!»

He brushed her off, not unkindly but decisively. «I’ve got to know. Let’s have the explanation.»

«Youwon't likeit»

«’ll chanceit.»

«Very wel» Hoag settled back. «Will you serve the wine, my dear? Thank you. | shdl have to
tell you alittle story firgt. It will be partly alegorica, asthere are not the.. . . the words, the concepts.
Once there was arace, quite unlike the human race—quite. | have no way of describing to you what
they looked like or how they lived, but they had one characteristic you can understand: they were
cregtive. The creating and enjoying of works of art was their occupation and their reason for being. |
say ‘at’ advisedly, for art is undefined, undefinable, and without limits. | can use the word without
fear of misusing it, for it has no exact meaning. There are as many meanings as there are artists. But
remember that these artists are not human and their art is not human.

«Think of one of thisrace, in your terms—young. He creates awork of art, under the eye and the
guidance of his teacher. He has taent, this one, and his creation has many curious and amusing
features. The teacher encourages him to go on with it and prepare it for the judging. Mind you, | am
speaking in metaphorical terms, as if this were a human artist, preparing his canvases to be judged in
the annud showing.»

He stopped and said suddenly to Randdl, «Are you ardigious man? Did it ever occur to you that
al this>—he included the whole quietly beautiful countryside in the sweep of his am—»might have
had a Creator? Must have had a Creator ?»

Randdl stared and turned red. «I’m not exactly a church-going man,» he blurted, «but— Yes, |
suppose | do believeit.»

«And you, Cynthia?»

She nodded, tense and speechless.

«The Artig created this world, after His Own fashion and using postulates which seemed well to
Him. His teacher approved on the whole, but—>»

«Wat aminute» Randadl sad inggtently. «Are you trying to describe the cregtion of the world—
the Universe?»

«What else?»

«But—damn it, this is preposterous! | asked for an explanation of the things that have just
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happened to us. »

«l told you that you would not like the explanation.» He waited for a moment, then continued.
«The Sons of the Bird were the dominant festure of the world, at first.»

Randdl listened to him, feding that his head would burst. He knew, with sick horror, thet the
rationdization he had made up on the way to the rendezvous had been sheerest moonshine, thrown
together to gtill the fears that had overcome him. The Sons of the Bird—red, redl and horrible—and
potent. He fdt that he knew now the sort of race of which Hoag spoke. From Cynthid's tense and
horrified face she knew, dso—and there would never again be peace for ether of them. «In the
Beginning there was the Bird—>»

Hoag looked a him with eyes free of malice but without pity. «No,» he said serendly, «there was
never the Bird. They who cdl themsdves Sons of the Bird there are. But they are supid and
arrogant. Their sacred story is SO much superdtition. But in their way and by the rules of this world
they are powerful. The things, Edward, that you thought you saw you did see.»

«Y ou mean that—»

«Wait, let me finish. | must hasten. Y ou saw what you thought you saw, with one exception. Until
today you have seen me only in your apartment, or mine. The creatures you shadowed, the cresture
that frightened Cynthia—Sons of the Bird, dl of them. Stoles and his friends.

«The teacher did not approve of the Sons of the Bird and suggested certain improvements in the
cregtion. But the Artist was hasty or careless; ingtead of removing them entirdly He merdly—painted
over them, made them appear to be some of the new creations with which He peopled Hisworld.

«All of which might not have mattered if the work had not been sdected for judging. Inevitably
the critics noticed them; they were—bad art, and they disfigured the find work. There was some
doubt in their minds as to whether or not the creation was worth preserving. That iswhy | am here»

He stopped, as if there were no more to say. Cynthia looked a him fearfully. «Areyou . . . ae
yOou—>»

He smiled a her. «No, Cynthia, | am not the Creator of your world. You asked me my
profession once.

«l aman at critic.»

Randdl would like to have dishdieved. It was impossble for him to do so; the truth rang in his
ears and would not be denied. Hoag continued, «I said to you that | would have to spesk to you in
terms you use. Y ou must know that to judge a crestion such as this, your world, is not like walking
up to apainting and looking &t it. Thisworld is peopled with men, it must be looked at through the
eyesof men. | an aman.»

Cynthialooked still more troubled. «I don’t understand. Y ou act through the body of a man»

« am a man. Scattered around through the human race are the Critics—men. Each is the
projection of a Critic, but each isaman—in every way aman, not knowing that heisaso a Critic.»

Randall seized on the discrepancy as if his reason depended on it—which, perhaps, it did. «But
you know—or say you do. It's a contradiction.»

Hoag nodded, undisturbed. «Until today, when Cynthia's questioning made it inconvenient to
continue as | was—and for other reasons—this persona»—he tapped his chest—had no idea of
why he was here. He was a man, and no more. Even now, | have extended my present persona only
as far asis necessary for my purpose. There are questions which | could not answer—as Jonathan
Hoag.

«Jonathan Hoag came into being as a man, for the purpose of examining, savoring, certain of the
atigtic aspects of thisworld. In the course of that it became convenient to use him to smdl out some
of the activities of those discarded and painted-over creatures that cal themselves the Sons of the



73

Bird. You two happened to be drawn into the activity—innocent and unknowing, like the pigeons
used by armies. But it so happened that | observed something else of artistic worth while in contact
with you, which iswhy we are taking the trouble for these explanations.»

«What do you mean»

«Let me speak firgt of the matters | observed asacritic. Y our world has severd pleasures. There
is egting.» He reached out and pulled off from its bunch amuscat grape, fat and sugar-sweet, and ate
it appreciatively. «An odd one, that. And very remarkable. No one ever before thought of making an
art of the smple business of obtaining the necessary energy. Your Artist has very red taent.

«And there is degping. A drange reflexive busness in which the Artig’s own cregtions are
alowed to creste more worlds of their own. You see now, don't you,» he said, smiling, «why the
critic must be aman in truth—else he could not dream as a man does?

«Thereis drinking—which mixes both esting and dreaming.

«There isthe exquiste pleasure of converaing together, friend with friend, aswe are doing. That is
not new, but it goes to the credit of the Artist that He included it.

«And there is sex. Sex isridiculous. As acritic | would have disregarded it entirely had not you,
my friends, let me see something which had not come to the attention of Jonathan Hoag, something
which, in my own atigtic cregtions, | had never had the wit to invent. As | sad, your Artist has
tdent.» He looked a them amogt tenderly. «Tel me, Cynthia. what do you love in this world and
what isit that you hate and fear»

She made no attempt to answer him, but crept closer to her husband. Randdl put a protecting
arm around her. Hoag spoke then to Randdl. «And you, Edward? Is there something in this world
for which you' d surrender your life and your soul if need be? Y ou need not ansver—I saw in your
face and in your heart, last night, as you bent over the bed. Good art, good art—both of you. | have
found severd sorts of good and origind art in this world, enough to justify encouraging your Artist to
try again. But there was so much that was bad, poorly drawn and amateurish, that | could not find it
in me to gpprove the work as a whole until | encountered and savored this, the tragedy of human
love»

Cynthialooked a him wildly. «Tragedy? Y ou say ‘tragedy’ ?»

He looked at her with eyes that were not pitying, but serenely appreciative. «What else could it
be, my dear?»

She gared a him, then turned and buried her face on the lapel of her husband's coat. Randdll
patted her head. «Stop it, Hoag!» he said savagdly. «Y ou’ ve frightened her again.»

«l did not wish to.»

«You have. And | can tell you what | think of your story. It's got holes in it you can throw a cat
through. Y ou madeit up.»

«You do not believe that.»

It was true; Randdl did not. But he went on bravely, his hand Hill soothing his wife. «The suff
under your nails—how about that? | noticed you left that out. And your fingerprints.»

«The suff under my nails has little to do with the story. It served its purpose, which was to make
fearful the Sons of the Bird. They knew what it was.»

«But what was it?

«Theichor of the Sons—planted there by my other persona. But whet is this about fingerprints?
Jonathan Hoag was honedtly fearful of having them taken; Jonathan Hoag is a man, Edward. You
must remember that.»

Randdl told him; Hoag nodded. «I see. Truthfully, | do not recdl it, even today, athough my full
persona knows of it. Jonathan Hoag had a nervous habit of polishing things with his handkerchief;
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perhaps he polished the arm of your chair.»

«l don't remember it.»

«Nor do |.»

Randdl took up the fight again. «That isn't dl and that isn't haf of it. What about the rest home
you sad you were in? And who pays you? Where do you get your money? Why was Cynthia
aways so darned scared of you»

Hoag looked out towards the city; afog was ralling in from the lake. «Thereislittle time for these
things» he said, «and it does not matter, even to you, whether you believe or not. But you do
believe—you cannot help it. But you have brought up another matter. Here»» He pulled athick roll of
bills from his pocket and handed them to Randall. «You might as well take them with you; | shal
have no more use for them. | shal be leaving you in afew minutes»

«Where are you going?»

«Back to mysdf. After | leave, you must do this. Get into your car and drive a once, south,
through the city. Under no circumstances open awindow of your car until you are miles away from
the city.»

«Why?1 don't like this»

«Neverthdess, do it. There will be certain—changes, readjustments going on.»

«What do you mean»

«l told you, did I nat, that the Sons of the Bird are being dedt with? They, and dl their works.»

«How?»

Hoag did not answer, but stared again a the fog. It was cregping up on the city. «l think | must
go now. Do as | havetold you to do.» He started to turn away. Cynthia lifted up her face and spoke
to him.

«Don't go! Not yet.»

«Yes, my dear?»

«Youmus tdl meonething: Will Teddy and I be together?»

He looked into her eyes and said. «l see what you mean. | don’t know.»

«But you must Know!»

«l do not know. If you are both creatures of this world, then your patterns may run dike. But
there are the Critics, you know.»

«The Critics? What have they to do with us?»

«One, or the other, or both of you may be Critics. | would not know. Remember, the Critics are
men—here. | did not even know mysdlf as one until today.» He looked at Randal meditatively. «He
may be one. | suspected it once today.»

<AMm—I2»

«l have no way of knowing. It is most unlikely. You see, we can’'t know each other, for it would
gpail our artigtic judgment.»

«But...but...if weare not the same, then—»

«That is dl.» He sad it, not emphaticdly, but with such a sound of findity that they were both
gartled. He bent over the remains of the feast and sdected one more grape, ate it, and closed his
eyes.

He did not open them. Presently Randdl said, «Mr. Hoag?» No answer. «Mr. Hoag!» Still no
answer. He separated himsalf from Cynthia, stood up, and went around to where the quiet figure sat.
He shook him. «Mr. Hoag!»

«But we can't just leave him therel» Randal indsted, some minutes | ater.
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«Teddy, he knew what he was doing. The thing for usto do isto follow hisingructions.»

«Well—we can stop in Waukegan and notify the police»

«Tdl them we |left a dead man back there on a hillsde? Do you think they would say, ‘Fine and
let us drive on? No, Teddy—just what he told us to do.»

«Honey—you don't believe dl that suff he wastdling us, do you?»

She looked him in his eyes, her own eyes welling with tears, and said, «Do you? Be honest with
me, Teddy.»

He met her gaze for a moment, then dropped his eyes and said, «Oh, never mind! We'll do what
he said. Get in the car.»

The fog which gppeared to have engulfed the city was not visble when they got down the hill and
had started back toward Waukegan, nor did they see it again after they had turned south and drove
toward the city. The day was bright and sunny, as it had started to be that morning, with just enough
nip in the air to make Hoag's injunction about keeping the windows rolled up tight seem like good
sense.

They took the lake route south, skipping the Loop thereby, with the intention of continuing due
south until well out of the city. The traffic had thickened somewhat over what it had been when they
darted out in the middle of the morning; Randdl was forced to give his atention to the whed.
Nether of them fdt like talking and it gave an excuse not to.

They had |eft the Loop area behind them when Randall spoke up, «Cynthia—>»

«Yes»

«We ought to tell somebody. I’m going to ask the next cop we seeto call the Waukegan station.»

«Teddy!»

«Don't worry. I'll give him some gdl that will make them investigate without making them
suspicious of us. The old run-around—you know.»

She knew his powers of invention were fertile enough to do such ajob; she protested no more. A
few blocks later Randdl saw a patrolman standing on the sdewak, warming himsdlf in the sun, and
watching some boys playing sand-lot footbal. He pulled up to the curb beside him. «Run down the
window, Cyn.»

She complied, then gave a sharp intake of breath and swallowed a scream. He did not scream,
but he wanted to.

Outsde the open window was no sunlight, no cops, no kids—nothing. Nothing but a gray and
formless mig, pulsing dowly asif with inchoate life. They could see nothing of the city through it, not
because it was too dense but because it was—empty. No sound came out of it; ho movement
showed init.

It merged with the frame of the window and began to drift ingde. Randdl shouted, «Roll up the
window!» She tried to obey, but her hands were nerveless; he reached across her and cranked it up
himsdf, jamming it hard into its sedt.

The sunny scene was restored; through the glass they saw the patrolman, the boisterous game, the
sdewalk, and the city beyond. Cynthia put a hand on hisarm. «Drive on, Teddy!»

«Wait a minute» he said tensdy, and turned to the window beside him. Very cautioudy he rolled
it down—just acrack, lessthan aninch.

It was enough. The formless gray flux was out there, too; through the glass the city traffic and
sunny sreet were plain, through the opening—nothing.

«Drive on, Teddy—please!»

She need not have urged him; he was aready gunning the car ahead with ajerk.
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Their house is not exactly on the Gulf, but the water can be seen from the hilltop near it. The
village where they do their shopping has only eight hundred peoplein it, but it seems to be enough for
them. They do not care much for company, anyway, except their own. They get alot of that. When
he goes out to the vegetable paich, or to the fields, she goes dong, taking with her such woman's
work as she can carry and do in her lap. If they go to town, they go together, hand in hand—aways.

He wears a beard, but it is not so much a peculiarity as a necessty, for there is not amirror in the
entire house. They do have one peculiarity which would mark them as odd in any community, if
anyone knew about it, but it is of such anature that no one ese would know.

When they go to bed a night, before he turns out the light, he handcuffs one of his wrigts to one
of hers.



THE MAN WHO TRAVELED IN ELEPHANTS

Rain streamed across the bus' s window. John Waitts peered out at wooded hills, content despite
the weather. As long as he was ralling, moving, traveling, the ache of londiness was somewhat
quenched. He could close his eyes and imagine that Martha was seated beside him.

They had dways traveled together; they had honeymooned covering his sdes territory. In time
they had covered the entire country—Route 66, with the Indians booths by the highway, Route 1,
up through the Didtrict, the Pennsylvania Turnpike, zipping in and out through the mountain tunnels,
himsdf hunched over the whed and Martha beside him, handling the maps and figuring the mileage to
their next stop.

He recaled one of Martha s friends saying, «But, dear, don’t you get tired of it?»

He could hear Martha s bubbly laugh, «With forty-eight wide and wonderful states to see, grow
tired? Besdes, thereis dways something new—fairs and expostions and things.»

«But when you've seen onefar you' ve seen them al.»

«You think there is no difference between the Santa Barbara Fiesta and the Fort Worth Fat
Stock Show? Anyhow,» Martha had gone on, «Johnny and | are country cousins, we like to stare at
the tall buildings and get freckles on the roofs of our mouths.»

«Do be sensible, Martha.» The woman had turned to him. «John, isn't it time that you two were
stling down and making something out of your lives?»

Such people tired him. «It'sfor the ‘ possums,» he had told her solemnly. «They like to travel .»

«The opossums? What in the world is he talking about, Martha?>

Martha had shot him a private glance, then dead-panned, «Oh, I’'m sorry! Y ou see, Johnny raises
baby ‘possumsin his umbilicus»

«I’m equipped for it,» he had confirmed, patting his round stomach.

That had settled her hash! He had never been able to stand people who gave advice «for your
own good.»

Martha had read somewhere that a litter of newborn opossums would no more than fill a
teaspoon and that as many as Six in alitter were often orphans through lack of facilitiesin mother
‘possum’s pouch to take care of them dl.

They had immediately formed the Society for the Rescue and Sustenance of the Other Six
‘Possums, and Johnny himsalf had been unanimoudy sdlected—by Martha—as the Site of Father
Johnny’s * Possum Town.

They had had other imaginary pets, too. Martha and he had hoped for children; when none came,
their family hed filled out with invishble little animas: Mr. Jenkins, the little gray burro who advised
them about motds, Chipmink the chaitering chipmunk, who lived in the glove compartment, Mus
Followalongus the traveling mouse, who never said anything but who would bite unexpectedly,
especialy around Martha' s knees.

They were dl gone now; they had gradualy faded away for lack of Martha s gay, infectious spirit
to keep them in hedth. Even Bindlegtiff, who was not invisble, was no longer with him. Bindledtiff
was a dog they had picked up beside the road, far out in the desert, given water and succor and
recaived in return his large uncritica heart. Bindlestiff had traveled with them thereefter, until he, too,
had been called away, shortly after Martha.

John Watts wondered about Bindlegtiff. Did he roam free in the Dog Star, in aland lush with
rabbits and uncovered garbage pails? More likely he was with Martha, sitting on her feet and getting
in the way. Johnny hoped so.
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He sghed and turned his attention to the passengers. A thin, very dderly woman leaned across
the aide and said, «Going to the fair, young man?»

He garted. It was twenty years since anyone had called him «young man.» «Unh? Y es, certainly.»
They were all going to the Fair: the bus was a specid.

«You like going to fairs?»

«Very much.» He knew that her inane remarks were forma gambits to start a conversation. He
did not resent it; lonely old women have need of talk with strangers—and so did he. Besides, he
liked perky old women. They seemed the very spirit of Americato him, putting him in mind of church
sociables and farm kitchens—and covered wagons.

«l like fairs, too,» she went on. «l even used to exhibit—quince jelly and my Crossing-the-Jordan
pattern.»

«Blueribbons, I'll bet.»

«Some» she admitted, «but mogtly | just liked to go to them. I'm Mrs. Alma Hill Evans. Mr.
Evans was a great one for doings. Take the exposition when they opened the Panama Canad—but
you wouldn’t rememher that.»

John Watts admitted that he had not been there,

«It wasn't the best of the lot, anyway. The Fair of ‘93, there was afair for you: Theré |l never be
onethat'll even be a patch on that one.»

«Until this one, perhgps»>

«Thisone? Pish and tush! Size is't everything.» The All-American Exposition would certainly be
the biggest thing yet—and the best. If only Martha were dong, it would seem like heaven. The old
lady changed the subject. «Y ou're atraveling man, aren’'t you»

He hesitated, then answered, «Y es»

«l can dwaystdl. What line are you in, young man?»

He hesitated longer, then said flatly, «I travel in ephants»

She looked at him sharply and he wanted to explain, but loydty to Martha kept his mouth shut.
Martha had indgted that they treet thair caling serioudy, never explaining, never gpologizing. They
had taken it up when he had planned to retire; they had been talking of getting an acre of ground and
doing something useful with radishes or rabhbits, or such. Then, during their find trip over his sdles
route, Martha had announced &fter along silence. «John, you don't want to stop traveling.»

«Eh?Don’'t 1?'Y ou mean we should keep the territory>»

«No, that's done. But we won't settle down, either.»

«What do you want to do? Just gypsy around?>

«Not exactly. | think we need some new lineto trave in»

«Hardware? Shoes? Ladies ready-to-wear?»

«No.» She had stopped to think. «\WWe ought to travel in something. 1t gives point to your
movements. | think it ought to be something that doesn’t turn over too fast, so that we could have a
redly large territory, say the whole United States.»

«Battleships perhaps?>

«Battleships are out of date, but that's close.» Then they had passed a barn with atattered circus
pogter. «I’ve got it!» She had shouted. «Elephants! WE Il travel in e ephants.»

«Elephants, en? Rather hard to carry samples.»

«We don't need to. Everybody knows what an elephant looks like. 17t that right, Mr. Jenkins?»
Theinvisble burro had agreed with Martha, as he ways did; the matter was seitled.

Martha had known just how to go about it. «First we make a survey. We Il have to comb the
United States from corner to corner before we'll be ready to take orders.»
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For ten years they had conducted the survey. It was an excuse to vigt every far, zoo, exposition,
stock show, circus, or punkin doings anywhere, for were they not al prospective customers? Even
nationa parks and other naturad wonders were included in the survey, for how was one to tel where
apressng need for an eephant might turn up? Martha had trested the matter with a sraight face and
had kept a dog-eared notebook: «La Brea Tar Pits, Los Angeles—surplus of elephants, obsolete
type, in these parts about 25,000 years ago.» «Philadephia—sdll at least six to the Union League»
«Brookfield Zoo, Chicago—African dephants, rare.» «Gdlup, New Mexico—stone eephants east
of town, very beautiful.» «Riverside, Cdifornia, Elephant Barbershop—brace owner to buy mascot.»
«Portland, Oregon—query Douglas Fir Association. Recite Road to Mandalay. Same for Southern
Fine group. N.B. thiscalsfor trip to Gulf Coast as soon as we finish with rodeo in Laramie»

Ten years and they had enjoyed every mile of it. The survey was sill unfinished when Martha had
been taken. John wondered if she had buttonholed Saint Peter about the eephant Stuation in the
Holy City. He'd bet anickel she had.

But he could not admit to a stranger that traveling in dephants was just his wife's excuse for
traveling around the country they loved.

The old woman did not press the matter. «I knew a man once who sold mongooses,» she said
chearfully. «Or is it ‘mongeese ? He had been in the exterminator business and—what does that
driver think heis doing?»

The big bus had been ralling dong easly despite the driving rain. Now it was swerving, skidding.
It lurched sickeningly—and crashed.

John Watts banged his head againg the seet in front. He was picking himsdlf up, dazed, not too
sure where he was, when Mrs, Evans' thin, confident soprano oriented him. «Nothing to get excited
about, folks. I’ ve been expecting this—and you can seeit didn’t hurt abit.»

John Watts admitted that he himsalf was unhurt. He peered near-sightedly around, then fumbled
on the doping floor for his glasses. He found them, broken. He shrugged and put them aside; once
they arrived he could dig a pare pair out of his bags.

«Now let's see what has happened,» Mrs. Evans went on. «Come dong, young man» He
followed obediently.

The right whed of the bus leaned drunkenly againgt the curb of the gpproach to a bridge. The
driver was standing in the rain, dabbing a a cut on his cheek. «l couldn’'t help it,» he was saying. «A
dog ran across the road and | tried to avoid it.»

«You might have killed usl» awoman complained.

«Don't cry till you're hurt,» advised Mrs. Evans. «Now let's get back into the bus while the driver
phones for someone to pick us up.»

John Watts hung back to peer over the sde of the canyon spanned by the bridge. The ground
dropped away steeply; dmost under him were large, mean-looking rocks. He shivered and got back
into the bus.

The relief car came aong very promptly, or ese he must have dozed. The latter, he decided, for
the rain had stopped and the sun was bresking through the clouds. The relief driver thrust his head in
the door and shouted, «Come on, folks! Time's awadtin’! Climb out and dimb in>» Hurrying, John
stumbled as he got aboard. The new driver gave him a hand. « Smatter, Pop? Get shaken up™»

«’'mdl right, thanks.»

«Sureyou are. Never better.»

He found a sesat by Mrs. Evans, who smiled and said, «lsn't it a heavenly day?»

He agreed. It was a beautiful day, now that the storm had broken. Gresat fleecy clouds tumbling
up into warm blue sky, a smell of clean wet pavement, drenched fields and green things growing—he



lay back and savored it. While he was soaking it up a great double rainbow formed and blazed in the
eastern sky. He looked at them and made two wishes, one for himsdf and one for Martha. The
ranbows colors seemed to be reflected in everything he saw. Even the other passengers seemed
younger, happier, better dressed, now that the sun was out. He fdt light-hearted, dmost free from his
aching londiness.

They were there in jig time; the new driver more than made up the lost minutes. A great arch
stretched across the road: THE ALL-AMERICAN CELEBRATION AND EXPOSITION OF
ARTS and under it PEACE AND GOOD WILL TO ALL. They drove through and sighed to a
stop.

Mrs. Evans hopped up. «Got a date—must run!» She trotted to the door, then called back, «See
you on the midway, young man,» and disappeared in the crowd.

John Waits got out last and turned to speak to the driver. «Oh, uh, about my baggage. | want
to—»

The driver had started his engine again. «Don't worry about your baggage,» he caled out. «You'll
be taken care of » The huge bus moved away.

«But—>» John Wetts stopped; the bus was gone. All very well—but what was he to do without
his glasses?

But there were sounds of carniva behind him, that decided him. After dl, he thought, tomorrow
will do. If anything is too far away for me to see, | can dways wak closer. He joined the queue at
the gate and went in.

It was undeniably the greatest show ever assembled for the wonderment of mankind. It was twice
as big as dl outdoors, brighter than bright lights, newer than new, stupendous, magnificent,
breathtaking, awe ingpiring, supercolossd, incredible—and alot of fun. Every community in America
had sent its own best to this amazing show. The marvels of P. T. Barnum, of Ripley, and of dl Tom
Edison’s godsons had been gathered in one spot. From up and down a broad continent the riches of
a richly endowed land and the products of a clever and industrious people had been assembled,
aong with thar folk fedtivas, their annua blowouts, their celebrations, and ther treasured carniva
customs. The result was as American as strawberry shortcake and as gaudy as a Christmas tree, and
it dl lay there before him, noisy and full of life and crowded with hagppy, holiday people

Johnny Waitts took a deep bresth and plunged into it.

He started with the Fort Worth Southwestern Exposition and Fat Stock Show and spent an hour
admiring gentle, white-faced steers, as wide and square as flat-topped desks, scrubbed and curried,
with their hair parted neatly from skull to base of spine, then day-old little black lamlbs on rubbery
stalks of legs, too new to know themselves, fat ewes, their broad backs, paddied flatter and flatter
by grave-eyed boys intent on blue ribbons. Next door he found the Pomona Fair with solid matronly
Percherons and dainty Palominos from the Kellog Ranch.

And harness racing. Martha and he had dways loved harness racing. He picked out a likely
looking nag of the famous Dan Petch line, bet and won, then moved on, as there was so much more
to see. Other country fairs were just beyond, apples from Y akima, the cherry festiva from Beaumont
and Banning, Georgia's peaches. Somewhere off beyond him a band was besting out, ¢oway,
loway, that’' s where the tall corn grows!»

Directly in front of him was a pink cotton candy booth.

Martha had loved the stuff. Whether at Madison Square Garden or a Imperid County’s fair
grounds she had dways headed first for the cotton candy booth. «The big size, honey?» he muttered
to himsdf. He felt that if he were to look around he would see her nodding. «The large Size, please»
he said to the vendor.
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The carnie was ederly, dressed in afrock coat and siff shirt. He handled the pink gossamer with
dignified grace. «Certainly, dr, there is no other sze» He twirled the paper cornucopia and
presented it. Johnny handed him a half dollar. The man flexed and opened his fingers, the coin
disappeared. That appeared to end the matter.

«The candy is fifty cents? Johnny asked diffidently.

«Not a dl, sr.» The old showman plucked the coin from Johnny’s lapel and handed it back. «On
the house—| see you are with it. After dl, what is money?»

«Why, thank you, but, uh, I'm not redly ‘withit, you know.»

The old man shrugged. «If you wish to go incognito, who am | to disoute you? But your money is
no good here.»

«Uh, if you say s0.»

«You will see»

He fdt something brush againg his leg. It was a dog of the same breed, or lack of breed, as
Bindlestiff had been. It looked amazingly like Bindlestiff. The dog looked up and waggled its whole
body.

«Why, hdlo, old fellow!» He patted it—then his eyes blurred; it even fdt like Bindletiff. «Are you
lost, boy? Well, so am |. Maybe we had better stick together, eh? Are you hungry?»

The dog licked his hand. He turned to the cotton candy man. «Where can | buy hot dogs>»

«Just across the way, Sr.»

He thanked him, whistled to the dog, and hurried across. «A half dozen hot dogs, please»

«Coming up! Just mugtard, or everything on?»

«Oh, I’'m sorry. | want them raw, they are for adog.»

« getcha. Just asec.»

Presently he was handed six wienies, wrapped in paper. «How much are they»»

«Compliments of the house.»

«l beg pardon»

«Every dog has hisday. Thisis his»

«Oh. Wdll, thank you.» He became aware of incressed noise and excitement behind him and
looked around to see the first of the floats of the Priests of Pdlas, from Kansas City, coming down
the street. His friend the dog saw it, too, and began to bark.

«Quigt, old felow.» He gtarted to unwrap the meat. Someone whistled across the way; the dog
darted between the floats and was gone. Johnny tried to follow, but was told to wait until the parade
had passed. Between floats he caught glimpses of the dog, legping up on a lady across the way.
What with the dazzling lights of the floats and his own lack of glasses he could not see her clearly, but
it was plain that the dog knew her; he was greeting her with the dl-out enthusasm only a dog can
achieve.

He held up the package and tried to shout to her; she waved back, but the band music and the
noise of the crowd made it impossible to hear each other. He decided to enjoy the parade, then
cross and find the pooch and its mistress as soon as the last float had passed.

It seemed to him the finest Priests of Pallas parade he had ever seen. Come to think about it,
there hadn’t been a Priests of Pallas parade in agood many years. Must have revived it just for this.

That was like Kansas City—a grand town. He didn’t know of any he liked aswell. Possibly
Sesttle. And New Orleans, of course.

And Duluth—Duluth was swell. And so was Memphis. He would like to own a bus someday that
ran from Memphisto Saint Joe, from Natchez to Mobile, wherever the wide winds blow.

M obile—there was a town.
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The parade was past now, with aswarm of smdl boys tagging after it. He hurried across.

The lady was not there, neither she, nor the dog. He looked quite thoroughly. No dog. No lady
with adog.

He wandered off, his eyes dert for marvels, but his thoughts on the dog. It redlly had been a greeat
ded like Bindledtiff . . . and he wanted to know the lady it belonged to—anyone who could love that
sort of adog must be a pretty good sort herself. Perhaps he could buy her ice cream, or persuade
her to go the midway with him. Marthawould approve he was sure. Marthawould know he was't
up to anything.

Anyhow, no one ever took alittle fat man serioudy.

But there was too much going on to worry about it. He found himsdf a St. Paul’ s Winter
Carnivd, marveloudy congtructed in summer weether through the combined efforts of York and
American. For fifty yearsit had been hed in January, yet here it was, rubbing shoulders with the
Pendleton Round-Up, the Fresno Raisin Festival, and Colonid Week in Annapalis. He got in a the
tail end of theice show, but in time for one of hisfavorite acts, the Old Smoothies, out of retirement
for the occasion and gliding as perfectly as ever to the Strains of Shine On, Harvest Moon.

His eyes blurred again and it was not hislack of glasses.

Coming out he passed a large sgn: SADIE HAWKINS DAY—STARTING POINT FOR
BACHELORS. He was tempted to take part; perhaps the lady with the dog might be among the
spingters. But he was allittle tired by now; just ahead there was an outdoor carniva of the pony-ride-
and-ferriswhed sort; a moment later he was on the merry-go-round and was climbing gratefully into
one of those swan gondolas so favored by parents. He found a young man aready seeted there,
reading a book.

«Oh, excuse me» said Johnny. «Do you mind?»

«Not a dl,» the young man answered and put his book down. «Perhaps you are the man I'm
looking for.»

«You are looking for someone>

«Yes. You see, I'm a detective. I've dways wanted to be one and now | am.»

«Indeed?»

«Quite. Everyone rides the merry-go-round eventudly, so it saves trouble to wait here. Of
course, | hang around Hollywood and Vine, or Times Square, or Canal Strest, but here | can Sit and
read.»

«How can you read while weatching for someone?»

<«Ah, | know what is in the book—>» He held it up; it was The Hunting of the Snark. «—s0 that
leaves my eyes free for watching.»

Johnny began to like this young man. «Are there boo-jums about?»

«No, for we haven't softly and slently vanished away. But would we notice it if we did? | must
think it over. Are you a detective, too»

«No, |—uh—I travel in eephants.»

«A fine professon. But not much for you here. We have giraffes—» He raised his voice above
the music of the calliope and let his eyes rove around the carousdl. «—camels, two zebras, plenty of
horses, but no elephants. Be sure to see the Big Parade; there will be eephants.»

«Oh, | wouldn’t missit!»

«You muan't. It will be the most amazing parade in dl time, so long that it will never pass agiven
point and every mile choked with wonders more stupendous than the last. Y ou' re sure you're not the
man |I’m looking for?»

«l don't think s0. But see here—how would you go about finding a lady with a dog in this



crowd?»

«Weéll, if she comes here, I'll let you know. Better go down on Cand Street. Yes, | think if | were
alady with adog I’ d be down on Cana Street. Women love to mask; it means they can unmask.»

Johnny stood up. «How do | get to Cana Street?

«Straight through Central City past the opera house, then turn right a the Rose Bowl. Be careful
then, for you pass through the Nebraska section with Ak-Sar-Ben in full sway. Anything could
happen. After that, Calaveras County—Mind the frogsl—then Cand Street.»

«Thank you so much.» He followed the directions, keeping an eye out for the lady with a dog.
Nevertheless he stared with wonder at the things he saw as he threaded through the gay crowds. He
did see adog, but it was a seeing-eye dog—and that was a great wonder, too, for the live clear eyes
of the dog's magter could and did see anything that was going on around him, yet the man and the
dog traveled together with the man letting the dog direct their way, asif no other way of travel were
concelvable, or desired, by ether one.

He found himsdlf in Cand Street presently and the illuson was so complete that it was hard to
believe that he had not been transported to New Orleans. Carnival was at height; it was Fat Tuesday
here; the crowds were masked. He got a mask from a street vendor and went on.

The hunt seemed hopeless. The street was choked by merry-makers watching the parade of the
Krewe of Venus. It was hard to bresthe, much harder to move and search. He eased into Bourbon
Street—the entire French Quarter had been reproduced—when he saw the dog.

He was sure it was the dog. It was wearing a clown suit and alittle peaked hat, but it looked like
his dog. He corrected himsdlf; it looked like Bindledtiff.

And it accepted one of the frankfurters gratefully. «Where is she, old fellow?» The dog woofed
once, then darted away into the crowd. He tried to follow, but could not; he required more
clearance. But he was not downhearted; he had found the dog once, he would find him again.
Beddes, it had been a a masked ball that he had firsd met Martha, she a graceful Pierrette, he afat
Rierrot. They had watched the dawn come up after the ball and before the sun had set again they had
agreed to marry.

He watched the crowd for Pierrettes, sure somehow that the dog’s mistress would costume so.

Everything about this fair made him think even more about Martha, if that were possible. How she
had traveled his territory with him, how it had been their habit to Start out, anywhere, whenever a
vacation came dong. Chuck the Duncan Hines guide and some bags in the car and be off. Martha.. .
. dtting beside him with the open highway a broad ribbon before them . . . nging ther road song
America the Beautiful and kegping him on key: «—thine dabagter cities gleam, undimmed by
human tears—»

Once she had sad to him, while they were bowling aong through—where was it? The Black
Hills? The Ozarks? The Poconos? No matter. She had said, «Johnny, you'll never be President and
I’ll never be Firgt Lady, but I'll bet we know more about the United States than any President ever
has. Those busy, useful people never have time to see it, not redly.»

«t'sawonderful country, darling.»

«tis it isindeed. | could spend al eternity just traveling around in it—traveling in eephants,
Johnny, with you."

He had reached over and patted her knee; he remembered how it felt.

The reveers in the mock French Quarter were thinning out; they had drifted avay while he
daydreamed. He stopped ared devil. «\Where is everyone going?»

«To the parade, of course.»

«The Big Parade?»



«Yes, it'sforming now.» The red devil moved on, he followed.

His own deeve was plucked. «Did you find her?» It was Mrs. Evans, dightly disguised by a black
domino and dinging to the arm of atdl and dderly Unde Sam.

«Eh? Why, hello, Mrs. Evansl What do you mean»

«Don't be dlly. Did you find her?»

«How did you know | was looking for anyone>

«Of course you were. Well, keep looking. We must go now.» They trailed after the mob.

The Big Parade was aready passing by the time he reached its route. It did not matter, there was
endlessy more to come. The Holly, Colorado, Boogsters were passng; they were followed by the
prize Shiner drill team. Then came the Veled Prophet of Khorassan and his Queen of Love and
Beauty, up from ther cave in the bottom of the Missssippi . . . the Anniversary Day Parade from
Brooklyn, with the school children carrying little American flags . . . the Rose Parade from Pasadena,
miles of flowered-covered floas . . . the Indian Powwow from Fagdaff, twenty-two nations
represented and no buck in the march wearing less than a thousand dollars worth of hand-wrought
jewdry. After the indigenous Americans rode Buffdo Bill, goatee jutting out and hat in hand, locks
flowing in the breeze. Then was the delegation from Hawaii with King Kamehameda himsdaf playing
Alii, Lord of Carniva, with royd abandon, while his subjects in dew-fresh leis pranced behind him,
giving dohatodl.

There was no end. Square dancersfrom Oja and from upstate New Y ork, dames and gentlemen
from Annagpolis, the Cuero, Texas, Turkey Trot, dl the Krewes and marching clubs of old New
Orleans, double flambeaux blazing, nobles throwing favors to the crowd—the King of Zulus and his
smooth brown court, singing: «Everybody who was anybody doubted it—>»

And the Mummers came, «taking a suit up the street» to Oh Dem Golden Slippers. Here was
something older than the country celebrating it, the shuffling jig of the masquers, a step that was
young when mankind was young and first ceebrating the birth of spring. First the fancy clubs, whose
captains wore capes worth a king's ransom—or a mortgage on a row house—with fifty pages to
bear them. Then the Liberty Clowns and the other comics and lastly the ghostly, sweet string bands
whose strains bring tears.

Johnny thought back to ‘44 when he had firs seen them march, old men and young boys,
because the proper «shooters» were away to war. And of something that should not be on Broad
Street in Philadel phia on the firgt day of January, men riding in the parade because, merciful Heaven
forgive us, they could not walk.

He looked and saw that there were indeed automobiles in the line of march—wounded of the last
war, and one G.A.R., hat square, hands folded over the head of his cane. Johnny held his bresth and
waited. When each automobile approached the judges stand, it stopped short of it, and everyone
got out. Somehow, with each other’s help, they hobbled or crawled past the judging line, under their
own power—and each club’s pride was kept intact.

There followed another wonder—they did not get back into the automobiles, but marched up
Broad Street.

Then it was Hollywood Boulevard, disguised as Santa Claus Lane, in a production more
stupendous than movidand had ever attempted before. There were baby stars galore and presents
and favors and candy for al the children and dl the grown-up children, too. When, at last, Santa
Claus's own float arrived, it was amost too large to be seen, a veritable iceberg, dmost the North
Poleitsdf, with John Barrymore and Mickey Mouse riding one on each side of Saint Nicholas.

On the tail end of the gredt, icy float was a pathetic little figure. Johnny squinted and recognized
Mr. Emmett Kelly, dean of al clowns, in hisrole as Weary Willie. Willie was not merry—oh, no, he



was shivering. Johnny did not know whether to laugh or to cry. Mr. Kdly had dways affected him
that way.

And the eephants came.

Big eephants, little dephants, middle-szed eephants, from pint-szed Wrinkles to mighty Jumbo .
... and with them the bull men, Chester Conklin, P. T. Barnum, Wéffle Beery, Mowgli. «This»
Johnny said to himsdlf, «must be Mulberry Street.»

There was a commotion on the other Sde of the column; one of the men was shooing something
away. Then Johnny saw what it was—the dog. He whistled; the animal seemed confused, then it
gpotted him, scampered up, and jumped into Johnny’s ams. «Y ou stay with me» Johnny told him.
«You might have gotten stepped on.»

The dog licked hisface. He had logt his clown suit, but the little pesked cap hung down under his
neck. «\What have you been up to» asked Johnny. «And whereis your misiress?»»

The lagt of the eephants were gpproaching, three abreast, pulling a great carriage. A bugle
sounded up front and the procession stopped. «Why are they stopping?» Johnny asked a neighbor.

«Wait amoment. You'll see»

The Grand Marshd of the march came trotting back down the line. He rode a black stdlion and
was himsdf brave in villan's boots, white pegged breeches, cutaway, and top hat. He glanced dl
around.

He stopped immediady in front of Johnny. Johnny held the dog more closely to him. The Grand
Marsha dismounted and bowed. Johnny looked around to see who was behind him. The Marsha
removed his tdl slk hat and caught Johnny's eye. «You, sSr, ae the Man Who Traves in
Elephants?» 1t was more a statement than a question.

«Jh?Yes»

«Greetings, Rex! Serene Mgesty, your Queen and your court await you.» The man turned
dightly, asif to lead the way.

Johnny gulped and gathered Bindlestiff under one am. The Marshd led him to the eephant-
drawn carriage. The dog dipped out of his arms and bounded up into the carriage and into the lap of
the lady. She patted it and looked proudly, happily, down a Johnny Watts. «Hello, Johnny!
Wecome home, darling!»

«Marthal» he sobbed—and Rex stumbled and climbed into his carriage to embrace his queen.

The sweet voice of a bugle sounded up ahead, the parade started up again, wending its endless

waey—



«—ALL YOU ZOMBIES—»

2217 TIME ZONE V (EST) 7 Nov 1970 NYC—«Pop'’s Place»: | was polishing a brandy
snifter when the Unmarried Mother came in. | noted the time—10.17 P.M. zone five or eagtern time
November 7th, 1970. Temporad agents dways notice time & date; we must.

The Unmarried Mother was a man twenty-five years old, no taler than | am, immature features
and atouchy temper. | didn’t like hislooks—I never had—but he was alad | was here to recruit, he
was my boy. | gave him my best barkegp’s amiile.

Maybe I'm too criticd. He wasn't swigh; his nickname came from what he dways said when
some nosy type asked him his line «I’m an unmarried mother.» If he felt less than murderous he
would add: «—at four centsaword. | write confession stories.»

If he felt nasty, he would wait for somebody to make something of it. He had a lethd style of in-
fighting, like afemae cop—one reason | wanted him. Not the only one.

He had aload on and his face showed that he despised people more than usud. Silently | poured
adouble shot of Old Underwear and |eft the bottle. He drank, poured another.

| wiped the bar top. «How’ s the *Unmarried Mother’ racket?»

His fingers tightened on the glass and he seemed about to throw it a me; | felt for the sgp under
the bar. In tempora manipulation you try to figure everything, but there are so many factors that you
never take needless risks.

| saw him relax that tiny amount they teach you to waich for in the Bureau's training school.
«Sorry,» | sad. «Just asking, ‘How’ s business? Makeit ‘How’ s the weather? »

He looked sour. «Businessis O.K. | write’em, they print "em, | eat.»

| poured mysdlf one, leaned toward him. «Maitter of fact,» | sad, «you write a nice stick—I’ve
sampled afew. Y ou have an amazingly sure touch with the woman's angle.»

It wasadip | had to risk; he never admitted what pennames he used. But he was boiled enough
to pick up only the last. «Woman's angle!’» he repeated with a snort. «Yeah, | know the woman's
angle. | should.»

«S0?» | said doubtfully. «Sisters?»

«No. You wouldn't believe meif | told you.»

«Now, now,» | answered mildly, «bartenders and psychiatrists learn that nothing is stranger than
the truth. Why, son, if you heard the stories | do—well, you’ d make yoursdf rich. Incredible

«You don't know what ‘incredible means»

«S07? Nothing astonishes me. I’ ve dways heard worse.»

He snorted again. «Want to bet the rest of the bottle?»

«’ll bet afull bottlex | placed one on the bar.

«Well—» | sgnded my other bartender to handle the trade. We were at the far end, a sngle-
stool space that | kept private by loading the bar top by it with jars of pickled eggs and other clutter.
A few were at the other end watching the fights and somebody was playing the juke box—private as
abed where we were. «O.K.,» he began, «to start with, I'm a bastard.»

«l mean it,» he snapped. «My parents weren't married.»

«Still no digtinction» | indsted. «Nether were mine»

«When—» He stopped, gave me the first warm look | ever saw on him. «Y ou mean that>»

«l do. A one-hundred-percent bastard. In fact,» | added, «No one in my family ever marries. All
bastards.»

«Don't try to top me—you re married.» He pointed a my ring.
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«Oh, that.» | showed it to him. «It just looks like a wedding ring; | wear it to keep women off.»
That ring is an antique | bought in 1985 from a fellow operative—he had fetched it from pre-
Chrigtian Crete. «The Worm Ouroboros . . . the World Snake that eats its own tail, forever without
end. A symbol of the Great Paradox.»

He bardy glanced at it. «If you're redly a bastard, you know how it feds. When | was a little
girl—»

«Wups» | said. «Did | hear you correctly?»

«Who's tdling this story? When | was a little girl— Look, ever hear of Chrigtine Jorgenson? Or
Roberta Cowel 2

«Jh, sex change cases? Y ou're trying to tel me—»

«Don't interrupt or swelp me, | won't talk. | was afoundling, left a an orphanage in Cleveland in
1945 when | was a month old. When | was a little girl, | envied kids with parents. Then, when |
learned about sex—and, believe me, Pop, you learn fast in an orphanage—»

«l know.»

«l made a solemn vow that any kid of mine would have both a pop and a mom. It kept me
‘pure, quite afeat in that vicinity—I had to learn to fight to manage it. Then | got older and realized |
stood darned little chance of getting married—for the same reason | hadn't been adopted.» He
scowled. «l was horse-faced and buck-toothed, flat-chested and straight-haired.»

«You don't look any worse than | do.»

«Who cares how a barkeep looks? Or a writer? But people wanting to adopt pick little blue-
eyed golden-haired morons. Later on, the boys want bulging breasts, a cute face, and an Oh-you-
wonderful-mae manner» He shrugged. «l couldn't compete. So | decided to join the
W.E.N.C.H.E.S»

«Eh?>

«Women's Emergency Nationd Corps, Hospitdity & Entertainment Section, what they now call
‘Space Angals —Auxiliary Nursing Group, Extraterrestria Legions»

| knew both terms, once | had them chronized. Although we now use gill athird name; it's that
elite military service corps Women's Hospitdity Order Refortifying & Encouraging Spacemen.
Vocabulary shift is the worst hurdle in time-jumps—did you know that «service station» once meant
a dispensary for petroleum fractions? Once on an assgnment in the Churchill Era a woman said to
me, «Megt me a the sarvice station next door»—which is not what it sounds, a «service gation»
(then) wouldn’'t have abed init.

He went on: «It was when they first admitted you can't send men into space for months and years
and not relieve the tenson. You remember how the wowsers screamed?—that improved my
chances, volunteers were scarce. A gd had to be respectable, preferably virgin (they liked to train
them from scratch), above average mentaly, and stable emotionaly. But most volunteers were old
hookers, or neurotics who would crack up ten days off Earth. So | didn't need looks; if they
accepted me, they would fix my buck teeth, put awave in my hair, teach me to walk and dance and
how to ligen to a man pleasingly, and everything dse—plus training for the prime duties. They would
even use plagtic surgery if it would help—nothing too good for Our Boys.

«Best yet, they made sure you didn’t get pregnant during your enlisment—and you were dmost
certain to marry a the end of your hitch. Same way today, A.N.G.E.L.S. marry spacers—they talk
the language.

«When | was eighteen | was placed as a ‘mother’s heper.” This family smply wanted a chegp
servant but | didn’'t mind as | couldn’t enlit till | was twenty-one. | did housework and went to night
school—pretending to continue my high school typing and shorthand but going to a charm dlass



instead, to better my chances for enlisment.

«Then | met this city dicker with his hundred dollar bills» He scowled. «The no-good actudly did
have awad of hundred dollar bills. He showed me one night, told me to help mysdf.

«But | didn't. | liked him. He was the first man | ever met who was nice to me without trying to
take my pants off. | quit night school to see him oftener. It was the happiest time of my life.

«Then one night in the park my pants did come off.»

He stopped. | said, «And then?»

«Andthen nothing! | never saw him again. He walked me home and told me he loved me—and
kissed me good-night and never came back.» He looked grim. «If | could find him, I'd kill him!»

«Wdl» | sympathized, «I know how you fed. But killing him—jugt for doing what comes
naurdly—hmm . . . Did you struggle?»

«Huh? What' sthat got to do with it?»

«Quite a bit. Maybe he deserves a couple of broken arms for running out on you, but—>»

«He deserves worse than that! Wait till you hear. Somehow | kept anyone from suspecting and
decided it was dl for the best. | hadn’t redlly loved him and probably would never love anybody—
and | was more eager to join the W.EIN.C.H.E.S. than ever. | wasn't disqudified, they didn't ingst
onvirgins. | cheered up.

«It wasn't until my skirts got tight thet | reslized.»

«Pregnant?»

«The bastard had me higher'n a kitel Those skinflints | lived with ignored it as long as | could
work—then kicked me out and the orphanage wouldn't take me back. | landed in a charity ward
surrounded by other big bellies and trotted bedpans until my time came.

«One night | found mysdf on an operating table, with a nurse saying, ‘Relax. Now bregthe
deeply.’

«l woke up in bed, numb from the chest down. My surgeon came m. ‘How do you fed? he says
chearfully.

«‘Likeamummy.’

« ‘Naturdly. You re wragpped like one and full of dope to keep you numb. You'll get well—but a
Caesarian isn't ahangnall”’

«‘'Caesarian? » | said, ‘Doc—did I lose the baby?’

«'Oh, no. Your baby’sfine’

«‘Oh. Boy or girl?

« ‘A hedthy little girl. Five pounds, three ounces’

«l relaxed. It's something, to have made a baby. | told mysdlf | would go somewhere and tack
‘Mrs.” on my name and let the kid think her papa was dead—no orphanage for my kid!

«But the surgeon was talking. ‘ Tell me, un—' He avoided my name. ‘—did you ever think your
glandular setup was odd?

«l said, ‘Huh? Of course not. What are you driving a&?

«He hestated. ‘I'll give you this in one dose, then a hypo to let you deep off your jitters. You'll
have’em.

«‘'Why? | demanded.

« ‘Ever hear of that Scottish physician who was femae until she was thirty-five?—then had
surgery and became legdly and medicaly aman? Got married. All okay.’

«"Wha' sthat got to do with me?

«‘That'swhat I'm saying. You'reaman.’

«l tried to St up. ‘What?’



« ‘Take it easy. When | opened you, | found a mess. | sent for the Chief of Surgery while | got
the baby out, then we held a consultation with you on the table—and worked for hours to svage
what we could. You had two full sets of organs, both immature, but with the femae set wel enough
developed that you had a baby. They could never be any use to you again, so we took them out and
rearranged things so that you can develop properly as aman.’” He put a hand on me. ‘Don’t worry.
Y ou're young, your bones will readjust, wée Il watch your glandular balance—and make a fine young
man out of you.’

«l started to cry. “What about my baby?’

« ‘Well, you can’'t nurse her, you haven't milk enough for a kitten. If | were you, | wouldn't see
her—put her up for adoption.’

« ‘No!’

«He shrugged. ‘ The chaice is yours; you're her mother—well, her parent. But don’t worry now;
we' |l get you wdll firgt!

«Next day they let me seethe kid and | saw her daily—trying to get used to her. | had never seen
a brand-new baby and had no idea how awful they look—my daughter looked like an orange
monkey. My feding changed to cold determination to do right by her. But four weeks later that
didn’'t mean anything.»

«Eh?>

«She was snatched.»

« 'Snatched? »

The unmarried mother dmost knocked over the bottle we had bet. «Kidnapped—stolen from the
hospital nursery!» He breathed hard. «How’ sthat for taking the last thing aman’s got to live for?»

«A bad deal,» | agreed. «Let’s pour you another. No clues?»

«Nothing the police could trace. Somebody came to see her, claimed to be her uncle. While the
nurse had her back turned, he walked out with her.»

«Description»

«Just aman, with aface-shaped face, like yours or mine» He frowned. «l think it was the baby’s
father. The nurse swore it was an older man but he probably used make-up. Who € se would swipe
my baby? Childless women pull such sunts—but whoever heard of aman doing it»»

«What happened to you then?»

«Eleven more months of that grim place and three operations. In four months | started to grow a
beard; before | was out | was shaving regularly . . . and no longer doubted that | was male» He
grinned wryly. «l was staring down nurses necklines.»

«Wl» | sad, «seems to me you came through okay. Here you are, a norma man, making good
money, no red troubles. And the life of afemdeis not an easy one."

He glared & me. «A lot you know about it!»

«SO™»

«Ever hear the expression *aruined woman' »»

«Mmm, years ago. Doesn’'t mean much today.»

«l was as ruined as awoman can be; that bastard really ruined me—I was no longer awoman . .
.and | didn't know how to be a man.»

«Takes getting used to, | suppose»

«You have no idea. | don’'t mean learning how to dress, or not waking into the wrong rest room;
| learned those in the hospital. But how could | /ive? What job could | get? Hell, | couldn't even
driveacar. | didn't know atrade; | couldn’t do manual labor—too much scar tissue, too tender.

«l hated him for having ruined me for the W.E.N.C.H.E.S,, too, but | didn’t know how much until




| tried to join the Space Corps instead. One look a my belly and | was marked unfit for military
sarvice. The medicd officer spent time on me just from curiosity; he had read about my case.

«S0 | changed my name and came to New York. | got by as afry cook, then rented a typewriter
and set mysdlf up as a public stenographer—what a laugh! In four months | typed four letters and
one manuscript. The manuscript was for Real Life Tales and a waste of paper, but the goof who
wrote it, sold it. Which gave me an ideg; | bought a stack of confesson magazines and studied
them.» He looked cynicd. «Now you know how | get the authentic woman's angle on an unmarried-
mother story . . . through the only version | haven't sold—the true one. Do | win the bottle?»

| pushed it toward him. | was upset mysdf, but there was work to do. | said, «Son, you till want
to lay hands on that so-and-so»

His eyeslighted up—aferd gleam.

«Hold it!» | said. «Youwouldn't kill him»

He chuckled nadtily. «Try me»

«Takeit easy. | know more about it than you think | do. | can help you. | know where heis»

He reached across the bar. « Where is he?»

| sad softly, «Let go my shirt, sonny—or you'll land in the dley and we'll tel the cops you
fainted.» | showed him the sap.

Helet go. «Sorry. But where is he?> He looked a me. «And how do you know so much?»

«All in good time. There are records—hospita records, orphanage records, medica records. The
matron of your orphanage was Mrs. Fetherage—right? She was followed by Mrs. Gruenstein—
right?'Y our name, asagirl, was ‘ Jané —right? And you didn't tell me any of this—right?»

| had him baffled and a bit scared. «What' s this? Y ou trying to make trouble for me?»

«No indeed. I've your welfare a heart. | can put this character in your lap. You do to him asyou
see fit—and | guarantee that you'll get away with it. But | don't think you'll kill him. You'd be nuts
to—and you aren’t nuts. Not quite.»

He brushed it asde. «Cut the noise. Where is he?»

| poured him a short one; he was drunk but anger was offsetting it. «Not so fast. | do something
for you—you do something for me»

«Uh...wha?

«You don't like your work. What would you say to high pay, steedy work, unlimited expense
account, your own boss on the job, and lots of variety and adventure?»

He stared. «I’d say, ‘ Get those goddam reindeer off my roof!” Shove it, Pop—there's no such
job.»

«Okay, put it this way: | hand him to you, you settle with him, then try my job. If it's not al |
clam—wel, | can’t hold you.»

He was wavering, the last drink did it. «When d'yuh d'liver 'im?» he sad thickly.

«f it saded—right now!»

He shoved out his hand. «It'sadedl!»

| nodded to my assstant to watch both ends, noted the time—2300—started to duck through the
gate under the bar—when the juke box blared out: «/'m My Own Granpaw!» The service man had
orders to load it with old Americana and classcs because | couldn’t ssomach the «music» of 1970,
but | hadn’'t known that tape was in it. | caled out, «Shut that off! Give the customer his money
back.» | added, «Storeroom, back in a moment,» and headed there with my Unmarried Mother
following.

It was down the passage across from the johns, a stedl door to which no one but my day
manager and mysdf had a key; insgde was a door to an inner room to which only | had a key. We
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went there.

Helooked blearily around a windowless walls. «Whereis’e€2»

«Right away.» | opened a case, the only thing in the room; it was a U.SF.F. Co-ordinates
Transformer Field Kit, series 1992, Mod. ||l—a beauty, no moving parts, weight twenty-three kilos
fully charged, and shaped to pass as a suitcase. | had adjusted it precisaly earlier that day; al | had
to do was to shake the metal net which limits the transformation field.

Which | did. «Vha's that™> he demanded.

«Time machine» | said and tossed the net over us. «<Hey!» he yelled and stepped back. There is
atechnique to this; the net has to be thrown so that the subject will indtinctively step back onto the
meta mesh, then you close the net with both of you insde completdy—ese you might leave shoe
soles behind or a piece of foot, or scoop up a dice of floor. But that's dl the skill it takes. Some
agents con a subject into the net; | tell the truth and use that ingtant of utter astonishment to flip the
switch. Which | did.

1030-V-3 April 1963-Cleveland, Ohio-Apex Bldg.: «Hey'» he repeated. «Take this damn thing
off!»

«Sorry,» | gpologized and did so, stuffed the net into the case, closed it. «Y ou said you wanted to
find him.»

«But— Y ou sad that was a time machine!»

| pointed out a window. «Does that look like November? Or New York?> While he was
gawking at new buds and spring weether, | reopened the case, took out a packet of hundred dollar
bills, checked that the numbers and signatures were compatible with 1963. The Tempora Bureau
doesn't care how much you spend (it costs nothing) but they don't like unnecessary anachronisms.
Too many mistakes and a generd court martiad will exile you for ayear in a nasty period, say 1974
with its drict rationing and forced labor. | never make such mistakes, the money was okay. He
turned around and said, «What happened?»

«He's here. Go outsde and take him. Here's expense money.» | shoved it a him and added,
«Sdttle him, then I'll pick you up.»

Hundred dallar bills have a hypnotic effect on a person not used to them. He was thumbing them
unbelievingly as | eased him into the hal, locked him out. The next jump was easy, a smdl dhift in
era.

1700-V-10 March 1964-Cleveland-Apex Bldg.: There was a notice under the door saying that
my lease expired next week; otherwise the room looked as it had a moment before. Outside, trees
were bare and snow threatened; | hurried, stopping only for contemporary money and a coat, hat
and topcoat | had left there when | leased the room. | hired a car, went to the hospitd. It took
twenty minutes to bore the nursery attendant to the point where | could swipe the baby without being
noticed; we went back to the Apex Building. This did setting was more involved as the building did
not yet exist in 1945. But | had precaculated it.

0100-V-20 Sept 1945-Cleveland-Skyview Motel: Fed kit, baby, and | arived in a motel
outsde town. Earlier | had registered as «Gregory Johnson, Warren, Ohio,» so we arrived in aroom
with curtains closed, windows locked, and doors bolted, and the floor cleared to dlow for waver as
the machine hunts. You can get a nasty bruise from a chair where it shouldn't be—not the chair of
course, but backlash from the field.

No trouble. Jane was deeping soundly; | carried her out, put her in agrocery box on the sest of a
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car | had provided earlier, drove to the orphanage, put her on the steps, drove two blocks to a
«sarvice station» (the petroleum products sort) and phoned the orphanage, drove back in timeto see
them taking the box ingde, kept going and abandoned the car near the moted—walked to it and

jumped forward to the Apex Building in 1963.

2200-V-24 April 1963-Cleveland-Apex Bldg.: | had cut the time rather fine—tempord
accuracy depends on span, except on return to zero. If | had it right, Jane was discovering, out in the
park this bamy spring night, that she wasn't quite as «nice» a girl as she had thought. | grabbed a taxi
to the home of those skinflints, had the hackie wait around a corner while | lurked in shadows.

Presently | spotted them down the street, arms around each other. He took her up on the porch
and made along job of kissng her good-night—longer than | had thought. Then she went in and he
came down the walk, turned away. | did into step and hooked an arm in his. «That's dl, son,» |
announced quietly. «I’m back to pick you up.»

«You!» He gasped and caught his bregth.

«Me. Now you know who /e is—and after you think it over you'll know who you are . . . and if
you think hard enough, you' Il figure out who the baby is.. . . and who 7 am.»

He didn’t answer, he was badly shaken. It's ashock to have it proved to you that you can’'t resst
seducing yoursdif. | took him to the Apex Building and we jumped again.

2300-VII-12 Aug 1985-Sub Rockies Base: | woke the duty sergeant, showed my 1.D., told the
sergeant to bed him down with ahgppy pill and recruit him in the morning. The sergeant looked sour
but rank is rank, regardiess of era; he did what | said—thinking no doubt, that the next time we met
he might be the colond and | the sergeant. Which can happen in our corps. «What name?» he asked.

| wroteit out. He raised his eyebrows. «Like so, en? Hmm—»

«You just do your job, Sergeant.» | turned to my companion. «Son, your troubles are over.
Y ou're about to start the best job a man ever held—and you'll do well. | know. »

«But—»

«‘But’ nothing. Get anight's deep, then ook over the propostion. You'll likeit.»

«That you will!» agreed the sergeant. «Look a me—born in 1917—ill around, ill young, Hill
enjoying lifex | went back to the jump room, set everything on preselected zero.

2301-V-7 Nov 1970-NYC-«Pop’s Place»: | came out of the storeroom carrying a fifth of
Drambuie to account for the minute | had been gone. My assstant was arguing with the customer
who had been playing «I’'m My Own Granpaw!» | sad, «Oh, let him play it, then unplug it» | was
very tired.

It's rough, but somebody must do it and it's very hard to recruit anyone in the later years, since
the Mistake of 1972. Can you think of a better source than to pick people dl fouled up where they
are and give them well-paid, interesting (even though dangerous) work in a necessary cause?
Everybody knows now why the Fizzle War of 1963 fizzled. The bomb with New Y ork’ s number on
it didn’t go off, a hundred other things didn’t go as planned—all arranged by the likes of me,

But not the Migtake of ‘ 72; that one is not our fault—and can’t be undone; there' s no paradox to
resolve. A thing ether is, or it isn't, now and forever amen. But there won't be another like it; an
order dated «1992» takes precedence any year.

| closed five minutes early, leaving a letter in the cash register telling my day manager thet | was
accepting his offer, so see my lawyer as | was leaving on along vacation. The Bureau might or might
not pick up his payments, but they want things left tidy. | went to the room back of the storeroom



and forward to 1993.

2200-VII-12 Jan 1993-Sub Rockies Annex-HQ Temporal DOL: | checked in with the duty
officer and went to my quarters, intending to deep for aweek. | had fetched the bottle we bet (after
al, | won it) and took a drink before | wrote my report. It tasted foul and | wondered why | had
ever liked Old Underwear. But it was better than nothing; | don't like to be cold sober, I think too
much. But | don’t redlly hit the bottle either; other people have snakes—I have people.

| dictated my report: forty recruitments al okayed by the Psych Bureau—counting my own,
which | knew would be okayed. | was here, wasn't I? Then | taped a request for assgnment to
operations; | was sick of recruiting. | dropped both in the dot and headed for bed.

My eyefdl on «The By-Laws of Time»» over my bed:

Never Do Yesterday What Should be Done Tomorrow.
If At Last You Do Succeed, Never Try Again.

A Stitch in Time Saves Nine Billion.

A Paradox May be Paradoctored.

1t is Earlier When You Think.

Ancestors Are Just People.

Even Jove Nods.

They didn't inspire me the way they had when | was a recruit; thirty subjective years of time-
jumping wears you down. | undressed and when | got down to the hide | looked a my belly. A
Caesarian leaves a big scar but I'm so hairy now that | don't notice it unless | look for it.

Then | glanced at the ring on my finger.

The Snake That Eats Its Own Tail, Forever and Ever . . . | know where | came from—Dbut
where did all you zombies come from?

| felt a headache coming on, but a headache powder is onething | do not take. | did it once—and
you dl went away.

So | crawled into bed and whistled out the light.

You aren’'t redlly there at al. Thereisn't anybody but me—Jane—here done in the dark.

| missyou dreadfully!



THEY

They would not let him done.

They would never let him aone. He redized that that was part of the plot againg him—never to
leave him in peace, never to give him a chance to mull over the lies they had told him, time enough to
pick out the flaws, and to figure out the truth for himself.

That damned attendant this morning! He had come bugting in with his bregkfagt tray, waking him,
and causing him to forget his dream. If only he could remember that dream—

Someone was unlocking the door. He ignored it. «Howdy, old boy. They tel me you refused
your breskfast? Dr. Hayward' s professonaly kindly mask hung over his bed.

«l was't hungry.»

«But we can't have that. You'll get week, and then | won't be able to get you well completely.
Now get up and get your clothes on and I'll order an eggnog for you. Come on, that’s a good
fellow!»

Unwilling, but 4ill less willing a that moment to enter into any conflict of wills, he got out of bed
and dipped on his bathrobe. «That's better,» Hayward approved. «Have a cigarette?»

«No, thank you.»

The doctor shook his head in a puzzled fashion. «Darned if | can figure you out. Loss of interest in
physica pleasures does not fit your type of case.»

«What is my type of case? heinquired in flat tones.

«Tut! Tut!» Hayward tried to appear roguish. «If medicos told their professond secrets, they
might have to work for aliving.»

«What is my type of case?»

«Well—the label doesn’'t matter, does it? Suppose you tell me. | redly know nothing about your
case asyet. Don't you think it is about time you talked»

«’ll play chesswith you.»

<«All right, dl right.» Hayward made a gesture of impatient concesson. «\We' ve played chess
every day for aweek. If you will tak, I'll play chess»

What could it matter? If he was right, they dready understood perfectly that he had discovered
their plot; there was nothing to be gained by concedling the obvious. Let them try to argue him out of
it. Let the tail go with the hide! To hell with it!

He got out the chessmen and commenced setting them up. «What do you know of my case so
far?

«Very little. Physical examination, negative. Past history, negative. High intelligence, as shown by
your record in school and your success in your professon. Occasiond fits of moodiness, but nothing
exceptional. The only pogtive information was the incident that caused you to come here for
treatment.»

«To be brought here, you mean. Why should it cause comment?>

«Widl, good gracious, man—if you barricade yoursdf in your room and indst that your wife is
plotting against you, don't you expect people to notice?»

«But she was plotting against me—and so are you. White, or black>

«Black—it’'syour turn to atack. Why do you think we are plotting against you?»

«t's an involved gtory, and goes way back into my early childhood. There was an immediae
incident, however—» He opened by advancing the white king's knight to KB3. Hayward's
eyebrows raised.



«Y ou make a piano attack»

«Why not? Y ou know that it is not safe for me to risk a gambit with you.»

The doctor shrugged his shoulders and answered the opening. «Suppose we start with your early
childhood. It may shed more light than more recent incidents. Did you fed that you were being
persecuted as a child?»

«No!» He hdf rose from his chair. «When | was a child | was sure of mysdlf. | knew then, | tell
you; | knew! Life was worth while, and | knew it. | was a peace with mysdf and my surroundings.
Life was good and | assumed that the creatures around me were like mysdf.»

«And weren't they >

«Not at al! Particularly the children. | didn’'t know what viciousness was until | was turned loose
with other children. Thelittle devilsdl And | was expected to be like them and play with them.»

The doctor nodded. «I know. The herd compulsion. Children can be pretty savage at times.»

«You've missed the point. Thiswasn't any hedthy roughness; these creatures were different—not
like mysdf at al. They looked like me, but they were not like me. If | tried to say anything to one of
them about anything that mattered to me, dl | could get was a sare and a scornful laugh. Then they
would find some way to punish me for having sad it.»

Hayward nodded. «I see what you mean. How about grown-ups?»

«That is somewhat different. Adults don't matter to children at firs—or, rather they did not
meatter to me. They were too big, and they did not bother me, and they were busy with things that did
not enter into my congderations. It was only when | noticed that my presence affected them that |
began to wonder about them.»

«How do you mean?»

«Widll, they never did the things when | was around that they did when | was not around.»

Hayward looked at him carefully. «Won't that statement take quite a lot of justifying? How do
you know what they did when you weren't around?»

He acknowledged the point. «But | used to catch them just stopping. If | came into a room, the
conversation would stop suddenly, and then it would pick up about the weether or something equaly
inane. Then | took to hiding and listening and looking. Adults did not behave the same way in my
presence as out of it.»

«Your move, | believe. But see here, old man—that was when you were a child. Every child
passes through that phase. Now that you are a man, you must see the adult point of view. Children
are strange creatures and have to be protected—at least, we do protect them—from many adult
interests. Thereis awhole code of conventionsin the matter that—»

«Yes, yes» he interrupted impatiently, «l know al that. Neverthdess, | noticed enough and
remembered enough that was never clear to me later. And it put me on my guard to notice the next
thing.»

«Which was?» He noticed that the doctor’ s eyes were averted as he adjusted a castle’' s position.

«Thethings | saw people doing and heard them talking about were never of any importance. They
must be doing something se»

«l don't follow you.»

«You don't choose to follow me. I'm telling thisto you in exchange for agame of chess»

«Why do you like to play chess so well»

«Because it is the only thing in the world where | can see dl the factors and understand dl the
rules. Never mind—I saw dl around me this enormous plant, cities, farms, factories, churches,
schools, homes, railroads, luggage, roller coagters, trees, saxophones, libraries, people and animals.
People that looked like me and who should have fdt very much like me, if what | was told was the
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to get the strength to go to work to earn the money to buy the food to get the strength to go to work
to get the strength to buy the food to earn the money to go to—' until they fell over dead. Any dight
variation in the basic pattern did not matter, for they dways fdl over dead. And everybody tried to
tell me that | should be doing the samething. | knew better!»

The doctor gave him a look apparently intended to denote helpless surrender and laughed. «l
can't argue with you. Life does look like that, and maybe it is just thet futile. But it is the only life we
have. Why not make up your mind to enjoy it as much as possible?>

«Oh, no!» He looked both sulky and stubborn. «Y ou can't peddle nonsense to me by claiming to
be fresh out of sense. How do | know? Because dl this complex stage setting, al these swarms of
actors, could not have been put here just to make idiot noises at each other. Some other explanation,
but not that one. An insanity as enormous, as complex, as the one around me had to be planned. I've
found the plan!»

«Which is?

He noticed that the doctor’'s eyes were again averted. «It is a play intended to divert me, to
occupy my mind and confuse me, to keep me so busy with details that | will not have time to think
about the meaning. You are dl in it, every one of you.» He shook his finger in the doctor’s face.
«Mogt of them may be helpless automatons, but you're not. Y ou are one of the congpirators. Y ou've
been sent in as a troubleshooter to try to force me to go back to playing the role assigned to me!»

He saw that the doctor was waiting for him to quiet down.

«Take it easy,» Hayward findly managed to say. «Maybe it is dl a conspiracy, but why do you
think that you have been singled out for specid attention? Maybe it is a joke on dl of us. Why
couldn’'t | be one of the victims aswell as yourself?»

«Got youl» He pointed a long finger a& Hayward. «Thet is the essence of the plot. All of these
creatures have been set up to look like mein order to prevent me from redizing thet | was the center
of the arrangements. But | have noticed the key fact, the mathematically inescapable fact, that | am
unique. Here am |, Sitting on the ingde. The world extends outward from me. | am the center—»

«Easy, man, easy! Don't you redlize that the world looks that way to me, too. We are each the
center of the universe—»

«Not so! That iswhat you have tried to make me bdlieve, that | am just one of millions more just
like me. Wrong! If they were like me, then | could get into communication with them. | can't. | have
tried and tried and | can't. I’ve sent out my inner thoughts, seeking some one other being who has
them, too. What have | gotten back? Wrong answers, jarring incongruities, meaningless obscenity.
I'vetried. | tdl you. God!l—how I've tried! But there is nothing out there to spesk to me—nothing
but emptiness and otherness!»

«Wait aminute. Do you mean to say that you think there is nobody home a my end of the line?
Don't you believe that | am dive and conscious?»

He regarded the doctor soberly. «Yes, | think you are probably dive, but you are one of the
others—my antagonists. But you have set thousands of others around me whose faces are blank, not
lived in, and whose speech is a meaningless reflex of noise»

«Widll, then, if you concede that | am an ego, why do you indst that | am 0 very different from
yourself?»

«Why? Wait!» He pushed back from the chess table and strode over to the wardrobe, from
which he took out aviolin case.

While he was playing, the lines of suffering smoothed out of his face and his expresson took a
relaxed begtitude. For a while he recaptured the emotions, but not the knowledge, which he had
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possessed in dreams. The meody proceeded easly from propostion to proposition with
inescapable, unforced logic. He finished with a triumphant statement of the essential thesis and turned
to the doctor. «\Well>»

«Hm-m-m.» He seemed to detect an even greater degree of caution in the doctor’s manner. «It's
an odd hit, but remarkable. ‘S pity you didn’t take up the violin serioudy. You could have made
quite a reputation. Y ou could even now. Why don’t you do it? Y ou could afford to, | believe.»

He stood and stared at the doctor for along moment, then shook his head as if trying to cleer it.
«t's no use» he said dowly, «no use a dl. There is no posshility of communication. | am aone»
He replaced the instrument in its case and returned to the chesstable. «My move, | believe?»

«Yes. Guard your queen.»

He studied the board. «Not necessary. | no longer need my queen. Check.»

The doctor interposed a pawn to parry the attack.

He nodded. «You use your pawns well, but | have learned to anticipate your play. Check
again—and mate, | think.»

The doctor examined the new situation. «No,» he decided, «no—not quite.» He retreated from
the square under attack. «Not checkmate—stalemate at the worst. Y es, another stalemate.»

He was upset by the doctor’s vist. He couldn’t be wrong, basicdlly, yet the doctor had certainly
pointed out logica holes in his position. From alogicad standpoint the whole world might be a fraud
perpetrated on everybody. But logic meant nothing—Ilogic itsdf was a fraud, starting with unproved
assumptions and capable of proving anything. The world is whét it iS—and carries its own evidence
of trickery.

But does it? What did he have to go on? Could he lay down a line between known facts and
everything ese and then make a reasonable interpretation of the world, based on facts done—an
interpretation free from complexities of logic and no hidden assumptions of points not certain. Very
wel—

Firg fact, himsdf. He knew himself directly. He existed.

Second facts, the evidence of his «five senses» everything that he himsdf saw and heard and
smelled and tasted with his physical senses. Subject to their limitations, he must believe his senses.
Without them he was entirdly solitary, shut up in alocker of bone, blind, deef, cut off, the only being
in the world.

And that was not the case. He knew that he did not invent the information brought to him by his
senses. There had to be something el se out there, some otherness that produced the things his senses
recorded. All philosophies that claimed that the physical world around him did not exist except in his
imagination were sheer nonsense.

But beyond that, what? Were there any third facts on which he could rely? No, not at this point.
He could not afford to believe anything that he was told, or that he read, or that was implicitly
assumed to be true about the world around him. No, he could not believe any of it, for the sum tota
of what he had been told and read and been taught in school was so contradictory, so senseless, so
wildly insane that none of it could be believed unless he persondly confirmed it.

Wait a minute— The very tdling of these lies, these senseless contradictions, was a fact in itsdf,
known to him directly. To that extent they were data, probably very important data.

The world as it had been shown to him was a piece of unreason, an idiot’s dream. Yet it was on
too mammoth a scale to be without some reason. He came wearily back to his origind point: Since
the world could not be as crazy as it appeared to be, it must necessarily have been arranged to
gppear crazy in order to deceive him asto the truth.

Why had they doneit to him? And what was the truth behind the sham? There must be some clue



in the deception itsdlf. What thread ran through it dl? Wdll, in the first place he had been given a
superabundance of explanations of the world around him, philosophies, rdigions, «common sense»
explanations. Mogt of them were so clumsy, so obvioudy inadequate, or meaningless, that they could
hardly have expected him to take them serioudy. They mus have intended them smply as
misdirection.

But there were certain basic assumptions running through al the hundreds of explanations of the
craziness around him. It must be these basic assumptions that he was expected to believe. For
example, there was the degpseated assumption that he was a «human being,» essentidly like millions
of others around him and billions more in the past and the future.

That was nonsense! He had never once managed to get into rel communication with al those
things that looked so much like him but were so different. In the agony of his londiness, he had
deceaived himsdlf that Alice understood him and was a being like him. He knew now that he had
suppressed and refused to examine thousands of little discrepancies because he could not bear the
thought of returning to complete londiness. He had needed to believe tha his wife was a living,
breathing being of his own kind who understood his inner thoughts. He had refused to consider the
possibility that she was smply, amirror, an echo—or something unthinkably worse.

He had found a mate, and the world was tolerable, even though dull, stupid, and full of petty
annoyance. He was moderately happy and had put away his suspicions. He had accepted, quite
docildly, the treadmill he was expected to use, until a dight mischance had momentarily cut through
the fraud—then his suspicions had returned with impounded force; the bitter knowledge of his
childhood had been confirmed.

He supposed that he had been afool to make afuss about it. If he had kept his mouth shut they
would not have locked him up. He should have been as subtle and as shrewd as they, kept his eyes
and ears open and learned the details of and the reasons for the plot against him. He might have
learned how to circumvent it.

But what if they had locked him up—the whole world was an asylum and dl of them his keepers.

A key scraped in the lock, and he looked up to see an attendant entering with a tray. «Here's
your dinner, Sr.»

«Thanks, Joe» he said gently. «Just put it down.»

«Movies tonight, sir,» the attendant went on. «Wouldn't you like to go? Dr. Hayward said you
could—»

«No, thank you. | prefer not to.»

«l wish you would, dr.» He noticed with amusement the persuasive intentness of the atendant’s
manner. «l think the doctor wants you to. It's agood movie. There's a Mickey Mouse cartoon—s»

«You amost persuade me, Joe» he answered with passive agreeableness. «Mickey’s trouble is
the same as mine, essentially. However, I'm not going. They need not bother to hold movies
tonight.»

«Oh, there will be moviesin any case, Sr. Lots of our other guests will attend.»

«Redly? Isthat an example of thoroughness, or are you smply keegping up the pretense in taking
to me? It isn't necessary, Jog, if it's any strain on you. | know the game. If | don't attend, there is no
point in holding movies»

He liked the grin with which the attendant answered this thrust. Was it possible that this being was
created just as he appeared to be—big muscles, phlegmatic dispostion, tolerant, doglike? Or was
there nothing going on behind those kind eyes, nothing but robot reflex? No, it was more likely that
he was one of them, since he was so closdly in atendance on him.

The attendant left and he busied himsdlf at his supper tray, scooping up the aready-cut bites of



meet with a spoon, the only implement provided. He smiled again at ther caution and thoroughness.
No danger of that—he would not destroy this body as long as it served him in investigating the truth
of the matter. There were dill many different avenues of research avalable before taking thet
possibly irrevocable step.

After supper he decided to put his thoughts in better order by writing them; he obtained paper.
He should start with a generd statement of some underlying postulate of the credos that had been
drummed into him dl his «ifex Life? Yes, that was agood one. He wrote:

«l am told that | was born a certain number of years ago and that | will die a smilar number of
years hence. Various clumsy stories have been offered me to explain to me where | was before birth
and what becomes of me after degth, but they are rough lies, not intended to deceive, except as
misdirection. In every other possible way the world around me assures me that | am morta, here but
afew years, and afew years hence gone completel y—nonexistent.

«WRONG—I am immortd. | transcend this little time axis, a seventy-year span on it is but a
casud phase in my experience. Second only to the prime datum of my own exisence is the
emotiondly convincing certainty of my own continuity. | may be a closed curve, but, closed or open,
| neither have a beginning nor an end. Sdf-awareness is not relationd; it is absolute, and cannot be
reached to be destroyed, or created. Memory, however, being a relationa aspect of consciousness,
may be tampered with and possibly destroyed.

«t istrue tha mogt religions which have been offered me teach immortality, but note the fashion in
which they teach it. The surest way to lie convincingly isto tell the truth unconvincingly. They did not
wish meto believe.

«Caution: Why have they tried so hard to convince me that | am going to die in a few years?
There must be a very important reason. | infer that they are preparing me for some sort of a mgor
change. It may be crucidly important for me to figure out their intentions about this—probably | have
severd yearsin which to reach a decison. Note: Avoid using the types of reasoning they have taught
me.»

The attendant was back. «Y our wifeis here, Sir.»

«Tdl her to go away.»

«Please, 9r—Dr. Hayward is most anxious that you should see her.»

«Tdl Dr. Hayward thet | said that he is an excellent chess player.»

«Yes, dr.» The attendant waited for a moment. «Then you won't see her, Sir>»

«'No, | won't see her.»

He wandered around the room for some minutes after the attendant had left, too digtrait to return
to his recgpitulaion. By and large they had played very decently with him since they had brought him
here. He was glad that they had alowed him to have a room done, and he certainly had more time
free for contemplation than had ever been possible on the outside. To be sure, continuous effort to
keep him busy and to distract him was made, but, by being stubborn, he was able to circumvent the
rules and gain some hours esch day for introgpection.

But, damnation!—he did wish they would not persst in using Alice in thelr attempts to divert his
thoughts. Although the intense terror and revulson which she had inspired in him when he hed firgt
rediscovered the truth had now aged into a smple feding of repugnance and distaste for her
company, nevertheless it was emotionaly upsetting to be reminded of her, to be forced into making
decigons about her.

After dl, she had been his wife for many years. Wife? What was a wife? Another soul like one's
own, a complement, the other necessary pole to the couple, a sanctuary of understanding and
sympathy in the boundless depths of aoneness. That was what he had thought, what he had needed
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to bdieve and had believed fiercdy for years. The yearning need for companionship of his own kind
had caused him to see himsdlf reflected in those beautiful eyes and had made him quite uncritical of
occasiona incongruities in her responses.

He sghed. He fdt that he had doughed off most of the typed emotiona reactions which they had
taught him by precept and example, but Alice had gotten under his skin, "way under, and it till hurt.
He had been happy—what if it had been a dope dream? They had given him an excdllent, a beautiful
mirror to play with—the more fool he to have looked behind it!

Wesrily he turned back to his summing up:

«The world is explained in ether one of two ways, the common-sense way which says that the
world is pretty much as it appears to be and that ordinary human conduct and motivations are
reasonable, and the rdigio-mydic solution which dates that the world is dream suff, unred,
insubgtantia, with redlity somewhere beyond.

«WRONG—both of them. The common-sense scheme has no sense to it of any sort. Life is
short and full of trouble. Man born of woman is born to trouble as the sparks fly upward. His days
are few and they are numbered. All is vanity and vexation. Those quotations may be jumbled and
incorrect, but that is a fair statement of the common-sense world is-as-it-seems in its only possible
evduation. In such aworld, human gtriving is about as rationd as the blind darting of amoth againgt a
light bulb. The common-sense world is a blind insanity, out of nowhere, going nowhere, to no
purpose.

«As for the other solution, it gppears more rationd on the surface, in that it regjects the utterly
irrationa world of common sense. But it is not arationd solution, it is smply a flight from redity of
any sort, for it refuses to believe the results of the only available direct communication between the
ego and the Outside. Certainly the ‘five senses are poor enough channds of communication, but
they are the only channels.»

He crumpled up the paper and flung himsdf from the char. Order and logic were no good—his
answer was right because it smdled right. But he gtill did not know dl the answer. Why the grand
scde to the deception, countless creatures, whole continents, an enormoudy involved and minutely
detailed matrix of insane higory, insane tradition, insane culture? Why bother with more than a cell
and a gtrait jacket?

It must be, it had to be, because it was supremely important to deceive him completely, because a
lesser deception would not do. Could it be that they dare not let him suspect his red identity no
metter how difficult and involved the fraud?

He had to know. In some fashion he must get behind the deception and see what went on when
he was not looking. He had had one glimpse; this time he must see the actua workings, catch the
puppet magters in their manipulations.

Obvioudy thefirst step must be to escape from this asylum, but to do it so craftily that they would
never see him, never catch up with him, not have a chance to set the stlage before him. That would be
hard to do. He must excel them in shrewdness and subtlety.

Once decided, he spent the rest of the evening in conddering the means by which he might
accomplish his purpose. It seemed dmost impossible—he must get away without once being seen
and remain in grict hiding. They must lose track of him completely in order that they would not know
where to center their deceptions. That would mean going without food for severd days. Very well—
he could do it. He must not give them any warning by unusud action or manner.

The lights blinked twice. Docilely he got up and commenced preparations for bed. When the
attendant looked through the peephole he was dready in bed, with his face turned to the wall.
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Gladness Gladness everywhere! It was good to be with his own kind, to hear the music swelling
out of every living thing, as it dways had and dways would—good to know that everything was
living and aware of him, participating in him, as he participated in them. It was good to be, good to
know the unity of many and the diversity of one. There had been one bad thought—the details
escaped him—>but it was gone—it had never been; there was no place for it.

The early-morning sounds from the adjacent ward penetrated the deepladen body which served
him here and gradudly recalled him to awareness of the hospital room. The trangtion was so gentle
that he carried over full recollection of what he had been doing and why. He lay Hill, a gentle smile
on his face, and savored the uncouth, but not unpleasant, languor of the body he wore. Strange that
he had ever forgotten despite their tricks and stratagems. Well, now that he had recalled the key, he
would quickly st thingsright in this odd place. He would call them in a once and announce the new
order. It would be amusing to see old Glaroon's expresson when he redized tha the cycle had
ended—

The click of the pegphole and the rasp of the door being unlocked guillotined his line of thought.
The morning attendant pushed briskly in with the breskfast tray and placed it on the tip table.
«Morning, Sr. Nice, bright day—want it in bed, or will you get up™»

Don't answer! Don't listen! Suppress this digtraction! This is part of their plan— But it was too
late, too late. He felt himsdf dipping, fdling, wrenched from redlity back into the fraud world in
which they had kept him. It was gone, gone completdly, with no single association around him to
which to anchor memory. There was nothing left but the sense of heart-breaking loss and the acute
ache of unsatisfied catharsis.

«Leaveit whereitis. I'll take care of it.»

«Okey-doke.» The atendant bustled out, damming the door, and noisily locked it.

Helay quite dill for along time, every nerve end in his body screaming for relief.

At last he got out of bed, still miserably unhappy, and attempted to concentrate on his plans for
escape. But the psychic wrench he had recaeived in being recdled so suddenly from his plane of
redity had left him bruised and emotionaly digurbed. His mind ingsted on rechewing its doubts,
rather than engage in congtructive thought. Was it possible that the doctor was right, that he was not
done in his misrable dilemma? Was he redly smply suffering from paranoia, ddusons of sdf-
importance?

Could it be that each unit in this yeasty swarm around him was the prison of another lonely ego—
helpless, blind, and speechless, condemned to an eternity of miserable londiness? Was the look of
suffering which he had brought to Alice's face a true reflection of inner torment and not Smply a
piece of play acting intended to maneuver him into compliance with their plans?

A knock sounded at the door. He said «Come in,» without looking up. Their comings and goings
did not maiter to him.

«Dearest—>» A well-known voice spoke dowly and hesitantly.

«Alicel» Hewas on hisfeet a once, and facing her. «\Who let you in here?»

«Please, dear, please—I| had to see you.»

«tign'tfar. Itisn't fair.» He spoke more to himsdf than to her. Then: «Why did you come?»

She stood up to him with a dignity he had hardly expected. The beauty of her childlike face had
been marred by line and shadow, but it shone with an unexpected courage. «l love you,» she
answered quietly. «You can tell me to go away, but you can’t make me stop loving you and trying to
help you.»

He turned away from her in an agony of indecison. Could it be possble that he had migudged
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her? Was there, behind that barrier of flesh and sound symbols, a spirit that truly yearned toward
his? Lovers whispering in the dark— « You do understand, don’t you? »

«Yes, dear heart, I understand. »

«Then nothing that happens to us can matter, as long as we are together and understand—
» Words, words, rebounding hollowly from an unbroken wall— No, he couldn’t be wrong! Test her
again— «Why did you keep me on that job in Omaha?>

«But | didn’'t make you keep that job. | smply pointed out that we should think twice before—»

«Never mind. Never mind.» Soft hands and a sweset face preventing him with mild stubbornness
from ever doing the thing that his heart told him to do. Always with the best of intentions, the best of
intentions, but always so that he had never quite managed to do the sily, unreasonable things that he
knew were worth while. Hurry, hurry, hurry, and strive, with an angel-faced jockey to see that you
don't stop long enough to think for yoursdf—

«Why did you try to stop me from going back upstairs that day >

She managed to smile, dthough her eyes were dready spilling over with tears. «l didn’'t know it
redly mattered to you. | didn’t want us to missthe train.»

It had been a small thing, an unimportant thing. For some reason not clear to him he had inssted
on going back upgtairs to his study when they were about to leave the house for a short vacation. It
was raining, and she had pointed out that there was barely enough time to get to the station. He had
aurprised himsdf and her, too, by indgsting on his own way in circumstances in which he had never
been known to be stubborn.

He had actudly pushed her to one sSde and forced his way up the gairs. Even then nothing might
have come of it had he not—quite unnecessarily—raised the shade of the window that faced toward
the rear of the house.

It was a very smdl matter. It had been raining, hard, out in front. From this window the westher
was clear and sunny, with no sgn of rain.

He had sood there quite a long while, gazing out & the impossible sunshine and rearranging his
cosmos in his mind. He re-examined long-suppressed doubts in the light, of this one smdl but totally
unexplainable discrepancy. Then he had turned and had found that she was standing behind him.

He had been trying ever since to forget the expression that he had surprised on her face.

«What about the rain?»

«The rain? she repeated in a smdl, puzzled voice. «Why, it was raining, of course. What about
it

«But it was hot raining out my study window.»

«What? But of course it was. | did notice the sun break through the clouds for amoment, but that
was al.»

«Nonsense!»

«But darling, what has the weather to do with you and me? What difference does it make whether
it rains or not—to us?» She approached him timidly and did a smdl hand between his arm and side.
«Am | responsible for the weather >

«l think you are. Now please go.»

She withdrew from him, brushed blindly at her eyes, gulped once, then said in avoice held steedy:
<«All right. I'll go. But remember—you can come home if you want to. And I'll be there, if you want
me.» She waited a moment, then added hesitantly: «Would you . . . would you kiss me good-bye>

He made no answer of any sort, neither with voice nor eyes. She looked at him, then turned,
fumbled blindly for the door, and rushed through it.

The cregture he knew as Alice went to the place of assembly without stopping to change form. «It
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IS necessary to adjourn this sequence. | am no longer able to influence his decisons.»

They had expected it, neverthdess they stirred with dismay.

The Glaroon addressed the First for Manipulation. «Prepare to graft the selected memory track at
once.»

Then, turning to the First for Operations, the Glaroon said: «The extrgpolation shows that he will
tend to escgpe within two of his days. This sequence degenerated primarily through your falure to
extend that rainfal al around him. Be advised.»

«It would be smpler if we understood his motives»

«In my capacity as Dr. Hayward, | have often thought so,» commented the Glaroon acidly, «but if
we understood his motives, we would be part of him. Bear in mind the Treety! He amost
remembered.»

The creature known as Alice spoke up. «Could he not have the Ty Maha next sequence? For
some reason he valuesit.»

«You are becoming assmilated!»

«Perhgps. | am not in fear. Will herecaive it?»

«lt will be consdered.»

The Glaroon continued with orders. «Leave structures standing until adjournment. New Y ork City
and Harvard Universty are now dismantled. Divert him from those sectors.

«Movel»



104

OUR FAIR CITY

Pete Perkins turned into the dl- nite parking lot and cdled out, «Hi, Pappy!»

The old parking lot attendant |ooked up and answered, «Be with you in a moment, Pete.» He was
tearing a Sunday comic sheet in narrow gtrips. A little whirlwind waltzed near him, picking up pieces
of old newspaper and hits of dirt and flinging them in the faces of passng 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 hestated, then drew itsdf up until it was quite tdl, jumped two parked cars, and
landed sur le point near him.

It seemed to sniff at the offering.

«Take it, Kitten,» the old man cdled softly and let the gay sreamer dip from his fingers. The
whirlwind whipped it up and wound it around its middie. He tore off another and yet another; the
whirlwind wound them in corkscrew through the loose mass of dirty paper and trash that congtituted
its visble body. Renewed by cold gudts that poured down the canyon of tadl buildings, it swirled
faster and even tdler, while it lifted the colored paper ribbonsin a fantastic upswept hair-do. The old
man turned, smiling. «Kitten does like new clothes.»

«Takeit easy, Pappy, or you'll have me believing in it.»

«Eh?You don't have to believe in Kitten—you can see her.»

«Y eah, sure—but you act asif she—I mean ‘it'—could understand what you say.»

«You gill 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 caled. «Come
back, Kitten!» The whirlwind was playing around over their heads, severd Sories high. It dipped
down.

«Hey! Where you going with that chapeau?» demanded Perkins.

«Jugt a moment— Here, Kitten!» The whirlwind sat down suddenly, spilling its load. The old man
handed it the hat. The whirlwind snatched it and started it up afast, long spirdl.

«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.»

«Shewill, huh? Morelikely shell 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 hestated, the hat fell a couple of sories. It swooped, caught it, and juggled it
reluctantly. «Bring it Aere, Kitten.»

The hat commenced a downward spird, finishing in along curving swoop. It hit Perkins full in the
face. «She was trying to put it on your head» the attendant explained. «Usudly sheé's more
accurate.»

«Sheis, en? 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 cals for adrink.»

They went ingde the lot’s little shelter shack; Pappy found glasses, Perkins produced a pint,
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nearly full, and poured two generous dugs. He tossed his down, poured another, and sat down.
«The firg was in honor of Kitten» he announced. «This one is to fortify me for the Mayor's
banquet.»

Pappy cluck-clucked sympeatheticaly. «Y ou have to cover that?»

«Have to write a column about something, Pappy. ‘Last night Hizzoner the Mayor, surrounded
by a glittering gdlaxy of highbinders, grifters, sycophants, and balot thieves, was the recipient of a
testimonia dinner cdebrating—' Got to write something, Pappy, the cash customers expect it. Why
don't | brace up like aman and go on relief?»

«Today’s column was good, Pete» the old man comforted him. He picked up a copy of the
Daily Forum, Perkinstook it from him and ran his eye down his own column.

«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 sumble over the very chuckholein which Greet-uncle Tozier broke hisleg 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 ook into this.)

«But | mugt report a dismaying change. Someone has done away with the horsecars!

«You may not believe this. Our public conveyances run so seldom and dowly that you may not
have noticed it; nevertheless | swear that | saw one wobbling down Grand Avenue with no horses of
any sort. It seemed to be propelled by some new-fangled eectrical device.

«Even in the atomic age some changes are too much. | urge al citizens—» Perkins gave a snort of
disgud. «t's tackling a pillbox with a beanshooter, Pappy. This town is corrupt; it'll stay corrupt.
Why should | beat out my brains on such piffle? Hand me the bottle»

«Don't be discouraged, Peter. The tyrant fears the laugh more than the n's bullet.»

«Where'd you pick that up? Okay, so I'm not funny. I’ve tried laughing them out of office and it
has'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 tak that way about Kitten,» the old man
cautioned. «She' s sengtive.»

«l gpologize.» He stood up and bowed toward the door. «Kitten, | gpologize. Y our 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 | had my druthers.»

They went outsde, 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 il got the ones
you gave her.»

«Certainly,» agreed Pappy. «Kitten is a pack ra. When she likes something she'll keep it
indefinitely.»

«Doesn't she ever get tired? There must be some cam days.»

«It's never redly cdm here. It's the arrangement of the buildings and the way Third Street leads
up from theriver. But | think she hides her pet playthings on tops of buildings.»

The newspaperman peered into the swirling trash. «’ll bet she's got newspapers from months
back. Say, Pappy, | see a column in this, one aout our trash collection service and how we don’t
clean our dreets. I'll dig up some papers a couple of years old and clam 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—
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let Pappy see your playthings>» The whirlwind bulged out; its contents moved less rapidly. The
attendant plucked a piece of old newspaper from it in passing. «Here' s one three months old.»

«WEe' |l have to do better than that.»

«’ll try again.» He reached out and snaiched another. «Last June.»

«That's better.»

A car honked for service and the old man hurried away. When he returned Perkins was il
watching the hovering column. «Any luck?» asked Pappy.

«She won't let me have them. Snatches them away .»

«Naughty Kitten,» the old man said. «Peteisafriend of ours. Y ou be nice to him.» The whirlwind
fidgeted uncertainly.

«t'sdl righty» sad Perkins. «She didn’t know. But look, Pappy—see that piece up there? A
front page.»

«Youwant it?

«Yes. Look closdy—the headline reads ‘DEWEY’ something. You don’'t suppose she's been
hoarding it Snce the ' 48 campaign?>

«Could be. Kitten has been around here aslong as | can remember. And she does hoard things.
Wait a second.» He called out softly. Shortly the paper was m his hands. «Now we' |l 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 4ill congdering it over the last of Perkins bottle. The
newspaperman stared at the yellowed, filthy sheet. «Don't tell me this has been blowing around town
for the last hdf century.»

«Why not?»

« ‘Why not? Wadl, 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 realy believe— But you do. Frankly, | don't care
where she got it; the officid 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 | going to have
fun!» He rolled the fragment carefully and started to put it in his pocket.

«Say, don't do that!» his host protested.

«Why not? I’m going to take it down and get apic 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—sh€e'll let you look &t it any time you
want to.»

The old man was so earnest that Perkins was stopped. «Suppose we never see it again? My
gory hangsonit.»

«It'sno good to you—she has to keep it, to make your story stand up. Don't worry—I’1l tell her
that she mustn’t lose it under any circumstances.»

«Well—okay.» They stepped outside and Pappy talked earnedtly to Kitten, then gave her the
1898 fragment. She promptly tucked it into the top column. Perkins said good-bye to Pappy, and
sarted to leave the lot. He paused and turned around, looking alittle befuddlied. «Say, Pappy—>»

«Yes, Pete?

«You don't redly think that whirlwind is dive, do you>
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«Why not?»

«‘Why not? Why not, the man says»

«WHl,» said Pappy reasonably, «how do you know you are dive>

«But . . . why, because [—wdl, now if you put it—» He stopped. «l don’'t know. You got me,
pd .»

Pappy smiled. «Y ou see?»

«Uh, | guess s0. 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 a him, «whimsy is dl right, but I'd
like to see some copy that wasn't dashed off in agin mill.»

Perkins looked over the pages shoved at him. «<OUR FAIR CITY by Peter Perkins. Whistle Up
The Wind. Waking our streets dways is a piquant, even adventurous, experience. We pick our way
through the assorted trash, bits of old garbage, cigarette butts, and other less gppetizing items that
stud our sdewaks while our faces are assaulted by more buoyant souvenirs, the confetti of last
Hallowe en, shreds of dead leaves, and other items too westher-beaten to be identified. However, |
had adways assumed that a congtant turnover in the riches of our streets caused them to renew
themsaves a least every seven years—» The column then told of the whirlwind that contained the
fifty-year-old newspaper and chalenged any other city in the country to match it.

« ' Smatter with it? demanded Perkins.

«Besting the drum about the filth in the Sreetsis fine, Pete, but give it afactud gpproach.»

Perkins leaned over the desk. «Boss, this is factud .»

«Huh?Don't be slly, Pete»

«Silly, he says. Look—>» Perkins gave him a circumstantid 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.»

«l was cold, stone—» Perkins stopped himsdf and stood on his dignity. «That's my sory. Print it,
or fireme»

«Don't be like that, Pete. |1 don't want your job; | just want a column with some meset. Dig up
some facts on man-hours and costs for street cleaning, compared with other cities»

«Who'd read that junk? Come down the dreet with me. I'll show you the facts. Wait a
moment—I’ Il 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 apic 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, Kittenl Come to Pappy.» Above ther
heads atiny gust took shape, picked up bits of paper and stray leaves, and settled on the lot. Perkins
peered into it.

«She haa'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 legpt over an adjoining building. The managing editor
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opened his mouth, closed it again.

Kitten was soon back. She had dropped everything else and had just one piece of paper—the
paper. «Now!» said Perkins. «Can you get ashot of that paper, Clarence—whileit'sinthe air?»

«Natch,» said Clarence, and raised his Speed Graphic. «Back a little, and hold it,» he ordered,
Speaking to the whirlwind.

Kitten hesitated and seemed about to skitter away. «Bring it around dow and easy, Kitten,»
Pappy supplemented, «and turn it over—no, no! Not that way—the other edge up.» The paper
flattened out and sailed dowly past them, the headline showing.

«Did you get it? Perkins demanded.

«Natch,» said Clarence. «Isthat al?» he asked the editor.

«Natc—I mean, ‘that’sdl.” »

«Okay,» said Clarence, picked up his case, and left. The editor sghed. «Gentlemen,» he said,
«let’shave adrink.»

Four drinks later Perkins and his boss were still arguing. Pappy had |eft. «Be reasonable, Boss,»
Pete was saying, «you can't print an item about alive whirlwind. They’d laugh you out of town.»

Managing Editor Gaines sraghtened himsdif.

«t' sthe policy of the Forum to print dl the news, and print it graight. Thisis news—we print it.»
Herelaxed. «Hey! Waiter! More of the same—and not so much soda.»

«But it's scientificdly impossble»

«You saw it, didn’'t you?»

«Yes, but—»

Gaines sopped him. «We Il ask the Smithsonian Inditution to investigate it.»

«They'll laugh a you,» Perkinsingsted. «Ever hear of mass hypnotism?»

«Huh? No, that's no explanation—Clarence saw it, t00.»

«What does that prove?»

«Obvious—to be hypnotized you have to have amind. Ipso facto.»

«Youmean ipse dixit.»

«Quit hiccuping. Perkins, you shouldn’t drink in the daytime. Now start over and say it dowly.»

«How do you know Clarence doesn't have a mind?»

«Proveit.»

«Wel, he' s dive—he must have some sort of amind, then.»

«Tha's just what | was saying, the whirlwind is dive; therefore it has a mind. Perkins, if those
long-beards from the Smithsonian are going to perss in their unscientific attitude, | for one will not
gand for it. The Forum will not stand for it. Y ou will not stand for it.»

<Won't I'»

«Not for one minute. | 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. W€ re going to blow this town sky
high. Stop the run. Hold the front page. Get busy!» He put on Pet€'s hat and strode rapidly into the
men’s room.

Pete settled himsdf at his desk with a container of coffee, a can of tomato juice, and the Midnight
Fina (late afternoon) edition. Under a 4-col. cut of Kitten's toy was his column, boxed and moved
to the front page. 18-point boldface ordered SEE EDITORIAL PAGE 12. On page 12 another
black line enjoined him to SEE «OUR FAIR CITY» PAGE ONE. He ignored this and read: MR.
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MAY OR—RESIGN!!!!

Pete read it and chuckled. «An ill wind—» «—symboalic of the spiritud filth lurking in the dark
corners of the city hal.» «—will grow to cyclonic proportions and sweep a corrupt and shameless
adminigration from office» The editorial pointed out that the contract for street cleaning and trash
remova was held by the Mayor’s brother-in-law, and then suggested that the whirlwind could give
better service cheaper.

«Pete—isthat you?» Pappy’s voice demanded. «They got me down at the Sation house.»

«What for?»

«They dam Kitten is a public nuisance»

«’ll be right over.» He stopped by the Art Department, snagged Clarence, and left. Pappy was
seeted in the gtation lieutenant’ s office, looking stubborn. Perkins shoved hisway in. «What's he here
for? he demanded, jerking athumb at Pappy.

The lieutenant looked sour. «What are you butting in for, Perkins? Y ou're not his lawyer.»

«Not yet, Clarence. For news, Dumbrosky—I work for a newspaper, remember? | repest—
what's hein for?»

«Obgtructing an officer in the performance of his duty.»

«Thet right, Pappy ?»

The old man looked disgusted. «This characte—s» He indicated one of the policemen «—comes
up to my lot and tries to snatch the Manila-Bay paper away from Kitten. | tell her to keep it up out
of hisway. Then he waves his gick a me and orders me to take it away from her. | tell him what he
can do with his stick.» He shrugged. «So here we are.»

«l get it» Perkins told him, and turned to Dumbraosky. «You got a cdl from the city hdl, didn’t
you? So you sent Dugan down to do the dirty work. What | don’t get iswhy you sent Dugan. | hear
he' s so dumb you don’t even let him collect the pay-off on his own best.»

«That'salie» putin Dugan. «I do so—»

«Shut up, Dugan!» his boss thundered. «Now, see here, Perkins—you clear out. There an'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.

«Nobody tried to arrest no whirlwind! Now scram.»

«Then how come you're charging Pappy with obstructing an officer? What was Dugan doing—
flying akite?»

«He' s not charged with obstructing an officer.»

«He' s not, en? Just what have you booked him for?»

«He' s not booked. We re holding him for questioning.»

«S07? Not booked, no warrant, no crime dleged, just pick up a citizen and roust him around,
Gestapo style» Perkins turned to Pappy. «Y ou'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. Y ou stay—»

«Now!» ydled Perkins. Clarence s flashbulb froze them. Then Dumbrosky started up again.

«Who let him in here? Dugan—get that camera.»

«Nyannh!» sad Clarence and held it away from the cop. They started doing a little Maypole
dance, with Clarence asthe Maypole.

«Haold it!'» yeled Perkins. «Go ahead and grab the camera, Dugan—I’'m just aching to write the
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gory. ‘Police Lieutenant Destroys Evidence of Police Brutdity.” »

«What do you want | 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
|eft.

«OUR FAIR CITY » read the next day. «City Hal Starts Clean Up. While the city Street cleaners
were enjoying their usual Sesta, 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
Metcdfe, 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.

«Mord: Don't get underfoot when the police department is playing games with the wind.

«P. S. As we go to press, the whirlwind is sill holding the 1898 museum piece. Stop by Third
and Main and take alook. Better hurry—Dumbrosky is expected to make an arrest momentarily.»

Pete' s column continued needling the adminigration the following day: «Those Missng Files. It is
annoying to know that any document needed by the Grand Jury is sure to be midaid before it can be
introduced in evidence. We suggest that Kitten, our Third Avenue Whirlwind, be hired by the city as
file derk extraordinary and entrusted with any item which is likely to be needed later. She could take
the specid civil exam used to reward the faithful—the one nobody ever flunks.

«Indeed, why limit Kitten to alowly clericd job? Sheis perdstent—and she hangs on to what she
gets. No one will argue that sheis less qudified than some city officias we have had.

«Let's run Kitten for Mayor! She's an ided 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.

«Asto 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 4ill has the 1898 newspaper on exhibit. Stop by and see it before our police
department figures out some way to intimidate awhirlwind.»

Pete snagged Clarence and drifted down to the parking lot. The lot was fenced now; aman a a
gate handed them two tickets but waved away their money. Insde he found alarge circle chained off
for Kitten and Pappy inddeit. 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-carniva fee and post a bond besides. So | 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'snot al. 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 suction. The idea was to suck Kitten down into it, or anyhow to
grab what she was carrying.»

Pete whistled. «Y ou should have called me»
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«Wasn't necessary. | warned Kitten and she stashed the Spanish-War paper someplace, then
came back. She loved it. She went through that machine about sx times, like a merry-go-round.
She'd zip through and come out more full of pep than ever. Lagt time through she took Sergeant
Yance’s cap with her and it clogged the machine and ruined his cap. They got disgusted and |eft.»

Pete chortled. «Y ou 4ill should have called me. Clarence should have gotten a picture of that.»

«Got it,» said Clarence.

«Huh?1 didn’t know you were here this morning, Clarence.»

«You didn't ask me.»

Pete looked a him. «Clarence, darling—the idea of a news picture is to print it, not to hide it in
the art department.»

«On your desk,» said Clarence.

«Oh. Well, let's move on to aless confusing subject. Pappy, I'd like to put up abig Sgn 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 fitsin with—oh, oh! Company, girls)» He jerked his head
toward the entrance.

Sergeant Yancd was back. «All right, dl 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, Yancd 2

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 cdled out.
«Now, Clarence."

«Got it,» said Clarence.

«Okay ,» Pete answered. «Now, Yancd, 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.
WEe re setting up a bazooka»

«You're setting up awhat? » 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, Yancd—I'm just a newsboy. What in the
world isthe idea?

«Stick around and find out, wise guy.» Yance turned away. «Okay there! Start doing it—
commence firing!»

One of the cops looked up. «At what, Sergeant?»

«l thought you used to be a marine—at the whirlwind, of course.»

Pappy leaned over Pete' s shoulder. «What are they doing?»

«’m beginning to get aglimmering. Pappy, keep Kitten out of range—I think they mean to put a
rocket shell through her gizzard. It might bust up her dynamic stability or something.»

«Kitten's safe. | told her to hide. But this is crazy, Pete. They must be absolute, complete and
tegtotal nuts.»

«Any law says a cop hasto be sane to be on the force?»

«What whirlwind, Sergeant?» the bazooka man was asking. Yance sarted to tell him, forcefully,
then deflated when he redlized that no whirlwind was available.

«You wait» he told him, and turned to Pappy. «Youl» he ydled. «You chased away that
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whirlwind. Get it back here»

Pete took out his notebook. «This is interesting, Yancdl. Is it your professond opinion that a
whirlwind can be ordered around like a trained dog? Is that the officid podtion of the police
department?>

«l— No comment! Y ou button up, or I'll run you in.»

«By dl 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 hdl. Is this a plot to assassnate
Hizzoner?»

Y ance looked around suddenly, then let his gaze travel an imaginary trgectory.

«Hey, you lugs!» he shouted. «Point that thing the other way. Y ou want to knock off the Mayor?»

«That's better,» Pete told the Sergeant. «Now they have it trained on the First Nationa Bank. |
can't wait.»

Y ancd looked over the Situation again. «Point it where it won't hurt anybody,» he ordered. «Do |
have to do dl your thinking>

«But, Sergeant—»

EIS

«You point it. WE |l fireit»

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 | will be in the Happy Hour Bar-
Grill. Get anice picture, with Y ancd’ s features.»

«Natch,» said Clarence.

The next ingtadlment 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 neighborhood, poking his nose in
lunchrooms and bars. No luck.

He headed back toward the Forum building, telling himsdf thet Pappy might be shopping, or a a
movie. He returned to his desk, made a couple of false starts on a column for the morrow, crumpled
them up and went to the art department. «Hey! Clarence! Have you been down to the parking lot
today >

((Nd‘].))

«Pappy’ s missing.»

«S0 what?»

«Wdl, come dong. We got to find him.»

«Why?» But he came, lugging his camera

The lot was Hill 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 shooting,» said Clarence. «Light is ho
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 sdled back toward him. He saw it reach again for the cardboard. «No, you
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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 yeled. «Quit the horsing around.»

It was a printed notice, about Sx by eight inches. Evidently it had been tacked up; there were
smdl tears a dl 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 hisface.

«Come on, Clarence» he said briskly. «WEe re going to the Ritz-Classc—room 2013.»

«Natch,» said Clarence,

The Ritz-Classic was a colossa fleabag, favored by the bookie-and-madame set, three blocks
away. Pete avoided the desk by using the basement entrance. The eevator boy looked at Clarence's
cameraand said, «No, you don’t, Doc. No divorce casesin this hotel.»

«Relax,» Pete told him. «That’s not ared camera. We peddle marijuana—that’ s the hay mow.»

«Whyn't you say s0? Y ou hadn’t ought to carry it in a camera. Y ou make people nervous. What
floor?»

«Twenty—one.»

The elevator operator took them up non-stop, ignoring other cals. «That'll be two bucks. Specia
service»

«What do you pay for the concesson?» inquired Pete.

«Y ou gotta nerve to beef—with your racket.»

They went back down afloor by stair and looked up room 2013. Pete tried the knob cautioudly;
the door was locked. He knocked on it—no answer. He pressed an ear to it and thought he could
hear movement insde. He stepped back, frowning.

Clarence said, «l just remembered something,» and trotted away. He returned quickly, with ared
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 deep?> she demanded.

Pete said, «Quiet, madame! We're on the air.» He lisened. This time there were sounds of
struggling and then, «Petel 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 busly trying to get rid of atowd tied around his mouth.

Pete snatched it away. «Get 'eml» yelled Pappy.

«Soon as | get you untied.»

«l an't tied. They took my pants. Boy, | thought you'd never come!»

«Took Kitten awhile to make me understand.»

«l 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 thatarway,» said the large woman,
pointing. He took off, skidded around the corner and saw an elevator door just closng.

Pete stopped, bewildered by the crowd just outside the hotdl. He was looking uncertainly around
when Pappy grabbed him. «There! That car!» The car Pappy pointed out was even then swinging
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out from the curb just beyond the rank of cabsin 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!» heydled. They dl piledin.

«Why?» asked the hackie.

Clarence lifted the fire ax. «<Now?» he asked.

The driver ducked. «Forget it,» he said. «It was just ayak.» He started after the car.

The hack driver's skill helped them in the downtown streets, but the driver of the other car swung
right on Third and headed for 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
cameratruck keeping up»

«What camera truck»

«Ain't thisamovie?

«Good grief, no! That car isfilled with kidnappers. Faster!»

«A snatch? | don’'t want no part of it.» He braked suddenly.

Pete took the ax and prodded the driver. «Y ou catch ’em!»

The hack speeded up again but the driver protested, «Not in this wreck. They got more power
than me»

Pappy grabbed Pete’ sarm. «There' s Kitten!»

«Where? Oh, never mind that now!»

«Sow down!» ydled Pappy. «Kitten, oh, Kitten— over herel»

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 aload of paper and trash as she flew.

They saw her dip and dtrike the car ahead, throwing paper in the face of the driver. The car
wobbled. She struck again. The car veered, climbed the curb, ricocheted againg the crash rail, and
fetched up againgt alamp post.

Fve minutes later Pete, having left Kitten, Clarence, and the fire ax to hold the fort over two
hoodlums suffering from abrasion, multiple contusons and shock, was feeding a dime into a pay
phone at the nearest filling Sation. He dided long distance. «Gimme the FBI’s kidngp number,» he
demanded. «Y ou know—the Washington, D.C., snatch number.»

«My goodness,» said the operator, «do you mind if | listenin?»

«Get me that number!»

«Right away'»

Presently avoice answered, «Federd Bureau of Investigation.»

«emme tak to Hoover! Huh? Okay, okay—I’ll talk to you. Ligten, thisis asnatch case. I’ ve got
"em on ice, for the moment, but unless you get one of your boys from your locd 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 agpects of the events that had led up
to the present Stuation. The government man cut in on him as he was urging speed and more peed
and assured him that the local office was aready 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?»

«Don't do anything. The FBI are on their way now—and you' re aready implicated. Don't make
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it any worse.»

Pete pointed to the two hoodlums,; Clarence was Sitting on one and resting the spike of the ax
againg the back of the other. «Those birds have dready sung. Thistown is aout to fal 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 threstened,» he announced. «Take’em in, lieutenant.
They assaulted us.»

«Go ahead,» Pete said chearfully. «Take us dl in—together. Then you won't be able to lose that
pair before the FBI can question them. Maybe you can cop a plea»

«Now?» asked Clarence.

Dumbraosky swung around. «Put that ax down!»

«Do as he says, Clarence. Get your cameraready to get a picture as the G-men arrive.»

«You didn’'t send for no G-men.»

«Look behind you!»

A dark blue sedan did quietly to a stop and four lean, brisk men got out. The first of them said,
«ls there someone here named Peter Perkins?»

«Me» said Pete. «Do you mind if | kissyou?»

It was after dark but the parking lot was crowded and noisy. A stand for the new Mayor and
distinguished vigtors had been erected on one Sde, opposite it was a bandstand; across the front
was a large illuminated sgn: HOME OF KITTEN—HONORARY CITIZEN OF OUR FAIR
CITY.

In the fenced-off circle in the middle Kitten hersdf bounced and spun and swayed and danced.
Pete stood on one sde of the circle with Pappy opposite him; at four-foot intervas 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 hersdlf.

«Confetti!» yelled Pete. Each of the kids dumped a sackful toward the whirlwind—little of it
reached the ground.

«Bdloond» ydled Pete. «Lightsl» Each of the children started blowing up toy baloons; each had
a dozen different colors. As fast as they were inflated they fed them to Kitten. Floodlights and
searchlights came on; Kitten was trandformed into a fountain of boiling, bubbling color, severd
dories high.

«Now?» said Clarence.

«Now!»
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«—AND HE BUILT A CROOKED HOUSE—»

Americans are consdered crazy anywhere in the world.

They will usudly concede a basis for the accusation but point to Cdifornia as the focus of the
infection. Cdifornians stoutly maintain that their bad reputation is derived soldy from the acts of the
inhabitants of Los Angeles County. Angelenos will, when pressed, admit the charge but explain
hadtily, «It's Hollywood. It's not our fault—we didn’t ask for it; Hollywood just grew.»

The people in Hollywood don't care; they glory init. If you are interested, they will drive you up
Laurel Canyon «—where we keep the violent cases.» The Canyonites—the brown-legged women,
the trunks-clad men congantly busy building and rebuilding their daphappy unfinished houses—
regard with faint contempt the dull creatures who live down in the flats, and treasure in their hearts
the secret knowledge that they, and only they, know how to live.

Lookout Mountain Avenue is the name of a Sde canyon which twigs up from Laurd Canyon.
The other Canyonites don't like to have it mentioned; after al, one must draw the line somewhere!

High up on Lookout Mountain at number 8775, across the street from the Hermit—the original
Hermit of Hollywood—Iived Quintus Tedl, graduate architect.

Even the architecture of southern Cdifornia is different. Hot dogs are sold from a structure built
like and designated «The Pup.» |ce cream cones come from a giant stucco ice cream cone, and neon
proclams «Get the Chili Bowl Habit!» from the roofs of buildings which are indisputably chili bowls.
Gasoline, ail, and free road maps are dispensed beneath the wings of tri-motored transport planes,
while the certified rest rooms, inspected hourly for your comfort, are located in the cabin of the plane
itself. These things may surprise, or amuse, the tourist, but the local residents, who walk bareheaded
in the famous California noonday sun, take them as a matter of course.

Quintus Ted regarded the efforts of his colleagues in architecture as faint-hearted, fumbling, and
timid.

«What isahouse? Ted demanded of hisfriend, Homer Bailey.

«Well—» Bailey admitted cautioudy, «speaking in broad terms, I’ ve aways regarded a house as
a gadget to keep off the rain.»

«Nuts! You're as bad astherest of them.»

«l didn't say the definition was complete—»

«Complete! It isn't even in the right direction. From that point of view we might just as well be
squatting in caves. But | don't blame you,» Ted went on magnanimoudy, «you're no worse than the
lugs you find practicing architecture. Even the Moderns—all they’ve done is to abdandon the
Wedding Cake Schoal in favor of the Service Station School, chucked away the gingerbread and
dapped on some chromium, but a heart they are as conservative and traditiona as a county
courthouse. Neutral Schindler! What have those bums got? What's Frank Lloyd Wright got that |
haven't got»

«Commissions hisfriend answered succinctly.

«Huh?Wha d'ju ssy? Ted sumbled dightly in his flow of words, did a dight double take, and
recovered himsdlf. «Commissons. Correct. And why? Because | don't think of a house as an
upholstered cave; | think of it as a machine for living, a vita process, a live dynamic thing, changing
with the mood of the dweller—not a dead, static, oversized coffin. Why should we be held down by
the frozen concepts of our ancestors? Any fool with a little smattering of descriptive geometry can
desgn ahouse in the ordinary way. Is the static geometry of Euclid the only mathematics? Are we to
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completedly disregard the Picard-Vessiot theory? How about modular systems?—to say nothing of
the rich suggestions of stereochemidry. Isn't there a place in architecture for transformation, for
homomorphology, for actiona structures?»

«Blessd if | know,» answered Baley. «You might just as well be taking about the fourth
dimengon for dl it meansto me»

«And why not? Why should we limit ourselves to the— Say!» He interrupted himsdlf and stared
into distances. «Homer, | think you've redly got something. After dl, why not? Think of the infinite
richness of articulation and relaionship in four dimensions. What a house, what a house—» He stood
quite dill, his pale bulging eyes blinking thoughtfully.

Bailey reached up and shook his am. «Sngp out of it. What the hell are you talking about, four
dimengons? Time is the fourth dimension; you can't drive nallsinto that. »

Ted shrugged him off. «Sure. Sure. Time is a fourth dimengion, but I'm thinking about a fourth
gpatid dimengon, like length, breadth and thickness. For economy of materials and convenience of
arrangement you couldn’t best it. To say nothing of the saving of ground space—you could put an
elght-room house on the land now occupied by aone-room house. Like a tesseract—>»

«What's atesseract?»

«Didn’'t you go to school? A tesseract is a hypercube, a square figure with four dimensons to it,
like a cube has three, and a square has two. Here, I'll show you.» Tedl dashed out into the kitchen of
his gpartment and returned with a box of toothpicks which he spilled on the table between them,
brushing glasses and a nearly empty Holland gin bottle carelessy aside. «I’ll need some plagticine. |
had some around here last week.» He burrowed into a drawer of the littered desk which crowded
one corner of his dining room and emerged with alump of oily sculptor’s clay. «Here's some»

«What are you going to do?»

«’ll show you.» Ted rapidly pinched off small masses of the clay and rolled them into pea-sized
balls. He stuck toothpicks into four of these and hooked them together into a square. «There! That's
asguare»

«Obvioudy.»

«Another one like it, four more toothpicks, and we make a cube.» The toothpicks were now
aranged in the framework of a square box, a cube, with the pelets of clay holding the corners
together. «Now we make another cube just like the first one, and the two of them will be two sides
of the tesseract.»

Bailey started to help him roll the little balls of clay for the second cube, but became diverted by
the sensuous fed of the docile clay and started working and shaping it with hisfingers.

«Look,» he said, holding up his effort, atiny figurine, «Gypsy Rose Lee»

«Looks more like Gargantua; she ought to sue you. Now pay attention. Y ou open up one corner
of the first cube, interlock the second cube at the corner, and then close the corner. Then take eight
more toothpicks and join the bottom of the first cube to the bottom of the second, on adant, and the
top of the firgt to the top of the second, the same way.» This he did rapidly, while he talked.

«What's that supposed to be?> Bailey demanded suspicioudy.

«That'satesseract, eight cubes forming the sides of a hypercubein four dimensons.»

«It looks more like a cat’ s cradle to me. Y ou’ ve only got two cubes there anyhow. Where are the
other Sx?»

«Use your imagination, man. Consider the top of the first cube in rdation to the top of the second;
that’ s cube number three. Then the two bottom squares, then the front faces of each cube, the back
faces, the right hand, the left hand—eight cubes» He pointed them out.

«Yeah, | see’em. But they Hill aren’t cubes; they’ re whatchamucalems—prisms. They are not
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square, they dant.»

«That's just the way you look at it, in perspective. If you drew a picture of a cube on a piece of
paper, the side squares would be daunchwise, wouldn't they? That's perspective. When you look at
afour-dimensond figure in three dimensions, naturdly it looks crooked. But those are al cubes just
the same.»

«Maybe they are to you, brother, but they till ook crooked to me.»

Ted ignored the objections and went on. «Now consider this as the framework of an eight-room
house; there's one room on the ground floor—that’s for service, utilities, and garage. There are Sx
rooms opening off it on the next floor, living room, dining room, bath, bedrooms, and so forth. And
up at the top, completely enclosed and with windows on four sides, is your study. There! How do
you like it?»

«Seems to me you have the bathtub hanging out of the living room ceiling. Those rooms are
interlaced like an octopus.»

«Only in perspective, only in perspective. Here, I'll do it another way s0 you can see it.» This
time Ted made a cube of toothpicks, then made a second of haves of toothpicks, and st it exactly
in the center of the first by attaching the corners of the smdl cube to the large cube by short lengths
of toothpick. «Now—the big cube is your ground floor, the little cube indde is your study on the top
floor. The 9x cubesjoining them are the living rooms. See?»

Bailey studied the figure, then shook his head. «I ill don’t see but two cubes, a big one and a
little one. Those other six things, they look like pyramids this time ingtead of prisms, but they il
aren’'t cubes.»

«Certainly, certainly, you are seeing them in different perspective. Can't you see that?»

«Widl, maybe. But that room on the ingde, there. It's completely surrounded by the thingamujigs.
| thought you said it had windows on four Sdes.»

«It has—it just looks like it was surrounded. That's the grand feature about a tesseract house,
complete outside exposure for every room, yet every wal serves two rooms and an eight-room
house requires only a one-room foundation. It’s revolutionary.»

«Tha's putting it mildly. You're crazy, bud; you can't build a house like that. Thet insgde room is
on theingde, and there she stays.»

Ted looked a hisfriend in controlled exasperation. «It's guys like you that keep architecturein its
infancy. How many square Sdes has a cube?»

«SX.»

«How many of them are ingde?>

«Why, none of "em. They’'re dl on the outsde»

<«All right. Now listen—a tesseract has eight cubical Sdes, all on the outside. Now watch me.
I’'m going to open up this tesseract like you can open up a cubica pasteboard box, until it's flat. That
way you'll be able to see dl eight of the cubes» Working very rapidly he constructed four cubes,
piling one on top of the other in an unsteady tower. He then built out four more cubes from the four
exposed faces of the second cube in the pile. The structure swayed a little under the loose coupling
of the clay pellets, but it stood, eight cubesin an inverted cross, a double cross, as the four additional
cubes stuck out in four directions. «Do you see it now? It rests on the ground floor room, the next Sx
cubes are the living rooms, and there is your study, up &t the top.»

Balley regarded it with more gpprova than he had the other figures. «At least | can understand it.
You say that is atesseract, too»

«That is a tesseract unfolded in three dimensions. To put it back together you tuck the top cube
onto the bottom cube, fold those side cubesiin till they meet the top cube and there you are. You do
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al this folding through a fourth dimension of course; you don't distort any of the cubes, or fold them
into each other.»

Bailey studied the wobbly framework further. «Look here» he said at last, «why don't you forget
about folding this thing up through a fourth dimenson—you can't anyway—and build a house like
this?»

«What do you mean, | can't? It'sasmple mathematical problem—s»

«Takeit easy, son. It may be smple in mathematics, but you could never get your plans approved
for condruction. There isn't any fourth dimengon; forget it. But this kind of a house—it might have
some advantages.»

Checked, Ted studied the modd. «Hm-m-m— Maybe you got something. We could have the
same number of rooms, and we' d save the same amount of ground space. Yes, and we would set
that middle cross-shaped floor northeast, southwest, and so forth, so that every room would get
sunlight dl day long. That centrd axis lends itsdf nicdy to centra heating. We Il put the dining room
on the northeast and the kitchen on the southesst, with big view windows in every room. OK.,
Homer, I'll do it! Where do you want it built?»

«Wait aminute! Wait aminute! | didn't say you were going to build it for me—»

«Of course | am. Who es2? Y our wife wants a new house; thisisit.»

«But Mrs. Balley wants a Georgian house—»

«Just an idea she has. Women don’t know what they want—>»

«Mrs. Bailey does»

«Just some idea an out-of-date architect has put in her head. She drives a new car, doesn't she?
She wears the very latest styles—why should she live in an eighteenth century house? This house will
be even |ater than this year’ smodd; it's yearsin the future. She'll be the talk of the town.»

«Wedl—1I'll haveto tak to her.»

«Nothing of the sort. We'll surprise her with it. Have another drink.»

«Anyhow, we can't do anything about it now. Mrs. Bailey and | are driving up to Bakersfidd
tomorrow. The company’s bringing in a couple of wells tomorrow.»

«Nonsense. That's just the opportunity we want. It will be a surprise for her when you get back.
You can just write me a check right now, and your worries are over.»

«l oughtn’t to do anything like thiswithout consulting her. She won't like it.»

«Say, who wears the pantsin your family anyhow?»

The check was signed about halfway down the second bottle.

Things are done fagt in southern Cdifornia. Ordinary houses there are usudly built in a month's
time. Under Ted’s impassioned heckling the tesseract house climbed dizzily skyward in days rather
than weeks, and its cross-shaped second story came jutting out at the four corners of the world. He
had some trouble at first with the inspectors over those four projecting rooms but by using strong
girders and folding money he had been able to convince them of the soundness of his engineering.

By arrangement, Ted drove up in front of the Bailey resdence the morning after their return to
town. He improvised on his two-tone horn. Bailey stuck his head out the front door. «Why don’t you
use the belI>»

«Too dow,» answered Ted chearfully. «I’'m aman of action. IsMrs. Bailey ready? Ah, there you
are, Mrs. Balley! Welcome home, welcome home. Jump in, we' ve got asurprise for you!»

«You know Ted, my dear,» Bailey put in uncomfortably.

Mrs. Bailey sniffed. «l know him. W€ Il go in our own car, Homer.»

«Certainly, my dear.»

«Good idea» Ted agreed; « ' sgot more power than mine; we' |l get there fagter. I'll drive, | know
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the way.» He took the keys from Baliley, did into the driver’s seat, and had the engine started before
Mrs. Bailey could raly her forces.

«Never have to worry about my driving,» he assured Mrs. Balley, turning his head as he did o,
while he shot the powerful car down the avenue and swung onto Sunset Boulevard, «it’'s a matter of
power and control, adynamic process, just my meat—I’ ve never had a serious accident.»

«You won't have but one» she said hitingly. «Will you please keep your eyes on the traffic?»

He attempted to explain to her that a traffic dtuation was a matter, not of eyesght, but intuitive
integration of courses, speeds, and probabilities, but Bailey cut him short. «Where is the house,
Quintus?»

«House?» asked Mrs. Bailey suspicioudy. «What's this about a house, Homer? Have you been
up to something without telling me?»

Ted cut in with his best diplomatic manner. «It certainly is a house, Mrs. Balley. And what a
house! It'sa surprise for you from a devoted husband. Just walt till you see it—>»

«l shdl,» she agreed grimly. «What styleisit?>

«This house sets a new dyle. It's later than teevison, newer than next week. It must be seen to
be gppreciated. By the way,» he went on rapidly, heading off any retort, «did you folks fed the
earthquake lagt night?»

«Earthquake? What earthquake? Homer, was there an earthquake?»

«Just a little one» Ted continued, «about two A.M. If | hadn’t been awake, | wouldn't have
noticed it.»

Mrs. Bailey shuddered. «Oh, this awvful country! Do you hear that, Homer? We might have been
killed in our beds and never have known it. Why did | ever let you persuade meto leave lowa?>

«But my dear,» he protested hopelessy, «you wanted to come out to Cdifornia; you didn't like
Des Moines.»

«We needn’'t go into that,» she said firmly. «You are a man; you should anticipate such things.
Earthquakes!»

«That's one thing you needn't fear in your new home, Mrs. Bailey,» Ted told her. «It's absolutely
earthquake-proof; every part isin perfect dynamic balance with every other part.»

«Widll, | hope so. Where is this house?»

«Jugt around this bend. Ther€'s the sgn now.» A large arrow sign of the sort favored by red
estate promoters proclamed in letters that were large and bright even for southern Cdifornia

THE HOUSE OF THE FUTURE!!!
COLOSSAL—AMAZING—
REVOLUTIONARY
See How Y our Grandchildren
Will Live

Q. Ted, Architect

«Of course that will be taken down,» he added hadtily, noting her expresson, «as soon as you
take possesson.» He dued around the corner and brought the car to a squeding hat in front of the
House of the Future. « Voila!» He watched their faces for response.

Baley gared unbdievingly, Mrs. Baley in open didike. They saw a smple cubicd mass,
possessing doors and windows, but no other architectura features, save that it was decorated in
intricate mathematical designs. «Ted ,» Bailey asked dowly, «what have you been up to?»
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Ted turned from their faces to the house. Gone was the crazy tower with its jutting second-story
rooms. No trace remained of the seven rooms above ground floor level. Nothing remained but the
sngle room that rested on the foundations. «Great jumping cats» he ydled, «I’ ve been robbed!»

He brokeinto arun.

But it did him no good. Front or back, the story was the same: the other seven rooms had
disgppeared, vanished completely. Bailey caught up with him, and took his arm. «Explain yourself.
What is this aout being robbed? How come you built anything like this—it's not according to
agreement.»

«But | didn't. | built just what we had planned to build, an eight-room house in the form of a
developed tesseract. I've been sabotaged, that’s what it il Jedlousy! The other architects in town
didn’t dare let me finish this job; they knew they’d be washed up if | did.»

«When were you last here?»

«Y esterday afternoon.»

«Everything al right then?»

«Yes. The gardeners were just finishing up.»

Bailey glanced around at the faultlessy manicured landscaping. «l don't see how seven rooms
could have been dismantled and carted away from here in a angle night without wrecking this
garden.»

Tedl looked around, too. «It doesn't look it. | don’'t understand it.»

Mrs. Bailey joined them. «<WdI? Wel? Am | to be le&ft to amuse mysdf? We might as well look it
over aslong aswe are here, though I’'m warning you, Homer, I'm not going to like it.»

«We might as well,» agreed Tedl, and drew a key from his pocket with which he let them in the
front door. «We may pick up some clues.»

The entrance hall was in perfect order, the diding screens that separated it from the garage space
were back, permitting them to see the entire compartment. «This looks dl right,» observed Bailey.
«Let's go up on the roof and try to figure out what happened. Where's the staircase? Have they
stolen that, too™>

«Oh, no,» Ted denied, «dook—>» He pressed a button below the light switch; apand in the ceiling
fdl awvay and alight, graceful flight of stairs swung noisdesdy down. Its strength members were the
frosy slver of duraumin, its treads and risers trangparent plagtic. Ted wriggled like a boy who has
successfully performed a card trick, while Mrs. Bailey thawed perceptibly.

It was beautiful.

«Pretty dick,» Bailey admitted. «Howsomever it doesn’'t seem to go any place—»

«Oh, that—» Ted followed his gaze. «The cover lifts up as you approach the top. Open dair
wells are anachronisms. Come on.» As predicted, the lid of the Staircase got out of their way as they
climbed the flight and permitted them to debouch at the top, but not, as they had expected, on the
roof of the angle room. They found themselves standing in the middle one of the five rooms which
congtituted the second floor of the origina structure,

For the firgt time on record Ted had nothing to say. Bailey echoed him, chewing on his cigar.
Everything was in perfect order. Before them, through open doorway and trand ucent partition lay the
kitchen, a chefs dream of up-to-the-minute domestic engineering, mond meta, continuous counter
pace, concedled lighting, functiona arrangement. On the left the forma, yet gracious and hospitable
dining room awaited guedts, its furniture in parade-ground aignment.

Ted knew before he turned his head that the drawing room and lounge would be found in equally
subgtantial and impossible existence.

«Wedl, | must admit this is charming,» Mrs. Bailey approved, «and the kitchen is just too quant



for words—though | would never have guessed from the exterior that this house had so much room
upstairs. Of course some changes will have to be made. That secretary now—if we moved it over
here and put the settle over there—»

«Stow it, Matilday» Bailey cut in brusquely. «Wha'd' yuh make of it, Ted?»

«Why, Homer Bailey! The very id—»

«Stow it, | said. Well, Ted >

The architect shuffled hisrambling body. «I’'m afraid to say. Let’s go on up.»

«How?»

«Like this» He touched another button; a mate, in deeper colors, to the fairy bridge that had let
them up from below offered them access to the next floor. They climbed it, Mrs. Bailey expostulating
in the rear, and found themsalves in the master bedroom. Its shades were drawn, as had been those
on the level below, but the mellow lighting came on automaticaly. Ted at once activated the switch
which controlled still another flight of stairs, and they hurried up into the top floor study.

«Look, Ted ,» suggested Bailey when he had caught his breeth, «can we get to the roof above this
room? Then we could look around.»

«Sure, it's an obsarvatory platform.» They climbed a fourth flight of stairs, but when the cover a
the top lifted to let them reach the level above, they found themselves, not on the roof, but standing
in the ground floor room where they had entered the house.

Mr. Bailey turned a Sckly gray. «Angels in heaven» he cried, «this place is haunted. We're
getting out of here» Grabbing his wife he threw open the front door and plunged out.

Ted was too much preoccupied to bother with their departure. There was an answer to al this,
an answer that he did not believe. But he was forced to bresk off considering it because of hoarse
shouts from somewhere above him. He lowered the staircase and rushed updtars. Balley wasin the
centra room leaning over Mrs. Bailey, who had fainted. Ted took in the Stuation, went to the bar
built into the lounge, and poured three fingers of brandy, which he returned with and handed to
Baley. «Here—this|| fix her up.»

Baley drank it.

«That was for Mrs. Bailey,» said Ted.

«Don’'t quibble» snagpped Bailey. «Get her another.» Ted took the precaution of taking one
himsdf before returning with a dose earmarked for his dient’s wife. He found her just opening her
eyes.

«Here, Mrs. Bailey,» he soothed, «thiswill make you fed better.»

«l never touch spirits» she protested, and gulped it.

«Now tell me what happened,» suggested Ted. «l thought you two had left.»

«But we did—we walked out the front door and found oursalves up here, in the lounge.»

«The hdll you say! Hm-m-m—wait a minute» Ted went into the lounge. There he found that the
big view window at the end of the room was open. He peered cautioudy through it. He stared, not
out at the Cdifornia countryside, but into the ground floor room—or a reasonable facsimile thereof.
He said nothing, but went back to the stair well which he had left open and looked down it. The
ground floor room was il in place. Somehow, it managed to be in two different places a once, on
different levels.

He came back into the central room and seated himsdlf opposite Bailey in a deep, low chair, and
sghted him pagt his upthrust bony knees. «Homer,» he said impressively, «do you know what has
happened?»

«No, | don't—but if | don’t find out pretty soon, something is going to happen and pretty dradtic,
too!»
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«Homer, thisisavindication of my theories. Thishouseisared tesseract.»

«What's he talking about, Homer»»

«Wait, Matilda—now Ted, that’s ridiculous. Y ou' ve pulled some hanky-panky here and | won't
have it—scaring Mrs. Bailey hdf to death, and making me nervous. All | want is to get out of here,
with no more of your trapdoors and slly practica jokes»

«Spesk for yoursdf, Homer,» Mrs. Bailey interrupted, «l was not frightened; | was just took dl
over queer for a moment. It's my heart; al of my people are delicate and high-strung. Now about
thistessy thing—explain yoursdf, Mr. Teal. Spesk up.»

Hetold her aswdl as he could in the face of numerous interruptions the theory back of the house.
«Now as| seeit, Mrs. Bailey,» he concluded, «this house, while perfectly stable in three dimensions,
was not gable in four dimensons. | had built a house in the shape of an unfolded tesseract;
something happened to it, some jar or sSde thrugt, and it collapsed into its norma shape—it folded
up.» He snapped his fingers suddenly. «I’ve got it! The earthquake! »

«Earthquake?»

«Yes, yes, the little shake we had lagt night. From a four-dimensiond standpoint this house was
like a plane balanced on edge. One little push and it fell over, collgpsed dong its naturd jointsinto a
gable four-dimengond figure»

«l thought you boasted about how safe this house was»

«t is ssfe—three-dimensondly.»

«l don't cal ahouse safe» commented Bailey edgily, «that collgpses at thefird little temblor.»

«But look around you, man!» Ted protested. «Nothing has been disturbed, not a piece of
glassware cracked. Rotation through a fourth dimension can't affect a three-dimensiond figure any
more than you can shake letters off a printed page. If you had been deeping in here last night, you
would never have awakened.»

«That's just what I'm afraid of. Incidentaly, has your great genius figured out any way for us to
get out of this booby trap»

«Huh? Oh, yes, you and Mrs. Bailey started to leave and landed back up here, didn’t you? But
I’'m sure there is no red difficulty—we came in, we can go out. I'll try it» He was up and hurrying
downgtairs before he had finished talking. He flung open the front door, stepped through, and found
himsdf saring a his companions, down the length of the sscond floor lounge. «Well, there does
seem to be some dight problem,» he admitted blandly. «A mere technicdity, though—we can dways
go out a window.» He jerked aside the long drapes that covered the deep French windows set in
one sdewal of the lounge. He stopped suddenly.

«Hm-m-my» he sad, «thisisinteresting—very.»

«What is? asked Bailey, joining him.

«This» The window stared directly into the dining room, instead of looking outdoors. Bailey
stepped back to the comer where the lounge and the dining room joined the centrad room at ninety
degrees.

«But that can't be» he protested, «that window is maybe fifteen, twenty feet from the dining
room.»

«Not in a tesseract,» corrected Tead. «Watch.» He opened the window and stepped through,
talking back over his shoulder as he did so.

From the point of view of the Baileys he smply disappeared.

But not from his own viewpoint. It took him some seconds to catch his breath. Then he cautioudy
disentangled himsdf from the rossbush to which he had become dmost irrevocably wedded, making
a mental note the while never again to order landscaping which involved plants with thorns, and
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looked around him.

He was outsde the house. The massive bulk of the ground floor room thrust up beside him.
Apparently he had fdlen off the roof.

He dashed around the corner of the house, flung open the front door and hurried up the gairs.
«Homer!» he cdlled out. «Mrs. Bailey! I've found away out!»

Bailey looked annoyed rather than pleased to see him. «\What happened to you?»

« fdl out. I've been outsde the house. You can do it just as easly—just step through those
French windows. Mind the rosebush, though—we may have to build another stairway .»

«How did you get back in»

«Through the front door.»

«Then we shdl leave the same way. Come, my dear.» Bailey st his hat firmly on his heed and
marched down the gairs, hiswife on hisarm.

Ted met them in the lounge. «I could have told you that wouldn’t work,» he announced. «Now
hereé swhat we have to do: As| seeit, in afour-dimensiond figure a three-dimensona man has two
choices every time he crosses aline of juncture, like awall or athreshold. Ordinarily he will make a
ninety-degree turn through the fourth dimension, only he doesn't fed it with his three dimensons,
Look.» He stepped through the very window that he had fallen out of a moment before. Stepped
through and arrived in the dining room, where he stood, il talking.

«l watched where | was going and arrived where | intended to.» He stepped back into the
lounge. «The time before | didn't watch and | moved on through norma space and fel out of the
house. It must be amatter of subconscious orientation.»

«I"d hate to depend on subconscious orientation when | step out for the morning paper.»

«You won't have to; it'll become automatic. Now to get out of the house this time—Mrs. Bailey,
if you will stand here with your back to the window, and jump backward, I'm pretty sure you will
land in the garden.»

Mrs. Bailey's face expressed her opinion of Ted and his ideas. «<Homer Bailey,» she said drilly,
«ae you going to gand there and let him suggest such—»

«But Mrs. Bailey,» Ted attempted to explain, «we can tie a rope on you and lower you down
eas—»

«Forget it, Ted » Bailey cut him off brusquely. «\WE€ Il have to find a better way than that. Neither
Mrs. Bailey nor | arefitted for jumping.»

Teal was temporarily nonplused; there ensued a short silence. Bailey broke it with, «Did you hear
that, Ted ?

«Hear what?»

«Someone taking off in the disance. D’you S pose there could be someone ese in the house,
playing tricks on us, maybe?»

«Oh, not achance. I've got the only key.»

«But I'm sure of it» Mrs. Bailey confirmed. «I’ve heard them ever since we came in. Voices.
Homer, | can’t sand much more of this. Do something.»

«Now, now, Mrs. Bailey,» Ted soothed, «don’'t get upset. There can't be anyone ese in the
house, but I'll explore and make sure. Homer, you stay here with Mrs. Bailey and keep an eye on
the rooms on this floor.» He passed from the lounge into the ground floor room and from there to the
kitchen and on into the bedroom. This led him back to the lounge by a straight-line route, thet is to
say, by going straight ahead on the entire trip he returned to the place from which he started.

«Nobody around,» he reported. «I opened al of the doors and windows as | went—all except
this one» He stepped to the window opposite the one through which he had recently fdlen and



thrust back the drapes.

He saw a man with his back toward him, four rooms away. Tea snaiched open the French
window and dived through it, shouting, «There he goes now! Stop thief!»

The figure evidently heard him; it fled precipitaidy. Ted pursued, his gangling limbs dirred to
unanimous activity, through drawing room, kitchen, dining room, lounge—room &fter room, yet in
spite of Ted’s best efforts he could not seem to cut down the four-room lead that the interloper had
darted with.

He saw the pursued jump awkwardly but actively over the low sl of a French window and in so
doing knock off his hat. When he came up to the point where his quarry had lost his headgear, he
stopped and picked it up, glad of an excuse to stop and catch his breath. He was back in the lounge.

«l guess he got away from me» he admitted. «Anyhow, her€'s his hat. Maybe we can identify
him.»

Bailey took the hat, looked at it, then snorted, and dapped it on Ted’s head. It fitted perfectly.
Tedl looked puzzled, took the hat off, and examined it. On the sweet band were the initias «Q.T.» It
was his own.

Sowly comprehension filtered through Tedl’ s festures. He went back to the French window and
gazed down the series of rooms through which he had pursued the mysterious stranger. They saw
him wave his arms semaphore fashion. «What are you doing» asked Bailey.

«Come see» The two joined him and followed his stare with their own. Four rooms away they
saw the backs of three figures, two mae and one femae. The tdler, thinner of the men was waving
hisamsin adlly fashion.

Mrs. Bailey screamed and fainted again.

Some minutes later, when Mrs. Bailey had been resuscitated and somewhat composed, Bailey
and Ted took stock. «Ted,» sad Balley, «I won't waste any time blaming you; recriminations are
useless and I’'m sure you didn’'t plan for this to happen, but | suppose you redize we are in a pretty
serious predicament. How are we going to get out of here? It looks now as if we would stay until we
sarve; every room leads into another room.»

«Oh, it's not that bad. | got out once, you know.»

«Yes, but you can't repest it—you tried.»

«Anyhow we haven't tried dl the rooms. There' s ill the study.»

«Oh, yes, the study. We went through there when we first came in, and didn’t stop. Isit your idea
that we might get out through its windows?»»

«Don't get your hopes up. Matheméticdly, it ought to look into the four sSde rooms on this floor.
Still we never opened the blinds, maybe we ought to look.»

«‘Twon't do any harm anyhow. Dear, | think you had best just stay here and rest—>»

«Be |eft done in this horrible place? | should say not!» Mrs. Bailey was up off the couch where
she had been recuperating even as she spoke.

They went updtairs. «This is the indde room, ian't it, Ted?» Balley inquired as they passed
through the master bedroom and climbed on up toward the study. «I mean it was the little cube in
your diagram that wasin the middle of the big cube, and completely surrounded.»

«Tha's right,» agreed Ted. «Wdll, let's have alook. | figure this window ought to give into the
kitchen.» He grasped the cords of Venetian blinds and pulled them.

It did not. Waves of vertigo shook them. Involuntarily they fell to the floor and grasped helplesdy
a the pattern on the rug to keep from fdling. «Closeit! Closeit!» moaned Balley.

Madgtering in part a primitive atavigic fear, Ted worked his way back to the window and
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managed to release the screen. The window had looked down ingtead of out, down from aterrifying
height.

Mrs. Bailey had fainted again.

Ted went back after more brandy while Bailey chafed her wrists. When she had recovered, Tedl
went cautioudy to the window and raised the screen a crack. Bracing his knees, he studied the
scene. He turned to Balley. «Comelook at this, Homer. Seeif you recognize it.»

«You stay away from there, Homer Bailey!»

«Now, Matilda, I'll be careful.» Bailey joined him and peered out.

«See up there? That's the Chryder Building, sure as shooting. And there's the East River, and
Brooklyn.» They gazed straight down the sheer face of an enormoudy tall building. More than a
thousand feet away atoy city, very much aive, was soread out before them. «As near as | can figure
it out, we are looking down the sSde of the Empire State Building from a point just above its tower.

«What isit? A mirage?»

«l don't think so—it's too perfect. | think space is folded over through the fourth dimension here
and we are looking past the fold.»

«You mean we aren't redly seeing it?

«No, were seeing it dl right. | don’'t know what would happen if we climbed out this window, but
| for one don’'t want to try. But what aview! Oh, boy, what aview! Let’ stry the other windows.»

They gpproached the next window more cautioudy, and it was well that they did, for it was even
more disconcerting, more reason-shaking, than the one looking down the gasping height of the
skyscraper. It was a Smple seascape, open ocean and blue sky—but the ocean was where the sky
should have been, and contrariwise. This time they were somewhat braced for it, but they both felt
seadckness about to overcome them at the sght of waves rolling overhead; they lowered the blind
quickly without giving Mrs. Bailey a chance to be disturbed by it.

Ted looked at the third window. «Gameto try it, Homer»

«Hrrumph—well, we won't be satisfied if we don't. Take it essy.» Ted lifted the blind a few
inches. He saw nothing, and raised it alittle more—dtill nothing. Sowly he raised it until the window
was fully exposed. They gazed out a—nothing.

Nothing, nothing at dl. What color is nothing? Don't be slly! What shape is it? Shape is an
atribute of something. It had neither depth nor form. It had not even blackness. It was nothing.

Bailey chewed at hiscigar. «Ted, what do you make of that?>

Ted’s insouciance was shaken for the first time. «l don’t know, Homer, | don't rightly know—
but | think that window ought to be walled up.» He stared a the lowered blind for a moment. «l
think maybe we looked a a place where space isn’t. We looked around a fourth-dimensiona
corner and there wasn't anything there.» He rubbed his eyes. «I’ve got a headache.»

They waited for a while before tackling the fourth window. Like an unopened letter, it might not
contain bad news. The doubt left hope. Findly the suspense stretched too thin and Balley pulled the
cord himsdlf, in the face of hiswife' s protests.

It was not s0 bad. A landscape stretched away from them, right Sde up, and on such alevd that
the study appeared to be a ground floor room. But it was distinctly unfriendly.

A hat, hot sun beat down from a lemon-colored sky. The flat ground seemed burned a serile,
bleached brown and incgpable of supporting life. Life there was, strange stunted trees that lifted
knotted, twisted arms to the sky. Little clumps of spiky leaves grew on the outer extremities of these
misshapen growths.

«Heavenly day,» bresthed Bailey, «whereis that™»

Tedl shook his head, his eyestroubled. «It beats me.»
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«It does’t look like anything on Earth. It looks more like another planet—Mars, maybe.»

«l wouldn't know. But, do you know, Homer, it might be worse than that, worse than another
planet, | mean.»

«Huh? What' s that you say?»

«It might be clear out of our space entirdy. I’'m not sure that that is our sun at dl. It seems too
bright.»

Mrs. Bailey had somewhat timidly joined them and now gazed out at the outré scene. «Homer»
she said in a subdued voice, «those hideous trees—they frighten me.»

He patted her hand.

Ted fumbled with the window catch.

«What are you doing> Bailey demanded.

«l thought if | stuck my head out the window | might be able to look around and tell a bit more.»

«Wdl—dl right,» Bailey grudged, «but be careful »

«l will.» He opened the window a crack and sniffed. «The ar is dl right, at least» He threw it
open wide.

His attention was diverted before he could carry out his plan. An uneasy tremor, like the first
intimation of nausea, shivered the entire building for along second, and was gone.

«Earthquake!» They dl said it a once. Mrs. Balley flung her arms around her husband' s neck.

Ted gulped and recovered himsdlf, saying:

«t'sdl right, Mrs. Balley. This house is perfectly safe. Y ou know you can expect settling tremors
after ashock like last night.» He had just settled his features into an expression of reassurance when
the second shock came. This one was no mild shimmy but the red seasick rall.

In every Cdifornian, native born or grafted, there is a deep-rooted primitive reflex. An
earthquake fills him with soul-sheking claustrophobia which impes him blindly to get outdoors!
Modd Boy Scouts will push aged grandmothers aside to obey it. It is a matter of record that Ted
and Bailey landed on top of Mrs. Bailey. Therefore, she must have jumped through the window first.
The order of precedence cannot be attributed to chivary; it must be assumed that she wasin readier
position to spring.

They pulled themsdves together, collected their wits a little, and rubbed sand from their eyes.
Their first sensations were rdlief at feding the solid sand of the desert land under them. Then Bailey
noticed something that brought them to ther feet and checked Mrs. Bailey from burgting into the
Speech that she had ready.

«Wher€' s the house?»

It was gone. There was no Sgn of it a al. They stood in the center of flat desolation, the
landscape they had seen from the window. But, aside from the tortured, twisted trees, there was
nothing to be seen but the yellow sky and the luminary overhead, whose furnacdike glare was
dready dmogt insufferable.

Bailey looked dowly around, then turned to the architect. «\Well, Ted? His voice was ominous.

Ted shrugged hdplesdy. «l wish | knew. | wish | could even be sure that we were on Earth.»

«Wdl, we can’'t sand here. It's sure death if we do. Which direction?»

«Any, | guess. Let’s keep a bearing on the sun.»

They had trudged on for an undetermined distance when Mrs. Bailey demanded a rest. They
stopped. Ted sad in an asde to Bailey, «Any ideas?

«No. .. no, none. Say, do you hear anything?>

Ted ligened. «Maybe—unlessit’'s my imagination.»
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«Sounds like an automobile. Say, it is an automobilel»

They came to the highway in less than another hundred yards. The automobile, when it arrived,
proved to be an dderly, puffing light truck, driven by arancher. He crunched to a stop a ther hall.
«We're stranded. Can you help us out?»

«Sure. Pileiny

«Where are you headed?'

«Los Angeles»

«Los Angdles? Say, whereisthis place?»

«Widl, you'reright in the middle of the Joshua-Tree Nationa Forest.»

The return was as dispiriting as the Retreat from Moscow. Mr. and Mrs. Bailey sat up in front
with the driver while Ted bumped aong in the body of the truck, and tried to protect his head from
the sun. Bailey subsdized the friendly rancher to detour to the tesseract house, not because they
wanted to see it again, but in order to pick up their car.

At last the rancher turned the corner that brought them back to where they had started. But the
house was no longer there.

There was not even the ground floor room. It had vanished. The Baileys, interested in spite of
themsdves, poked around the foundations with Tedl.

«Got any answers for this one, Tea > asked Balley.

«It must be that on that last shock it smply fell through into another section of space. | can see
now that | should have anchored it at the foundations.»

«That’snot al you should have done.»

«Widll, | don't see that there is anything to get downhearted about. The house was insured, and
we ve learned an amazing lot. There are possibilities, man, posshilities Why, right now I've got a
great new revolutionary ideafor a house—»

Ted ducked in time. He was aways a man of action.
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