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But now | want the good in life

As hirsute men might crave more hair.
A lot of good might cure the world.
What kind of good, | just don't care.
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An etfortless “Good morning!™
To all we meet here everyday
Can warm the soul and clear the head
And drive annoyance right away.
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On this platform | will stand
And this belief | strongly stress
That joy is found in simple good,
The Key to human happiness.
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Then his Ph.D.,

All that vital knowledge
Which costs a handsome fee,
Then he went near and far
Till he found a lab

That wouldn‘t mind his scanning
The sex life of a crab
Around him people starved
And many of them died.
Their lives were of no value
To his educated pride.

He finds that world salvation
Just doesn’t meet his taste -
Eighteen years of study-
Pity; what a waste.

- i st
o We
o wib
peop! Lo ho

wite s b

ri

14
ot buses

™

It must be

“ Death creeps so siowly
Knows no race, color, or creed;
Just that, like taxes, it must be.

by Josaph Maley
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Oh, you'll like the place all right. The house is neat and trim, built solid as 3
a mint. Nine rooms, running water, electricity, and this new oil burner. |'ve I
had the place completely redecorated too. You'll go for it the minute you \ ;
see it. And just a mile and a half from the drive to the edge of town. A good \ %
road too; you can see this is a main thoroughfare.
I'm a fool not to move in myself. But | have my own home now of \
course, and well, | have other reasons too. You’ll see. It’s a steal though if A %
you decide to take it. Three acres of land with a nice apple orchard and the %
best hill for winter coasting you ever saw. | know that sounds pretty silly for
sales talk, but | had so much fun there myself as a kid that | can’t help 3
mentioning it. s
Yes, Sir, thirteen thousand five hundred; that’s what | said. You'll think 3 i
R |'m Santa Claus when you see it. Oh, | could get twice as much from several
ISR people in town, but dammit, 1'd give it away before |’d turn it over to any of
(3¥ them. They'd tear down the old house the second they got their hands on it
(Ml and |'ll be damned if I'll let that happen! They don’t build houses like that o
: anymore. You'll see. '
No, that’s the old Cameron place. They've sure let it run down though.
Used to be a beautiful little farm when | was a kid. My folks tried once to
buy but then we—well, | guess | told you my folks died in the fire that razed
A the old town hall. That's how | happened to live out here with my Aunt and
* Uncle.
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Yes, it was pretty tough. | was just a kid of twelve, old enough to realize;
too young to understand. But | guess | adapted myself fairly well to my new
life; and believe me, it was a strange world | plunged into.

There’s the house now! Right there on the knoll above the apple trees.
Could you ask for a better view? | guess you could pretty near see to town
from the garret window up there. |-l only went up there once myself
and—well, | didn’t notice then. But you can see how she rises up there above
everything. Yes, Sir, if | wasn’t such a blamed fool, I’d move in tomorrow!

Of course the drive needs surfacing. My Uncle Everett owned a car, an old
Essex it was—you may remember them—but Aunt Clara did what little
driving was done. My Uncle Everett never left the house while | was there.

There, now you can see the house fine! Trim as a clipper and sturdy as a
rock. And none of that gingerbread stuff you see on most of the houses built
in those days. Notice how simple the porch is with just those straight pillars.
Nothing pretentious to get out of date; just good, clean lines.

Before we go in though, | want to put my cards on the table. When you
get a good look at this house and consider what |’'m asking for it, you're
‘going to ask yourself what the catch is. Well, | like to think I’'m a reasonably
honest man, and 1'm going to show you the joker with the rest of the deck.
You may have picked up some gossip in town, but those fools are just giving
off gas, small-townitus, | call it. They don’t actually know a thing. Many’s
the time |'ve been tempted to—well, it’s a family affair. None of their damn
business! Know what | mean?

What |’'m about to tell you is all over and done with and anyone who's
been through a war like you have and seen the things you've seen, isn't going
to pass up a live bargin because of a dead story. But as | say, |'m going to
give you the whole truth and nothing but the truth. I’ll leave it up to you
then, and if you're not laughing up your sleeve when | get through,
well—you're not the man | took you for.

The front door here is solid oak. | put on that new brass knocker myself
and this Yale lock. Used to have a keyhole big enough to crawl through!
Thought I'd break my hand the first time | knocked on this door, and it
didn’t seem to make no more noise than a mouse in a mattress. Aunt Clara
must have heard me though, because she opened the door all of a sudden and
took my little brown bag before | knew it. Funny though, | wouldn't let her
take my cap. | held onto that like life itself.

There wasn’t much light in this hall then, so she held the door open while
she looked me over. Straightened and dusted my old jacket, tightened my
little tie, and looked at my hands. They were almost clean for once! Then
she pushed me into the parlor here. Well, | guess you'd call it a study these
days, but | always think of it as the parlor because that was what we called it
when | lived here.

You wouldn’t think it now, but this room was dark as pitch. Used to be a
Morris chair right there by the window. That’s where my Uncle Everett
always sat, though why he had his chair by a window | never did see. The
curtains were always drawn and a heavy old bridge lamp burned continually
by the chair. | swear that lamp shed more shadows than light. The bulb was
that weak you expected it to go out any minute and a heavy black shade
smothered what little glow it did have.

I'll never forget my first meeting with the old man. 1’d been here once
before when | was five, but | didn’t remember much about it except that
Uncle Everett wouldn’t let me come into the house. Upset my mother
so—she had come out to see Aunt Clara who was deathly ill -that she never
brought me here again. Mom did arrange it so that my grandfather came here
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to look after Aunt Clara and he lived here till the day he died. Seems Aunt
Clara had given birth premature—miscarriage. Know what | mean?

Well, Uncle Everett sat there by the window in his Morris chair. What with
his leathery skin and that amber light look like a damn mummy! He had a
long, lean face with an endless slit of a mouth, and big, colorless eyes. He
had the frame of a starved horse, long and knobby; made you feel he'd be
happier out in a big, green pasture.

He wore glasses but | swear | never saw him use them. He peered over the
top of them like a man looking over a tall fence at a dump that adjoined his
property. Leastways that’s how he looked at me, just staring and drumming
his long, knotty fingers on the arms of his chair.

“Boy,” he said after a while, “Boy, | can’t say as it’s a pleasure having you
here. You won't like me and | won't like you. Being here ain’t exactly your
fault and it certainly ain’t mine, but we might as well face the plain facts and
say no more about it. Tell your Aunt Clara |'ve decided on the southwest
room after all. That'll be your bedroom. You’'ll eat in the kitchen. You can
use those two rooms and 1’ll use the rest of the house. That way we’ll cross
each other as seldom as possible. Now we’ll say no more about it. Goodday."”

| had a little speech all prepared but his harsh greeting wiped it completely
from my mind. All | could remember was a few lines from “The boy stood
on the burning deck.” So | twisted my cap for a few seconds, finally thanked
him in a low voice and tiptoed out of the room. This way, Sir.

This is the living room. Used to be two windows here, but |'ve had them
combined into that one big one. Makes a beautiful room, doesn’t it? And
this secretary goes with the house. Too big for my place, worse luck! My
Uncle Everett was sitting before that desk the second time | saw him.

He gave me quite a going over that time for crying in bed at night. You
can understaind how it would be with a kid of twelve that's just lost his folks,
can't you? Sort of sick at heart and all mush inside. | tried to keep the pillow
wrapped tight about my face so the sobs wouldn’t come out, but apparently

they did, for after 1'd been living here about a month, Uncle Everett.

summoned me.
It was just a bit past noon and the room was light enough, | guess, but

Uncle Everett seemed to carry darkness about with him like some men carry §,

cigars. When | entered this room, | stepped into a forest at high noon. The
light was there, but it was filtered and gray.

| thought at first that he was studying his accounts and making entries [~
with a sort of quill; but as | drew closer, | saw that he was carefully picking ¥

his false teeth with the sliced end of a chicken feather. Watching him was a

hardship on a young stomach. Finally, he dipped the teeth into a glass of

water at his elbow, flicked the water from them, and inserted them into his
mouth with a great deal of sloppy fingering. This last exhibition left my
stomach in a little fuzzy know, for | had never seen a mouth the equal of my
Uncle’s. Opened it seemed to stretch literally from ear to ear, swallowing
both the teeth and his immense hand with the ease that a well takes the
bucket.

Then he turned his watery eyes full upon me.

“How are you getting along, Boy?’’ he asked in his thin, penetrating voice.
The civility of his question and the tone in which he asked it caught me off
guard. | stuttered as | told him that everything was quite satisfactory.

““Do you have any complaints?”’ he wanted to know.

““No Sir,”” | hastened to assure him.

‘“Well, | have,” he informed me in a much less pleasant tone. You cry at
night. Why?"”’
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“|—I—I don’t know,"” | stammered.

“Is it because of your parents?’’ he continued, leaning toward me.

“|—l—l—don’t know, Sir,”" | repeated dumbly. By then | couldn’t have
told him my own name correctly.

His eyes began to bulge until the pupils seemed to rest on the upper rims
of his spectacles. A new note crept into his voice, a note that hovered
uncertainly somewhere between anger and fear.

“’Are you afraid?’’ he asked.

“Afraid—Sir?"”

"“Yes, afraid. Do you hear things at night?’’ His head was so close to mine
now that | moved back for fear of being sucked into a monstrous vacuum.

“No—no, Sir,” | told him quite honestly.

“You never hear anything moving around up there?”” he pursued, his
liquid eyes flickering upward for a fraction of a second.

| frowned, uncertain. "“Up there?"’ You mean the attic, Sir?”’

3 His squid-like hand plastered itself on my shoulder and he shook me so
# hard that my hair stung my eyeballs. “Of course | mean the attic, you idiot!
4 Well, speak! Do you?”

¥ to side. He shook me again until | thought my cheeks would burst.

“Don’t nod your head at me! Speak!” he shouted.

“No, Sir,” | said as the tears broke forth. Uncle Everett caught himself
abruptly.

“We’ll say no more about it for the present,” he told me. ‘But if ever you

% | do hear something, come to me immediately, do you understand? | don't

hear so good now and | need you for ears. Not a word of this now to
anyone.”” He turned back to his desk while | smeared my face clumsily with
my handerchief and took my leave.

Right in here, if you please. You know | originally intended to have that
chandelier removed from the dining room, but after it was cleaned up and
polished a bit, | decided it looked right. How do you like it? It’s solid brass
and that glass is hand-cut. Funny, you know, but | never had a meal in this
room. Grampa and | had a sort of “First shift” in the kitchen. Aunt Clara
used to eat in here with my Uncle. That's his silver napkin ring on the
sideboard. | can practically see him now sitting in his walnut armchair at the
head of the table, rolling that ring back and forth under his coppery hand. It
was my last interview with him, as you might say. 1'd come to report. You
see, | had been hearing things in the attic.

“What's that?”’ he shouted, whirling around. “Close the door, Boy!"’

You can imagine how | jumped to it! | don’t know why he wanted the
door closed; we were alone in the house. Aunt Clara had taken Grampa to
Doc Whitestead’s to have his head sewed up after his sled accident.

“Now what were you saying?”’ he asked when | returned to stand at the
corner of the table.

“I—1 heard something in the attic,”’ | repeated.

“Well, don't just stand there!” he bellowed. ““Speak up! What was it?
What did it sound like?”’

"l can’t just say, Sir,” | told him. ““The first night it was so faint | wasn’t
even sure | heard it. But the next night—""

“’How long have you been hearing things?’’ he wanted to know.

“About—two weeks, | guess, Sir.”

He rose up like the shadow of a man suddenly leaving a lamppost, his
" |gnarled fists still rooted to the table.
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“You little devil! | thought | told you to let me know right off! Tiny veins
stood out in livid purple against his leathery cheeks.

“l wasn't sure,”” was all | could think of as a half-hearted explanation.
Actually, it had taken me some time to get up enough nerve to face my
formidable uncle again.

He reached down then with his long arms and hoisted me up on the table
where | sat facing him while one of his hands made a pulp of my knee for
the next few minutes.

“Now you tell me everything, Boy! Just the way it happened; just as you
heard it!”

Somehow | found voice enough to speak; words enough to make some
semblance of sense. | told him about the scratchy noises | had first heard,
like rats at work in the rafters. These had not alarmed me. But about three
nights previous | had heard a new sound that | could not begin to identify. It
was a soft, sticky sound, a little similar to the noise make by a wheel turning
through soft tar. It seemed to be progressing slowly across the attic floor. It
moved so slowly in fact that it had taken me two nights to be sure that there
was any progress at all. But on the third night | had suddenly realized that
the sound was coming from directly above my room while the gnawing and
first tarry sounds | had heard had seemed to come from the far end of the
attic. What had been almost inaudible was now quite unmistakable.

The stickly, crawling sound had frightened me inasmuch as | had not been
able to find any logical explanation for it, but | was wholly unprepared for
the look of horror that | now saw in my Uncle’s face. He was trembling so
much that he was forced to release my knee and grasp the table with both

hands in order to keep his chair. Finally he regained control of himself and | ..

stood up, flexing his great hands.
“Well,” he said softly. “Now |’ll have to do it!” Then he turned his eyes
on me again. “Boy, you sleep with your Aunt Clara tonight,”” he ordered,

and without another word, he turned on his heel, brushed open the door to || &

the kitchen, and stalked off in the direction of the cellar. While | was
washing his dishes, he returned with a double-bladed axe on his shoulder. He
strode past me, a great hulking man; perhaps not the master of his fate, but |
apparently ready to meet whatever was. In a moment | heard him pounding [§
heavily up the stairs.

And this, of course, is the kitchen. You’ll want a new stove and
refrigerator, | imagine. These are still serviceable, but—well, they've made |/
improvements, haven’t they? And one of those new chrome and enamel [/
breakfast sets—wouldn’t that look smart in here! Plenty of room, you notice. ¥
A Dbig, old-fashioned kitchen—none of those modern two-by-fours they slip \
in nowadays between a couple of joists! Why, the kitchen in my own house
wouldn’t begin to hold that old table there—say, that reminds me! The first
time | saw that table it sported a white oilcloth and was loaded with
steaming-hot molasses cookies. Makes my mouth water just to think of it.

Grampa was sitting right there where you're standing now. There was a
chair there, of course. Say, you would have liked Grampa! A lot of folks
hereabouts thought he was a bit light in the head—loco—you know what |
mean? But they just lacked enough warm blood in their veins to understand
the old boy. He wasn’t much to look at to be sure. Always had about two
days growth of bristle around his jaws and the damndest little monkey face
you ever did see. But he was brim-full of fun. You know the first thing he
said to me when | came in here from my first meeting with my Uncle?

“Where's your sled, Davy?”

Now that might sound funny to some people, but it seemed a perfectly
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natural question to me at the time. | told him that | thought the sled had
gone into the auction along with all the other household effects. Meanwhile
Aunt Clara had whisked me over to the table, tied a great linen napkin
around my neck, poured me a big mug of milk and told me to pitch in.

Grampa was quite distressed about my sled until Aunt Clara reminded him
softly that Christmas was not too far off. Then he stamped his feet and
grinned like he’s just swallowed the cat that ate the canary.

““Soon as you're through there,” he said, | want you to come round to
this side of the winder and look at m’ hill. Oh, | been achin’ to go
belly-floppin’ down there for | don‘t know how long!”’

You can see the hill just to the left of the big maples there. And it’s some
hill, believe me. | got a Storm King sled for Christman that year too—you
can guess quick enough who that was from! Grampa and | had some grand
times out there! Once though we had quite a serious talk up by those spruce

N trees. He told me a little about my Uncle.

A  Seems Uncle Everett used to be crazy about kids; couldn’t wait to have

some himself. But the years went by and there were no children in the
house. Then one day Aunt Clara announced that their prayers were going to
be answered, and you should have seen him, Grampa said.

“From all | hear he cut up like a wild colt! Bought up Penny Newton's
| toy store practically and passed out cigars months in advance, though lots of
people will tell you that's the worst luck thing a man can do. He just
couldn’t hold himself in though.

“Well, it seems things went wrong—they do sometimes—Davy, and that
baby came into the world ‘fore it was ready, you might say. Almost Killed
your Aunt Clara and, well—I suppose it did kill your Uncle Everett in a way.
Leastways he ain’t been livable ever since. | come out through the insistence
of your Mother and though nobody’s ever said much, | don’t think either of
‘'em ever wants me to leave now.

“l tell ya this so’s maybe you can understand things a little better. Your
Aunt Clara loves ya to death, Davy, and you’ve done her more good’'n
anything | know of. Just keep a stiff upper lip if things seem a little hard and
strange sometimes. That's a good boy. Say, let’s drive down there just to the
left of them saplings, Davy. You can steer this time, if you want.”

Grampa was always trying new “‘routes.”” That was how he got his head
sliced up. The afternoon before that last talk | had with Uncle Everett, we
tried a sort of ski-jump off a big rock around the bend there. Well, we
jumped all right, but the sled jumped one way and we jumped the other. |
had my breath knocked out and Grampa took a “header’ into a stump.
Aunt Clara got him in the old Essex and rode off to Doc Whitestead’s. They
got caught in a sleet storm and couldn’t get back that night, but Doc
Whitestead said Grampa shouldn’t be moved for a while anyway.

And here we are back in the vestibule again. We’ll go up the stairs on your
right there. |'m only sorry you can't enjoy seeing my Aunt Clara mounting
them. She was big woman, tremendous, with plump, strong arms. She’d grab
that rail and pull herself along as nimble as a sailor going aloft though. But
the first night | was here, | thought she'd never make it. She'd had a quarrel,
I think, with my Uncle Everett as to which room | was to have. She didn’t
want me to have the southwest one he’d assigned me. They didn’t argue very
often, but | think they had it out hot and heavy that night in the parlor.

At any rate she went up these stairs like a slow freight on a long grade,
muttering to herself and seizing the bannister as though it were so much
putty. You could almost see her hand sink into it.

The door on the left—that was their room, Uncle Everett and Aunt
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Clara’s, that is. This is mine right here. | never touch this knob but | think of 7%
the way my Aunt Clara approached it that night. She went at it like she was | § 7 &

taking the head of a snake in her hand. She stood there, hand outstretched | § )
for several seconds without moving. When she did open the door, she flung it ' i
wide and stomped in until the dust threatened to choke her. The room \

hadn’t been used for years, you see, and there was a layer of dust thick as
your hand all over everything. That oak bed there looked like it was made of
mould. Let me tell you, she hurried me out of here in no time while she got
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busy with duster and mops and brooms! -rﬁh‘ .
One odd thing happened though. As | say, the room obviously hadn’t | § A -““lu%
been used for years, and yet | saw the sharp outlines of footprints in there. | & \‘& '

Big prints. They went right across the room and back again, clear as you
please. And they seemed to stop right by that far door. That, my friend, is
the door to the attic. Aunt Clara was too mad to notice anything, but | saw
them, and | couldn’t get them out of my mind.

One night while | was lying on the bed there, trying to see if | could touch
the top of the headboard without raising off my pillow, | heard my door
open soft and slow. | froze there with one hand still in the air as the door
opened wider and wider. Then | could see someone standing there in the
opening. After a long wait, this person tiptoed across the room, stopping
every little while to look toward me and listen. Finally he reached the attic
door. The figure stood there beside the door with its head pressed up tight
against the panels, sort of listening like. | thought my arm would die like an
old vine along the headboard, and yet | didn't dare move! Finally, the figure
glided out again, closing the door behind it. | knew by then it was my Uncle
Everett. Every two weeks or so he came back during the night and went to
the attic like that.

This is his room over here—his and Aunt Clara’s. Fine old four-poster, eh?
Used to have one of those canopy things across the top, you know what | | §
mean? A teaser | think you call it. | slept here just one night—and | didn't do ||
much sleeping then. That was the night | told you about, when Uncle
Everett come up here with the axe and told me to sleep with Aunt Clara; but
of course, Aunt Clara didn’t come back that night, so what little sleeping | |4
did, | did alone. | could hear pretty well in here too. The sounds from above, §
| mean.

But that night they were different. There was the same oozy, sticky
sound, but every now and then you would hear a sort of thump! or plop! [
like heavy rocks dropping into a mudhole. Well, it got so loud, | jumped out |/
of bed and stood at the door listening, for it seemed to be coming from the §
direction of my room. Suddenly | heard a tremendous, wet thump against \
the attic door. those heavier sounds |I'd heard had been something coming
down the attic stairs!

Springs creaked and | guessed that Uncle Everett was getting out of bed
too. Then there followed the worst damn sounds | ever hope to hear. |
suppose it was a voice; but it wasn’t any voice you ever heard. It was like the
words were all the same and each one came out in a bubble. | dont suppose
you see what | mean, do you? Well, anyway, | heard Uncle Everett speak
then.

““All right, you foul thing,” he was saying and his voice would have raised
the hair on your spine. It was thin and whiny like a Jew's harp.

“| made a mistake,” he was saying. His voice began to get higher and
louder. “I’'m ready for you! | haven't been able to do it before, but now |'ve
got to! If it’s me you want, I'm not afraid! Do you hear me? I’'m not a damn
bit afraid of you! I'm going to send you back to the hell you were spawned
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in—do you here? See how you like the feel of steel in your slimy carcass!”’
And then there was a tremendous crash and splintering of wood. | stood
rooted beside the door. There was another exposive splintering of old
timber. And through it all this bubbling voice that froze your brain!

Then he screamed!

God, what a noise! For frozen minutes | stood paralyzed beside my bed as
that file of grating sound rasped through my brain. Then suddenly it
stopped. | opened the bedroom door. | raced across the hall, and threw wide
the door to my room.

At the foot of the splinter-littered staircase, | saw my Uncle lying on the
floor, his great axe held tightly between his legs. His arms were strangely
rigid at his sides and only his eyes seemed capable of movement. But there
was something so terrifying in them that | stepped back for an instant. For
the briefest of seconds his watery pupils dilated hideously and then stopped

N, as a thick film seemed to move swiftly over them. Then | rushed to his side
7 &l and tried to shake him from his fit.

Don’t ask me what | touched! | don’t know to this day. In any event, it
wasn‘t my Uncle. For my Uncle was enclosed in something as thick and
sticky as molten rubber, as soft and clammy as jelly; something solid, | say,
but almost completely transparent!

And that was the way we buried him hurriedly the next day in heavy
blankets and a hastily built coffin. Doc Whitestead advised it as a friend of
the family and took care of all the technicalities as the local coroner. The
whole thing was beyond him, he said, but then he admitted that a country
doctor runs across a lot of things that aren’t explained in his dogeared texts.
Apparently, he said, my Uncle had been devoured alive by some unknown
fungus. That was doc’s opinion, but whatever more he may have suspected
passed on with him a few years later.

And now |’ll prove to you that the story itself is faded and gone. Come
this way, Sir, to the attic. Oh, come now; | assure you there is nothing at all
to deter you. |'ve had the place scrubbed and cleaned till it shines. Watch
your step there at the landing. That’s it.

And this is the attic. You could keep a hotel’s luggage up here. A perfect
place for the children on a rainy day. You'll probably want to tear down this
partitioning. The bottom is pretty well eaten out anyway, but you patch it
up if you preferred to keep the wall in. A piece of plywood eight by three
would easily cover up that—a—hole. That—that’s where it got out.

Inside here are the baby things. There isn‘t much left on the bassinet
though and you’d never guess that little chest was once ivory and red. Maybe
you could use some of these toys; they’ve never been touched, of course.
There’s the crib. That's where Uncle Everett put the thing the night it was
born. That pail? Well, | don’t honestly know—unless he used it to carry the
thing up here, or maybe he brought up food in it. It must have been pretty
horrible; a sort of human hydra, a huge jellyfish with a gaping mouth and
not a bone it its colorless body.

Well, that’s it; you've seen the house. What do you say? Where will you
find a bargain like it? Say, there /s a view up here, isn’t there! That’s the
coasting hill to our right. The little mound on top is Uncle Everett's grave.
Right there; see where |'m pointing—that mound. Say, it does seem to have
sunk a bit. Looks more like a hole there now.

What's that? Just the way the wind blew | guess. For a minute | thought
the grass was being flattened like—well, like something was coming down the
hill! But you can see for yourself now there isn’t a thing.

Hmmm! What do you suppose made those saplings snap over like that!

12
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THE OR\GIN OF

| & By
e . John Hi‘LLiTS

e

PHLANGE MAHONEY

VLLUSTRATIONS: JOWN WiSBITS

i desparate san Ir Lo be recioned with, repson second
o lass, & deaparate man is hated end fesred becsuse of this,
and he probatly vill not die essily. Yo meny have besn hunt-
ed down and torn apart bit by bit; the hunted plunder the
rursiers in sraths; he bagomes more cesparate snd with esch
drop of blood that drips from his wounds, "That's vhy," Kevin
Firm Patriek Y¥nhomey cursed at the coprers and fish women on
the docks, "T want my son to be a desparate man, hard in 1ife,
Wsavy in drink.” Fevin Vahoney stood just behind the door of

his favorite drinihouse contemplating the eternal philogophical

trisd, and cursing life. Iis vife was in the last stages of
labor, tventy-five yawis away, st hix house. She was cursing
him for meglecting her and using har for nothing but a recep-
tacle for their unbern child. Hevin hates hia wife because he
neglacte her; "a receptacle for unborm progemy, it was clesr,
was just that.! Cathleen was L3 and her first pregosncy was
rapidly ending.

Eewin, " said E=1ly Connely, "Fhatls why you want voup
som to be Gasparate of n aings?"
"Haver wind, ¥elly, net sore 1 ¥now syself. Ter-

rence,” he gald to the cwner, "I need your telechons.”
"If it's somecne you vant to call, then use it hars,

on behind the lines, snd mind, I'a taking stock of my
e85,

Uahoney crankad the telephone sufficiently for an howr
or conversation, then veng the Dublin seltchbioard, TCelleesn,
et ne Vdmend Vends, the RBritish netary.”

"Isn't Fatly good enough for you? He's all Trish.”
#lurred one barfly: another fontinued, "Halfhoney, you're
going to them for company now, eh?"

"Fatty is the best notary in Eire, Scotland, “sles and
England, but hia stasp is busied.”

"This i» Edmond Yends, notary publio."

Pir, Vends, Kevin Mahoney hers, I'va got a job for you."
Vahoney gave his nddvess, fen off the few atlzarts st walt=
ing becsvuse it was fouwr a'elock In the morning, and ke Cinally
got Wends to £o to his house Yo perform hie Tublic duty.

fmea ke was on the drink ¥ide of the bar, fevin bought
a Bottls of Trish vhiskey., He drank down helf of the tepraing
recons mt oo ostanding, and gave up the rest to be passed a-
round the bar. Ua wandered out of the har taring sbout
Jong tniquities that are forced, by ¥,
Ploved father of a son.

Tee nipht wss dark, yes, sowe stars were still sliding

4 4+ was a hearty #nd erisp night of L1 de-
zarlic and onlon Tor tha sardiovascular
sustas, the pectorals, the ssapbapus, lungs and the oft smoke
bathed frnoheas ths hromghii Tresked om it, too. The pkw,
clsar na ailver tesre; sl the good early sumwer stars
sreak ationt Iama; who was flashing her first guerter one-
to i + The Feel of ihe sir waw criep and clerr, shhkh.
Havin took a desp breath, catehing {In the lset secomd of in-
1l of day old fish that lingered on the
ighed the random final ten yards to his home.

Yagele tha Midwife slammed hiz house door open, end
leapt down the four steps to the sidewalk. "Ch, ¥r, Mahorey,
itVe syrance in thare, it's not matursl] Cathlasn vas weak,
50 \-ef:.!-', n!‘d_? _‘uhou“_h‘t your son vas, ¥as, vagn't finished.”

oo, Cod, vomanl That?®

"Tut e was, 80 1 slarved Wiz resr and ke . . 5
Ne didn't ery, he maared, 1iks an old oov, or If & s
conld woan—-that was i1."

o "ire :T'.‘.“}Imgi'ng',in‘ »y ehild 18 a vork of the devil?”
r:-_-f‘”g’ raimed "'l‘-s right ars ready to Lring it down in ret-

\-\t on on a blesvhening wideife, or to heat his bresst in
grancopsrs aaguieh,

I'm not saying anything, Ur, ¥akoney. It!
thomeh, not right.”  She m‘f'o_«; lobbing’.n&]':\-.:t,:g::g;;‘,_
ers in dialectunl Iatin.

Come
fin

ba ani unes-

grees, batier than g

Thers wers Cour sters.

4 cast iron railir
i oaken dnor thet ¥ e 21ling on one side.

eoney himself had wetiovlously earved
=Hd}‘]'-.‘-_c:led. A1l there, and behind—ihe dark brick house.
miich,  He pressed hiz pyelids topethar, isherently Hﬂ,i
Lhex vith more preciseness than any ?v; door p]aiip, he :ﬁiﬁﬁﬁ-
¢d hiz lower hand into n fiet, shook gently. 4 cold rein
rrli,“‘tﬁg’?r\ avay his t¥o tesrs, so thers vas nsught to fix
his sight The skv was elear, rafn fell ecld, 1ike da-
frosting siiey worss, t e

So

on.

-

A

fie thought of the stsach he had prepared, had Cothleen
“bore him a daughter, "hrt have you vrowght om thisz such
oppregasd provider?” It bagan. "hnt ‘have you vrodght?' E
said to Incifer, the Father, Cathleen, coppers, cobbleatones.

Then five o'clock neared, Kally Connely, vho knew, ap-
peared before ¥shoney's house. "Come on then, eh?" s
grasped his friend around the shoulder, clasped his newly
loversd hand. He helped Kevin onto the first step,

Mhat . » "
weight. " . . - hsve . . . " The third step. + « you
« + « "™ Tha fourth step push was unsuceessful bDecause Ma-
honey had broken ¥Xevin's supporting gr=sp and sterted to
‘throttle him. Felly st his thick and jarring arms straight
out from his sides, sreed his ares inward to puneh ¥ahoney om
either sida of his abdomen. Connely then canght ¥ahoney with
-ant elbow to the chin and ramsed knuekles iwto the flesh juet
below the hreasthone.  Yevin crumpled involuntarily on the
ewall sgtoop-porch. ¥elly gather #im un, not wnlike ha would

"

Hahoney in his house. Helly's voiece was unintomed, purely an
sxsrcive in uge of the larynx: "Hewin,"

Some zinutes later, ¥ekoney goi off the floor and plod=
ed upstaire to sea. The first thing ke noticed #an that his
snd Cathleen's bedroom deor, which wss ever open, was elosed
tight, probably locked. Then he snw Mother Caslic, Cathleen's
sother sitting oA & hard and uncoxfortable chair im front of
her closed and always locked door,

Tiother Caelie, vhat?" Though he had nover thonght of
‘her az anything but Nother Caelic, that was the first time
“he had addreased her as such.

"What have you wrought?"

*Have I wrought? I have wrought®"

"Fhat about sy son?"

"k, it's strange, pot matural.” Then Macgle had said
(Ahat, Mahoney dismissed it as the hysterical ravings of a
Christian sidvife terrified by sose winor and mesningless ab-
normality, Nother Gaelic was a primeval psgan; she imev.

PEhat 1a 117"

"His name is to be Friedrich Engels Vahoney. Her last
words. " g

Thare ®as a rsp on the oaken doorj 1t was followed by
another rap then four more raps in rapid succession. FKavin
boundsd after the sanmer of glutted bucks domstairs to let
in ¥r. Tends, the HEritish notary.

t but = fev moments in the seollerv=sindy
naries on the forme, cleaning the seal,
¥other Caslic listened intemtly, bBut no
Yewin had chosen for a name was wentloned or

word of what

Binted,

At the st p Maroney snnounced quletly, "I bave
chosen & name. it vhen T mas with Fer ¥ajesty's ¥a=
Tines twanty yeara ago. 1 theought 1 waz going to die, so I
nazed sy son."

*Hritish notary, ks name is Frisdrieh Engels lahonay."

Fevin valked past ¥other Deelie, vhich vas Rot easy,
ghe was oninous doing nothing, to the end of the hall, where,
under & window, the ckild's bassinet had been placed. Tith-
out locking at the infant, Vahorey grabbed it arcuad the .
snklas with one coarss, battered, and large hand; he opened
the window with the other hamd. e

He dangled the svaddler cutside the window, "His name
‘de Mahoney. His name is Peb-log—p-g-e Y-z-h-o-n-a-y,"

fave."

"lod save the marki® eried the notery me he flad down-
stairs,

¥r. Wends' necemsity T&r being in the house cf Vshoney
was gone. lis trod to the scullery-study, £11led in the neme,
signed, sealed, and left without even demending his oved fee.

¥ewin replaced Fhlange in the hrasinet, He studied 4t
Jocks ok to me, he thought. *You sre nswed, kid, Hother
Oselic, =kat is -rong with Fklsnge?"

"Mew? Ferhaps pnsumenis.” She wunlocked her door to
ghiin adaittence to her room, "I am retiring for the night.”

. Fevin wenmi dowmsteirs tc finisk the civil birth coprs

tiflcate. He had tul to indicats his wife's condition and-
‘#ign ais ovn peme. He made s large flasbovant Kevin Finn
Fatrick Mshoney on the FATHER line. On the VOTHER line hs
used forty mimutes in forming the best crooked X ever made.

gather up a large three=fourthe filled sack of potatoes, dusped

The second step was harder, ¥ahoney wag desad

o

FTuE PRESEST DAY TAPPA REFOSTE BIE
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CLIMAX ANIMAL

by
Paul Cross

A sleek starcruiser pulled into a standard orbit around a mist-enshrouded j
planet in the Milky Way Galaxie. Its purpose was to find and communicate g

'/

life-forms similar to their own.
| Sitting on the bridge of the 2 hundred crew member ship, the captain
began giving orders for the exploration of this planet. “Give atmospheric,
geologic and climatic readings.”’
“Atmosphere is 40% nitrogen, 20% carbon dioxide, 15% sulpher dioxide,
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Delusionsof Grandeur

Martiv Bucuanan

In March of the year 2075 A.D. Dr. Samuel Fermi placed a white mouse
in the chamber of his latest invention, watched it dematerialize, and then |
il watched it reappear exactly one month later. He had discovered time travel, g
Bl which he quickly patented. ;
4 Realizing that he didn’t have the funds to develop it, he sold out to §
General Technics for ten million U.N. dollars. General Technics was a
Euro-American conglomerate that competed with Applied Systems
Dynamics, a Eurasian combine, for the hearts and minds of the world’s
. |consumers, spurred on by the friendly rivalry that had replaced the Cold War
. |a century before. General Technics quickly poured vast amounts of money
' |and material into a new subsidiary, Otherwhen Inc..

‘A In a few months, the first crew-carrying temporal transport disappeared
Winto n-space. It never returned. The second ship left with a larger crew,
bigger engines, and better safety devices. It came back a week later with its
crew hopelessly insane. Their babbling did confirm one thing, that the
|,/ |parallel universe theory was a fact. If you go sideways in time you will
= encounter time tracks where the Nazis won World War I, where Lincoln
“wasn’t shot, and where World War |l was a fact, not a nightmare. That's § \
; what had happened to the first ship. It had appeared in New York of some

"|parallel time track just as five Soviet ICBMs hit carrying multiple fusion g
! lwarheads. 2
They worked on the third ship for three months. It was basically the
_isame, except that it carried a self-aware IBM-1000000 computer that would
bring the ship back even if the crew went nuts. The crew was made up of
Wl volunteers who had their minds suppressed with drugs and chemotherapy.
| The vacumm in their craniums was then supplanted with priority values and
alternative programmings that were burned into their brains so that even a
full mental breakdown wouldn’t stop them. Most of the trip they spent
hopped up on a mild derivative of LSD-25 while the computer instructed
them through direct electrical linds with the conscience centers of thei
brains.

The third ship came back safely and the crew was back to normal after a |
month of reality-therapy. Among the cargo of the returning ship were twelve
original Mona Lisas, all stolen from other time tracks and so for five years
similar expeditions made Otherwhen Inc. one of the biggest and most
famous assets of General Technics.

3 The Fort Worth Mental Rehabilitation Center was the only facility of its |
@ kind in the United States by 2080 A.D. Most mental iliness was cured
chemically and a true nut was hard to find. Jonathan Frink was a member of
wiy this small group of mental patients. His problem was classic. A professor of

*| history in real life, he went off the deep end when they automated his
¢-| job and now suffered from delusions of grandeur, thinking that he was
Napoleon. A short, nervous fellow, he could speak archaic French and knew
. everything there was to know about the Little Corporal from Corsica.
«tf Frink’s treatment at the center had reached the point where he realized that
¥ he was not the great general, but unfortunately he still wanted to be. He
decided to attain his ambitions in what seemed to him to be an eminently
logical way. One day he hit the center’s head psychiatrist over the head with
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a socket wrench stolen from Vocational therapy, stole the psychiatrist’s
clothes, and left the center.
A Three days later Frink had reached the facilities of Otherwhen Inc., ope
" for public tour twice a week. Frink wore a long overcoat to conceal the fact "
that he was costumed as a French Revolutionary general and carried a beam {*
§gun. Part of the tour included a walk through the Temporal Transport
RIMETIME. The single tour guide was responsible for fifty persons and
b never noticed that Frink had been left behind, hiding in a storage area. As
soon as the tour left the ship Frink moved out of the storage area where he
d had concealed himself and sank into the pilot’s seat. He had fifteen minutes |
before the next tour in which to study the controls. Modern efficency |
engineering and an instruction manual provided in case something happened
to the pilot made unfamiliarity with the instruments a surmountable
handicap. Moving sideways in time was the hard thing. Frink just wanted to
| |travel backwards. As the next tour approached the ship, he took the first
| |step and pressed the button marked HATCH, sealing off the ship from the
| |outside. The next step was equally simple. Pressing the button marked
~ |/AN-SPACE dematerialized the ship and threw it into the mathematical limbo
| 7|where all points and times were congruent. A guard below drew a laser gun
“§iand fired at the ship’s “airlock” - and watched the beam pass through the
emptiness where the ship had been a moment before. It took Frink two
hours to set the time-space grids for his destination. When he had finished
~._2 the panel indicators read 8:00 P.M. May 9, 1796 and gave the latitude and
i;\"j‘wﬂﬂ longitude of Napoleon’s camp outside Lodi, Italy. Closing his eyes and
J )" _|shaking nervously, he pressed the lever marked TRANSFER. Opening his
/ eyes and looking at the panel he saw the location indicator marked with the jj /™
x4 words SETTING ACHIEVED. The television scanning system showed that| /,/ >
he had achieved his objective. It was the night of May 9, 1796 and the ship X/ !
/4Tl was adjacent to room in a large, Rennaisance style villa. Napoleon Bonaparte
sat with his back to the exposed television lens, facing a fireplace. He was
alone. Setting the ship’s autopilot to return it to its owners, Frink
materialized himself in the middle of the room.
He appeared silently a few feet behind Napoleon. As Frink leveled the £
beam gun at him, Bonaparte turned and began to laugh hysterically. Frink
froze for a moment. The resemblance between them was striking. The laugh |
from the condemned man enraged him. Pressing the firing stud, Frink
watched the man he was to replace drop with a smooth hole in his skull.
Setting the beam for maximum energy and width he fired again, destroying §f |
the body but charring the rug only slightly. With a smile on his face he
settled down to read the military intelligence reports that had been
occupying his predecessor. He had to begin planning tomorrow’s Battle of
Lodi.
\ Half an hour later something moved behind Frink and he turned to see a
short, nervous fellow slowly leveling a beam gun at his skull.
Imagine a time track branching a hundred trillion times in three hundred
“ years. In a billion of these tracks, Jonathan Frink exists. In a million of them
1he is a patient in a mental hospital. In a thousand of them he suffers from [
delusions of grandeur and steals a time ship. In a hundred of them he want
to be Napoleon and decides that the beginning of the Italian campaign is a
good starting point. -
*|  The beam gun was lined up on his forehead. The killer pressed the stud

consciousness as he fell toward the rug, Frink began to laugh hysterically as
he saw a short nervous fellow dressed as a French general and carrying a
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Lord

by
Carl Scheffey

“’Are you working so late, Wade?" Wade's mother had little else to say.
“It's only 11:30. This paper has got to be done for tomorrow."”

Hocher, Wade J. Grade pt av: 4.00 SCAT total: 99-00 1Q: 147.

“He has great potential, Mrs. Hocher."”

““How much will that test tomorrow count on your grade?”

“Oh, about $5.27 worth . . . pretty important.”” Wade made some
calculations: so far, he had two A’s and one B in this course. He decided to
study thoroughly that night.

“Hey, Wade! How'd you do this nine weeks?"”’

““The usual.”” Wade suppressed a grin.

“You rat!”

In the following year, the grading system at school was abolished. Wade
thought this a liberation; at last he could study whatever he wanted
whenever he wanted without a grade hanging over his head. He found that he
had much spare time, and, sometimes to avoid boredom, he wrote in a diary.

Here are some of the entries:
29 Sep It feels weird, not to have grades. But | shall get used to it. |'ve

been studying all sorts of cool stuff lately. Reading Thoreau, The Atlantic,
Current History, Camus—all very interesting. | also have time to read the
paper most every day.

12 Dec |I'm reading some Kant, but he is very difficult to understand.
Somewhat discouraged with all this. Also doing some tutoring, but the
student is discouraging too.

15 Dec Why bother with all this? It is hard to concentrate. Why study? It
seemed interesting at first, but it’s getting boring and tiring. Why tutor? For
that matter, why do anything? Time passes on, | cannot stop it. Yet there is
surely something missing here, some factor that.| had not taken into

account.
The young man took one last look at the door. “W. J. Hocher, M.D.”

Perhaps psychiatrists are right about some things, he thought. These two
years of weekly visits had been a chance to examine himself, to find out
about some of the actions of his subconscious self. He thought the result to
be useful (it is useful to know what is happening when one cannot sleep at
three in the morning). So he would apply the knowledge. As for further
treatment, he would decide later.

An entry was made in Wade's diary that night:
21 Aug | live joyfully in death. But why? | can find no logical reason, but |
will accept it anyway.

Wade was not keeping track of his sleep that week.
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14% carbon monoxide, 5% methane, 5% oxygen and 1% hydrogen
monoxide. Seventy-eight per cent cloud cover. Surface temperature
presently 70° at equator. Polar icecaps extend, from the Artic to 45° N.
Longitude and, from the Antarctic north to 40° S. Longitude. Major
petroleum deposits and iron ore plus gold, tungsten, zinc, carbon, copper, tin
and other minor minerals."”

"Life forms existing?"’

“Different species of plant life within the area of mosses, lichens, algae.
Few larger plants and no living animals or insects. Much decaying organic
material indicating radiation decay and still traces of the radiation holding
closely to the surface of the planet. Decayed material also indicates former
presence of higher life-forms in the carbon cycle.

"Wait! |'m getting an indication of a Class | life-form

“Humanoid?”’

“Yes. It is nearly at the end of its life. The creature is at 5° N. Longitude

ll!

Al and 15° E. Latitude.”

"Have Ensigns Clark and Asimov report to the hanger of the first landing
craft, to be met by Geologist Lt. Commander Sturgeon and Radiologist
Chief Ellison."”

“Yes, sirl"’

The order was given and the men collected in the hanger to await the
captain’s orders over the intercom. The box crackled to life and the captain
spoke. “Your mission is to retrieve the last humanoid survivor of this planet
and return him to sick bey. That's all.”’

They donned environmental control suits and climbed into the craft and
descended to the location on the surface of the planet.

Back on the bridge: ““Captain, the craft is one thousand feet above the
surface. Five hundred feet...three hundred feet...two hundred

S feet . . . one hundred feet . . . fifty feet. Sir, the craft has landed.

“Radio contact.”
“Sir, they say they have spotted the organism and are preparing it to
return to the ship.”

Yo

Ten minutes later: "“Captain, the landing craft has taken off and is
returning.”

“Good. Radio them that there will be a medical team awaiting them in the
hanger to take charge of the creature and that they are to report to me in the
Mission Briefing Room after they have removed environmental suits.”

“Yes, sir.””

I the Mission Briefing Room the four men stood waiting with the captain
for the chief medical officer to report findings on tests of the creature. The
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doctor entered.

“Well, Doctor, what did you find?” .

“He is a lot like ourselves . . . same osteclogical and myological systems,
the cardio-vascular system is similar and the placement and number of main
internal organs. He has the same four-chambered heart and a brain of almost
the same size and capacity. The only main difference is the skin color, a deep
brown. The brain size is due to shrinkage from the radiation-caused
disruption of his organs. | gather that the radiation in the atmosphere is a
recent occurance and not one that the inhabitants could have evolved to live
with. His endocardium has been almost all worn away and the myocardium
is in serious condition. His liver is diseased and the lungs and digestive system
are badly corroded. We have him under sedation and connected to both the
heart-lung machine and the kidney machine. He is being fed glucose
intra-veniously and we have a monitor on his heart functions with the
electro-cardiograph and we are tracing the electric potential of the brain with
an electroencephalograph. He is very near dying and we can prolong life only
for a short time. He should be coming out of sedation so you'd better talk to
him now."”

The six men emerged from the room and the captain and doctor headed
for the sick bey while the other men returned to duty.

“Where am 12"

“You're on a starcruiser. |'m the Captain and this is the Chief Medical
Officer. You're the last survivor of your planet. What happened? We did find
some small records, but they were hardly readable by our computors and
couldn’t be translated except for a few words. They are badly worn. We are
able to speak to you through a thought translator which picks-up our
thoughts and translates them into your language while it reads your
thoughts, through the electroencephalograph, and translates them into our
language. You don’t even have to speak.” R

The man thinks: ‘| have disobeyed the law. | should pay for what | have |\ &
done. It was so beautiful. Everything was there. It still is beautiful, but only
to me. You cannot understand. You must know to understand. | have eaten
of the fruit of knowledge; | know and understand. The others ate too, but

they left long ago. Only | stayed. | wanted to remain in paradise, but |

couldn’t. In the begining we thought we could control our knowledge.
Instead of being the great masters we became slaves of our own technology.
Progress was like a cancer ravaging through our entire world and leaving [/
nothing but death and waste. It forced the others to leave, but | foolishly 7

stayed. Not long before they left we discovered our problem-it was too late. [¥
We tried to make retribution and failed. We were doomed and there is no N\

return from extinction. | remember how it was. It was such a beautiful
world, a garden. Beautiful plants, unlike the mosses left now, and the others,
all were very beautiful. We became too ambitious and our knowledge grew
faster than we matured to handle it and we were overwhelmed.

““He placed a flaming sword at the gate of ogigin and | was beaten by this
as | attempted to return. . .

“Who is the ‘He’ this creature spoke of? Some ruler?”

“Who knows? We'll never know. He's dead."”

I wonder what he was thinking about. What was that “flaming sword!?"”

“1 don't know. What did you get from those papers that were found?

““Just a few words. One appeared to be the name they gave to this world.”

“What was it?”’

“Earth.”
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The brakes screeched, and the bus came to a halt. I jumped out
of the rainy twilight omto it. Inside, it was now about half-full,

T looked around for a place to sit. Then I spotted her, sitting on
the right side, opposite the rear door. You couldn't really call her
beautiful; in fact, to some people she might not even be pretty. But
to me she seemed like an apparition; when I saw her I started, as if
shocked. Yet shocked I was, for she appeared to me ideal, like the
girl in the dreams I have quite often. Her long, straight, brown hair
framed her face, which was marred (if marred be the word) only by a
too-large nose. She was small; I like swall girls. The words I have
to memorize in an English Class (and which I hated) came to mind, and
T now kmew the idea: "she doth teach the tourches to burn bright."
But, in this case, they were street lights.

T started down the aisle. Okay, kid, I told myself, here's your
chance. You've blown so many before, don't do it nov.

"Do you mind if I . . . ?" I sat down. T wasn't going to let
her refuse.

"No, not at all."

"Rotten weather tonight, isn't it?" Ugh! ¥hat a horrible thing
to start a conversation with. The result wasn't what I expected: two
minutes of silence. For me it was agony, because I had to make it
with this girl. I had to. It had hurt when the last one dropped me;
if T didn't or couldn't get to this girl, I would feel the same way.

Vith this incentive, I looked for something to talk about. She
was holding a couple of big textbooks in her lap. Vell, I told myself,
there's your opening; use it.

"What school do you go to?"

"Queen's College. I'm a sophomore there."

"You're kidding! So do I; I'm a junior. “hat courses you taking?"

'"Right now, psychology 203 and sociology 219. Real nothing clas-
ses."

"Sociology's my favorite, but then I had a great teacher: Pro-
fessor Jensen. All the others just ruin it."

"God, you're telling me! So far T've gotten about sixteen hours
of sleep in that damn class. TI've needed it, too. Iy other courses
pile on so much work that I don't get enough sleep ab night."

I don't know vhy, but I knew that she was "The one," as they say.
I'11 ask her for a date, then see her at school, then, vho knows? But
first, I had to get the date.

"Tisten, T got a 3.9 in that class, so why don't I give you vhat's
in it, since your instructor doesn't? Okay? I know a, uh, great
place to study. It's called the 'Lower Floor' . . , how about s oy

"Okay, it sounds great. Listen, I've got to get off here. This
is my phone number." She handed me a slip of paper on vhich she had
just written. "Call me up and I'll give you directions to =y place.”

"Hey! Vhat's your name?"

"Christina. Byel"

Christina! My mind exploded. Christina! Vait until tonight!
Look, kid, I told myself, you've done it. And this girl is it! God
in heaven, vhat luck, and on what a lousy day, tool Tonight. And
then J1'1]1 find her at school tomorrow, and after that . . .

T heard a srueal of brakes. Viping the fog off my window I locked

across the street. There was a crowd. And a car. And, in front of
it, Christina, face-down on the pavement.
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d AKING FOR ATURN
] oF ROAD DUTY, THE
¥ SCOURGE oF THIE
SALESMAN, S00N BECOMES A
ROUTINE FOLLOWED PERIOD-
ICALLY = SOMETIMES oFTEN,
SOMETIMES NOT. FoR MY-
SELF ,I PERFORM THE
REGULAR DUTIES OF THE
MORNING BEFORE AN Y Q465
JOB T'VE HAD WITH YHE DIF-
FERENCE OF PACKING A SAM-
PLE CASE BEFORE LEAVING,
CAECKING TO ASSURET'VE
LEFT NOTHING oUT. THE PA-
PER, BREAEFAST (TwO BURNT
E66 S - ONE PIECE oF TOAST
AND 4 STR|PS OF BACON ),
SKROWER AND FAIR WASH
ARE TUE DUTIES ALWAYS
PERFORMED.

THIS LAST MORNING T BE-
GM WITN THE PAPER, AFTER
FUMBLING THROUGH TAE
KITCHEN, SUCCEED ING
ONLY IN BURNIN G MYSELY.

SO TRATT WAS FORCED TO
SETTLE FoR coFFeE. T
SAY DowN ATTRE KiTtchED
TABLE AND LOOKED AT THE
FROUT PAGE OF THE PAPER,
ENCOUNTERIN (5 SHOMETHING
WK CAD GUT AND WELD
MY INTEREST FOR LONG
MO MENTS ... Two PICTURES,
MUG SHOTS. AT THESE I
STARED AS THUEY PLEADED
WITH ME FOR RECOG MTION!

TAEY LeoKED FAMILIAR,
LI\KE SOMEORE I ¥nEW BUT
WANTED TO FoRGET. ONLY
AFTER LONG MINUTES WAS
T ABLE Tp BREAK AwAV
FROM THE PAPER T F N ISH
MY COFFEE AND LEAVE.

TRE PROTo, TWE FACE,
TROUBLED ME BUT A B\
AFTER I 60T INTO TRE CAR
AND ON NN WAY, BuT SooN
L65T TO DIFFERENT
TROLGHNTS.

TAIN PouRED NEAVILY
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FRON wWHNAT MUST WRAVE
BEEN \ ARGE TEARS
IV TRE Ccomule- STYRATUS
Clovps ABOVE. T wiS
YORTONATE THAY T CcoulD
SEE WELL ENOVGH T6 EIND
A MucH- NEEDED FILL NG
STATION BEFORE BITWING
THE H\GHRWAY, 11 WAS
RERE TRAT I 5Aw TAE RACE
FOR A SECOND TIME, THIS
TIME W Ita ARoDY!

RE WAS STAND NG In YHE
FILLING sTaTION IN A
TRENCHCOAT. ... TusT
STARD ING N TRE RAIR!
HE MOVED NN WNEN T
LEFTTINRE QAR To APRROACH
WAL T sAw BiM RoN Yo
TRE StDE oF THRE <TATION
BUILD NG, APPARENTLY
YO TAE RESTRooM, As T
STEPPED FRAOAMTINE CAR,
T ASKED THE APPROACHING
AVNERD ANT \F QE HAD
SEEN THRE MAN. WE BRADNT,
I DDR'T o ARGURND To
THE SIDE Yo ook Fomw
Mk T MADT NN PuRcHASE
ARD LEET, TRRING To
IGWORE THE TENSION

FILL ING ME.



IT WAS SEVERAL NOURS
IATER WHEN T GLARCED
INTO MY REAR-VIEW MR-
ROR, TUST A T PLLLED
ouT FROWM A DINER, TWAX I
WRAS GREETED wiT W TRE
FACE! TR\ TInmE N MY
Bhck seAx! Y torned Te
Lo ARND 1N DoING So T
PULLED THE WWEEL YO
THE RI6 Y| FOR0\RG WAE
OFF THE ROAD! T RECGMW

ED MR SEWSES 1D TimE Yo

STOP YRE cAR BEFeRE
PLON G \RG OFF TN E

SHOULDER ... DOWN YWE

GOREGE. I TOLRLED ARoUND
Ae AN PANTING, TO YHE
BAcK SEATL WE WAS GoNE.
T oAY TWRFRE Fowr A
FEW MCMERNTS ™ REST,
O TRk ARD QALM MR-
SELF BEFoTRE STARTIVG,
T wAS EARLY EUENING
WRELD T SWPPED pErY,
AT A BOWARD IoHLseNS
T© RAVE © IWNNER.

S 2

1 LEAPT FROW THE
CARR AY TRE TRESTAVRANT
SEEWEG THAT RAIED,
EVik. FACE AT WY Loin-
Douw comPOS 1N MISELF
oRLY AS T NEARE D TRE
DocR. |

T STOPPED 10 TRE BAR
AT THE PLACE ADD ORDER-
ED A DOUBLE scotW ARLD
soDA. TRED T WENT YO
TNE CAFE O EAT.

X PLACED MY ORDER
AND RoSE T INSPERT
TRE PLOMBING. MoWENTS
LATER I BESERELY
RUSKRED FROW THE MENS
Roow . GRABBING A

TRACTED, WHER T R EACH-
ED TRE ¢\TYU oF MW
FiRex APPOFNTIMENT. T
Tooph MM NoYEL ARD
OMELKED N,

T wWAS SHOWN TO MY

WAITRESS AND RABRLING ROOM ARD \MME D) ATEWN

SOMETHING ABOULT A NMAN
S6THAT SRE musT RALE
TRCUGHRT SOME MIS-60\D-
ED MALE HAD ATVACKED
ME., T RAR T MR CLATR
AND DROUVE MADLY UL-
TIL AL MEST NORRN NG,
Yo ITH MR TRAD\c BLAST-
e tTo KEEPUE Dis -
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OROERED AD®RINE BE-
FoRE TAX LG A FEW
HouRS SLEEP BEFoRE
MY APDS LA WMEWT WITH
A BUWER. TT oAWE

T DOWRED '\'T A KD Soow
FELL \WTe QRTROLRBLED
SLEEP LOTIL THE OALL
T PUY N CANME  Houv®R3



LATER.

I SPENT ABOLY FIF-—
TEER MINLYES & ETTING
OLUT OF BED ARND CRAWL-
NG T© THRE RATRROO W .,

T ENTERED INTHE DARK,
MT GEING ABLE Yo SFE
WITH MY EYES 6LOVED
ARNRULAY | AND TURIWE O o
TRE SROWER ANDG 60T
IN. .
T LOLLED IV THRER E For
BALF Ap HOUR, LAV ING o0

YHE RO WOM oF THE T0b,
EXRAU SYED-

1 whs STIRRED /Y A
MONE RING ING AND
PLUNGED onYo YHE BED,
WAER NG YK RUG AND
FLOpR AND EVERVTH (NG OR
THEWAY | Yo efYcl (Y ON
TWE YHIRD RiNl, YY wAS
A REMINDER oF Mo APPOINY-
MENT.

T RETORWED Yo THE A=
R0, RADING SEY ou T~ WY
CLoYHES FRomM MY SuiT~
0RSE, AWD TORRED oF F YILE
sHOLER. ¥ DRIED MQ—
SELF AnD wENY BACK YO
GET mu SAAUING  EQuiP-
NENY AnND W\pED THE
MEDICINE cARGINKY miR-
ROW.

A FACE $T\RRED ®BACk XT's NoT ME NOT ME

AY ME FRowm THAY Wi~

DOLS, ONE THAYT WAS

NOY MY ol No! T

SCREAMED AND QL AWED-
THE MR PoR, e ONCR-

ING THNES k!l X VEL-
LEO AWD PLLLE Y ARD

RUBBED MY FACE!

THAY'S voTme! ¥
SeREAMED! THAT EulL

FACE 1S NOY MY owh)!
T'm NOT pisYoRYED!

ok p

I PASSEP cuY ANYD
RUseY E WERE, whERE
T AN WOouS — ¢ VNAR TRTON
AS®Lowm. R BELL-Ref
NAD HEARD WY SOREAMS
ARD GoT EN AMAVD Y2
OPEMN YRE DOOR to WR
TRoovA wH ILE HE ©oX
THE MAwA 6 ER

POW YHE FRACE 1S Gowt)
WANE 15 BACIK, NOY THAY
EUIL FACE, MIWE.
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™l become an alcoholic. He was not going to kill with malice, kill in the first

Il |their son’s or daughter’s accomplishment, or why they had been once.

_2F to become an alcoholic. Or did He? What did he have to lose being drunk |§}

‘Alilmany people took the plunge .. .and how many didn’t and stayed broken

A COURSE OF EVENTS

by
Dave Verkingetorix

He looked at the bottle: clear, short, fat, long nozzle. It was filled to the 3
flbrim with a cheap, high-proof whiskey. He looked at the bottle: inviting, [~_
# \warm, happy, chillingly brutal, wonderful. He reached for the bottle, put his
¥ hand on the cork and started to take out the restraining agent. He quickly, in e

Man all-of-a-sudden movement, pulled his hand away. He was not going to G

degree, one of his largest organs. His liver, he contended, was his friend.

He did not want to go into all the sleazy bars with the few dollars he had
- Iscrounged from sympathetic, pitying people to buy a bottle of cheap booze.
' |He did not want to be with the crooning, lamenting boozers telling about

| The idea of the Salvation Army feeding him, telling him to repent,
/repulsed him. He knew that he couldn't take the boring
'ves-brothers-1-was-once-an-alcoholic”” AA meetings. He also knew that he
would end up joining the AA and would fail. He did not want to become an

Then his thoughts turned to his past and he was sad. He still did not want

somewhere in obscurity, known only as “Big Boozer” or something as |l
~riciculous as that? He'd already lost his money, position and self-respect. He i
| |had nothing left to lose but his life, which already wasn’t worth living. .
Still, he didn’t reach for the bottle. He sat in front of it and wondered

how many other people were doing the same thing right now .. .and how

and sober. And of those broken, sober people, how many rose above [
temptation and rebuilt their lives . . . how many ended up killing themselves
§non-alcoholically. (Just last week he himself had stood on a high bridge &Z_
considering a different, wetter type of plunge—and he’d even had the original
thought of hanging himself from the bridge girder.)

““Hey.” he thought, his mind brightening, “Maybe | have something left to 5
live for after all! Maybe | still have originality left!” _

His mind redarkened. “No | don’t! That was last week. If | had any
originality left, | would be sitting here with a bottle of fancy liqueur or
something.” But he had no originality left, he was sure. He had only a cheap
bottle filled with cheap whiskey.

He looked around, it was dark now. It had been for half an hour. He
turned on the light. |t was a small, dim, half-burned-out sixty watt light bulb
covered by nothing, hanging from a frayed cord attached to the ceiling. The
room was 12' by 10" and most of it still dark.

He had taken his eyes off the bottle for a moment to study the room. By
> the corner under the window was the bed. The door was in the wall opposite
the window. He was seated in the the room’s only chair, at the far end of the
room, beside a paint-chipped table on which sat the bottle. The light was :
very dim, and so, consequently, was the room...and so were his §
“Ispirits . . . and so was his place in the world.
“One drink won't hurt,” he told himself aloud.

“No.,” he said after a moment of deep thought. “NO! . .. One drink wil _
lead to another and another and ANOTHER and ANOTHER!...No!...
I‘m going to stay sober and rise above this mess . . . And I'm going to be
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¥ Through the wall the mother was yelling at him to stop because he woke the %

.1 became an overpowering smell. He had to get fresh air . . . He had to!

better than anyone else!” :
' In the room next to him was a mother and two children, one an infant.|}

baby, and the baby started the other child yelling. The noise was unnerving.f & §
This made him tired and full of despair. Many things did in these days. :
He looked at himself. He was dirty; his clothes were dirty. His shirt had a|-
rip by the buttonhole; its long-forgotten whiteness had become almost|:
brown with dirt, and patterned with stains. His baggy, shapeless, lifeless suit|,
§ was stained. The flecks of paint on his pants reminded him of the job at the [*e"{
M construction site which had lasted all of two hours, of his blundering,§
staggering, clumsy display of total ineptness which decided him then and|¥#
there to give up work. There had once been socks and a tie—may they rest in :
peace.

He slowly wandered over to the window and looked out at the yard. It
was almost totally enclosed by four brown or grey shabby buildings, which
were as downfallen and neglected as he himself. In the middle of the yard
| was a mammoth heap of trash and garbage that twenty-four hours a day gave
/i out an awful stench. His window was closed, and he could not smell the
"| pile—but the sight of the mess perked up his sense of smell to pick up
another odor, bad too, in his room.

In his depressed mind a rather vague mixture of mustiness and sweat

He unlocked the faulty window lock and forced the window open. In
~3 came the garbage smell, curdling his insides. He slammed the window shut,
full of sadness. :
Through the closed window, he looked at the rest of the back yard. All})/.
over the yard were rusty nails sticking up from boards, and broken bottles,
cans and scrap metal strewn randomly about. ;
The noise from the other room had stopped now, and once again he could 1!;/‘- 4
{| think. His thinking came back to what it was right before the interruption. "/"/,W
Tommorrow,” he thought, “’I will start on the path to success again!”’ et
Looking around him in dismay, he again smelled the room, opened the
window and again smelled the “pile”” and shut the window. He slumped into
his chair in despair, and gloomily wondered whether a man of 42 might ever
climb to success from here. One thing was sure, he must not start a career a
a drunk—not tonight anyway. 7 |
He looked over at the bottle. He had meant to grin at it and tell it that it
was defeated. When he saw the bottle, he noticed that it glittered a reflection [ |
of the one dim bulb overhead. The clean, smooth glass surface of the bottle | |
accepted the light that everything else in the room rejected. He stared in
fascination at the glitter; in his twisted mind he heard the bottle reason: “I
shine . . . nothing else shines. .. the bottle above all! ... the bottle above
all! . .. the bottle above all! . . .”
The bottle taunted, and tempted, and glittered, insisting that it was the
best.
And still the man resisted.

“Bother somebody else—get away from me!”

The bottle beckoned, glittering more invitingly than ever. The man
grabbed for the bottle with both hands, as if to throttle it, and screamed,
“You're not getting me tonight!”

He dropped the bottle. It cracked, and whiskey started seeping out. The
man'’s resolve quickened. He shouted curses at the bottle, picked it up and | &
dashed it violently to the floor. It shattered.
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Now he felt worse than ever. He was tired, angry, and desperately i
wanted —needed—a drink. Still cursing vilely, he picked up the bigger pieces
of glass and threw them down.

Then he stomped on the scattered pieces of glass, crushing and grinding [} '§
them underfoot in a rage . .. stamping, stamping, stamping, grinding, until {**

i all were reduced to a fine white powder. Only then did his rage subside, but "
not before people on all sides of him were once again screaming at him to |-
@t shut up . . . or screaming just because everybody else was screaming and they | e\
B wanted to scream. Soon the whole building was screaming. G
The man felt a surge of panic. ““They're all shouting at me! They all hate &
me . .. |'m through! ... ruined!” \
At that point he yelled out at the top of his lungs, At least | destroyed
the liquor!” His voice merely blended in with the noise and was not
distinguishable. In his troubled mind all the be-quite shouting had turned
| |into an intensely loud, uniform yell of spectators at a gladiatorial contest,
Il {and he was a gladiator. The crowd was yelling “kill!!”" to his opponent, who
| | was standing over him with a sharp, barbed trident, ready to stab him. As the
) crowd noise reached its climax, the opponent grunted as he lunged toward
¥\ him, piercing the skin of his upper abdomen. His imaginary enemy had
stabbed him.
He fell on his knees with hands to his ears and wept, totally defeated. His
nearby neighbors became aware that he had stopped screaming, and they
5 cheered in surprising unison. In five minutes, except for the man’s crying,
and the baby’s crying, the whole building was quiet.
Finally, drained and weary, he removed his clothes and crawled into a
) |cold, hard bed.
It took him four hours to get to sleep, and when he did sleep his mind was |
4 plagued by nightmares. His dreams lasted all night. In the morning when he
/1 awoke, he was soaked with perspiration from the fright and dread of his
nightmares. Most of his nightmares were short but terrifying. In the most
terrible, he was again a gladiator, but his victorious opponent was the
crushed whiskey bottle, whole and glittering again, towering over him in his |
defeat.

Then the scene faded into a dark, dirty bar. He was at a table at the A
darkest corner at the back of the room, finishing a bottle of whiskey. He |
emptied it and set it down noticing to his horror that the finished bottle of ">
whiskey was the bottle he had just faced in the previous dream, though back ]
to normal size. As soon as he noticed that, the bottle got the better of him, §
and he saw himself close his eyes, slump over and fall onto the floor,
unconscious.

That dream really bothered him. The sun was shining and the world was
happy. Bully for the world! Yesterday had changed a lot for him. He had
now resolved to become a drunk.

He heard laughter and children’s yells outside the window. Just as he ||
reached the window to watch, the play and laughter stopped, and an 0
argument was on. The argument soon turned into a fight. A large, strong, m
tough boy was mercilessly thrashing a small, weak, skinny boy. The smaller §
boy looked up. A stranger would have agreed there was a vague resemblance
> | between the man and the boy, but to the man the boy and himself were g&
| identical. : ot

After a few moments, the man turned from the window and started
dressing, unaware of the stench of his filthy garments. He could hear the
children’s cheers for the bully change to an excited roar, and he could feel
the younger lad’s defeat. In sharing the boy’s defeat, he felt guilty that he |

i
/
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| had not tried to stop the fight. _
When he finished dressing, he went out; and with most of the money he |
4 had left, he bought two bottles of the same size and brand of whiskey he had
" smashed the night before. _
A few minutes after he got home, there was a knock on his door. It was
{ the small boy, beaten but obviously unconcerned about it. His spirit had not -
uffered the same defeat as his frail body.
“Mister, is there something wrong?”’ The small voice was serious and
K showed true concern. i
M ''Yeah, kid. But it's nothing you could help with.” He felt a momentary
1l kinship with the boy, and had difficulty swallowing the lump that suddenly
formed in his throat. “Kid, don’t mess up your life like | did. Everything's
messed up with my life. You ...”” The lump made it difficult to continue,
and he gave a half-hearted smile instead.
- He looked at the boy, and the boy looked at him. The man learned a great
| | deal about the boy from that brief, but unwavering look.
'\ “Yeah, kid. You’ll all right,”” he said, placing his hands on the small, thin
/| shoulders. He reached into his pockets for his remaining change, forcing it
| into the boy's hand. The boy refused the handout, but the man persisted.
~7§ ‘“‘Take it!”, he said, dropping the coins in the boy’s shirt pocket. He
~ turned the boy to face the open doorway and pushed, gently but firmly.
“"Now get out! Leave!
»5% ‘‘Don’t tell anybody you've got the money. Okay? Buy a book or|f
something like that with the money. Don't fail me, kid.”

The boy scurried away, shouting “Thanks" from the stair landing, where
he paused uncertainly before continuing on down the stairs and onto they,
street. ]

The man felt pretty good, until he realized that the boy wasn’t old enough
to know or understand what the man had said; and the boy would surely
forget the incident by the time he was old enough to understand.

** Just another reason,”’ he told himself, “‘to become a drunk.”

He went back to lying on the bad and sulking, and waited for nightfall. He |,
had decided to wait for dark to launch his new career as a drunk. The darkf
of night seemed a more logical time for dunkenness than the bright light of |
8.

About three o‘clock in the afternoon the sky began to get grey. “I’ll wait|”
until eight,”” he told himself. He rolled over in the bed and slept peacefully, 7|
the first time in a month, until 5:30.

Rain was threatening more than ever! He walked over to the table where| |
the two bottles sat waiting, sat down in the hard, squeaky chair, and picked
up one of the bottles, setting it under the table out of sight.

"Hello, bottle!”” he said to the bottle remaining before him. “How have
\' |[you been?” He paused to stroke the bottle’s sparkling, smooth amber
8| surface. ““I've been in a terrible way, you know. Do you want to hear about

J it?"” He lifted the bottle slightly from the table, gripping the ridge at the top
, “lof the bottle, spinning the bottle slowly, first one way then the other.
¥ @884 Reflections danced, captured inside the smooth amber color. He set it dow
-|again. “Do you or don't you?’’ he asked, matter-of-factly. “’Answer me."”

He waited expectantly, and was surprised and disappointed that the bottle §

“Irefused to respond. He was certain after the way the last bottle had kept his

, & gattention the night before by its hypnotic glittering that the bottle and its

*’“’”‘*g contents had an intelligence and life of its own. After passing several more |;

Hminutes in unsuccessful coaxing, he felt a surge of superiority.
“You know, bottle—you may not believe this, but I’'m master and you‘re
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R Islave. | bought you to use you. | own you. | am great, bottle; I'm better than
§ | you. . .. Starting at eight tonight, |'m going to prove it by drinking up your

i/ You heard what | said to the other bottle, and that goes double for you. You

with the clothes he was wearing and the two bottles of liquor, were all that

¢ @ and thereby had ruined the company, which went bankrupt and was
| dissolved.

g | get a good job. He was satisfied that she and their two daughters would

¥ nothing.

B intelligent—just stupid, in other words. Maybe your brother will be less of a

| [going out in the rain and see if | can destroy myself out there. You're not

' talk to the bottle until six o‘clock.

“y¥ back. He had many memories there. Often, especially when it was raining, he

{torrential. He walked around a bit and soon found himself in front of his}
: former house. Good old 3456. His former wife still lived there.

| problems. It was more a matter of boredom. He had become intolerable the
#°| three months at home before his wife finally sought a divorce. He had turned

dinsides. Yes, I’'m going to prove that |’'m superior. So, ‘ha ha on you,’ bottle,
"'ha ha on you!’ Whaddya have to say to that!?”" The bottle, of course, did [}

“Too stunned by my superiority to speak, huh? Or maybe you're not

He put the bottle under the table. “"Hey, whiskey, I'm better than you!!

lmissed it, but last night | not only completely demolished a bottle, but
spread its insides all over the floor in a glorious victory. Too bad you'll never
see how the war between alcohol and me comes out. |'m going to battle you
tonight and devour your guts, and then your brother’s; and then I’ll throw
both of you into the P.O.W. camp, that garbage heap over there. Then I'm

[going to find out whether | do or not, either!” He sat around making small
It had started to rain. He donned his raincoat and hat, which, together

he owned. He went out into the rain with a special purpose.
He bummed enough money to get to the high-class section of town and

Jwalked to now alien streets that had once welcomed him and harbored him
in his own house. He had to walk the streets one more time.
He got on the bus. When he got off a few minutes later, the rainfall was

The sight of the house brought a stream of memories of the better days he| |
had enjoyed with his wife. They had liked walking in the rain together. He|.~
would hold her chilled hands to warm them, the warmth of his own handsg-
changing hers from cold and wet to warm and wet.

He was sure that, were he still capable of emotion and happiness, he
would still love her. The more he recalled his former happiness with his wife
and realized that that happiness was gone forever, the greater grew his sense
of complete desolation and hopelessness. Tears flowed down his cheeks, 4
blending with the rain. His remorse quickly changed to anger, and he felt like |
killing somebody, or running into the house and telling his wife and children§ |
who he was, ripped and filthy clothes, three beard and all. ‘

He soon controlled himself and continued on his way, tears still rolling| |
down his face. A former friend passed him without recognizing him. He had
only seen a dirty, unkempt bum who bore absolutely no resemblance to the
always-clean-and-neat friend he had known.

The drunk-to-be shuffled on, thinking of the changes that had so recently
affected his life. He had once been the president of a plastics company. A 7
fantastically lucky accountant had embezzled most of the company’s funds, @

He had lots of money stashed away, so there really had been no financial

 everything over to his wife, except for a bit of money to run on, and had left
his home. His house was paid for, and his ex-wife was skilled and could easily
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/_—~lanother 100 grand from sources if | leave town. |’'m going to Brazil. | need to

“ywwithout a stateside friend down there.”

' his room waiting for his return. His friend apparently was in their custody.

& )/ front seat as his friend had said.

{|manage well. He would die somewhere drunk or insane, but they would be |F#8
8 {well taken care of. '
He got back to his room at 7:40. He settled in his chair to wait for the
®eight o’clock grand opening of the glistening, beckoning bottle. The time f
passed slowly, agonizingly, as though trapped in slow-motion. Finally it was
87:59, 7:59 and 15 seconds, 30 seconds, 45 seconds, 50, 51, 52, 55, 58,
59—-8:00. He uncorked the bottle and was lifting it to his lips, when he was
interrupted by a sharp rapping at the door.
‘“What is it?”’ he asked, still holding the bottle poised at his lips.
“A person,”” was the reply.
“Who?’’ he asked, slowly lowering the bottle.
“A friend,”” was the response.
Figuring there was nothing to lose, he got up and opened the door. The
friend really was a friend, a friend from the old times. He stepped forward,
hand outstretched. ““Hi,” he said, warmly. “How are you?"’
“How did you find me?"”
“]'ve got a nose and a knack for that,” his friend told him.
J  “What are you doing here besides finding me? Are you the bearer of good
news, or what?"’
His friend spoke quickly, “It’s like this. | need help. |'ve embezzled funds
from my company over the years. One-hundred thou to be exact. | get

get a ticket. If | buy one, I'll be apprehended. I'm known. If you buy me a|j
ticket, you go too, if you want.

= “We’ll use assumed names. We're brothers. We can live in peace and
i |happiness in Brazil. Down there 200 thousand goes a long way. |'d be lonely

! “You mean me and you live in Brazil in luxury!"* he exclaimed, breathless
“sland completely astonished. 1
4 ““Of course you! You buy the tickets. Get them for the first plane in the|.s
morning going to Brazil. Get yourself new clothes and the ticket now—get
cracking, man!"’

“I must do one thing first!” He picked up the two bottles, speaking tof >
them telepathically, I was wrong on two counts! You will see how the war |,
ends, and the whiskey inside you will accompany you to the P.O.W. camp.|
I've won another glorious victory. The war is over! |'ve won!"” A

He opened the window and violently heaved the bottles into the heap.#
They broke. He cheered softly. £l

At 10:00 p.m., he was returning to his room with airline tickets, a new !f
suit, new shoes, new shirt, new socks, new underwear. He was new! He was|
full of enthusiasm, pep, vitality . . . and he was happy. -

When he entered the hallway to his rooming house, a small crowd had
gathered. By listening to the conversation, he learned that the police were in

§¢ Remembering instructions his friend had given him, he quickly left the
J building and headed for his friend’s car. The thin briefcase was under the j

On a suddent inspiration, he drove to his old home to see his ex-wife. On|
“|the way he chuckled over this strange turn of events. One embezzler had
|destroyed him, another had set him right. :

| Though she said she still loved him, his ex-wife did not want to go with

him to Brazil. He called the airport to cancel one of the tickets on the 3:23

a.m. flight; then they talked for hours, until it was time to leave for the{

airport.
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He was happy, whistling a foolish tune as he parked the car at the airport,
and walked toward the terminal, briefcase clutched tightly at his side.

He climbed onto the plane and took his seat.

It was not long after the plane took off, about an hour out, that a hijacker
pulled a gun on one of the stewardesses and forced his way into the cockpit.

He saw this and knew that one way or the other the police would be soon
involved and that he probably would be discovered. He had to act. The only
way he could possibly save himself would be to jump the hijacker as quickly
as possible.

He went forward from his seat in the first class section, to the restroom to
await the hijacker's exit from the cockpit. He heard the door open and
planned to quickly force the restroom door open into the man'’s face.

He waited tensely as he heard the man talking back through the still open
door, giving orders to the pilot. The speaking stopped and the door
closed. . . . Now!

He pushed the door open and felt the following contact and heard a
scream. A woman!

He stepped out of the restroom. The hijacker fired. He had misjudged and
the door had struck the stewardess in the face. He saw her limp form on the
floor as he fell to meet it, a bullet in his chest, in his new suit.
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