¥ "A11l right.”

some Bne %o lean on himself:"What .do you makeﬂoﬂ iten . o L
"Make of what®" . ‘

¥iisten, you Shakespearean hound, you heard." -

"So I did."

Turning to Jenkins, afteri@oster left as if needing .

>
*
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“It {sn't like Cynthia to vanish like’ that?"'

. 5
“You.want me 88y yes or no?" - Ty ;; -~ LTy . 4w
- ». e L S a . ‘,,p.’ .ijw" p " '
. "Don't. be so stnpid...»l am Sorry. Gettinb jumpy too S ST

“"Don't mind me. I understand. Want to quit now?"

"No, we'll be through in no time " He paused. "You "1l come With me

ja
- ) - " . A‘-‘, - M < e "
when I go to Fosters" . T P S T S
. R I
"Yes, George, I will." N
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She was her complete compact self when she left Dr. ’Capen's office.’

That complex instrument, the brain, had played its trick well. It gave

‘bsr that bravado,

that stiffened attitude in hee mental and physical make-

up she had been seeking. It gave her the courage to go on, t0 lives A °

bold front. L soberness of countenance and mind that might have even gi-

ven her a megsure

of happiness. Bxtracted from 1{fe by main force of her

will. She had labored hard, and she was tired. But one finds surceass,

even veace in fatigue. It's just that the mind can work so much, go that

far and no more. and that's a blessing. The nind goes into hibernation.

Ho torture of body. 7The body hibernates with the brain.

How much Dr.

”

.Cgpen'believed in ner sudden chénge of attitude, Low

] — - e
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much trust in her arbitrary decision, now much he took for. granted. in a

. girl as spixite@ as Cynthia to breast the treachsrous tide; how much pity

~ ual eouragel He was p2fter allthhsg considéerations a confused and contrite
man¢ Bad ne nandled the gituation with clumsy approach‘? Ha.d. he said wcrds

that drove har away,’ sensitive soul that she is? Was nis inﬁecisiveness

-~

a. result of approachino middle-aae How much must “be renroach himself - if,

it thino's ‘shonld g0 wrong? And there is plenty of reason they- could. He

e

¥

stood at. the wi.ndow a parplexed, condemned man, watohing her disappear up
} the street. What was it, whXat fate pushsd his hand, distorted his wordsl
And she the most deserving of all. de had betrayed her, Hg sacted like an
1&101; not appraciatin:r her sensi‘culi 1es..; maybe he did... stfll the 16.1—

ptv not knowing how to hold het.

1f she d.ies... hls .‘rhoie career a futile

-~ ' gesture. A false prophet, & posemti s, .-

< E Yy am
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| How long e stood there‘? The -doortsll arrd “the “teldphous “finally callefi
- © waiting

llv ‘ him back. The murse was there to usher in the patients,\in the outer room.

I

|
f
|

e

Then his chore 4n surgery. And then the release - frcm worx but not his
i . ‘t goul-searehint,. o

o . o £ -
- x
| -

e He called her home

. . . - PTG
.. She. fad not been home since morning. And what did Dr. ‘Capem know? Why had
" :

he called? What does he know? Is sne in trauble Had she come to him for

help‘? And all the other frantic gusstions from the parem;s. He'd hetter not
|

| call them. And then he thought; of Dr. Monarch. Just a chanceé. He had men-
| C.

- tioned his name. Had she heard him, or was her mind shut to him?

.
-
|

" /~
| - .

| Pird a shivering

A Jungle! Distanses multiplied by dangers of uncertain terrain, ani fraught

with fea.jc that was surs to 1u£‘k in the calémitous futurs.

Cynthia *s mind played her another trick aftef she had lett Dr. Ca-

W

for her as he let her:go, how much consolatien in her display of spirit~"’

o g, unfsathered, unngstsd fledgeling in the widz waste of |

, the Dreens, but the anﬁswer was the }same.« Not there,

i

| . Why hadn®t he thought of -Dr. Monarch...would it ‘h‘ave‘ made a difference?

!
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pgn—s office. In a su&dan flash Dr. Capan S Wwords cams back to her. She
hadn't heard & tﬂing at the time ‘she had left him, But now it came back
like an echo: Dr. Monarch, Dr,. Monarch. And the street. Yes, it's there
too. And what'slmora,‘Dr. Monarch seemed like an old friend oub of the

. had.
hoary past. She was surs She neard the name before. Tae memory w¥as acnte.

It was in connsution with that ciassmate of hers ﬁ%unlor 'year. She had
‘been absent two or three weeks. She came back to class a 1ittle thinner,
a littls paler;*ﬁﬂﬂ.the whispering rumor.... Aftsr a while the whispering
aied down anid her color came back‘iand everything was as before. But Dr.
Monarch was neld up as the vooiSamaritan. And it was good that the mind
played her that trick atwta*t time. For sdon after she had left the doc-
- tor all the impulsive strength of hes courag?ageft her, vanished evapora-
‘ ted. The aggressiveness of the frontal drive, the nigh moral tone of
”self-assestiveness that comes to & gentle soul when. sudden dsnger threa-~
- .tshs were .gonde And the darkness of despeir was cresping'ugon.ggr.

The 1ucidness of the last drownlng moment, the last glimpse in the

¢f the water; You can look into the-depths of the soul and see the stret=

-

- ¢hes and endléssness of time, All the events in it - your life. .
- g'voice, a whisper lost iﬁifime and space long ago, now shines like
e jewel. Hope, your hope!vYou are frantic with fear that you'll lose
thax one h0pe ‘and you resbh out with your mind's tentacles ;él grasp ite.

You are confused no more. Your brann is talking to you in definite
terms. And you.listen. Oh, God, how you listen! You realize now that your
feet are cold, that you have been sleshing the cold slush. The brain

. neurons are sending the little impulses of awareness again, the wires gre

humming with Iife again. ' -

Rk 4 A

To be sura, there 1s the street. To be sure, to be sure! Tuis 1s not

&n illusion. Bis name is on the door. Tiny letters. No flourishes. A

[~ . o3

6N

sun? Maybe 80, hnt .at least it is & bright hope. The crystal-clear deptiis .

PCEIPTIEE - S
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tiny plate tacked on‘bo an ancient mahogany door, Nothing in the window

ut a2 brief Dr. Monarch. thy should he need amplifications. A monarch is

a monarch and he is known i’o:: genera.tions in the vast stretches around him- '
Ee 18 monarch of ,huma.n fate. He holds: ‘bhe fate of many numans. And he

tips the dalanece in 'cheir favor. The book of 1ife and death before him.

. He inscribes the 1iving on the right, and... weIl the others on the l&ft.

£ T/
—~ He can't help pnt someaon *che lef‘c He 1is only hum,an. But mos‘bly ne puts on

*®
>

the roster of tne living. Tm true monarch. The monarch of your own fatee.
- You pull tﬁe ha.nd.le and a llgnt tinkling comes from inside. You snatecn ]

your hand away es if shocked by eleetrieity. You want t0 run. Run where%

.. Sheer madness. HMadnesst 'Yonder whe re you want to run is destitution and

nochingna;s& ‘the darakt vozd of nothingness. AbOVe all‘}yotﬁl fea.r nothingness,

' whigh is ,qold. and dea&. You are you_ng - there must be something in your

life. The very SQmathing is l.ife. And you want Life not the cold void of,

e St
e

‘ "ﬁothing. ‘You want ‘to hd¥ng on tn the Something which neans gun, Sprinug,
spring streamlets and brooks, spring flOWerS a.nd birds spring meadows,
the soft spring turf. But you want to step aside and think. Not run, just «

step aside and walk a bit. And think. But what is there to think about?

¥

v

Then before your eyes stands a tallish man in a slightly crumpled suit
of non-descrpt shade.%color, but well made. The whole shapé'and;éi;gct;.
ofé the man seems to be of roundness. The gray-haired he.adu, the gray.
stubble cheeks, the small ¥an-dyke under thé rounded chin, the rounded
belly protuberant under the sligntly uplifted waigcoat », the rounded well-
ghaped legs, ‘fxagged tightly in creased trousers, s;omevtxha.rf baggy at the
kneeg and Acri:l‘ﬂ.ea. at the croteh, where the bulge of the belly begins. The
eyes are smaell and smiling under bushy eyebrows,

With one glance he takes her in and her whole story, 89 he holds the
door open. Sie YT sawm %ﬁfy nis exterior first, ; DOW she reads a kindly

% kg’élﬂ 5 :é’; &

Boul in the smiling eyes.
"Won't you come in, please,"” he says in a calm soft volce. A young




volce, -nhardly hefitting hi; age.'Maybé he;isn't as old as he looks. -And
she remembers a recent diBCOTeTy that gray hair is not always a sivn of
old age. ﬁnen she was young, very young, grey-templed men belonge&to a hoa~
ry past of an incalculable age, but no more. This man may have the mellqw-
néss that comes with age, buh he has the softness of youth about him, the
quick alertness and active movements. . .% ' e,
"HYon't youm come in, my dear,” he repeated. X
'"Thank you," she gaid timidly, "thank you." L. ;g1=;{;;
An‘unpretentlous room iﬁ-was}ne:led~her into, @he furnishings mot dec-
repit, wé}e of ancient vintage, sﬁelling a bit of musﬁhess end dust., The )
‘heavy draperies gave .the room the appearance of twilight. A warm twilight,
“But for an examining tab1e§&% .the wall oppositeuner one would hardly tell
that this was a prof%éosional office. On getting aecustomed to the lighting,

g*%&yever,ehe noticed a tall instrument cabinet “fot far from the table o@

S
» Lo

the same hue as the tabler—— of mahogany veneer. b "L *

He. sat dowd in & heavy 1eather chair facing her. g . P

He didn't Begin with the usual: "Whay can I do for you, young-lad§?“
‘but sat there'Qaiting for her to spéa&; From her frightened pale appear-
énce he Knew quite well what she wanted of him. But he wanted her to sgeak
her mind. ‘To ease her burden, and sort of become acclimated to him,

"] came here because I am 1in trouble,"'she began. Her voice -was sharp
and cfisy ags it came abruptly, as if she were angry. And maybe she wasg,~- &at
herself- for gettino into this' mess, -But it wasn't bitterness.

"You live neret"

-~

"I suppose it makes & difference?” she said as,she were méking a simplé

inguiry.
"To some degree, yes," o g - .
T e S+ ‘
ngeawgranhS my home. I was away to college."

w

"Came home for this?"

ng e : _
CCame nome fopﬁﬁgis", she eghoed his words.
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"I went to Dr. JZapenw on a mad 1mpulse. '
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"x{nov' him‘P "
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“* . "And he refused,”

-y

"Eo, I left <;,n a mad impulse. I dqn'p know whether he'd have refused

or not." = o '. . i ﬁ :ﬂ'“ : ‘ .
"Your neme and an,;ess‘?" o | “ | "
_* "ppaglg necessary I suppose." ) ' : |
© monite.n . } n R — .

"Bnt 1 could giVe the wrdmg 1nformation.

‘ "You wouldn‘t. I tr‘ast you and. you must trust me. Your nesme is safe

E
B

with me." /
"Fair enougn. o ' T
‘"I:f 1 hadn't wished 10 help you I wouldn 't ask for the 1nformation.
As you see I am not young I had given up this work. But you are one of
£ho8@e e Woll, ONCa.seso”™ ' . S ’
"I want to pay."” T e T |
‘ﬁv"‘ﬂell..,.»‘.{_"" He twirled ths beard and smiled. "I 1maé1ne you'd insist.
And i)o:rhépa Just as well.: You work and;et=< paid‘.‘BI’lt my feé 1s rather Bteep.“j
' "What 18 your fee?" | '

"At lesst £ifty." - : -

‘51 have twenty-five in my possession. Two dollars for a room, and the

‘rest for train-fare back tomorrow."

TMA roomi™

"I am not going home after,.. after this.;'/' N
"1 see." ‘ ¢ -,
"wouldn't be safe to travel distance today."
P"Perhaps mot. One can take a chance if all goes well, But how is one

sdzrg to know » Even this small operation has its dangers. Rare, but the




chanece is aluays there,"

# Q*«, ﬁ"“

] f"

"I understand perfectly. The chance to die. But 80 was‘ﬁ' bil'th a -chance,™"
"You have spirit q,nd intelligence., Want you to keep your money. You .
need it more tham I." “ ) »
- "No, you take the twenty." - - ' - . ‘fﬁ.
nSpppose I refuse."” « S o - f b
“Tnen Igo." ) :}% %’ B f« - —

S

"I believe .you would. But where tot"

"It conld hardly make any difference. The result would be the aam:t;

* "I believe that too." He looked straight in her eyes. “]: :;aw tgtbf{rst
_glance im you.” L L s W
' WPhen you'll take the twenty?" ) |
"I'd 13ke to;barg‘ain for 1ess.;;

g - v & “z ’
. . = * . 33 . ¥
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"What sbowt foodg" R

w1111 manage.™

They sat in silence :fer a moment. The pact was absolute. More-binding

then if 1t were signed and sealed. ' i %

o v

"All right"he said, "but thers are & few things you fust knaw. If £
i things g0 wWrong with you, and they ‘are apt to, don't come back to me. Afger
I have done my Jjob I am a forgotten man- to you. Wiped off your memory as '
i£.I had never existed. Hever pronounce my nawe. Agreed?"
o She nodded her nead' "Yes." Her 1lips wers dry amd her face drained of

F all color.,

- =

“Kow i? you get into trouble eall for Dr. Capen. . He is a very able
m&n, Jt's quite legal to save life after the damage had been ‘done. A flow:
like regular menses is all rignt. That's what I'll try to bring about. I
¥ary seldom do a curettage her€in the office, It's either in tne patient's
home or atg ¥/,§ certain desigriated houses, But 'che= ﬁrice of the latter 1is
'.Orohibitim - for you. In your cass though & complete Jjob is not imporie

tant .
» Blnce the pregnancy is of snort duration. We'll just start navure on
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~ wWomaRe A womsn with an experienc;e. Hadm't thought of it that way befors.,
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1ts way and let her do the reste If the flow should come 4n a gush or two....
One gush may still turn out all rignt But dom't take a seconmd gush :f.’or

-granted. Fever is a da.nger signal. In either case rum to Dri Cépen.'l* ‘

*I understandi? L ’

‘"When ‘should you be ready?“ ) ' ) T ; SR

"I got a room. Go home and tell 'cham I am going back to school.{Packj
ny things, go to my room. Then'come here." '

"That shouldn't take more than an hour. : §

Ze

’ "I'll‘be back then."

. «.'} = .
Y . ¥ W g ~ s Ed
o~ ” ey, B =k o W .

. Shy,nervbus, prudish? Noné of those. She came back before the hour was
up. At 1ast she'd kuow freeﬁnm. At last she'll look into the sun and smile.
Wnen she .comes out of here,in a few short minutes, she'll bs as sha has

slways been. No stigma, mo poimting the finger...:Suddemly she wes & ‘grown ~

&

e

No time. Too worried. But noW. She feels &seqee of releass. She’eogld.
thizk kindiy.of Foster mow, She had mo attitude toward nim befors, neitler
hate nor love,. He was hidded in the background of her mind, in some .sec~

ret recess, and automagically ignorod. She Jjust eouldn'd afforﬂ. to have ,

him before her. Hot before. She was eccupied with her own self. And that ‘
‘self &fieisetr was &a strangey to hert@@¥. Thabt is-the self she had known all .
2long, before ihis thing.... That new self was & peculiar self, and eatastro-
phic, threatening that other self she had kmown all her life. That strange
self was & eonvulsion that had come over her, had turaed her into & monsf.-

bed .-
rous thing; a tide of bilge that rawept over her and had washed everything

Q. MLZMM
elean and sweet out ef her., She was a monster £nd mqnster was growing #%

her.
But now the monster will be tofn from her, and the tide of bilge will
be swept away)w end she'll be redeemed. She'll be clean again,

Cleail w111 she ever ve clean? That would depend on whether she can think

&
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of Foster again.. But sher ©an. Foster, Foster..... No, no, not Foster.....
Georgel Something sharp @nd sweetish in her nostrils, as if s burden is
falling on her, and yet ®% the same time she feels lighter....A little
short of breath but she ¥s not panicky. A confusion and a relaxa;tion ‘haxjeh .
come over her. There was iﬁeorge“ . alone. +« and.with her. Swift changing
scenes, at school at the fire and on the tower. But alv*ays George was there,
George, George, come to me. But Foster you are my partner. Partner in this .

our sin. Our common sin. But that's all, Foster. You,. George, are mine - ¥

e

-,,4 . * s - oL

for alwaors. ' " ;, SR .
Qut of the fog . she hears the calm conforting voice: "Few drope to &
lull youx sensJ.n:m:!.:rl::!.es.m George, Foster, George.ecess "Not really an. anes-

- ~ soothlng
thetic... Take the.edge fo n she hears the ven.ce again. Now there 1s no

more the feellng of- chil.'ﬂ. air biting mto hgr exposed belly and - legs. She
“isn't naked anymo:c:e. n“Ym ere & brave, g:rl 2 the voice again "Another mi-—
ambs or tdo " .And the voige warns her; The ¥oice now trailed,off in'the -
Jloneliness of the dusk that wa.s falling a.round ‘her. Now the cone s off
her face and she gulps skarp fresh -air into her lungs. Something cold on
the mound of Vemzs, a shse;e'p stingmg inside. Not exactly pain. It slid

* between the labLae, them :n.nslde. Her 'buttocks lifted 2 and the cane went

..onto her i‘ace again. The sane . sweetish odor, the $ame numbing efzeot, but -
she felt the metlculous scrubbing and the cold ether in the tender areas
between her legs.. Then skhe went off into that :Lllusion of - dark.ness. Deeper*
than before. ,. . o

A voice from a distance, hardly audibles Then a roaring Ain her ears.
How the brain is awakened and is translating the voice in its true quali-

{

ty. Ittls pleasan:t and ‘cakm. Not roaring at all. She understands the, voice: .-

nYou nay get up NoWaeen ' ‘ . .

A momentary  unrecogmition of her state as she looks abou’o her. Then
she rcogns.aes Dr. Honarch. . His round k:tndly eyes are looking out at her
from under bushy eybrows. His rotund pudginess comes into focus and

‘she smiles happily. He puts out a hand to help her offthe examining

sy %
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Her eyelids fluttred with the sting of saltiness in 'che eyes. A bitter

taste was im her mouth, and her neart was hammering with emotion, Al}_ the
stoiciism with which she had steeled herself for this ordeai seemed 1o melt |
away, and she was eompletely helpless before this invading weakness. As

. she sat down in the deep leather -chair she felt astfhe flood of tears would
overwhelm her any moment. It had long been dammed up within ner. But shem

vvvvv

forced them back, and fought them. Only & trickle came déwn over her pale

cheeks and <@y into her ‘mouth. And she was smiling again. S
; so 53 , S
"You are & brave gdrl," he patted her héad. ) Hf’fﬂ' f R

"I am quite &1l right," she said, her voice trembling, "I am ready i

to leave." - S

"Fifteen minutes more." o .

"Wny fifreen minutes?? she smiled & wan smile.

“Enough to bemuse the four humours of the ancients. ,LAnd\the‘ Pifth «
the emotional humor." ' , ) ‘ g 1, |
"Youx sense of humour is quite apprépriate." She was her old self. "Iix™

addition to your human...” >

2 N 'é

"Not thas, Rot that, Ko oredits. I 4id what I did because I couldm't
do othérwise. But I must warn you again. VWhen you‘walk: through this door
"I em s faceless, nameless entity."

"I shall carry Jou in my hea.rt if not inm my mind. My 1ips snall never

]
&

Bpeak your BsmeY . 2t

-

BT

. 1t  could have been a coincidence that the trolley in which Cyntnia

was riding to her room passed apother one in tn/e opposite direction in whiech
George end Foster were coming home, but not an umBual gepurrence. Thelr

train arrived a.t the station about the same time she was leaving Dr.
R’onarch’a office. Now allow time for disembarking, as mucn time probably as

it would take Cynthia to clear per mind and .T.’inally take a car a.nd gou'll

L - N . - ¥ R
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have the cars meet &t some point on Povﬁgr&vé§ majin street. NeiTher 1s it
unusual for the riders of one not to see those of the ether. As for Cyn-
thia, having at that time decided that the extra five dollar bi1l 1n'her-
puree might have come (&and probably did) from Dr. Monarch's pocket, she was |
8till wondering what to doz ?o turn back or not. EvidentlyJShe*Bédnﬁf,forr 1
she never showéd.up at Dr. Moﬁ%ch's office. But her mind was taken nf fog( Z
& while, As to Poster and George, the windows in‘theii car might have been =
encrusted with frost, or the mist forming on the;cpid panes from human exi
‘halations. Solemnly thgy‘wént severally to their destinations.Cynthisa to

- her room, Foster to Cynthia's house, and George to his mother.. -

7
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"How, mother, aren't you surprised o see me again so soon?" George

sali as he kissed her a second time. ' —~

- E ﬁ-m - . .
“You always are & eurpriee to me," she said banteringly. "Rappiest of

o
Y

’surprises:" Then.enigma;;cally. "I was expeeting you." -r

¥
¢

a‘ George thought she looked quite well. Her ayes were smiling coquet-

tishly and that worried him. She is hiding something. Maybe sne is sick
and is Just putting on airs. The same doubts the sSame questioms whefh-Sver
1 see mother, he thﬁgught I tremble over her when I see. her and fear for ﬁw

‘her when 1 don t see her. Ther he caught on to what she was saying. nExpec-

ey
e

ting me? But why9"
W fpeis T
-~ "Dr, Capen‘ ‘called to ask 1if you were home. Ehr‘voicehwas troubled.¢k,
acine g l;
"But why should he call‘for me?g" L .

p ﬁMayba you know,. Bum that you are all right is all I want to know.

NOtning wrong... I mean....."

-
o v g

faat

"Nothing wWith me mother..." Tae ?hons.mang.-. "oK, mother I'll
answer . re-pnoes Hello: Yes, Foster.~5nehleft home,,, back to school?

Yes, theré.was a train back not loné <r aur arrival. Yes, yes, quite

Possible..Her mother was worriedabout her?- No,.R0,.«¥3™t
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m No, I better stay here...:. Why’? My place is: here...vI ,

belleve she is here... Well, Hmn!t go... Do.-as. you pleasel I stay

heré... All right. Ho need to ge:b huffy.... Enough trouble... I am -not

. tellin& you anything ﬁhat to do. I ‘am Just telling you I .am’ staqug
here... I have a .f:eelmg, well, she may need me... Think whab you will,
Foster, things are “that ﬁay...' You kmow what's best or worst for you to
do... Now if you go you better telegraph at once if she isn't at school.

.,/ .
. e OK. I'll be working on
“this end. Good bye and good luck!in o o

Foster- telegraphed m that Cynthia hadn't returned, that she
was nowhere to be found, that no one had .seen here. ‘
George founn Dr. Capen as lumbering as a dray-horse, and as limber.
(Or as a Eax:lg truck, if George. could loog into the futu:ce. - 'O wir
Hac, how is your }.-taclc‘?'t \ . o v
“Lugg:.ng the house away." \ -
. "Bull Dong, how is your Bulldoge,r?“ '
"Dredging, and dragging ‘the g.arage‘ﬂ. i
nHow 1s the ‘tenk on the trail?" '
_ uTroll:!.ng the trail,and tanking the island m
- (Mac, Mack, Monkey—shmes, :Ln the long, long days agos_ They are real,
redl, real as metal. AXL metal and no heart. Bleod and metal,. ‘and Junk.
Blood. in the‘ metal, end. metal in the blood. And. tanks and Jets, and metal ‘
'and blood.. 0, the Atom, and the Hydrogen! The Angel of the Quick Death -

the Sublime. Hydrogen. The -Mack truck and the Hydrogen Bomb! A short time.

PR

A wink in the eyes of Iﬁ.m Who made the.iack and the Hydrogen in the begin-. h

Ing: He Who had made the Farth - 'In the Beginning God c¢reated the Hea-.:
1 ven and the Earth! and the Mack and the Hydrogen in the Earth: and all
the peoples that came from v'rhhin the Earth - the Chinese, Neg oes, - Heb~-

rews; and the other races; Engllsh Americany. Lef e A-;*'-'Ja.ii. *r—-rﬁ!—\mjnd
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all« ‘the_evils upon the smifaces of the Farth. ) L i

"Dr e ;eapen, I em here."
: ﬂso, I '863. - ‘ i »',' " .i'w

oY was wa.tching you t0 see if you'd notice me."

,“nll right watch a while longer." : D Ed e
"You called my house, dom't you want to see me§" £
"Dhat was & long time -ago." ) P . ‘ TR

;'You are in one of youx moc;ds doctor.” o .
“You really here? -Apd I (&= dreaming! Pirst Cym;hia and now you. A |
Grean, *&ﬁmcm‘cmon»aand«z}f a pink elephant . o . ’
“?ina£ about Cynthia?“ - -

i
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"How come you are hera‘?"

s ot
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"0 coma, come, doetor: How come any‘ching‘? How come the *rock of the f
pre-aneients that Split the head and drew ey blood to: xthe cunnino- sword
‘of the anciemts who did ‘the same thing with more delieacy “but with more
eruelty, beeaus‘e of the refimement of their blood’ letting, and for no good

reason at all, for they gorged themselves on their mutton eareaéses' to”’

the even more refined gunpowder of the modern that blasts. the soulvof then,

10 the more realistic future when they'll be dead beftre they possibly

could kmow what struck them. (Could .it‘possibly be, .George, that from the

" deductions of man's genius for killing you have deduced the .H Bomb,. The"”

ultimate in destmction, and the quickest in Death Dealing}) Sure, sure,
t5sessment or

why not? Thara is no measurement in ti,me. The past 1aé the :future, and vice

versa. And X may be erazy like you. So the unborn of .the future may be

' daad bafore they are born, if we have our way. We planned it so.

rs
o .- -

"Off on one of your tirades.”
"Had %0, my dear doctor.m
"0r go orazy, eht" ,

"Thanks for the sympathy. Or is 4t thse cémpany?"

"But to be half insane is worse than --w--xM
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"Where the medicine, doctor, to take us all the way? Over the border,
in the }and of the b;'ave ‘and the free, where'no responsibility resides.” .

"Where is your resi:onsiﬁility""

"ln me. Since the day after the holldays I saw the change in-her.
| ignored the symptoms..." 5

"And what if you knéw?" o -

Talk %o her = at least -.Bet she never said a word to him. She bore
it all mt}xm her. Thatts wvsarha'l: made her so desperate - and who knows,

maybe irratianal. What could she have done .1 # with herseli“’ I don't, |
I cantt bel;.eve she' did away with herself."
511‘ not direct;ly, 'sﬁe may have done so indirectly," Dr. Capen said.
- "What do you meae?" | “
. BIf she went to one of those quacks. If . only she went to Dr. Monarch,
as I. told her. But I am sure she didn't.hear my last words to her. She
\;\ wouldn‘t have been - conscions of ite;,zan:the ‘house k=4~ collapaed on her.
¥ She was’ that stupefied. .
. ™ou refused her, didn't you? Her last hope!" George was defiant.
B "l don't know whether I dld or not. It's all so mixed up. I was he-
' % sitating -2 ' ‘
g ‘ - BShe has pride. Your hesitating was refusal...m
#She said she had no right to burden me. That I was not to be in-
&.,;»*“"‘ volved. That she came to me on an impulse., Like a sleep—walker y in a

dream. And she walked out. l:Lke one,n _ . ~

"Couldn't you have stopped her?"
"She was. gone before my mind grasped the situation. Not long after, .
i 8 called her homs, and they told me she had packed and gone back to

school. It was hard to make out that procedure. But I wanted to beliéve.
At least that she hadn't done anything rash. I felt as @)Were reprieved.

I called your house. Don't m'xgw why I 4id, or

what you could doln
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