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PART ONE

Morning

Thursda_v morning, June 5, 1952, came
bright and hot. Moist sunlight lay over stores and streets. Glittering from
the lawns, the cold sprinkle of night steamed upward to the blue-glass sky. It
was an early-morning sky; soon it would bake away and shrivel. An oppres-
sive white haze would drift in from the Bay and hang lusterless over the
world. But it was only eight thirty; the sky had two hours to live.

Jim Fergesson happily rolled down the windows of his Pontiac and, pok-
ing his elbow out, leaned to inhale vast lungfuls of damp summer-morning
air. His benign gaze, distorted by a residuc of indigestion and nervous fa-
tigue, took in the sight of sunlight dancing from gravel and pavements as he
drove from Cedar Street into the half-deserted parking lot. He parked,
turned oft the motor, and sat for a moment lighting a cigar. A few cars slith-
ered in and parked around him. Cars swished along the street. Sounds, the
first stirrings of people. In the quiet chill their movements set up metallic
echoes from the office buildings and concrete walls.

Fergesson climbed from his car and slammed the door. He crunched
briskly across the gravel and down the sidewalk, hands in his pockets, heels
clicking loudly, a small, muscular man in a blue serge suit, middle-aged, face
red with wrinkles and wisdom, pufty lips twisting the column of his cigar.

On all sides of him merchants rolled down their awnings with elaborate
arm motions. A Negro was sweeping trash with a push broom into the gut-
ter. Fergesson stepped through the trash with dignity. The Negro made no
comment . . . early-morning sweeping machine.
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By the entrance of the California Loan Company a group of secretaries
clustered. Coftee cups, high heels, perfume and earrings and pink sweaters,
coats tossed over sharp shoulders. Fergesson gratefully inhaled the sweet
scent of young women. Laughter, muted whispers, giggles, intimate words
from soft lips passed back and forth, excluding him and the street. The office
opened and the women tripped inside with a swirl of nylons and coattails . . .
he glanced appreciatively back. Briefly, he longed for one of them, any one
of them. Good for the store . . . like the old days. A woman adds class, re-
finement. Bookkeeper? Better someone where the customers can see her.
Keeps the men from swearing; keeps them kidding and laughing.

“Morning, Jim.” From Stein’s MensWear.

“Morning,” Fergesson answered, without stopping; he held his arm be-
hind him, fingers casually trailing. In front of Modern TV Sales and Service
he halted and fished out his key. Critically, he surveyed his small, old-
fashioned possession. Like a little old suit, the store steamed dully in the
morning sunlight. The archaic neon sign was off. Debris from the night lay
scattered in the entranceway. The TV and radio sets in the windows were
murky, uninteresting shapes. Records, signs, banners . . . he kicked a paste-
board milk carton out of the doorway and onto the sidewalk. The carton
rolled away, caught by the morning wind. Fergesson plunged his key in the
lock and pushed open the door.

Here no life existed. He squinted and spat away the first stale breath that
hung inside the shop. In the rear the ghostly blue of the night-light rose like
marsh gas over a decaying bog. He bent down and clicked on the main power;
the big neon sign spluttered on, and after a moment, the window lights warmed
to a faint glow. He fixed the door wide open, caught up some of the sweet out-
door air, and, holding it in his lungs, moved about the dark damp store, turn-
ing on banks of sets, display signs, fans, machinery, equipment, intercoms. The
dead things came reluctantly back to life. A radio blared, then a long row of TV
sets. He advanced on the night-light and destroyed it with a single jerk of his
hand. He ignited the listening booths that surrounded the dusty, disorganized
front counter. He grabbed a pole and dragged back the skylight. He threw the
Philco display into whirring excitement and carried it to the back of the store.
He illuminated the luxurious Zenith poster. He brought light, being, aware-
ness to the void. Darkness fled; and after the first moment of impatient frenzy,
he subsided and rested, and took his seventh day—a cup of black coffee.

Coffee came from the Health Food Store next door. Under the front
counter of Modern were piles and heaps of cups, spoons, and saucers. Bits
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of stale doughnuts and buns mixed with cigarette ashes, matches, Kleenex.
Dust lay over them; vears passed and new cups were added; the old were not
removed.

As Jim Fergesson entered the Health Food Store, Betty dragged herself
heavily from the back and lifted a tired arm to greet him. She carried a vast
damp rag wadded and sopping under her arm; her face was lined with fa-
tigue and her steel-rimmed glasses sagged.

“Morning,” Fergesson said.

“Morning, Jim,” Betty wheezed with a weary, friendly smile. She disap-
peared to get the Silex coffeemaker from the back.

He was not the first customer. A few middle-aged women, well dressed
and chatting quictly, sat at the counter and tables eating cracked wheat
and skim milk and drinking an all-grain beverage. To the rear a nattly
dressed salesman from the gift shop was dainuly nibbling at dry butterless
toast and applesauce.

His coftee came.

“Thanks,” Fergesson murmured. He got a dime from his vaguely pressed
trousers and rolled it to Betty. On his feet, he moved toward the door, past
the displays of sugar-free peaches and pears, nonfattening acorn-meal cook-
ies, jars of honey and sacks of wheat meal, dried roots, bins of nuts. He
kicked the screen door open, edged by the corner of a dried date-and-apple
display rack upon which a poster of Theodore Beckheim rested, caught a
momentary glare of disapproval from the stern-faced, beetle-browed minis-
ter, and then found himself free on the sidewalk, away from the heavy sick-
ening odor of powdered goat’s milk and female perspiration.

Nobody had entered Modern ahead of him. Olsen, the spiderlike repair-
man, was nowhere in sight. Nor were any of the salesmen. No elderly woman
had appeared with a withered little radio to be fixed. No voung couples
wanting to finger expensive TV combinations. Fergesson carefully carried
his cup of coffee down the sidewalk and into the store.

As he entered the store the phone began to ring.

“Damn,” his mouth formed softly. The cup teetered as conflicting motor
responses traveled up and down his arm. The thin black liquid sloshed over
the edge as he set the cup hurriedly down and swept up the phone. “Modern
TV.” he said into it.

“Is my radio fixed yet?” a woman’s voice shrilled.

Half listening, Fergesson groped for a pencil. The woman breathed
harshly in his ear, a beast jammed up against him, muzzled by the phone.
“What is your name, ma’am?” Fergesson inquired. A certain sweet kind of
early-morning despair filled him: it had already begun.
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“Your man took the insides out sometime last week and promised to have
them back Wednesday, and so far I haven’t heard a thing from you people.
I’m beginning to wonder what sort of place you’re running there.”

Fergesson groped for the service-call sheet and commenced turning the
stiff yellow pages. Outside the store the moist sunlight still filtered down
bright and clear. Slim high-breasted young women still clattered by. Cars
hissed sleekly along the damp streets. But there was no deceiving himself:
life and activity were outside and he was inside. The primordial old woman
was on the telephone.

Scowling, he gouged a few bitter words on the sheet—sharp jabs of dis-
gust. The grinding wheels had begun devouring his soul. The reality of the
workday had begun . . . for him, at least. The burden was on his shoulders;
while his employees lay sleeping in bed or dallied at breakfast, Fergesson, the
owner of the store, was reluctantly beginning the leaden task of looking up
the woman’s old radio.

That morning, at the other end of town, at exactly 5:45 a.m., Stuart Hadley
woke up in a cell of the Cedar Groves jail. Somebody was banging on the
metal bars; Hadley lay on the cot and cringed furiously to himself until the
noise died down. Frowning at the wall, he lay waiting, hoping it had gone.
But it hadn’t gone. Presently it was back.

“Hadley,” the cop yelled in at him, “time to get up.”

He lay wadded up, knees drawn up against his stomach, arms wrapped
around him, still frowning, still waiting, still mutely hoping it would go
away. But now there was the jangle of keys and bolts; the door slid noisily
back and the cop came inside, right up to the cot.

“Come on,” he said in Hadley’s exposed ear. “Time to get out of here,
you stupid son of a bitch.”

Hadley stirred. Gradually, resentfully, he began to unwind his body. First
his feet extended themselves and groped for the floor. Then his legs stretched
out, long and straight. His arms released their grip; with a grunt of pain he
sagged to an upright sitting position. He didn’t look at the cop; instead, he sat
with his head down, staring at the floor, brows drawn together, eyes almost
shut, trying to keep out the harsh gray light filtering through the window.

“What the hell are you?” the cop demanded, baiting him.

Hadley didn’t answer. With his fingers he felt his head, his ears, his teeth,
his jaw. Rough stubble scratched his fingers; he needed a shave. His coat was
torn. His necktie was missing. For an interval he fumbled clumsily under his
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cot; finally he found his shoes and dragged them out. Their weight almost
pulled him down on his knees.

“Hadley,” the cop repeated, standing in front of him, legs apart, hands on
his hips, “what’s the matter with you?”

Hadley got into his shoes and began tying the laces. His hands shook. He
could hardly see. His stomach gurgled and crept up in his throat. The pain in
his head pulled his brows together in a thin, anxious frown.

“Get your valuables at the desk,” the cop said. He turned and strode out
of the cell. Presently, with infinite caution, Hadley made his way after him.

“Sign here,” the sergeant behind the desk said, pushing a sheaf of papers
at Hadley, and then a thick fountain pen. A third cop was off somewhere, get-
ting the sack that contained Hadley’s possessions. Two more cops lounged at
a table, watching dully.

The sack contained his wallet, his wedding ring, eighty cents in silver, two
paper dollars, his cigarette lighter, his wristwatch, his ballpoint pen, a copy of
the New Yorker, and his keys. Scrutinizing each item intently he transferred
them one by one to their proper places . . . except the magazine, which he
dropped into the wastebasket by the desk. Two dollars. He had spent, lost,
or been robbed of the rest. In all, about thirty-four dollars was gone. Now he
noticed that the back of his hand was badly cut; somebody had put a Band-
Aid on the groove. While he was examining it, the sergeant leaned down,
pointed, and said:

“What’s that in your coat pocket?”

Hadley felt in his pocket. A large crumpled piece of shiny paper came out
in his hand; he opened it and spread it flat. It was a color reproduction of a
picture: Picasso’s Clown Family with Chimpanzee. One edge was jagged and
ripped; probably he had torn it from a library book. He had a vague memory
of wandering through the public library, as it was closing, its lights dimming
one by one.

After that had come a lot of walking around in the evening darkness.
Then the bar. Then another bar. Then the argument. And after the argu-
ment, the fight.

“What was it about?” the sergeant asked.

“Joe McCarthy,” Hadley muttered.

“Why?”

“Somebody said he was a great man.” Shakily, Hadley smoothed down
his short-cropped blond hair. He wished he had his cigarettes. He wished he
were home where he could bathe and shave and get Ellen to fix him some
steaming black coffee.
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“What are you,” the sergeant said, “a Red?”

“Sure,” Hadley answered. “I voted for Henry Wallace.”

“You don’t look like a Red.” The sergeant studied the hunched-over young
man. Even in his rumpled, filth-stained clothes, Hadley had a sharp-cut look
to him. Blond hair, blue eyes, an intelligent but pufty face. He was slim, al-
most slender, with a slightly feminine grace. “You look more like a queer,”
the sergeant stated. “Are you one of those San Francisco queers?”

“IPm an intellectual,” Hadley said dully. “I'm a thinker. A dreamer. Can I
go home now?”

“Sure,” the sergeant said. “Are all your things there?”

Hadley returned the empty sack. “Every one of them.”

“Sign the paper, then?”

Hadley signed, waited a moment with leaden patience, and then realized
the sergeant was through with him. He turned and walked soggily toward
the stairs of the police station. A moment later he was standing out on the
gray sidewalk, blinking and rubbing his head.

The two dollars got him a cab. It took only a short while to reach his apart-
ment house; there were almost no cars out yet. The sky was hazy white, cold.
A few people strode along, blowing pale breath ahead of them. Slumped
over, hands clasped together, Hadley brooded.

Ellen was going to screech. As she always screeched when something of
this sort happened. And the long-suffering silence that had grown, in the last
month, until it was unbearable. He wondered if it was worth making up a
complicated story. Probably not.

“Got a cigarette?” he asked the cabdriver.

“Smoking causes lung cancer,” the driver answered, eyes on the empty street.

“That means no?”

“No, I don’t, no.”

It was going to be hard explaining the lost money. That was the part he
hated. He couldn’t even remember which bar it was; probably it was several
bars. Only the memory of the two black-jacketed toughs, those two truck
drivers, those two McCarthy supporters, remained clear in his mind. The
cold air outside the bar as the three of them had stumbled out and tangled.
The sharp wind, the fist in his stomach and in his face. The sidewalk, very
gray and hard and cold. Then the police car and the struggling trip to the jail.

“Here we are, mister,” the cabdriver said, stopping the cab. He ripped the
receipt from the meter and clambered out, all in one busy motion.

Nothing stirred. The neighborhood was absolutely silent as Hadley un-
locked the front door of the apartment building and made his way up the
carpeted stairs and along the hall. No radios. No sounds of flushing toilets.
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It was still only six fifteen. He reached his own door and tried the knob. Un-
locked. Hesitantly preparing himself, he pushed open the door and entered.

The living room, as always, was dark, messy, smelling faintly of cigarettes
and overripe pears. Ellen had long ago ceased exerting herself. The shades
were down; he could hardly see as he passed through, already pulling oft his
coat and unbuttoning his shirt. The bedroom door stood wide open; he
halted to peer in.

In the great rumpled bed his wife lay asleep. She was turned on her side,
tousled brown hair piled over the pillow and around her bare shoulders, over
the sheet and her blue nightgown. The sound of her low, labored breathing
reached him; satisfied, he turned and stiffly made his way into the kitchen.

He was putting on the Silex of water when her voice came, clear and sharp.
“Stuart!”

Cursing, he walked from the kitchen back to the doorway. She was sitting
bolt upright, brown eyes huge with alarm. “Morning,” he said drearily. “Sorry
I woke you.”

Nostrils quivering, face distorted, she gazed fixedly at him. He became
uncomfortable as moments passed and still she said nothing,.

“What’s the matter?” he demanded.

With a cry, Ellen sprang from the bed and trotted toward him, arms out,
hot tears dribbling down her cheeks. Unecasily, he retreated. But her vast,
bulging form descended on him; her arms clutched at him fervently. “Stu-
art,” she wailed, “where have you been?”

“I'm okay,” he muttered.

“What time is it?” She broke away, looking around for the clock. “It’s
morning, isn’t it? Where did you sleep? You’re all —cuz!”

“I'm okay,” he repeated irritably. “Go back to bed.”

“Where did you sleep?”

He grinned evasively. “In a thicket.”

“What happened? You went downtown last night for a beer . . . and you
were going to the library. But you didn’t come home . . . You got in a fight,
didn’t you?”

“With savages, yes.”

“In a bar?”

“In Africa.”

“And you were in jail.”

“They called it that,” he admitted. “But I never believed them.”

For a time his wife was silent. Then outrage and exasperation replaced alarm.
The bloated softness of her body hardened. “Stuart,” she said quietly, lips thin
and pressed tight together, “what am I going to do with you?”
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She had only delayed it. It would come, and nothing could be done about it.

A few birds stirred and crept outside the window; the rim of shrubbery
danced violently as birds landed in it. A milk truck roared down the deserted
street. Very far oft the Southern Pacific train made its way up the track,
heading toward San Francisco. Ellen drew herself up, raising the covers,
holding them up, a shield between him and the window. Cutting off the
sounds, the bright cold sunlight. Protecting him with her body. She loved
him; his indifference, his gradual drift away from her, seemed to make her
own hunger greater.

And still he slept on. In sleep, his face was blank and pale; his hair, drib-
bled across his forechead, was strawlike. Even his lips were colorless. The
stain of gray beard around his chin had faded and blurred into the pufty
whiteness of his flesh. Relaxed, mindless, he slept on, not knowing about
the clock, not hearing the milk truck outside, the stirring birds. Not know-
ing she was risen up beside him, was hovering over him.

In sleep, he was ageless. Very young, perhaps, not quite a man, not even an
adolescent. And certainly not a child; perhaps a very old man, so old that he
was no longer a man, a thing left over from some archaic world, primordial,
but cold and chaste as ivory. Something carved from bone, a tusk, shaped
from passionless calcium: without rancor or excitement or knowledge. An in-
nocent thing too old to care, alive but not yet wanting. Perfectly content to lie,
attainment of something beyond activity . . . She wished he could always be
like this, utterly peaceful, not needing, not suffering, not driven by any know-
ing of things. But even as he slept, the corners of his pale mouth twisted up
into a tight, childish frown. A sullen, uneasy distaste; and with it a growing
terror.

Perhaps he was dreaming out his fight, his shadowy ordeal with the enemy.
The mist-dripping battlefield where dim shapes struggled, he and vague an-
tagonists. Grappling with opponents he barely understood. . . . She had seen
it before. She knew the blind, dazed, head-downward fight he put up. Mind-
less brawling for goals too tenuous to comprehend, or put into words.

He twisted; his head turned on one side. A tiny ooze of saliva shthered
down his chin, onto his throat. There it glistened, thick and moist, a body
fluid escaping from him, leaking from his relaxed mouth. Perhaps he was
sleeping again on the hard cot of the jail. Perhaps he was dreaming of un-
consciousness. One scrarched hand came futilely up, batted and struck at an
nvisible presence. He was still dreaming of the fight. And of defeat.

“Stuart,” she said sharply.

Beside her, he grunted. His eyelids fluttered; all at once his quiet, guileless
blue eyes gazed up at her, wondering, baffled, a little frightened, startled to



20 | PHILIP K. DICK

find her there. Not knowing where he was—he never knew where he was—
and not understanding what had happened to him.

“Hi,” she said softly. Bending down, she gently touched her lips against
his timid, anxious mouth. “Good morning.”

Color entered his eyes; he smiled weakly. “You awake?” He dragged himself
up. “What time is it?”

“Eight.”

Hunched over, scowling, he sat rubbing his stubbled jaw. “Time to get up,
I guess.”

“Yes,” she agreed. Far off, a car honked. A front door opened and a neigh-
bor came striding down his concrete steps. The muftled sounds of people . . .
cold breath shimmering in the morning air. “It looks like a nice day,” she
said presently.

“Day. Nuts to day.” With bewilderment, he examined his damaged hand.

“What do you want for breakfast?”

“Nothing.” He shook his head irritably. The whole episode of the bar, the
fight, the police . . . it was all indistinct, dreamlike. Already, it was slipping
away from him. “I've got a hangover,” he muttered. “Christ.”

“I’ll fix coftee,” Ellen said gently.

“No, the doctor says you can’t.” Dully, he groped for the covers, trying to
get to his feet. “God,” he muttered as his feet reached the floor. For a mo-
ment he stood by the bed, eyeing it with weary longing. Aimlessly, he began
to scratch at his naked furry chest. Then, turning, he laboriously tottered out
of the bedroom, down the icy hall, into the bathroom. There, pushing the
door half shut, he stood slouched over the toilet, urinating. Finally he
grunted, flushed the toilet, and somberly padded back into the bedroom. At
the door, he stood.

“I lost some money,” he told her wanly.

“That’s all right.” She smiled up briefly at him. “Forget about it and go
wash.”

Obediently, he got his razor and blades from the dresser drawer, and dis-
appeared into the bathroom. Hot water roared in the shower, and he climbed
gratefully into it. After that he systematically brushed his teeth, shaved,
combed his hair, and came wandering out to look for clean clothes.

“Thirty dollars,” he told her.

“We can talk about it later.”

Nodding, he belched. “I'm sorry. Can I take something from the house-
hold money?”

“I guess so,” she said reluctantly.

From the dresser Hadley took a starched white shirt. The smell of it
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cheered him up. Next came clean shorts, and then his carefully pressed and
hung-up blue slacks from the closet. A kind of eagerness filled him; the joy
of fresh fabrics and clean smells took away the staleness of night. But behind
him in the dark, moist bed, Ellen lay watching; he could feel her avid eyes on
him. Brown hair spilling over her shoulders, the swollen globes of her breasts.
Her vast bulging middle stuck up grotesquely: not many more weeks now.
The baby—ultimate burden. He would never get away then, and it was al-
ready oppressively close.

“I don’t think I'll go to work,” he said gloomily.

“Why not?” Anxiously, she asked: “Don’t you feel better? After you've
had something to cat—"

“It’s too nice a day. I'm going down and sit in the park.” His body stirred
restlessly. “Maybe I'll play football with the kids.”

“They’re still in school. And it isn’t football season.”

“Then Tl play baseball. Or pitch horseshoes.” He turned to her. “You
want to go out in the country this weckend? Let’s get out of here; let’s get
out where we can roam around.”

Ellen touched her middle. “I shouldn’t, you know.”

“That’s right.” The great fragile tub of flesh . . . center of the universe.

“Darling,” Ellen said, “do you want to tell me about last mght?”

He didn’t; but the firmness of her voice meant the time had come. “There
wasn’t much,” he answered. “What I said already.”

“Did you get—hurt?”

“It wasn’t a real fight. We were too drunk. . .. We just sort of swung and
cussed at each other.” Reflectively, he murmured: “I think I got one of the bas-
tards, though. A big one. The cops think 'm a Communist. . . . As they hauled
me in I was yelling, ‘Come on, you fascist bastards, I'll take care of all of you.””

“Were there just two:?”

“Four cops, two fascist bastards.”

“It happened in a bar?”

“Outside a bar. It started in a bar. Or at the public library. Maybe it was a
couple of librarians.”

“Stuart,” she said, “why did it happen? What’s wrong with you?”

He got into his powder blue coat and halted at the mirror to examine his
face, his hair, his teeth, his swollen eyes. Scowling, he plucked at a pimple on
his smooth-shaven chin.

“It’s Sally, isn’t 1t?” she said.

“Yes,” he said.

“You’re tense.”

“You bet your goddamn life ’'m tense.” It was today he had to pick her up.
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“Do—you want me to go with you?”

“P’ll pick her up alone,” he said, starting toward the door. The last thing he
wanted was to have Ellen tagging along, getting in the way, making the situ-
ation even worse. “Maybe you can clean up the apartment.”

“Aren’t you having any breakfast?”

“PIl catch it downtown.” From the teapot in the kitchen he got all the
money there was, ten or fifteen dollars, and crammed it into his pocket. The
living room, as he strode through it, was still messy and still smelled of over-
ripe pears. He didn’t really expect Ellen to clean it up; she would start, per-
haps empty the ashtrays, and then, exhausted, return to bed. It would still be
this way tonight, when he brought his sister home. He was resigned.

“Wish me luck,” he said at the door to the hall.

She had got out of bed; now she was tying on her heavy blue dressing
robe. “Will you be home first? Or will you go directly up?”

“Depends whether I get the truck,” he said. “T’ll call you.” Without kissing
her good-bye he waved, grinned, and stepped out into the hall. In a moment
he was outside on the sidewalk, on his way downtown.

Unless it rained he walked to work. But today the jogging bounce of his
shoes against the pavement made his head ache. By the time he had turned
onto Mason Avenue his vision danced with nausea; he wondered if he was
going to make it. The hell with breakfast; in his condition he couldn’t keep
down a glass of tomato juice.

At the Lucky Market the Italian greengrocer was putting out his long
trays of grapefruits and oranges. The greengrocer waved at Hadley, and he
waved mechanically back. Out of habit, he nodded to the clerk in the jewelry
store and to the little dried-up old lady in Wetherby’s Stationery.

In the doorway of the Golden State Café the petite black-haired waitress
stood lounging in her trim uniform, red skirt and blouse, pert hat buried in
her dark curls. “Hi,” she called shyly.

The sight of her revived him briefly. “How are you?” he asked, pausing.

“It’s a nice day,” she said, smiling coquettishly; Hadley was handsome and
well groomed, a good catch for a girl . . . especially for one who didn’t know
he was married and about to be presented with a son.

Lighting a cigarette, Hadley said: “When are you dropping in?” He indi-
cated Modern TV Sales and Service, which lay just ahead. “Come in and I’ll
give you a free TV demonstration.”

The girl laughed cunningly. “A free what demonstration?”

Grinning, Hadley continued on down the sidewalk and into the dark
shadows of the store. Into the familiar interior of silence and darkness, the
place where he had worked since college.
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Stuart Wilson Hadley sat hunched over his food in the back of the Health
Food Store, picking irritably at his plate of tossed green salad and creamed
chipped beef on toast. The clock over the counter read twelve thirty. He had
twenty minutes left on his lunch hour. He had been sitting there forty min-
utes and he hadn’t caten a thing.

The Health Food Store was full of chattering women. They annoved him;
everything annoyed him. His stomach was queasy and his head ached dully.
He began aimlessly ripping his napkin up and wadding it into a ball. Ellen
was probably still asleep in bed. Sometimes she stayed in bed until three or
four in the afternoon. He wished he were with her; this ceaseless shrill laugh-
ter was too much to stand. He should have eaten at Jack’s Steakhouse; he
could have got a plate of red beans and pork and rice and hot coffee.

His stomach gurgled sickishly. There’d be the smell of grease and drip-
ping French fries oozing from the walls at Jack’s Steakhouse. Drops of shiny
fat like perspiration squeezed from the plaster, ignited by the fry cook at his
sizzling grill. Clouds of cigar smoke manufactured from the dirty jokes of
businessmen who squashed themselves together in booths like juries of veg-
etables. Jack’s Steakhouse was a grotto of jukebox noise, an outhouse of
smoke and bathroom grunts, a steam bath of Chronicle sporting-greens and
toothpicks and spilled ketchup. Stuart Hadley didn’t belong in its gymna-
stum of sweat and oniony hamburger smoke; could a sensitive man eat din-
ner in a locker room, surrounded by dirty underwear and athlete’s foot?

Eating at Jack’s Steakhouse was squatting in junior high school, in the
perspiration and fatigue of his earlier youth. The fat, successful men in Jack’s
Steakhouse had belly-shoved their way directly there from gray shorts and
tennis shoes and shower taking, had brought along Bicycle athletic support-
ers that had become dark strings of rot. The torment of Jack’s Steakhouse
maintained Stuart Hadley at the moment of climbing the rope suspended
from the ceiling of the Cedar Groves Junior High School gym, the moment
in which he had hung in agony, jeered by upturned faces, clinging piteously
still not up to the knot—mark of accomplishment—and then falling ex-
hausted, drained, to the polished floor. Stuart Hadley, swinging from the
ceiling, a fly above mouths of many spiders . . . and after him the skinny lit-
tle Jew boy Ira Silberman had swarmed up, Asiatic, competent, grinning.
Jack, of Jack’s Steakhouse, was Greek. Grinning over the cash register he
palmed change with competent fingers; hand over hand it was taken in, the
eternal ritual.

He wondered where the people hurrying past him were going. So fast . . .
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no doubt it was somewhere important. Somewhere momentous, to do
something vital. It was incredible that so many people could be abroad, all
with significant errands, all gripped by purposeful goals. Involved in com-
plex schemes and projects . . . cosmic doings.

Reluctantly, he turned and crossed the street. His steps dragged; he didn’t
want to return to the miserable little store. Anything to delay it. He could
hide for a moment down in the crapper . . . but then—upstairs. Upstairs to
the dull-faced customers.

In the window of the Health Food Store was a big glossy photograph of
Theodore Beckheim, set in the middle of the date and nut display. He
stopped before it for the hundredth time; it had been there since May.
Beckheim was coming up the coast from Los Angeles, where he and his
people made their headquarters.

The man’s heavy dark face glared back at Hadley; vaguely, he felt uncom-
fortable. The man was incredibly commanding, powerful. His great black
eves and massive-ridged brow made him look like some primordial giant, a
legend from the distant past. Under the photograph of Theodore Beckheim
were the words:

Will speak at the Watchmen Hall at

8 o’clock June 6, 7, 8. Admission free.
Donations gratefully received.
“Purity—the Bible Tells the

World Order of Tomorrow.” Lecture
followed by discussion.

Everybody invited!

Society of the Watchmen of Jesus

Hadley gazed vacantly at the words and then back at the impressive face.
The picture had been there so long he knew every line and circle of it. It was
as if Beckheim were really someone he knew and not a remote public individ-
ual, a leader of a religious sect. There was its name on the poster: the Society
of the Watchmen of Jesus. A worldwide society . . . pamphlets, a weekly
newspaper sold on street corners. Followers in South America, Africa, in Ice-
land and Iran. Power of the Bible . . . healing by the Word.

The image of Theodore Beckheim seemed more and more familiar the
longer he examined it. For a while it reminded him of Franklin Delano Roo-
sevelt; then it was like his father, as he dimly remembered him, big and deep-
voiced, strong. And somewhere in the heavy black brow was the stern gaze
of a high school physics teacher, a man who had strode down the hall with
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firm step and steady gait, in a long white robe that billowed behind him like
Saint Paul’s. The image gave Hadley the same nervous, uncasy feeling as the
Army recruiting posters. One part of his mind told him they had made it
that way on purpose and the whole thing was high-pressure salesmanship.
And another part quavered and glowed, and down inside his chest his heart
turned soft like mushy bacon fat melting in the pan.

It was strange that a man he’d never seen or heard could make him feel
that way. But it had happened before. At least, parts of his feeling had come
before. That was the strange thing— his feeling was all the previous feelings
rolled into one, as if all the men who had attracted him were present now.
And for another thing, he was convinced that Beckheim was a Negro. He
had never liked Negroes. . . . It didn’t make sense. And he was convinced
that most of Beckheim’s followers were metallic, chattering old women, like
the ones who munched salad and tapioca pudding at the counter inside the
Health Food Store. He hated women like that.

The clock read four. Right now the Health Food Store was almost empty.
The women had all skittered back to their offices and homes. Betty was
heavily clearing the dirty counter of dishes and cigarette ashes and half-
empty coftee cups crammed with wadded paper napkins. At one of the
tables a drab little man in a striped suit, steel-rimmed glasses perched on his
nose, a wisp of a mustache above his thin mouth, was quietly spooning up
tapioca pudding and reading an article in a magazine.

Hadley entered the Health Food Store and sat down at one of the
counter stools, hands clasped before him on the moist oilcloth surface of the
counter.

“What is it, Stuart?” Betty asked wearily, with the faint trace of a smile.

“Give me a bottle of fizz water and one of those little jars of celery extract.
So I can make a celery phosphate.”

At his table the man in the pin-striped suit pushed aside his magazine.
“Stuart!” he called in a thin friendly voice. “By golly, how’s the boy?”

“Hi, Wakefield,” Hadley answered noncommittally.

“Come on over and join me.” Wakefield waved his spoon invitingly and
grinned a gold-toothed jovial grin. Hadley got to his feet dully and moved
listlessly over to the table. “I'm reading an interesting article on vaccination,”
the little dried-up prune of a man asserted proudly. “By Bernard Shaw, the
great English playwright. You might be interested.”

“I'have to get back to the shop,” Hadley said vaguely. “How are things in
the flower business?”
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“Can’t complain.” Wakefield nodded, solemn and dignified when his
flower shop was mentioned. “Drop in sometime and I'll fix you up with a
nice bright purple carnation for your buttonhole.” He scanned Hadley’s suit
critically. “Hmm, with that suit maybe a white gardenia would be better.
The purple would clash. Something white, I think . . . yes, a gardenia.” He
leaned close to Hadley and grated in his ear: “It’s like pumping arsenic in a
child’s bloodstream. Billions of corpses of dead germs. Ground up and
pumped into the child. Diabolical! Read this article.” He pushed the maga-
zine insistently against Hadley’s wrist. “They spread disease all over the
world. The only real way to health, as any sane person knows, is through
proper eating. Remember, what you put in your stomach comes out of your soul.
Isn’t that right>” He raised his voice. “Isn’t that right, Betty?”

“Yes, Horace,” Betty answered wearily as she lugged the two bottles to the
counter and sank down on her stool. “That will be a dollar forty, Stuart.”

Wakefield caught Hadley’s wrist with his thin, cold fingers. “You know
what causes cancer? Eating meat. Pork and beef fat, especially pork. Lamb fat
1s the most difficult substance known to digest. It lodges in the lower gastroin-
testinal tract and putrefies. Sometimes a lump of lamb fat lodges for weeks,
rotting and stinking.” His lips drew back from his gold teeth in a grimace of
disgust; behind his steel-immed glasses his enlarged eves danced excitedly. “A
man turns himself into a garbage dump. Stinking mounds of filth and rub-
bish, flies and worms buzzing around. There’s those trichinosis worms in
pork. They burrow into vour muscles, all through vour body. Big soft white
worms burrowing, burrowing . . .” He shuddered and returned to his tapioca
pudding. “Remember, Stuart,” he said quietly as he intently spooned up the
last of the pudding. “What you put in your stomach comes out of vour soul.”

Hadley paid for the two bottles and started out of the Health Food Store
into the blazing sun. In the back of his mind was a vague idea he had mulled
over the last few weeks; he hugged the bottles carefully as he made his way
down the sidewalk. He plunged into the cool gloom of the TV shop, his
eves on his feet.

Fergesson was surrounded by customers at the front counter. Olsen, the
huge bent-over serviceman, had come up from the basement to help him.
He was resentfully finding a needle for a dumpy colored woman and at the
same time answering the phone. Fergesson shot Hadley a look of wild fury,
but Hadley was intent on his two bottles. He carried them carefully through
the store and up the narrow back stairs to the office.

Sitting at the desk making out his pickup tags was young Joe Tampini, the
handsome black-haired Italian boy who managed the deliveries. Tampini
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smiled up shyly as Hadley scated himself by the typewriter table and
painstakingly laid down his bottles.

“What you got there, Mister Hadley?” Tampini asked, curious and polite,
a sensitive youth lingering hopetully on the periphery of the store’s social
life.

Hadley began scarching in the debris-littered desk. He found a stained tum-
bler and finally a bottle opener. “Something to drink,” he muttered. “What's it
look like?”

“Do I get some?” Tampini smiled wistfully, but Hadley promptly turned
his back and ignored him.

“You wouldn’t like it,” Hadley said. Surrounded by filing cabinets, piles
of invoices and bills, dusty photos of nude girls, pens and pencils, the old
Royal typewriter, Hadley cautiously opened the two bottles and began fix-
ing the celery phosphate.

“Drink it,” Hadley urged Fergesson good-naturedly.

“What in the name of God is it?” Fergesson demanded.

“A celery phosphate. It’s good for you . ... Try it. It’s got an unusual
taste but once you get used to it it’s really fine.”

Fergesson snorted with disgust. The store was finally empty; rows of TV
sets bellowed to themselves below the office. Olsen had escaped back down
to his service department. Tampini was out in the truck for the final deliver-
ies of the day. “Where the hell were you?” Fergesson demanded. “You took
an hour and a half for your damn lunch—1I ought to dock you.”

Indignation rose up in Hadley. He angrily withdrew the tempting glass
of celery phosphate. “That’s not so—I got stopped by a streetlight, that’s all.
Maybe a couple of minutes.” The whole thing had become indistinct to
him; he couldn’t see any use in talking about it. Hadn’t he just bought over
a dollar’s worth of celery extract for Fergesson? “Sure,” he said hotly. “Take
it out of my pay.”

“What's the use,” Fergesson muttered to himself. “I'm going out on a
prospect. I’ll be back in half an hour. . . . It’s probably stone dead by now.”
He disappeared down the steps to the main floor, and then rapidly out the
front door.

Hadley sighed and lit a cigarette. He knew he should go downstairs; there
were three new Philco TV combinations to be adjusted and set up. The job
was his; he had the patience and dexterity to sit tinkering endlessly, day after
day. But instead of going down he remained art the office desk, the cigarette
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between his fingers, idly touching the side of the celery phosphate glass. He
absently sipped a little of it, but the fizz had already begun to go, and what
remained was stale and vegetable and not exciting.

An old woman dragged her way into the store and stood pufting and sag-
ging before the front counter, her vast lumpy shopping bag resting on the
floor. Hadley gazed down at her mildly as she panted and muttered and
darted quick suspicious glances around the deserted store, impatient for the
salesman to make his appearance.

A dull, numbing tredness crept through Hadley’s bones. Lazily, the mi-
asma drifted up like gray cigarette smoke, into all parts of his body. First his
feet, then his legs and hips, his shoulders, finally his arms and hands drifted
off to sleep. His chin wobbled and sank as he continued to gaze blankly at the
old woman. She reminded him of his grandmother whom he had visited in
Baltimore. Only, her face was too hard and mean. Her eyes darted rest-
lessly. And she was smaller and older. He wondered what this old woman
wanted. Mavbe there was a broken Arwater Kent radio in the dumpy shop-
ping bag. Maybe there was a paper sack of dusty old radio tubes to be
checked, each one wrapped in newspaper. Mavbe she had a radio downstairs
in the service department, an immense floor model combination it would
take three men and a donkey to haul up. Maybe she wanted a package of
Kact needles for her windup phonograph.

He vawned, and the sound attracted the woman’s attention. Guilaly,
Hadley moved into motion. He stubbed out his cigarette and clumped stiffly
down the stairs to the main floor. His legs wobbled under him; he could
hardly push behind the counter. The old woman, the store, the booming TV
sets, were lost in a drifting haze of sleepiness. He had got up too suddenly
this morning. He should have got up slowly, breathed deeply with each mo-
tion. Opened the window and done a few of his special chest exercises.
Mavbe taken an ice-cold shower. At least had a methodical breakfast. The
whole day had started off wrong. . . . Now that it was ending, his last energy
was dwindling away.

“Can I help vou?” he asked the old woman.

Two tred, crafty eyes, ancient and faded, gleamed up at him. “You work
here?” the old woman demanded.

“Yes,” Hadley said.

“That’s funny,” the old woman said. There was bright suspicion on her
seamed face. “T've never seen you before.” Firm conviction entered her voice
and hardened there. “You’re not the man who waits on me when I come in.”

Hadley could find no words of protest.

“No,” the old woman said, with a half-plaintive, half-weary shake of her
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head. “You’re not the man who waits on me. The man who waits on me is
much older. You’re just a boy.”

“I've worked here for years,” Hadley said, stunned.

“The man who waits on me is darker and shorter. He has a good face. He
is a kind, helpful man. He understands my radio. He’s waited on me for thir-
teen years. Ever since I came to California and took my room at the National
Hotel.”

“I have a wife,” Hadley said helplessly. “I'm not a boy.”

“This man owns this store. He fixed my radio when nobody ¢lse would
even look at it. He has a way with radios. There’s a wise kindness in his face.
There’s no kindness in your face. Your face is empty and cruel. It’s a bad face.
It’s pretty and blond, but it’s a bad face.”

“You want Mr. Fergesson,” Hadley managed. “He’s not here. He’s out
somewhere.”

“Mr. Fergesson is the man who waits on me,” the old woman said em-
phatically. “You say he’s out somewhere? Well, don’t you know where? When
will he be back? I have my radio here in my bag. I want him to look at it. He
can tell me what’s wrong. Nobody else can.”

“He’ll be back in half an hour,” Hadley mumbled. “Maybe you want to
wait for him. Or maybe you want to leave the radio.”

“No,” the old woman said with finality. “I can’t leave my radio.”

“You can wait, then.”

“Do you think I could wait half an hour? An old person like me can’t
stand on her feet that long.”

“I’ll ind you a chair,” Hadley suggested.

“No,” the old woman said. She moved toward the door, her heavy shop-
ping bag dragging after her. “T’ll come back some other time.” She searched
Hadley’s face with her tired, disappointed eyes. “Are you sure you work here,
voung man? I’ve never seen you before. Are you sure you’re not just waiting?”

“I belong here,” Hadley said thickly. “I'm not just waiting.”

“You’re waiting here for the man to come back. The man who owns the
store. No, you don’t belong here. I can tell. I don’t know where you belong,
but it isn’t here.”

She wandered heavily away.

Hadley stalked numbly over and snapped oft the row of blaring TV sets.
They sank into sudden silence, and at once the dim emptiness of the store
rose up around him and suffocated him. He turned one set back on and then
convulsively made his way out of the store, onto the front sidewalk.

The old woman was crossing the street with a knot of drab shoppers. He
watched her go until she was lost from sight. What did the old woman

)
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mean? Who was she? Inside the dim store the TV muttered to itself; its sin-
gle eye flickered fitfully in the murky shadows. Shapes came and went, dif-
fuse figures of men and things that hovered temporarily and then passed on.

Hadley turned his back to the store and the television set. He persuaded
his ears to fill up with the honk of car horns, the staccato stamp of human
feet on the hot late-afternoon sidewalk; he managed to exclude the dead
sounds exhausted of color and life, the sullen cry and fuming from inside the
store. Standing against the plate-glass window, his hands forced deep in his
trouser pockets, he fervently inhaled the warmth of sun and people, the flow
of bright activity.

But still the old woman’s words whined in his head.

She was right; he didn’t belong in the store. He wasn’t really a television
salesman. Longingly, he watched the people pass. He should be out there
with them, a part of them. Hurrying by, not cut off and isolated in the stag-
nant backwater of a little dried-up store.

Along the sidewalk came a well-dressed voung man. He was somewhat
plump, but immaculately groomed. A soft-bodied man in an expensive En-
glish suit, shoes obviously hand-fashioned. His hair was thin, black, faintly
shiny. A rich aliveness glowed in his brown eyes as he glanced briefly at
Hadley. His nails, his cuffs, his bearing, everything about him, spoke his
breeding, a Continental background.

Avidly, Hadley watched him pass. This might have been Hadley. Under
other circumstances, it would be he, Stuart Hadley, carrying a gray topcoat
over his arm, tall and dark and dignified. A faint aroma of men’s cologne
hung about him. Hadley could imagine his apartment: modern prints on the
walls, cushions on the floor, Chinese mats, Barték plaving in the back-
ground on a custom-built phonograph, French novels in French paperback
editions. Gide, Proust, Celine . . .

He watched the man turn into a parking lot and approach a tiny Europe-
an sports car. The man climbed in, started up the motor, and zoomed from
the lot, out onto the street. In a moment the car and its driver were gone,
lost behind a bulging GM truck. Hadley turned away. Alas, he didn’t even
know what kind of car it was. Slowly, unhappily, he left the sidewalk and
reentered the store.

For a time he stood in black gloom as his eyes adjusted. The chill of the old
woman, the gray smell of age and death, had finally begun to drift away.
Hadley picked up the heavy-duty staple gun from the counter and fired sta-
ples here and there. The gun had always comforted him; he loved to operate
it. Fiercely, staples clicked against the walls, the display racks, onto the floor,
behind the television sets; gripping the gun like a serious weapon, Hadley ad-
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vanced on the muttering, flickering TV set in the center of the row and fired
point-blank in its face. The staple bounced back gratifyingly and he wandered
away. As often before, he now fired staples at random, but no more satistac-
tion remained: he had exhausted the gun’s possibilities. He tossed it back on
the counter and stationed himself in the doorway, gazing moodily out at the
passing people and plucking at his coat pocket for his cigarettes.

The old woman was right. He had to leave the store.

He thought about the dog, the puppy he had plucked from the box in
Pop Michelson’s garage. Death, dropped in a rain barrel, discarded like de-
bris. Useless waste, old papers and tin cans. Rescued by accident . . . passed
from hand to hand. And that was 4 lite; that was how he lived. Wandering
aimlessly, drifting, passed here and there at random. Without purpose.
Saved by accident, condemned by other accidents. In a meaningless world.

Across the street glowed a neat attractive neon sign. The Peninsula Travel
Agency. Huge letters described a trip to Mexico; a brightly colored poster
showed a brown-skinned woman with white teeth and black hair and mag-
nificent half-bare loins. Welcome to Mexico. Land of warmth and sunshine.
Song and laughter. Come to sunny Mexico. One hundred forty dollars.

He got out his wallet and examined the bills wadded and stuffed inside it.
Ten dollars, the remains of his wife’s housechold money. He shook out
eighty-four cents in change from his coat pocket, along with match folders,
paper clips, slips of dirty paper with customers’ names, pencil stubs, and the
remains of a paper napkin.

That was all he had in the world. That was the bones, teeth, and dust of
Stuart Hadley. That was what would lie in a little pile in his coffin through
all the ages. A pocketful of trash and ten dollars and eighty-four cents. He
threw the match folders in the waste-box under the counter and stufted the
money away. This was the manifestation of the inexpressible entity Stuart
Hadley . . . this, and a swollen sleep-drugged wife lying in a messy bed; a
drawer of unpaid bills; eight or ten expensive suits; endless shirts and socks
and handkerchiefs and hand-painted neckties.

He examined the calendar pasted on the cash register. Ten days before the
next pavcheck came; and in the middle of the month there were no sales
commissions. It was June 6, the fly-soaked middle of summer. An expiring
procession of empty afternoons lay stretched out ahead of him, and nothing
else. He couldn’t go to Mexico on ten dollars; he was stuck fast, glued tight.

But on June 6 Theodore Beckheim arrived from Los Angeles and spoke.
Nervous hunger twitched through Hadley. That was something, perhaps.
Anything to break the monotony. Any hope, any straw.

He would go listen to Beckheim. Stuart Wilson Hadley would be there.
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Dave Gold, the living embodiment of Hadley’s ties with the past, lay stretched
out on the couch in the Hadley living room, sleeves of his white shirt rolled
up, hairy thin arms stuck out, legs crossed, pipe between his fingers. Stuart
Hadley sat across from him in the big easy chair by the TV set. In the kitchen
Ellen and Laura Gold shrieked and chattered abour the dinner that was slowly
baking itself to death in and around the stove.

In the years since college, Dave Gold’s body had become paler, thinner,
and more furry. He had changed his gold-rimmed glasses to horn-rimmed
glasses. His trousers were still too big, too unpressed, too dirty. His shoes
needed resoling. His teeth were dirty. He needed a shave. He wore no tie;
his furry, sunken chest was visible above his sweat-crumpled yesterday’s
shirt. He earned his living writing articles and editorials for labor and left-
wing publications; he had a national reputation of one sort or another.

Across from him the owner of the apartment listened dully to what Gold
was saying. Stuart Hadley, clean shaven, delicately perfumed, well dressed,
handsome in a boyish, vacant-eyed Nordic way, could not refrain from
noticing what a bum his friend Dave Gold looked like. The contrast between
them was considerable. It needled Hadley that somebody who wore no tie,
who didn’t use Arrid, could have a national reputation of any kind. It was
absolutely without sense.

“You’re looking at me funny,” Dave observed. “What’s the matter?”

“I was just thinking. Some things haven’t changed. You’re still the way
you were, only more so.”

“I wish you were,” Dave answered. “I never thought you’d wind up this
way, working in a TV store.”

In high school he and Dave Gold had been in the chess club together.
Dave had inveigled him into going to a meeting of the Young People’s So-
cialist League, whereat Hadley gave up twenty-five cents for the success of
the revolution, a concept he had previously been ignorant of. In college,
Dave had maneuvered himself onto the staff of the university literary maga-
zine and the monthly humor magazine and the weekly newspaper.

In 1948 Dave Gold persuaded Stuart Hadley into joining the Indepen-
dent Progressive Party, and into going to listen to Henry Wallace and Glen
Taylor, candidates of the party. Ellen Ainsworth typed mimeograph sten-
cils for Students for Wallace. When Wallace ingloriously lost, Stuart
Hadley left the IPP. Dave Gold, on the other hand, joined the Civil Rights
Congress and began taking Russian at the California Labor School in San
Francisco.
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In the kitchen, Laura Gold’s loud raucous laughter brayed out over the
sounds of boiling water. The apartment was warm, cozy with food smells,
bright with yellow light, close with the presence of people and untarnished
possessions. There was less contrast between the two women. Ellen, tubby
and awkward, waddled about the kitchen, her soft brown hair tied back with
a rubber band, her blue maternity suit bulging in front of her. The obesity
of her abdomen made her legs seem spindly and pale; she wore white bobby
socks and laceless moccasins, no makeup or nail polish. Her skin was lightly
freckled, soft, almost milky; her lips and eyes were colorless. Laura Gold was
a permanently heavyset woman with coarse black hair, thick ankles, grubby
hands, and protruding teeth. She wore a gray sweater, rumpled black shirt,
and hiking shoes. Her nose was warty and bent.

As Stuart Hadley gazed moodily at her he wondered to himself how he
could have got mixed up with Jews. Of course, Dave was difterent from
most of them: he wasn’t a pusher. But still, he had a lot of Jewish habits: he
had their uncleanness. . . . He chewed his food with his mouth open, left
greasy bits of food around his plate, stains on books. . . .

Hadley tried to trace back the connections; how had he begun going
around with Dave Gold? He remembered the high school physics teacher
with his flowing white cape; he had managed the chess club and discussed
Darwin and Einstein with them in the long afternoons when school was out.
And, of course, in those days both he and Dave were Democrats; both of
them wore Roosevelt-Truman buttons and fought bitterly with Republican
youths from the wealthy houses up on the hill.

Both of them had been united in the Democratic Party in those days. Dave
Gold, whose father was a wood finisher at a furniture factory, a workman
with a lunch pail and overalls; Stuart Hadley, whose father had been a wealthy
upper-middle-class doctor in New York before his death in an auto accident.
Stuart, in high school, wore a white shirt and jeans; so had Dave. They wore
common dress against the rich boys from the hill, who dressed in expensive
slacks and sweaters and drove polished cars, who belonged to fraternities and
held dances. Later, the common dress and common party had broken down.
What had seemed to be a deep sameness between them had dissolved into
overt difference. Looking back, he could see that the Young People’s Socialist
League had been for him only an academic lecture, a presentation of ideas,
like physics and chess. Dave Gold’s father had been a Wobbly, had been
beaten up and jailed. Had served on picket lines, distributed Marxist leaflets.
Stuart Hadley’s father had been a respectable doctor with a practice and office
and reputation, a dignified professional-class man who had driven his wife
and children about in a LaSalle, and belonged to the AMA.
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“Have you listened to a word?” Dave asked. “A word, maybe, out of all
I’m saying?”

“No,” Hadley admitted. “Sorry . . . Pm all beat out from working. Fri-
day’s the worst day of the week, this damn working late.”

“It’s over. You can relax.”

“I'm too tired to relax. And there’s tomorrow —Saturday!”

“I can’t understand how they can work you six days a week,” Dave Gold
said, puffing on his pipe. “Can’t you get yourself into the AF of L retail
clerks” union? Has anybody ever tried to unionize your store?”

“Fergesson would close down first.”

“This Fergesson must be quite a fellow. Is he the one I see, middle-aged
man in an old-type blue suit, with a vest and pocket watch? My God, he’s
out of another century. Virtually a living fossil.”

“That’s him.”

“He doesn’t believe in unions? Little businessmen identify themselves
with big business; he probably has ambitions to get a chain of stores.”

“That’s right.”

“You think he ever will?”

“He may. He’s been saving up. Some kind of deal.” Brooding, Hadley
dismissed the subject. “You should have been along with me earlier.”

“What did you do?”

“We delivered an RCA combination to a minister up on the hill. Huge
house. Immense garden. Like a monastery . . . probably brought over from
Europe. His wife, one of those tall English ash-blondes. Both of them
looked like kings.”

“King and queen,” Dave corrected.

Hadley gazed darkly down at the floor and went on: “We set up the combi-
nation, got the yagi set up on the roof. When we were through, Anderton—
the minister —oftered us a drink. Whiskey, beer, whatever we wanted.”

“Fine,” Dave said approvingly.

Hadley stirred with wrath. “A minister! Offering people liquor—you call
that fine?” He got up suddenly and crossed the room to pull down the
shades. Thinking about it brought back all his feelings with a rush, his
amazement and resentment, the sudden disgust he had felt at the great house
with its massive gardens and furnishings. “I don’t think ministers ought to
have liquor around,” he said.

“Did you take the drink?”

“Just to be polite. I wanted to get out of there. If ministers serve whiskey
who’s going to keep people from doing wrong? He didn’t even wear a spe-
cial collar, just a regular business suit. And all that luxury—I thought a min-
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ister was supposed to live in a little barren room. And he shouldn’t marry.”

“You're thinking about medieval monks.”

Hadley paced restlessly around the small illuminated living room. “I don’t
see that there’s any spirituality when a minister has a big wealthy house and
garden and a wife and liquor like every other successful businessman. That’s
allitis . . . another business.”

“True,” Gold admitted.

“There’s nothing left of religion! You go to a church and the minister reads
out of a best-selling novel. He’s nothing but a psychologist. They go out and
tell soldiers it’s fine with Christ to kill the enemy—that’s what God wants.”

Gold reflected. “Back when we were in school you hoped all the Japs and
Germans would be wiped off the map. It’s interesting; now you’re not re-
sponsive to prowar slogans.”

“They hurried the Korean War along too fast,” Hadley said.

Gold grinned. “Yes, they should have waited a little longer. They should
give time for the depression to come in between, so people are glad to go off
and fight. This time they got their stage directions fouled up.”

Ellen and Laura came lumbering into the room. “What’s this about stage di-
rections?” Laura demanded. The two women lowered themselves into chairs;
in the kitchen the dinner continued patiently drying by itself.

“The war,” Dave Gold said.

“I wish you wouldn’t talk about the war,” Ellen said, shivering. “Every-
body’s always talking about it; every time I turn on the radio or the TV or
pick up a magazine or go past the headlines, there it is.” To Laura she said:
“If the baby wasn’t on his way, they’d have taken Stuart. Of course, his liver
trouble helps . . . but you never know.”

“See,” Laura said, in her brash, loud, stupid way, “they’re going to need
kids growing up for the next war. They’re planning ahead.” She bellowed
with laughter, leaned back, and fumbled in her greasy sweater for cigarettes.

Stuart glared at her with annoyance. His own wife sat placid and undis-
turbed, as if the source, not the contents of material, was the element to which
she objected. It was all right for Laura to babble about war and death because
that was woman’s talk, done berween women, in the kirchen or nearby. When
men said it, the sanctity of the home was invaded. The menace of outside war
was brought close. Stuart Hadley was not permitted to touch on dire topics,
but another woman could rave out her stock of superstitions, her old wives’
fears and querulous aches. Laura Gold, Progressive witch of the present, could
stand beside Ellen flooding her ears with the raucous garbage of her trade, and
meet not outrage but blandness, passivity. Another woman—any other
woman—was in many ways closer to Ellen than he was. Even this crude imi-
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tation of femininity was on the inside, party to secret revelations and refer-
ences. There were regions he couldn’t claim, areas he couldn’ enter, even in
his own home. Another dimension existed to women; he had never pene-
trated it. No man could. Women were the metaphysics of the world.

“How can we not talk about it?” Hadley demanded. “It’s all around us!”

“That’s why I don’t want to hear about it,” Ellen said simply. She smiled
dreamily around the room, contented with this shoddy collection of guests;
her hostess instincts were satisfied by dinner prepared for one unpleasant
young couple. “Stuart, get some music on the radio, not that news commen-
tator talking away.”

Marriage, pregnancy, had softened and mellowed her. The sharp cau-
tiousness of the old days, when the possibility of having to learn typing and
shorthand and earn her own living existed, had rapidly blunted. Deprived of
the impetus of economic compention, Ellen had sunk to a fecund vegetable
level: she was a generative principle, not a person. She was rooted, planted.
A ripe moist melon within panes of glass. As sweetened and fattened as any
kept prostitute, made complacent by her blanket of respectability.

And Hadley knew that Dave Gold saw with understanding this transforma-
tion from sharp-eved practical little bride to massive vegetable; Dave’s calm
alert gaze blinked out critically from behind the thick lenses of his glasses.
Puffing on his pipe, Dave nodded, not in agreement, but in comprehension.
“There’s hysteria in the air,” he said. “Cold wind of witches . . . the fear of
death. Cunning men prey on this, feed on this. McCarthy, a clever man.”

“Don’t mention that rat!” Laura protested, making a disgusted, furious
spitting motion. “That fascist!”

The women were united in bonds of not wanting to hear things distaste-
ful. A common bond that connected them, the mystical psychology of the
separate female race. Hadley, speaking to Dave Gold, harshly continued the
conversation where it had been interrupted. “Sure, I approved of fighting
the Nazis and Japs. I was glad as hell when we got in the war. Roosevelt said
the Axis was the enemy of mankind and I wanted to wipe them off the map.
I was so excited December seventh I couldn’t eat dinner.”

“That was a Sunday,” Ellen said nostalgically, deflecting the conversation
again. “I remember, my aunt and uncle were over for the afternoon. Rela-
tives, all so stiff and formal. I was just dying to go off to the show. ...
There was some Maria Montez picture showing.”

Looking across the room at Dave, Hadley went on: “Roosevelt told us
they had to be totally defeated—not a stick or a stene left standing. Now [
look back and I can’t understand how I could have felt that way. There was a
movie, a newsreel. A Jap running out of a bunker on Okinawa. Some GI got
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him with a flamethrower. There he was running along and burning up.”
Hadley’s voice trembled. “Incinerating, a blazing torch. Everybody in the
theater clapped and laughed. T laughed, too.” A cold, hard expression settled
over his face. “I must have been crazy.”

Ellen shrugged irritably. “In wartime —”

“Yes,” Hadley said. “In wartime. The time you believe anything. I believed
anything and everything they told me. Why not? I was only a kid. How was
I supposed to know we were being snowed? I trusted them . .. It never
occurred to me to doubt. When they said the Japs were submen, beasts, |
believed that; yes, you could see it just by looking at them. Look at their little
bandy legs. Look at their buck teeth. Look at their nearsighted eyes . . . half-
blind little savages. Treacherous?”

“Yes,” Dave corroborated. “They were treacherous.”

“What else?”

“They grinned,” Dave said. “As they raped women and bayoneted babies
they grinned.”

“That was it.” Hadley nodded. “When I heard how Tokyo was bombed
until it was nothing but flames I was so glad I almost leaped out of my skin.
It was like the home team winning the big game . .. cheering crowds,
bands, pennants waving. Then I saw that newsreel, that man on fire. That
thin silent little fellow hurrying along, trying not to burn up. Springing out
of the hole, that cave he had got himself into. Popping out, goaded out like
an insect or something. Like a beetle some kid sits and pokes at, hour after
hour. And those people cheered.” His voice sank into bitterness. “Up to
then I cheered, too. But not after that.”

“Now it’s the Russians,” Dave said. “Only they don’t grin. And they’re
great hulking fellows, not small and bandy-legged.”

“No,” Hadley said, “I won’t do it. Once is enough. I'm not going through
with it again. ’'m not going to hate any more godless atheistic Oriental mate-
rialists. They can come and take over America. If there’s another war I'm go-
ing to sit here and wait for the bomb. We invented it . . . We used it on those
Japanese women and tired old men and sick soldiers. We used it on them,
and someday they’ll use it on us.” He grinned a little. “I guess 'm a godless
atheist, t0o.”

“But look at the lives we saved,” Ellen said, frowning at him. “So many of
our boys would have been slaughtered . . . The bomb ended the war.” -

Hadley’s smile increased. “Death ends everything, not just wars. Where
are we going to stop? After the godless atheists come the just plain starving.”

“It’s not our fault,” Ellen said vaguely. “And look what happens when we
try to help them —they hate us. They’re envious.”
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“They’re envious,” Hadley said, “because they know our wealth doesn’t
belong to us. They know it’s stolen. They know where it came from; they
know part of it should be theirs. We’re rotten with wealth and opulence. We
deserve to get slaughtered. Can’t you feel it> Don’t you know it? Our sin,
our guilt. We deserve the punishment that’s coming.”

“Don’t talk that way,” Ellen said peevishly; her husband was interfering
with the easy social air on which she had planned. But it was more than that.
She recognized the look on his face, the hard emotionless glaze that rose to
the surface when the man’s deepest wellsprings ot discouragement had been
touched. The look made her nervous, taut with apprehension. “Sit down
and behave yourself,” she snapped.

Hadley ignored her; he continued pacing around the room. “This country
is evil. Were big and rich and full of pride. We waste and we spend and we
don’t care about the rest of the world.” To Laura he said, “A minister I met
today poured me a highball. He had a big luxurious home and a lovely wife
and an eight-hundred-dollar television combination and a refrigerator full
of liquor.”

“What’s the matter with that?” Ellen flared up furiously. “We keep liquor
around the apartment; you’re always sitting down in some cheap bar drink-
ing beer, like the night before last when you were out until two a.m. and
I could hardly get you up to go to work.” Face flushed, she hurried on: “You
have a lot of nerve talking. Wouldn’t you just /ove a big beautiful house . . .
If we could afford that eight-hundred-dollar TV set we’d sure as heck get
it—and whose fault is it we can’t afford it> Don’t begrudge others their suc-
cess. You’re jealous, that’s what's wrong with you. You’re envious of this
man.” Panting, “What'd she look like?”

Hadley blinked. “Who?”

“His wife.”

Hadley’s memory turned back to the scene. As he and Olsen crouched
grunting and sweating, adjusting the television set, Mrs. Anderton had ap-
peared at the foot of the stairs. One hand resting on the banister, she gazed
coolly at them, a tall slim figure in a floor-length robe, dark blond hair spilled
around her shoulders, face calm, noble. “She was beautiful,” Hadley said sin-
cerely. “A princess.”

Ellen’s face worked. Before she could answer, Laura Gold began giggling
stupidly. “Stuart, you’re so bourgeois you stink! You’re bourgeois through
and through.”

Hadley glared at her. “I have taste; is there something wrong with having
taste and wanting to live nicely?”

“I thought you objected to this man’s possessions,” Dave Gold said, puz-
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zled and disturbed. “I don’t get you, Stuart. You talked as if you wanted
these things wiped out . . . but now you say—”

“I don’t think he should live that way,” Hadley said stubbornly. “It’s not
right.”

Ellen rose, frigid with hostility. “I think I smell the roast. Stuart, go wash for
dinner.” She disappeared into the kitchen, vast and swaying. Laura followed
after her; low voices and then shrill laughter floated out to the living room.

Hadley and Dave Gold faced each other across the room.

“What do you know about the Society of the Watchmen of Jesus?”
Hadley asked.

Gold pufted on his pipe. “Not much.”

“They’re having a meeting tonight.”

Gold nodded. “That’s so. Stuart, it’s none of my business, but you ought
to quit your job. You’re eating your heart out, working at that run-down lit-
tle TV shop. You shouldn’t be working for that man. What do you care
about television? Get the hell out of there.”

Hadley spread his hands helplessly. “How? Christ, this is no time to quit,
with the baby coming.”

“Don’t you have anything saved?”

“A couple hundred for hospital expenses.” It wasn’t really that much; he
didn’t know exactly what it was down to by now.

“Can’t you get anything from your mother?”

“I hate like hell to write back east. I want to make this alone. I—don’t
write to her unless I really need the money.”

Dave brooded. “What about your sister?” He searched his memory.
“What became of Sally? I haven’t seen her since high school.”

“She’s married. Living up in Berkeley. 'm sure as hell not going to write
them for money.” Hadley was getting angry; he was more disturbed each
moment. “You never knew Sally—you never met her in your life.”

“She was always around,” Dave said mildly. “Christ, I knew your sister
and mother; I've known you since we were in the eleventh grade.”

“All right,” Hadley muttered, wanting to leave the subject. He loathed
the thought of dirty, sloppy Dave Gold knowing his sister, even being in the
same world as his sister. “I can borrow on my life insurance if I have to.” He
had already borrowed on it, of course; now he wondered if it had really been
hit for all it was worth. “I could even borrow from Fergesson. . . . He lent
me a hundred bucks when we got married.”

“Crumbs,” Dave said, disgusted. “He probably got it back from your
salary.”

“How else would he get it back?”
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Dave knocked his pipe against an ashtray and fished in his sloppy trouser
pockets for his tobacco pouch. “I wish to hell we could unionize you petit
bourgeois white-collar workers. There must be millions of you. You don’t
show up. . .. Youre a vast undifferentiated mass. 1 see you driving your
damn cars along the highway on Sunday, going out in the country for pic-
nics. I see you lined up at movie theaters, taking the kids to the show. I see
your wives in supermarkets pushing baskets. But goddamn it, you never
come to union meetings.”

Ellen appeared briefly at the kitchen door. “Dinner’s ready. Stuart, get the
chairs and set up the card table. You know where the tablecloth is, and the
silver.”

Hadley roused himself. “Sure,” he said listlessly. He went to get the chest
of silver his parents had given them as a wedding present; used perhaps six
times in the long interval of their life together, the marriage of Stuart Hadley
and Ellen Ainsworth.

He was laboriously carrying dirty dishes from the table to the kitchen when
Ellen barred his way. “I hope you’re proud of yourself,” she told him bit-
terly. “Sitting there not eating, scowling like a little boy.”

In the living room Dave and Laura were arguing some point. Hadley
heard the note of aggravation in their voices; was it true that he had de-
stroyed the evening? It wasn’t often that any of his old high school friends
came over; he liked to see Dave, in spite of everything, in spite of Laura.
“Sorry,” he muttered. “I don’t feel so hot.”

“You never feel so hot,” Ellen rasped accusingly; she moved aside so he
could put down the plates on the drainboard of the sink. “If you don’t stop
acting this way—" A clatter of dishes cut off her words, as Hadley got plates
from the cupboard for apple pie and ice cream. “You just save to stop acting
this way! Can’t you see how unfair it is to everybody?”

Hadley boiled. “It’s unfair to me; what am I supposed to do, turn my feel-
ings on and off the way you work that stove? All right—" He gouged slimy-
hot pie from its store pan and laid the dripping sections on saucers. “I’ll
laugh and tell funny stories; is that what you want?”

Ellen gave him a mixed look, compounded of misery and outrage, then
wheeled and lumbered to the refrigerator for the ice cream. She slammed the
refrigerator door and smashed the quart carton down beside the pie. When
Hadley looked around for a big spoon, she had left the kitchen, returned to
the living room with Dave and Laura.

Silently, alone, he spooned the mushy ice cream from its pasteboard carton
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onto the pie. Ellen hadn’t had enough sense to put the ice cream in the
freezer; cold sticky rivulets trickled down his wrists, into his cuffs and sleeves.
He grabbed up two of the plates and made his way morbidly into the living
room.

Cornered again as he went to see how the coftee was doing, Hadley listened
to a brief, explosive tirade of despair. “I don’t care if you feel well or not. I'm
sick of your moaning and complaining: there’s always something wrong with
you.” Ellen trembled as she collected the dirty dessert plates together in the
sink. “God, this awful grocery-store ice cream—if we weren’t so broke all the
time we could have had hand-packed ice cream from the drugstore.” Water
roared over the dishes. “And vou didn’t have sense enough to put it in the
freczer.”

“Oh,” he said, remembering now. It was he, after all. He had brought the
ice cream home and absently laid it with the apples and oranges at the bot-
tom of the refrigerator. “You know you could have got it this noon when
you shopped,” he said defensively. “Take it out of the houschold money.”

Ellen followed him as he collected coffee cups. “What houschold money?
You swiped every last cent of it—as you know perfectly well. That morning
when vou came home, when you were drunk and in jail. When you were in
that fight and knocked that man down.”

“Let’s forget it.”

“Sure, let’s forget it. Let’s forget you lost thirty dollars, maybe more. Let’s
forget you were arrested and locked up and you didn’t come home until the
next morning. Let’s forget I almost went out of my mind with worry.”

The after-dinner coffee was drunk in dismal silence. “Well,” Dave Gold
said finally, fooling with his saucer, “I guess we’re going to have to get going.”

Laura screeched like a macaw. “Not without doing the dishes! There’s
such a thing as doing the dishes before you're ready to leave.”

Ellen toyed frigidly with her coffee cup. “That’s all right.” She didn’t look
up. “Forget it.”

“But—,” Laura began.

“I'm leaving them until tomorrow. I think I'll watch TV awhile and then
go to bed.” Ellen smiled mechanically at Laura. “Thanks anyhow.”

As Dave and Laura fumbled into their coats, Hadley examined his wrist-
watch. It was later than he thought—almost eleven. Most of it was over, of
course; but there was still a chance of getting the tail end. “Say,” he said to
Dave, “I’ll come along with you. Okay? You have your car, don’t you?”

They walked down the dark, deserted sidewalk, heels clicking loudly n
the night. “I think you better go back inside,” Laura brayed. “Your wife’s go-
ing to be mad at you.”
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Hadley said nothing. He stood patiently by the car while Dave searched his
pockets for the key. The Gold car was a tired old Cadillac, without paint or
color, a rusting heap of iron that jutted up like a World War I Army tank. Dave
unlocked the doors and they swung noisily open. The interior smelled of beer
and wet upholstery and burned oil. Hadley pushed aside heaps of old maga-
zines, cushions, a few knobby potatoes fallen from a shopping bag. He settled
himself in the backseat, against the window;, feet resting on the exposed springs
of the seat ahead. After a moment Dave climbed in beside him with a grunt.

“Laura’s driving,” he explained. “My night vision’s too lousy.” He lit his
pipe; in the darkness it wheezed and glowed like a distant factory. “Make
yourself comfortable. . . . It takes a little while to get the motor warm.”

In the driver’s seat Laura fooled with the controls. The motor coughed
and spluttered, then came on with a furious roar that echoed up and down
the street. Overpowering fumes rose up and choked Hadley; a cloud of blue
gas settled around him, pungent and thick and nauseous. Beneath him the
frame of the car jiggled and vibrated; the motor backfired, stalled, caught
again, and then settled down.

“This 1s really living,” Dave commented.

As the ponderous car lunged jerkily forward, Laura shouted: “Want to
stop at a bar and have a couple of drinks? Or you want to go directly to our
place?” She roared the car out into the center of the street; backfiring, buck-
ing, the car rumbled through an intersection and stop sign, gaining momen-
tum as it went.

“Let me oft downtown,” Hadley said. “Thanks.”

“Downtown!” Laura yelled above the uproar. “What do you mean,
downtown? Downtown isn’t a place. Downtown’s a bourgeois concept!”

“Just let me oft,” Hadley said acidly. “Anywhere it’s convenient.” He didn’t
feel capable of social niceties; as the huge equipage crawled along the dark
street his stomach rolled queasily. Probably it was the poisonous vapors from
the motor. Probably it was the bucking of the car, and the blinding headlights
from the state highway beyond the edge of town. And the tension with Ellen.

All the conflicts of their married life had been accentuated by her preg-
nancy. Petty trifles magnified until they squatted like obese nightmares in all
corners of his married life. But now that he was out of the apartment cool
sense told him that it wasn’t Ellen; it was himself. It was the thing inside
him, the restless dissatisfaction, the blind striving toward something intan-
gible and unknown. He would not, he could not, destroy his marriage; it
meant too much to him. Ellen, and the baby.

He tried to picture the near future. The three of them; but it might not be
a boy. If it was a girl things would be odd, peculiar, mystical. It had to be a
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boy; it had to be an entity he understood. There were already too many
things beyond his comprehension; his marriage had to remain a finite core
around which he could collect himself.

“Listen,” Dave said gravely, “are you going to that holy-roller conclave?”

Hadley reflected. “I am, yes. You mean the Society of the Watchmen of
Jesus?”

“Whatever it’s called. Are you getting mixed up in that?” Dave’s voice rose
sharply. “Why, that’s crazy. They talk about Armageddon. That’s nut stuft!”
He spluttered excitedly. “That’s the most ignorant form of —stupidity! Stu-
pidity, you hear me? Don’t you get mixed up in that, you hear me?”

Laura yelled: “What is it? What’s he mixed up in?”

Hadley slumped down sullenly. “I'm open-minded enough to go by and
hear what they have to say.”

“T’ll tell you what they have to say. I've been to those things. Some mad-
man gets up there and raves and screams and slobbers . . . Everybody moans
and sways and shouts, ‘Hallelujah! De Lawd am comin’ to save!”” Dave
waved the stalk of his pipe in Hadley’s face. “You’re going there to hear
them call Communists hell-hordes of Satan, atheistic godless Antichrist—
turn the car around and head back,” he ordered Laura. “You must be out of
your mind.” His voice trailed oft in baffled disgust. “I didn’t think that trash
appealed to anybody but schlumps. No, I won’t be a party to this. If you
want to go, you can walk.”

They drove in silence. “I have a right to go,” Hadley complained as Laura
turned onto a side street. “Christ, it’s almost over anvhow.”

Laura turned around and snapped something in Yiddish. She and Dave con-
ferred rapidly, tongues flying; Hadley glared out the window and loathed both
of them. “All right,” Dave said briefly, having decided. “We'll take you there
and go in with you. We’ll stay a couple of minutes so you can see what it’s like.”

“When your curiosity’s satisfied,” Laura hollered, “then we'll give them
the old raspberry and take off. We've got some ice-cold beer at our place.”
She gave a passing car the raspberry.

“We’ll show them!” She commenced to scream a Spanish civil war song
she had memorized from a phonograph record.

Hadley was still squashed sullenly down against the seat when the Cadillac
pulled up before the Watchmen Hall. Cars were parked solidly up and down
all the nearby streets, most of them old and dusty, but a few bright, modern,
and expensive. All sparkled moistly in the night mist. The hall itself, a square
wood building, yellow and dilapidated, a firetrap, a relic, blazed with lights
and banners. A handful of people were visible, loitering at the entrances
with armloads of throwaways.
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“Let’s go,” Laura shouted enthusiastically. “Mighr as well get it over
with.” She double-parked the car in front of a grav Chevrolet and vanked on
the emergency brake. The three of them crossed the street to the main en-
trance, Dave and Laura on each side of Hadley, like a police escort.

Laura became silent as they passed through the entrance and into the
building. First came a small lobby, with fiberboard walls on which notices
and pictures had been tacked. Two small doors led to the hall itself; they
passed through one, and abruptly they were inside.

Foolishly, embarrassed, they stood inside the door, pressed together, con-
scious suddenly of the rows of quiet, humble, unmoving people. The three
of them had invaded a vast chamber of silence and attention. Dipping waves
of rapt faces, many of them Negro, most of them plain working-class, ordi-
nary citizens in jeans, overalls, cheap suits, cotton dresses. The meeting was
almost at an end. On the platform, the speaker was answering a question ap-
parently put to him by a woman to one side. The speaker was addressing her,
and all the room at the same time.

No one nouced the three who had just come in. The people were intent on
the speaker’s words, hushed with that tense hunger that comes at the end of a
protracted suspense. The rapport was incomprehensible to the three people at
the door; at first they were outside it; and then, as they became drawn into the
flow of speech, the lecture abrupdy ended. With a single flowing motion, like a
plate of water overturned, the rows of people slid from their chairs and headed
up the aisles. Perfectly expressionless, impassive, they came rapidly forward.

“Jesus,” Dave said, urging Hadley and Laura out of the doorway. “Let the
steamroller get by.”

They found shelter at the bottom of narrow stairs leading to a second
floor; a moment later the torrent burst into the antechamber and out onto the
sidewalk. A low buzz muttered briefly; then the swarm broke up and dis-
solved in the direction of the cars, down the sidewalks, into the night gloom.
Cars started up; there was a furious interval of rumbles and whirrs. The ac-
avity died, and the three people found themselves alone.

“It’s over,” Laura said, disappointed.

“Come on.” Dave started for the car. “Let’s get out of here.”

Despondendy, Hadley followed after them, back across the street and
into the Cadillac. Laura urned on the motor and 2 moment later they were
thundering down the street away from the hall. The sounds of other cars
died behind as they left the downtown section. Night closed in around
them, mixed tendrils of darkness and cold, fetid air from the Bay, as they
made their way in the direction of the Gold apartment house.

“What's the matter?” Dave asked Hadley. “Say something.”
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Hadley sat slumped over. He was dazed with disappointment; he only
half heard the man beside him. “Like what?” he muttered.

“It’s not my fault it’s over,” Dave pointed out.

“I’m not blaming you.”

“Christ,” Laura shouted back to them. “That man was talking about
Jonah and the whale!” She honked wildly at a milk truck coming out of a
driveway. “Like Sunday school, yet!”

At the Gold apartment lights burned. Music and the noises of people filtered
under the door. Dave turned the knob; the door wasn’t locked. He hesi-
tated, scowled, shrugged, and finally pushed the door open.

A group of people lounged around the living room. They greeted Dave
and Laura enthusiastically.

“Hi, Dave!”

A bass voice boomed: “Where the hell have you two been?”

“The door wasn’t locked,” a tiny young woman tittered. “We came on in.”

And a slender young man piped: “It’s about time you folks got home!”

Stuart Hadley shut the door and wandered glumly around the living room.
He wished he had stayed at home; God knew how long he’d be here, wast-
ing time with these people. Of course, he could go home on foot, or grab a
crosstown bus. He moaned with despair. He had missed Beckheim, caught
only a fleeting glimpse of the big dark man, heard a few fragments of his
words. And now this.

These people were a familiar type; he had run into them in college.
Sprawled around on the floor, they were listening to Paul Robeson records,
spirituals and work songs. Albums of jazz lay scattered around: Bix Beider-
becke and Mezz Mezzrow. Lute music of the seventeenth century. Girls, in
black toreador pants and sandals, turtleneck sweaters, hair plastered down
and stringy, gazed limply up and babbled greetings to Dave and Laura. Thin
young men, quaintly dressed, slippery hipped, curled their way forward,
with languid observations hanging like sugar from their lips.

“What are you doing down from San Francisco?” Dave asked them.

“Oh,” said one of these children of paradise, “we came to hear the talk.”

“We came to hear Theodore Beckheim.”

“And it was charming!”

Laura stood in the corner, pulling off her coat. “This is the bunch from
Succubus,” she muttered to Hadley. A resentful, surly expression rose to the
surface of her pitted face like a dead fish floating up to seaweed. “I should
have known they’d flock down for this thing.”
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Hadley was astonished. It had never occurred to him that there was a type of
person Laura Gold found objectionable. Mute and disgusted, Laura prowled
heavily around the apartment, straightening piles of books and magazines,
pushing aside a jar of peanut butter, a box of soda crackers, a carton of sour
milk.

The Dave Gold apartment smelled dully of ancient dust-heavy carpets and
stale cabbage. Torn curtains sagged against the windows, greasy with grime.
Unfinished manuscripts were littered around the rusty Underwood type-
writer, mixed with yellowed copies of the Nation and People’s World. Dirty
clothes were heaped in one corner, by the closet. The uninvited guests had
pushed aside the debris and made themselves at home.

Among the guests one figure stood out. A woman, leaning against the wall,
hands in the pockets of her jeans. She seemed to be the center of the group of
heaven’s children; she was older than the others, taller, less extravagant, more
dignified.

“That’s the old succubus herself,” Laura growled in his ear. “She owns it.
Dave did an article for her—the whole thing’s arty and mystical —reactionary
crap.” She padded off into the bathroom to express herself in private.

Dave stood facing the tall, thin women, tapping dead ash from his pipe
and fumbling for his tobacco sack. “I know,” he was saying aloud, nodding
intently. The expression on his face showed that he didn’t like her any more
than Laura did. “We dropped by for a couple of minutes.”

The woman continued talking. Her voice was low, controlled. She was per-
haps thirty. High-cheeked, reddish hair thin and cut short . . . With her neatly
pressed jeans she wore a green-checkered sports shirt, a western-style leather
belt, a heavy silver buckle. For a moment her gray eyes moved in Hadley’s di-
rection; curiosity was turned briefly on him and then back to Dave.

“What did you think?” she asked huskily. Around her the circle of lotus
eaters gazed up in benign rapture.

“We didn’t hear anything. And you know what I think of that junk.”

Expressionless, the woman continued: “I'm trying to find out if Beck-
heim is basing his movement on quietism.” Her voice trailed off, lost from
Hadley in the murmur of sound and music that hung over the room. “. . . A
reaction, too, but not the same kind. You’re thinking of nonviolence; qui-
etism was more like the Friends’ concept of individual inspiration . . . the
first heresy . . . Protestant sense of individual conscience.”

Hadley stumbled over the ankle of a small girl crouched in a heap, listen-
ing raptly. A tiny white-haired thing with huge china-blue eyes and the body
of a ten-year-old boy. She smiled at him sweetly and turned back to hear.

“These North Beach intellectuals,” Laura grated in his ear. “Queer, every
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one of them. Degenerate dilettantes. No social conscience.” She carried an
armload of beer cans from the kitchen and dropped them in the center of the
moth-caten carpet with a loud clatter. “Help vourselves,” she bellowed sul-
lenly. “Sorry, no glasses.”

The can opener was tossed around. In the background Paul Robeson’s
rich deep voice rolled forth lower and lower; the record seemed to be gradu-
ally slowing down.

And all your tears of sorrow,
And all your tears of sorrow,
And all your tears of sorrow,
Mamita Mia,

We shall avenge them,

We shall avenge them.

Standing at the window, Hadley gazed out at the night gloom. Streetlights
glowed vellow here and there, without pattern or visible design. A universe
of chance . . . random particles swirling and settling without meaning.

Dave came over beside him. “Do you know her?”

“No,” Hadley answered.

“She runs this high-type quarterly up in San Francisco. Critical articles on
T. S. Eliot and Jung. Short stories by Capote’s bunch . . . or worse.”

“I know,” Hadley said. “Succubus.”

“You want to go home? I'll drive you home—it'll give me a chance to get
out of here.”

“I can get home okay,” Hadley said. He wondered why Dave and Laura
disliked the woman so intensely. “You don’t have to—"

“That’s what I'm going to do, though.” Dave signaled to Laura; she
glared back but made no move to stop him. “Mavbe Marsha will be gone
when I get home.” He pushed open the door to the hall.

“You’re leaving?” the tall, slim woman asked.

“T’ll be back,” Dave muttered evasively.

As the door closed behind them, Hadley caught a final glimpse of Marsha
Frazier, arms folded, already continuing her talk in the same low, indifferent
tone.

“They never stop,” Dave said angrily. “Talking, I mean. That’s not the
worst of it, either. If that was all . . .” Explosively he said: “I should have
known this Watchmen stuft would bring them out of their holes. Goddamn
fungus—turn over a rock and look what vou get.”

Searching his memory Hadley asked: “Is she the woman you did that art-
cle for? The one you got in that argument with, and she never printed it2”
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“Fascists,” Gold muttered. His voice was bleak, troubled with the ring
of unhappy foreboding. “Friends of Ezra Pound.” He and Hadley strode
gloomily down the sidewalk to the car. “Anti-Semites.” Furiously, he tugged
open the car door. “Hop in and let’s go. I'll probably wreck us along the
way . . . but I want to get you home. The less you see of those people the
better.”

Jim Fergesson, forty-two, sound of health, owner of Modern TV Sales and
Service, lay in his living room and contemplated gain. His shoes were
heaped beside the couch. His newspaper was crumpled on the floor. In the
corner, his wife, Alice, rocked back and forth in her chair and hooked away
at a rug. The radio, quietly to itself, described a new advance in lawn seed
that was to revolutionize outdoor patios.

From an abalone-shell ashtray, Fergesson selected the smoking remnant
of his cigar and placed it between his lips. Meditatively, he belched. “I'm go-
ing to call Bud O’Neill,” he shouted. “What’s holding me up? I'm going over
there and close the deal tonight.”

“Go over and look at the place once more before you decide,” Alice sug-
gested.

“Ive seen it enough to find my way through it in the dark. If I don’t close
him somebody else’ll grab it.” Greedily, he reflected on the gross take. The
high percentage of net profits. No, profits misstated it; he rejected profits and
concentrated on the overall picture. Of course, profits were there; a man
didn’t go into business to see his name on the state tax certificate pasted over
the till. Profits were to a business what roaring down the track was to a train.
Profits were the quotient, the juice squeezed from the press . . . They an-
nounced that the business worked.

But profits became meaningful only when put to work, when reinvested.
The driveshaft of a motor attached to nothing merely turned around and
around, a useless child’s toy.

That was why it was essential he buy O’Neill Appliance, the flashy, classy,
shiny-bright, new highway-located appliance emporium, with its gleaming
neon signs, overhead spots, white refrigerators, stoves, washers, dryers, a vast
bathroom of porcelain and chrome, a tiled Elysium of bosom-white baked
enamel that was closer to God than cleanliness. Buying O’Neill Appliance was
a spiritual act, almost a mystical rapport with the Almighty. If God lurked
anywhere on earth He was present when a massive crate was torn open and a
gleaming Bendix spin dryer was slid from its packing frame onto the display
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floor. If ever there was a holy spot, it was the fifty-foor display window of
O'Neill Appliance, spread out like a beacon along Bayshore Highway.

In buying O’Neill Appliance, Fergesson demonstrated the essential spiri-
tuality of his soul.

He really loved casing the black-metal pry bar between the slats of soft
fresh pine, snipping the twisted wires, yanking the alfalfa and brown gummy
paper from the towering smooth-white slab of metal. He got fierce satisfac-
tion squatting down on the floor to struggle the castors into a heavy washer.
He was ecstatic, involved in the act of ultimate adoration, when he unboxed
the trays and chromium shelves of a nine-foot refrigerator and fitted them
into place (they always fitted exactly right). And O’Neill’s warchouse was
bulging with still-crated refrigerators, never touched or pawed or examined.

“Nobody else will grab it,” Alice said gently. “It’s been up for sale a year
and a half.” The wife Jim Fergesson had selected was cleven years younger
than he. Plump, black-haired, with competent hands and the firm, alert fea-
tures of a woman who cfficiently managed every part of her home. “You're
not usually this way,” she continued. “Anything happen to make vou incau-
tious this way?”

“No,” Jim said shortly. “I’'ve waited a year and a half; how cautious can
you get?”

“Remember, if you buy O’Neill Appliance you’ll have to work twice as
hard as you do now.” Alice spoke patiently, firmly. “And you've got plenty
to do as it is. Why don’t you leave the money in the bank? You’re getting two
and a half percent interest, probably as much as you’ll make out of O’Neill’s
place. There’s too much overhead there.”

“We’ve discussed it before,” Jim answered. His wife sometimes took the
magic out of things. “I want to expand. I want to grow.” Conscious that Al-
ice was smiling understandingly, he pulled himself upright and took um-
brage. “Stop laughing at me, you old bat. If I just sit still the damn business
will shrink. Turn your back and it gets smaller.”

Alice laughed. “That’s because when you’re away from it you build it up
in your mind until it’s as big as Macy’s.”

“I have dreams,” Jim said.

“You have a big tongue. You were a salesman during the depression; your
tongue kept us alive. Remember how long you talked for a nine-dollar sale?
Longer than you talk now for a three-hundred-dollar combination.”

Jim Fergesson remembered back. “Those nine-dollar Emersons kept us in
potatoes.” He grinned to himself. “Remember that winter day I turned on
the heater in the back of the store—you were up in the oftice typing out the
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bills. And a man came in to look at sets. . . . You wondered why I didn’t
come out.” He roared. “I was sound asleep in front of the heater.”

“The only time in your life you missed a sale.”

Jim cackled nostalgically. “That sure taught me something. That heater
never went on again; too much comfort is bad.” He reflected for a time.
“Maybe that’s what's wrong with the young people today: too much luxury.
They’re soft. All they have to do is push a button, turn a knob.”

“You’re selling them the machines, aren’t you?”

“A machine isn’t good or bad; it’s how you use it. . . . If a man gets a ma-
chine so he can lie in the shade and sleep, that’s bad. If he gets a machine so
he can do more work, that’s fine.” His small, well-muscled body stiffened
pridefully. “Remember how hard we worked back in the old days? You did
the bookkeeping and kept the place clean while I sold people radios and vac-
uum cleaners. Boy, we really had to sell; people didn’t walk in and buy, like
they do now. Anybody can sell something to a man that wants to buy; that’s
not selling.” He chuckled and winked at his wife. “It didn’t hurt us any, did
it? We had fun.”

Alice smiled good-naturedly. “Kept my weight down; I’ll say that much.”

“And we never wasted anvthing, by God. We never threw anything away;
remember the old trash cartons down in the basement? Remember me
jumping up and down, flattening those boxes and baling them up with pack-
ing wire?” He shook his head. “You can’t teach people today not to waste
things. I've seen Hadley use a piece of carbon paper and toss it away—use it
once and throw it in the basket.”

“If you buy O’Neill’s place,” Alice said carefully, “you won’t be able to
run it. You can’t open up two stores at once; youw’ll have to get somebody
to handle it for you . . . and you know how vou fret when you’re not there
to boss everybody around.”

“Everybody does things wrong.”

“By your standards. But different people have difterent standards.”

“I hire them! I pay them good money! If they want to work for me
they’re going to have to meet my standards.” Jim twisted resentfully. “The
thing that’s wrong with these young kids is they don’t know how to work.
They expect the customer to walk up and hand them the money. They don’t
know how to go out and really work for it, like we had to. They’re soft.
Luxury—that’s what’s done it.”

“I know,” Alice said gently. “You’ve mentioned it before, from time to
time.”

Fergesson got to his feet and padded broodingly toward the kitchen.
“There’s such a thing as too much of a good thing. A man gets effeminate with
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all the stuft they’re selling these days. Perfume for men—aftershave, they call
it, but it’s perfume. Hadley uses it; I can smell it.” He halted pointedly at the
kitchen door, cigar between his fingers. “Alice, 'm a simple man. I have sim-
ple tastes. I like a good meal, I like to read the paper after dinner and smoke
this.” He solemnly waved the stump of his cigar. “I like a little fun, once in a
while. A ball game or a drive out in the country. How long’s it been since
we've seen a movie?”

“God knows.”

“I'like a little music—not that longhair stuft: something simple and sweet,
with a melody I can follow. Some of that classical stuff’ you can’t make head
nor tail of; you know, I think the people who listen to that must be crazy.
Or maybe they’re pretending. . . . Maybe they know darn well it’s just a lot
of crazy sounds. Of course, I don’t go for this hot jazz all the kids like. It’s
nigger music; that’s what it is, pure and simple. I like the old-fashioned stuft
we used to have; it was the stuff you could walk home humming to vourself.
It was easy to dance to. You know, the tunes Rudy Vallee used to play. And
John Charles Thomas.” He jabbed his cigar at her, nodding his head with
emphasis. “There’s a great artist, that John Charles Thomas. I heard him
sing, once. You know, when he sings he closes his eyes. He stands there with
his eyes shut and his hands clasped; he’s a simple man, Alice. He's sincere.
You can tell, when you hear him.” Fergesson disappeared into the kitchen.
“Nelson Eddy was another. Whatever happened to him?”

“He’s still around.”

Fergesson rooted noisily in the dark kitchen. “What happened to all the
beer I brought home last week? You and your canasta ladies drank it all up,
did you?”

“Look down in the bottom of the refrigerator, with the vegetables.”

Fergesson poured himself a beer and returned to the living room. There
was an intense frown of concentration on his round, red-wrinkled face. He
pawed fretfully at the fringe of gray-black hair above his left ear and said:
“Alice, what the hell am I going to do? I can’t turn Modern over to Hadley—
he can’t tell his ass from a hole in the ground. But they’re all that way! He’s
the least of them, I suppose, when you get down to it. They’re all a bunch of
WPA leaf rakers . . . Christ, they just stand there with their hands in their
pockets.” He sipped his beer resentfully. “Watching TV while people swarm
by outside.”

“Hooks have gone out of style.”

“I don’t want high pressure! I just want somebody who likes his work,
who likes to sell. If T turn Modern over to Hadley he'll put it out of business
in a week.”
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“You can still do the buying,” Alice said patiently; they had gone over it
many times. “If you want, I'll go down and keep the books. You can get
some high school kid to dust the television sets. School’s almost out for the
summer.”

“Yeah,” Fergesson admitted reluctantly. “You know, I damn near fired
Hadley the other day. He showed up with a hangover, again; he could hardly
drag one foot after another and he was shaking like a leaf. If I had any sense
I’d let him go. But how the hell can I? He’s got that wife of his knocked up,
and all those unpaid bills . . . Around the end of the month he’s into the till
for ten or fifteen bucks. It’s pathetic. Every time he goes by a clothing shop
he buys himself a new bunch of socks and ties, or maybe an imported cash-
mere sweater. What's he want with all those clothes? I thought only women
bought a lot of clothes!”

“He’s a good-looking young man,” Alice pointed out. “You ought to go
along with him.” She reached up and critically plucked at her husband’s
fraved cuff. “You've been wearing that same blue serge suit for vears.”

“This 1s a good suit,” Fergesson said with stubborn pride. “I got this suit
before the last war. They don’t make them this way, not anymore.”

“You’re the only man I know who still wears a vest. And carries a pocket
watch.”

“My dad gave me this watch.” Fergesson flipped it open expertly. “You
know how many jewels it has?”

“I know.” Her eves rwinkled, gray and kindly. “None. It cost your dad a
dollar and a half back in the French and Indian War

“Not that far back.” Fergesson grinned. “You’re trying to make a monkey
out of me. You, too, kid. Remember when you used to wrap up an apple
and a peanut butter sandwich and a pint of milk for me? Every goddamn
day I carried that little paper sack down to the store. How the hell long was
that? Almost fifteen years.”

“You could try Hadley out for a while,” Alice suggested. “For that matter,
vou need a vacation. Go up and stay in Lake Country at your cousin’s a week
or so. It’s summer—business is slow. Hadley can’t do much harm . . . Maybe
he’ll work out all right. Maybe the responsibility will set well on him.”

“I won’t have anybody running my store who swills celery phosphates.”

“Now you’re being silly,” Alice said sharply. “Are you going to tell your
emplovees what to eat and drink? Give them some life of their own.”

“It’s not that,” Fergesson said gloomily, “not the stuft he swills, in itself.
It's what it means. . . . A man who drinks that stuft is unbalanced.”

“Is a man who drinks beer unbalanced?”

“You know I'm right,” Fergesson persisted. “There’s something wrong with
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Stumblebum. . .. You can see it in the goofy things he does. He gets mad in
the wrong way, not like other people. He’s mad all the time. It's always down
there inside him. . .. Things bring it to the surface. Someday he’s going to
bust loose. He’s going to go out on a wingding and wind up in jail. Or worse.”

“Nonsense,” Alice snapped.

Fergesson nodded solemnly. “I know what m talking about; I know
him. He has no self-control. . . . You just think he has, because he’s so damn
sweet-looking and dresses up like you damn women dress up. No, I'm not
turning my store over to a lunatic. Even if he is clever with his hands —cven
if he can sit all day tinkering with the same TV set.” He protested: “I can’t!
Understand? I just can’t turn it over to him—he’s not trustworthy.”

“Don’t shout,” Alice said testily. “I'm not deat.”

Jim Fergesson lapsed into silence. He lay back against the couch, sipping
unhappily at his beer, listening to the radio mutter out the symphonic syrup
of Morton Gould’s orchestra. Alice continued hooking away at her rug; oc-
casionally she glanced at her husband, raised an eyebrow questioningly, got
no response, shrugged, and returned to hooking.

If he told anybody it would be her. But he wasn’t going to tell anybody,
not for a while at least. He had phrased it a number of ways, but no matter
how he put it, the substance was the same. He had to buy O’Neill Appliance
because if he didn’t he wouldn’t be in business much longer. He was telling
the truth when he said it either grows or it shrinks. The Bel-Rex drugstore
chain, with branches in Oakland, Berkeley, Sacramento, San Francisco, San
Jose, was considering buying O’Neill Appliance. Once the chain got hold of
it, Jim Fergesson was finished.

He had never been a big-time operator. Neither was Bud O’Neill: in fact
ONeill was no good at all. O’Neill was so pitiful an operator that he was
selling out . . . with one of the best fronts, inventories, and locations in the
business. O’Neill was a natural-born bad businessman. He had poured funds
into his store; now he was finished.

In Fergesson’s mind the life and history of his competitor lay like a stone;
he couldn’t dislodge it, try as he might. The way of Bud O’Neill was always
there, the open road of mediocrity and final failure.

O'Neill was that special type of idiot who opens a little hole-in-the-wall
radio repair shop with nothing more than the ability to check tubes, replace
filter condensers, and wire in phonograph inputs to old radios. O'Neill had
taken enthusiastically to radio in high school; he had put together a rig, a
shortwave transmitter. He had got a license and gone on the air: a ham. This
was back in the thirties, toward the end of the depression.

In the early forties O’Neill got himself a job in a defense plant in Richmond,
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California, wiring bomber turrets. He made plenty of money; evervbody in
Richmond was wealthy, including the Okies and Negroes. After the war, block
after block of property became worthless; Richmond shut down its plants and
shipvards and became a town of federally operated multiple-housing-unit
slums and flashy supermarkets. One by one the businesses set up to supply the
wartime labor force dwindled and failed. About this time O’Neill opened his
first store.

It had been a shoe shop; that is, it came without fixtures of any kind, a
barren single room with a filthy bathroom in the back and two flvspecked
window ledges for display. The walls were water-soaked; aging nude-girl
calendars sagged among cobwebs and dust. O'Neill moved in test equip-
ment (built by hand), a pair of secondhand counters, a stool and a rubber
floor mat to keep himself from being electrocuted, a fluorescent lamp, got a
man to paint him a sign, and became the Richmond One-Day Radio Service.
In the front part of the store he piled rusty old radio chassis, dead portable
radio batteries; he set up a record plaver and sold for twenty-five cents stacks
of ex—jukebox records. In the window he placed tall bright new cardboard
display posters from Sylvania and Tungsol tubes; and later on, a few tiny
personal radios, the kind that operate from 67'2-volt cells, the kind that
can’t be plugged in the wall and are eternally damned by Consumers Union.

The old ladies started coming in with their Arwater Kents and decrepit
Philcos, the like of which are built no more, the like of which will never be
equaled. O'Neill was a fat squashy man in his thirties, with a dirty wad of a
mustache above his thick lips; he wore a faded dirt-spotted quasi uniform
that made him look like a filling-station mechanic. Over the pocket was
stiched the word BUD in red thread, done by his wife. A Coke bottle rested at
one end of his workbench. From upturned radio chassis shrieked and
howled metallic cowboy music. Pimple-faced youths came in to have paper
bags of dusty tubes checked free. Girls came in for phonograph needles; he
got a display board of RCA chromium needles and Recoton twenty-five for
a quarter. He was really in business.

O'Neill was stupid, slow, and hardworking. The combination got him
nowhere; he made nothing. Most of the sets he worked on broke down
within the thirty-day guarantee period. He spent hours arguing with some
penniless kid over GE variable-reluctance cartridges. He spent weeks
smoothing out crumpled old invoices, trying to find out where fifty 3525
tubes had come from, and why. He sat hunched at his workbench until four
in the morning, trving to use up consignments of parts that bulged around
him in quarter-pint bottles. All dav he studied Rider’s Serviceman’s Manual,
trving to discover the secret of keeping Webster 56 record changers from
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turning off in the middle of the last record. After a year and a half he folded.

The expensive, gaudy store south of Cedar Groves along Bayshore High-
way was not bought with funds carned wiring bomber turrets in a defense
plant . . . and it was not bought with the proceeds from the sale of Rich-
mond One-Day. It was handled by his wife’s family, who had money to in-
vest. One thing about O’Neill, he had talked to enough old ladies, checked
enough tubes, argued with enough pimple-faced kids, to spout a good line.
He sold his wife’s family a bill of goods, got himself staked to thirty thou-
sand dollars, and set up O’Neill Appliance. New stores were going up along
Bayshore like fruit stands in summer. A hundred yards to his right was a pi-
ano shop that lit on and oft all night, seven nights a week. Across from him
was a gigantic dime store, as large as a movie theater. Even the bar down the
road looked like a Spanish mansion. He had a good location, selected by the
San Mateo branch of the Bank of America. He had a good front, designed
by a San Francisco architect picked out by his father-in-law. His inventory
was a housewife’s dream, a bulging cavern stuffed to bursting by the enter-
prising salesmen of the San Francisco supply houses.

In three years O’Neill was up to his neck. In five, he was dead. Drowned.

O’Neill had no sense. He was an ex-ham, with a meager ability to handle
a soldering iron and oscillator, no organizational ability, no sense of how to
spend money, and when it came down to it, too honest to be a good sales-
man. He was ready to throw in the towel; all he needed was a buyer to take
the place oft his hands.

O’Neill Appliance was the only real competitor for Jim Fergesson’s shop.
And O’Neill was a dud, without sense. Even his ads were duds; he forgot to
trim off the instructions, left words like your store where his own plate
should have appeared. O’Neill Appliance hadn’t cut into Fergesson’s gross;
the highway shop had been rather a come-on for him, drawing cars to a stop,
getting people out on their feet, failing to close them, sending them finally
into Cedar Groves at ten miles an hour, wanting to be sold, money hanging
out, ready to take any obsolete dog pushed on them by somebody with a car-
nation in his neatly pressed suit, a sales book and fountain pen in his hands.

Fergesson had got the town’s sidewalk trade, its old families, and its high-
way traffic. He had handled it well: bought close to the belt, not got himself
stuck with obsolete radio-phonographs and ten-inch TV sets. Everything
was fine; he was well ahead of the game. Except, simply, that if Bel-Rex came
in, Fergesson was finished. In six months, by Christmas, Bel-Rex would have
O’Neill Appliance high-powered, drawing from a statewide inventory, with
unlimited funds for investment and advertising.

Sitting in his pleasant living room, listening to the radio mutter Morton
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Gould, Jim Fergesson was scared. Inside his plump, muscular body, he was
trembling. His soul was weak with sweat. He couldn’t compete against Bel-
Rex; he was finished. Big deals, advertised by throwaways, radio, newspa-
pers . . . Famous name brands (we can’t tell you what'it is but you’d recognize
it instantly), fiftty bucks under fair trade. Free gardenias to the ladies. Free TV
lamp with each set sold. We buy in carload lots. Our buyer has gone crazy . . .
come in and rob us. Searchlights at night. Twenty-five salesmen, all on com-
mission and draw —sharp as starving ferrets. Delivery anywhere in the state
without charge. Immediate repair service.

“I'm no hotshot,” Fergesson croaked aloud.

Alice glanced up. “What, dear?”

Fergesson cleared his throat nervously and went on: “I've never done hot-
shot business. I can’t pressure; I can only sell what I believe in.”

Gazing at him intently, Alice said: “I know that, dear.”

“I can’t carry all lines! Christ, I have Emerson and GE and Westinghouse
and Philco and Zenith—isn’t that enough? What more do they want? A man
can stock only so much.” Bel-Rex carried everything, he knew bitterly. Right
down the line, to Sentinel and Crosley and Trav-Ler. The works. And com-
plete lines, not just leaders.

“Price curting,” Fergesson muttered. “Buy a TV, get a free toaster. Free
twin-lead and rabbit ears. Christ, I couldn’t give away a ten-amp fuse!”

“T wish you'd tell me what’s wrong,” Alice said, eyeing him uneasily.
“Have you been reading ads of those big San Francisco department stores?”

“They’re not so bad; they have class. It’s these hotshot chains that get me.
These lit-up joints that cater to Okies and coons. Christ, they’re wholesalers do-
ing retail! They buy direct from the factory—it’s true. They buy more in a day
than I buy in a year. When stuff gets obsolete they dump it in the river. . . . I've
got some old Hoffmans down in the basement, the first they made. By God, T'll
sell them yet.”

He got to his feet and paced miserably around. You either get bigger or get
smaller. He didn’t have a choice; if he wanted to stay alive he had to buy
O’Neill Appliance. Goddamn O’Neill—why had he built the place? Why
hadn’t he left it a grassy lot of beer cans and moldy newspapers?

“You know,” he said hoarsely, “maybe I shouldn’t have gone in the
radio business. Look how it’s changed —it isn’t anything like it used to be.
Now it’s TV, nothing but big screen and color, black tube, ultrahigh fre-
quency. . . . Back in the old days we had five-tube superhets and that was
all. And this hi-fi stuff, these custom-built things. Fifteen thousand cycles—
music for the birds. Reluctance cartridges, tape recorders—it’s a madhouse.
FM tuners—nothing but grief.”
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“Itll level off,” Alice said patiently. “Be glad you're not in the record busi-
ness; you'd have those different speeds, those long plays and those little
RCA forty-five doughnuts with the big hole.”

Fergesson made his way into the kitchen and got a second beer from the re-
frigerator. His hands were shaking, his knobby, stubby, calloused hands, with
their grimy burn-scars up and down the wrists, from reaching into backs of
radios. . . .

“That fool O’Neill,” he said bitterly. “He’ll sell out and get his money.
Probably open up a big ncon-sign tilted-glass-front whorehouse.”

“What did you say, dear?” Alice called.

Fergesson grunted a reply and reentered the living room. He hadn’t any-
body’s family to stake him; he had gone up the hard way, hand over hand,
on his own power. He had worked every inch of it . . . and overnight Bel-
Rex could slaughter him.

“My dad was right,” Fergesson said wretchedly. “He said T was making a
mistake.”

“Your father didn’t approve of any kind of business,” Alice reminded him.

“Sure, he was a lawyer. A professional man. He was an educated man.”

“He was also an oil speculator who lost everything he had, and came to you
and died right here in this house without a cent. And your mother and I cared
for him eight vears before he finally passed on.” Alice’s voice rose angrily. “And
all that time he never got tired of telling you that business was unworthy of a
son of his. Lying there flat on his back insulting you day after day—" Her voice
broke. “Why do you ahways bring him up? Why can’t you forget about him?”

“He was right.” In his vest pocket Fergesson’s fingers closed around the
ancient gold watch, elaborately engraved, with its fine, thin, black hands and
spidery numbers. That was all the tall, dignified old man had left, that and a
heavy silver ring bought from an Indian in Utah. And an old leather briet-
case full of worthless drilling-rights certificates.

“In a way I can understand how Hadley feels,” Fergesson said bitterly. “I
wandered into the radio business by accident, like he did. I wasn’t going to
be a businessman—1I was going to be a lawyer, like my father. Maybe that’s
all that’s wrong with Hadley; maybe he wants to be something better than a
TV salesman. I sure as hell wouldn’t want to be a TV salesman; I'd rather
wash dishes. If he had any sense he’d wander back out again.”

“And do what?”

“Anything. Join the Army. I was in the National Guard and it didn’t hurt
me. A year of that would make a man out of him, give him a spinal column.
If he wasn’t so weak and shilly-shallying he’d quit.” Fergesson waved his fin-
ger at Alice. “If he was any good he’d walk out! I'll tell you something: his
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father was a doctor. Dead, now. I can tell you what he’d say if he were
alive. . . . The same thing my dad said.”

“You don’t know that.”

“Hadley was raised by women. He’s like those fellows in the State De-
partment, like that Dean Acheson. A whole generation of them. Sissy-
kissers . . . no spine.” His voice sank into baffled gloom. “No wonder
America’s prestige is going down. No wonder the Commies are winning,
with mama’s boys running the show. It isn’t like the old days.”

“It never is,” Alice said realistically.

Fergesson wandered over to the couch, threw himself down, gazed va-
cantly at the heap of brightly colored rug his wife was tirelessly hooking. “The
trouble with Hadley,” he said, “is he doesn’t have any moral standards. He
doesn’t know right from wrong; nobody taught him the things to live by.”

“Such as?”

“Such as going to church. Such as faith in God and faith in his country.”
Fergesson doggedly sipped his beer. “This is a wonderful country, Alice.
Don’t ever forget that. If a man works hard he can go a long way. Look at
me—when I started out I didn’t have a thing. I built it all up with my own
hands.” He indicated the hardwood floor. “I put in that floor—remember?”

“Of course I remember,” Alice said tartly. “T helped you.”

“The foundation, I hauled out all that dirt and sank the foundation my-
self. And the tile in the kitchen. The whole damn sink. This house, the store,
everything . . . I built it all up from nothing. I never pulled a dumb deal in
my life—if I'd owned Richmond One-Day I'd have made a go of it. If I
bought out O’Neill right this minute I’d have that place of his humming!”

“Please don’t shout at me,” Alice said apprehensively. “What on earth is
the matter with you?”

“Nothing,” Fergesson muttered. He sipped his beer. “Nothing at all.”

Later in the evening he did something that he only partly understood. He
put on his coat, went out to the garage, and started up the Pontiac. A few
moments later he was gliding down the dark night streets, toward the de-
serted business section and Modern TV.

It was when he was worried; he knew that. When he was bothered and un-
certain: that was when he left his home late at night and came alone to the
store. The dark, silent, cold store, with its ghostly shapes. All its lights turned
off, except the flickering blue night-light over the safe. Down in the damp
concrete vault that was the basement, an occasional beetle fluttered and
squeaked and flopped across Olsen’s deserted bench: that was the only sound.
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As he drove he kept thinking about Bud O’Neill. The failure. The incom-
petent, without talent of any kind. Harmless, good-natured, full of talk and
casy plans. Dazed by the collapse of his gaudy store, not really understand-
ing why it had folded.

Probably constructing an claborate mythology: ruined because of secret
conspiracies. Combines of his competitors.

Fergesson examined his hands, clamped around the wheel of the Pontiac.
Competent hands; he wasn’t anything like Bud O’Neill. Or was he? Modern
TV had once been a place like Richmond One-Day; behind the counter he
had hunched much like Bud O’Neill. The old ladies had crept in with their
Atwater Kents; he had put in new filters, checked tubes, wired the old sets
for phono jacks. In the old days, the early days back in the thirties, when he
had taken the store over, there were dead batteries stacked in his windows,
too. Tubes and tube displays, secondhand counters, test equipment. The
vowl of sets upturned on the bench, protesting against investigation.

All the elements were there, in a fashion. To some old lady, to some
young punk, to almost anyone who entered the store, there was no funda-
mental difference. During the war he had been behind the counter, not
working in a defense plant. He had taken over the shop when the previous
owner hadn’t been able to pay his wages, had owed him a salary covering
1930, 1931, and the first part of 1932. He had been smart enough to get in
merchandise to sell; repair wasn’t enough. A frugal, close-to-the-chest line
of vacuums and washers and radios . . . O’Neill had gone on talking and
testing tubes free of charge; he’d be testing tubes again, soon. O’Neill would
wind up a heavyset perspiring salesman in a cheap suit, standing in front of
some potted palm in another man’s gaudy store.

Fergesson parked the Pontiac and snapped oft the lights and motor. He
got out and walked down the dark sidewalk to Modern TV. Old crumpled
newspapers were blown up in the entrance; he stooped down to make a
handful of them. While he was carrying them to the gutter he saw the light
on in the shop, coming from the back television display room.

He got the door opened and entered. Ellen Hadley, immense and
grotesquely pregnant in her blue maternity dress and heavy overcoat, sat
gazing at an elaborate RCA television combination. Fergesson had closed
the front door and come into the display room before she noticed him and
turned her head.

“Hello,” she said.

The store was chill, dismal in its barrenness. In the pallid blue flicker of
the night-light the girl’s face seemed not round: a hollow pointed bonelike
thing, a rigid frame supporting her features. Her eyes were deep-sunk, far
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down in her skull. Her hair appeared transparent, a sheet of dry spidery ma-
terial, a brown cap through which her scalp and ears were visible. She wore
no makeup; her lips were pale, thin.

“What are you doing?” Fergesson demanded, in fright. “Don’t you have a
TV at home?”

After a time Ellen nodded. “I was walking around. I got tired.” She indi-
cated the vast tumor of her belly. “So I came in to sit down.” She added:
“Stuart went off with some friends of his . . . for a beer and talk.”

“T’ll take you home,” Fergesson said.

“What are you doing?”

“I come down here.” He pushed from the display room, over to the
counter. Leaning on his elbows, hands knotted into a stubby massed-fist, he
gazed intently at the girl, outlined as she was by the night-light and the TV
screen. “I come down now and then to catch up on stuff nobody gets done
during the day. Somebody has to keep the place going.”

Ellen nodded.

“You and Stumblebum have a quarrel?” Fergesson asked presently.

“No, not really. I'm cross these days, I guess.”

“How long will it be?”

“Oh, they say three weeks. Give or take a few days.”

“You startled me. I didn’t expect to find anybody here.”

Ellen smiled. “I'm sorry.”

“Are you warm enough? Want my coat?”

“Pm fine,” she said. “Thanks.”

Fergesson, gazing across the counter at her, marveled at the miracle of
this bloated creature who sat before the television screen, hands folded in
her lap, eves fixed dutifully on the pale-lit shapes. In spite of her vast bulk, in
spite of the wan hollows of her eyes, there was a presence about her that
awed him deeply. He felt satisfaction in standing gazing at her, like 2 man
contemplating a religious picture, a stained-glass tableau: static, classic, bal-
anced. In the immensity of her body there was a kind of balance, a com-
pleteness, an entirety. She was self-contained; she was what he was not. She
needed nothing from outside. Everything meaningful was contained in her
body, like the wads and layers of fat a hibernating animal stores up to make
it self-sufficient.

“You look pretty smart,” he said accusingly. How did that sound? Not the
way he wanted. . . . The envy in his voice was audible even to him. “I mean,
you look like the cat that swallowed the canary. Do you know what I’'m try-
ing to say?”

She smiled faintly. “Yes, I think so.”
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“It looks good on you. You're a lot older, this way.”

“Oh, millions of years.”

“Do you have any names picked out?”

“Margaret, if it's a girl. Peter, if i’s a boy. Stuart always wanted to be
called Pete. He never quite made it.”

“Now he will.” After a moment Fergesson said: “What did you quarrel
about?”

“I don’t really know. Something to do with war and God. I'll tell you
someday. Not now.”

“Ellen,” he said, “what’s wrong with Stuart?”

“Do you care?”

“I know there’s something wrong.”

Very simply, Ellen said: “He doesn’t know anybody he can trust.”

“He can trust me. [ won’t let him down.”

“You already have.”

“I have? How?”

“Stuart wants to grow up. But what is there to grow up to? What kind of
world have you left him?”

“I didn’t create the world.”

Ellen smiled. “Couldn’t you have put up something, some kind of show,
an attempt?”

“That’s been done,” Fergesson said. “He’s had that, too. He came along
when that was going on. That Man—"

“Yes,” Ellen agreed. “That Man. And That Man is rotting away under-
ground.”

Unhappily, Fergesson said: “Doesn’t Stuart like me?”

Ellen considered. “I don’t think he even sees you. I'm afraid he’s never
learned to see anybody. What he wants, what he’s looking for, is much too
vague, too remote and abstract. It has no name. A hundred years ago it was
called grace. It’s a search for someone he can have faith in. Someone who
won’t let him down.”

“If he could see me, he’d know I want him to trust me.”

“If he could do that, I think he’d be well. But he doesn’t know how. So he
can only keep on searching for something invisible. Something that nobody
has ever seen on this earth and nobody ever will.”

Fergesson came around the end of the counter and stood there, tem-
porarily. Outside the store, beyond the locked front door, a man and woman
walked past, heels echoing mournfully in the total night stillness. “I'll take
you home,” he said. “I have the car out front.”

Presently Ellen got to her feet. “Yes, thanks. That would be fine.”
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endless hot moist flowers. Jackie began carrying certain ones to the refriger-
ator for the night, a weak smile on her immature face, long thin fingers care-
fully gripped around her burden, yellow-red nails digging in like claws.

“You go ahead, Mister Wakefield,” she said faintly. In her black skirt
and gray turtleneck sweater, sandals on her feet and copper bracelets on her
wrists, Jackie worked rapidly, happily, back and forth, lips pressed tightly to-
gether, a damp line of perspiration beading the faint down beneath her nose.
“I’ll lock up,” she called.

“Thank you, Jackie,” Horace Wakefield replied, with pleasure. He accepred
the tribute to his position with grave dignity. “Yes, I'll go on. You have your
key?”

Jackie indicated the tiny square of cloth at the end of the counter that was
her purse. “I’ll put the money away in the safe; I have to stick around for a
while, anyhow. Bill is coming by at half past to drive me up to the City.”

“Ah,” Wakefield joked, grinning a knowing gold-toothed grin. “Going
out tonight? Big doings?”

A lofty, superior look swept Jackie’s face into a sneer of derision. “Big do-
ings, but not the way yo# mean.” She made it sound as if Wakefield’s words
had dripped coarse innuendo. “We’re going to the symphony.”

Ha-haing to himself, Wakefield good-naturedly bustled from the store
and out onto the sidewalk. He waved gaily and crossed with the lights to the
far side. At the mailbox he halted to drop in a handful of bills and cards,
straightened his coat, lost his jolly leer, and continued, with an expression of
dignity on his face, toward the Health Food Store.

It was closed, and the shade was pulled down. He rapped twice on the
door, then a third quick tap with his knuckles. Lights gleamed under the
door and he could hear the sound of people within. After a moment the key
was turned and the door moved open just a crack.

“Good evening, Betty,” Wakefield said solemnly.

“Come in, Horace,” Betty said wearily. She locked the door after him and
shuffled over to the counter. “Sit down anywhere. Do you want some tea:”

“Thank you,” Wakefield said as he seated himself at the counter. Tea was
poured for him from a glittering Chinese pot into a fragile cup so tiny that
Wakefield had trouble getting hold of the handle. The tea was dark amber;
rich vapors drifted up and tickled his nose. A thick, exotic, Oriental tea.

“Sugar?” Betty groaned. “Lemon?”

Wakefield sipped the tea. “Just right, Betty.”

There were others sitting at the counter and at the tables, with their frag-
ile teacups. Mostly women; he was almost the only man. Eight or nine of
them, smartly dressed, chatting quietly among themselves. Tension crackled
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in the air: they were waiting expectantly for eight o’clock, the lecture hour.
Posters of Theodore Beckheim hung above the counter. Society books and
tracts were on display by the cash register. Free pampbhlets, copies of the Peo-
ple’s Watchman . . . The central poster in the window had been reinforced by
small informational displays. Theodore Beckheim seemed to be all around
the store, in every corner and alcove.

Wakefield did not specifically object to this invasion of his privacy, but
the tension of the women annoyed him. He could tolerate the looming,
dark features of Beckheim gazing significantly at him from cvery part of the
store, but he could not bear the unending excited mutter from dry female
throats. Normally, the Health Food Store was vacant at this hour; it was af -
ter closing and only the employees and a privileged few were supposed to be
allowed behind the door. Tonight, a horde perched around him, spoiling his
dinner, turning what was customarily a personal ritual into a public specta-
cle. He resented it. He wished they would leave; hadn’t he come here every
night for ten years, caten his dinner in the dark quiet of the locked-up store?

“Good evening,” the woman next to him said, in a harsh, dry rasp.

Wakefield winced, and glanced furtively around at her. She was tall,
white-haired, a stern woman in her middle fifties. Her feverish eyes snapped;
her thin lips twisted. She raised her cup of tea as if in toast. Wakefield was
embarrassed; he turned angrily away and concentrated on the marzipan dis-
play above his head. “Evening,” he muttered apprehensively.

“You manage the flower shop,” the woman stated. “You’ve been there
thirteen years.”

“Fourteen,” Wakefield corrected. The woman made him uncomfortable.
She was quite tall; hard-featured like a bird of prey; pebbled yellow skin and
tangled brows. Her mane of white hair was coarse and thick; it hung over
her ears and neck like an old man’s. Her cheeks were sunken; her dark, un-
pleasant face burned with a fiery inner fever that made Wakefield think of TB
patients.

“Mrs. Kraftt eats no meat,” Betty said. Addressing the white-haired woman
she said: “You and Mister Wakefield should get to know each other.”

Wakefield’s mouth opened slightly; he was suddenly interested. His an-
noyance vanished and he turned eagerly to face Mrs. Krafft. “Is that right?
You don’t care for meat?”

The feverish glow of the woman’s face increased. “I care for meat,” she
cried. “But I can’t eat the flesh of higher creatures who have as much right to
live as any human being. In certain respects I admire higher animals more
than man. Their ability to bear suffering without complaint and their natural
dignity, their nobility and freedom from carnal vulgarity—”
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“Yes,” Wakefield agreed. A flush crossed his own small face; he was em-
barrassed and pleased, and his hands began to twitch. Words came with dif -
ficulty; tides of emotion swept up in his throat and made him cough and
turn apologetically away. He removed his steel-rimmed glasses and polished
them shakily with his pocket handkerchief. “Yes, I know what you mean,” he
managed. “It’s a moral issue.” He replaced his glasses on his nose. “Fat’s un-
clean. Unhealthy. Every time [ see a meat market I think of the city dump,
decaying meat and tin cans and rotting garbage.” He broke oft. “I can’t stand
the sight of meat.”

“Have you ever looked in their eyes?” Mrs. Krafft said.

“Beg pardon?”

“When I was a child on the farm my father killed cattle. He hit them on
the head with an ax and cut their throats. I had to hold the bowl. As they
died I saw into their eyes.”

“Yes,” Wakefield agreed vaguely. “Their eyes. Terrible thing.”

“When I see some of the people walking around—worse than any jungle
beast.” Mrs. Krafft’s voice rosc shrilly. “Pigs! Obscene creatures that ought
to be put away. No dumb animal could sink to the depths of viciousness and
brutality of man. Man is the cruelest animal, the wickedest animal. The only
really disgusting animal. You see them with their big cigars, spitting and
laughing and slapping each other on the back. Telling dirty jokes and belch-
ing and swilling down their beer and fried oysters.” She managed to control
herself with difficulty. “When 'm taking dictation at conferences sometimes
they start laughing and joking with each other. Coarse, bestial creatures . . ."
On her thin, feverish face gleamed a lifetime of resentment. Mrs. Krafft had
clearly suffered at the hands of men, degraded to a second-class citizen,
forced to creep about in the shadows.

But there was more to it than that. Mrs. Krafft, he realized, was reacting
to the vulgarity of the world as was he; both had come to the Watchmen So-
ciety to escape cruelty and viciousness, to enter into an environment of spir-
ituality. He thought of it as a venal, corrupt society; but being a woman,
Mrs. Krafft identified it with men. He wondered which of them was right. If
it was men, then Horace Wakefield carried the taint. It was all right for a
woman to feel that way, but if /e listened to that philosophy . . .

Suppose a man did revolt at vulgarity and coarseness, at animal passions . . .
and saw those not in society around him, but in his own masculine nature.
What then? The revulsion would be for one’s self; the struggle would be in-
ternal. Where would a man go? What would become of him? Driven across
the face of the world, wandering restlessly, tormented, hating his own na-
ture; his lower parts, as it were.
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Wakefield considered his own lower parts and saw nothing there but pale
pink skin, the same as the rest of him. He had no lower parts: it was all right.
He relaxed and sighed. Horace Wakefield had but one nature, and that na-
ture was pure.

He finished his Chinese tea and pushed the fragile cup away. “Very tasty,”
he said to Betty.

“How long have you been in the Movement?” Mrs. Krafft asked him
fiercely.

“I heard Theodore Beckheim speak late last fall, when I was down in Los
Angeles,” Wakefield answered, examing his carefully manicured nails. “I be-
lieve the Movement originated in that area.”

Mrs. Kraftt caught her breath and was engulfed by emotion. “Los Angeles!
You heard the Los Angeles speech? I'd give ten years oft my life to have been
there.” Her voice rose to transcendental levels. “That was when he cured the
girl of paralysis. He had her up on the stage. That was when he was just be-
ginning to understand his power of healing.”

“Oh,” Wakefield agreed, “that was in the early days. We were just begin-
ning. I mean, it was just healing then. We hadn’t found God.” He added:
“We've worked up from there. In those days Mister Beckheim was a practi-
tioner.” Mention of Los Angeles recalled to him all the old aspects of the
Movement: the magnetic belt which he himself had purchased and worn,
the special radioactive waters in which he himself had bathed, Beckheim
passing his vast hands over the naked bodies of children to cure them of var-
tous catarrhs and hay fevers. “It was just bodies then. Now we know the
body is nothing.” In Wakefield’s mind there was a dim fog when it came to
thinking about bodies. “It’s the soul that counts.”

“Exactly,” Mrs. Krafft agreed. “Disease is a manifestation of improper
mental atritudes.”

Wakefield didn’t know about that. “Well now, I suppose in a way vou’re
right,” he murmured grudgingly. “But it’s always seemed to me that disease
i1s the result of improper diet, although I suppose a person with the wrong
mental attitude would eat the wrong food. But it seems to me that it’s what
you put into vour stomach that determines your mental attitude; do you see
what I mean? You are what you eat, do vou see? Eating meat causes bestial
artitudes—eating fruit and clean vegetables purifies the mind. It seems to
me, and of course I might be wrong, but it seems to me that states of con-
sciousness are the result of diet.”

Mrs. Krafft couldn’t go along with that. “I agree with you about meat, of
course. But I don’t recall having had any coarse thoughts in my childhood,
when I still ate meat. It’s the killing of animals—nobody with a pure mind
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could destroy a helpless animal. When we’ve brought real purity to mankind
there won’t be any slaughtering of dumb animals. Murder, hate, discase, will
be wiped from the earth. They’re all the same thing, anyhow.”

Wakefield fooled with his empty teacup. “Do you think,” he said slowly,
“that the Movement will ever reach all mankind?”

Mrs. Kraftt was shocked. “The Movement’s getting larger every day! Why,
we're all over the world; look how we've grown since the days back in Los
Angeles. You remember that—just the one building, and only a few thousand
followers, and almost no funds. Now look at us . .. every country in the
world, branches and oftices, publications, followers everywhere, except in the
Communist world, of course.”

“That’s what I mean,” Wakefield said thoughtfully. “You've hit it, Mrs.
Krafft. The Communist world. It’s a big world . . . there’re a lot of people
who believe in that stuff.”

“They deny God!”

“Yes,” Wakefield agreed. “They deny the soul—they deny God and
everything spiritual. Don’t you think it’s the same old thing? God against
Mammon . . . They’re meat caters, Mrs. Krafft. Every time I see a picture of
Stalin I look him square in the eye and I say: You're a meat cater, Joscph.
You're big and heavy and you’re full of rotting meat. Now, that was one
thing Pll say for Adolf Hitler. He was a vegetarian, Mrs. Krafft; did you
know that? Adolf Hitler may have done a lot of wrong things in his life—he
was too wild and excitable, I think—but he never touched mear or liquor.
I have to say that about him; give the devil his dues, T always say.”

Mrs. Krafft learned close to Horace Wakefield. “Do you know why they
all set on Germany and destroyed her?”

“Well,” Wakefield began.

“Because,” Mrs. Krafft snapped, “she was going to set up a clean new
world. England saw the handwriting on the wall—it was England, you know.
Shopkeepers—that’s what Napoleon called them. And he was right! Money,
trade—” She leaned even closer to Wakefield. “I don’t know if you know this,
but there’s Jewish blood in the royal family.”

“Eh?” Wakefield said.

“Pll tell you how it got there. Disracli. He and Queen Victoria.” Mrs.
Krafft nodded. “And it’s been since then—they used to have a soul. Back in
the days of William Shakespeare. But not anymore. Now they’re shopkeep-
ers, Mister Wakefield. And you know why.”

“Well,” Wakefield said, unconvinced, “I don’t see how I can approve of all
that violence. I don’t think people should go out and kill other people.”
Down in the little man’s core was a positive horror of violence. “Those
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Northern people sometimes do that. I remember a Finn, a janitor living
down in the basement of an apartment building I once lived in—although
I'm certainly not living there, now. One day he went completely out of his
mind. . . . Let me tell you, he took that wife of his and just cut her up terri-
bly. It was the most awful thing in the world. .. . They called the police and
ambulance, but”— Wakefield made a gesture—“it was too late. Why, he just
cut open that woman like you would butcher a hog. That’s the way those
Northerners are. Berserkers, they call them.” Tautly, he finished: “Under-
neath their nice blue eyes and blond hair there’s something ugly. Something
that frightens me. They look so pleasant, but sooner or later it comes
out. . . . It boils over and destroys and breaks and tears down.”

Mrs. Krafft was not paying much attention. “Germany had spirituality!”
she cried indignandy. “Her music—Bach, Beethoven, Schubert—we have
nothing like that here. Great painters, artists, poets, scholars. Germany was
the soul of Europe, Mister Wakefield. And they killed her, the way they al-
ways kill those with souls. They can’t stand those with souls—it reminds
them of their own bestiality. When Germany died, a light went out. And the
darkness has been creeping in since.” She brooded. “T'll tell you this, Mister
Wakefield. We must reach all mankind. We must bring them warning, so
they can save themselves. When the Great Battle begins, we’re going to need
all the help we can get. It’s going to be a terrible ordeal.”

For a time neither of them spoke. Then Wakefield asked uncertainly: “Do
vou think the struggle between the free world and Communism is—the
Great Bartle? I mean, are we seeing Armageddon already? There’s some dif -
ference of opinion about this in the Movement. I know some feel we’re
fighting it now, when we fight Asiatic Communistic atheism. But there’re
others who feel that we’re just as materialistic and guilty as the Russians.”

“We’re contaminated,” Mrs. Krafft said furiously. “America has got to go,
too. The purification of the world can’t begin until the war levels everything.
I tell you, Mister Wakefield, I'm looking forward to this war! When the
bombs begin to fall on the cities of men, when the walls begin to fall every-
where, the way they’re falling now in Korea—I know that’s the ram. The
same rain that fell on the ancient world. . . . And there will be those who’ll be
saved, as Noah was saved. And the Lord is speaking to us now, telling us to
come and save ourselves, speaking to us through this man—7 She jerked sav-
agely at the picture of Theodore Beckheim on the wall above their heads. “It
will be through him that we’ll be saved. And the world will be scorched clean
and pure by the sacred holy fire of God. And all the pestholes of iniquity, all
the marketplaces, the slaughterhouses, the cities, the buildings, all the works
that vain man has built up, his puny attempts to govern himself —~
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“That’s so,” Wakeficld agreed nervously, wishing she wouldn’t shout. “The
League of Nations failed, and the UN is going to fail the same way.”

“Man can’t govern himself! Man is too sin-ridden, too corrupt!” Her
voice soared excitedly. “Man denied God —man stood up to God and said:
I can take care of myself. And now we're paying the price! It's scientists
who've got us where we are, tampering with the universe. Scientists with
their bombs —science is the devil’s way. They and their A-bombs and bacte-
riological warfare. It’s God’s judgment!”

Wakefield winced at the shower of saliva and words that poured from
Mrs. Kraftt’s impassioned mouth. “Yes,” he muttered, and edged away. It
was casy to sense the deep forces rumbling inside the white-haired woman,
and they made him uncasy. All the women in the Health Food Store were
that way, all except Betty, who never got excited about anything, except the
time the toilet drain leaked all over the drums of dried apricots down in the
basement. The whole room buzzed with suppressed emotion; to Wakefield
it was like twenty radios dinning in his ear at once. He thought of his room,
his quiet little combination bedroom and living room. His piano, his books,
and his easy chair. His old-fashioned lamp and slippers. In his microscopic
kitchen he could fix himself a bowl of soup and some soy fritters. Potatoes
and fresh string beans. Perhaps some stewed prunes for dessert. He didn’t
have to eat at the Health Food Store; all at once he wanted terribly to get
away.

“Good evening,” he muttered hurriedly, and got to his feet. “Thanks for
the tea, Betty.”

“You’re going?” Mrs. Krafft demanded in astonishment.

“Home,” Wakefield muttered. “Things to do. Fix dinner. Company com-
ing later. Glad to have met you.”

“You’re not going to go hear him?” Mrs. Krafft was incredulous. Sev-
eral other ladies had ceased chattering and sat blinking in amazement at
Wakefield as he stood indecisively at the door. “We’ll all be going down
together—can’t you wait?”

He did want to hear Theodore Beckheim again. But it would be well over
an hour. How could he sit there with Mrs. Kraftt, feeling the tension of her
body, hearing the roaring undercurrents of her pent-up hates? It was bad
enough eating lunch there; at least he had his table in the back where nobody
bothered him. Why couldn’t Theodore Beckheim visit him in his own little
room, all by himself?

“You have to wait,” Mrs. Krafft said authoritatively. “You can’t go.”

“You sit down and wait,” Betty wheezed. “We're all going over to the hall
together in Mrs. Krafft’s car.”
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“But I'm hungry,” Wakefield complained peevishly, feeling caught and
helpless. “I still haven’t had my dinner.”

“We'll fix your dinner right now,” Betty said. “Lulu!” she shouted.”Come
out here and find out what Mister Wakefield wants for his dinner.”

Wakefield pawed his coat pocket anxiously. Did he have his knife and fork
with him? He pulled the little leather and velvet case out and snapped it
open. There they were, the two gleaming-clean shafts of silver. “Could I eat
in the back?” he asked nervously. “I hate to eat out here with everybody.”

“Fix up the back table for Mister Wakefield,” Betty said to the tall brown-
eyed colored woman who had emerged dutifully from the back, hands drip-
ping with dishwater. “Clear it oft and get him his chair.”

“There’s rice and cheese sauce with egg and tomato, macaroni salad
and sliced bananas with cream,” Lulu announced. With a swirl of her heavy
skirt she again disappeared into the back through the dusty yellow curtains.
Wakefield hesitated, then followed anxiously after her.

He had hardly seated himself at the big wood table and was setting out his
knife and fork, when Mrs. Krafft appeared.

“I'll sit with you while you eat,” Mrs. Kraftt announced, seating herself
across from him. As Lulu methodically began getting out the food, Mrs.
Kraftt sucked in deep lungfuls of baked oven air. “Ah,” she said. Her sharp,
alert eves fixed themselves on Wakefield. “This place radiates peace,” she
stated suddenly.

Wakefield nodded and muttered something, too dazed by misfortune to
speak.

“It radiates peace,” Mrs. Krafft repeated. She gazed up at a display of pills
for diabetes, high blood pressure, bottles of dark liquid for ulcers, varicose
veins, special sugar-free cookies and pale dried honey, vitamin capsules,
packages of cracked wheat and bran. “There’s a fullness about it. A com-
pleteness. There is no out-of -balance here. This store is wholly realized.”

Wakefield waited miserably for his cheese and rice and wished she’d leave.

He had seen them in there. He had gone past the door, caught the blur of
female motion, heard the sharp shrill sounds, and continued on past. Behind
the fruit and date display he saw a brief glimpse of Horace Wakefield sitting
in the middle of them, teacup in his diffident fingers, dabbing daintily at his
lips with a paper napkin.

Now Stuart Hadley sat at the drug counter across the street, arms folded
in front of him, a Coke glass of ice water by his elbow, a menu lying on its
face. He gazed sightlessly at the moist counter, waiting for the memory and
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impressions of the Health Food Store to fade. Here and there a few patrons
crouched over their hot beet sandwiches, coffee, apple pie a la mode. Behind
the counter the pretty little dark-haired waitress, pert and busy in her starched
white uniform, hurried to complete his ham and cheese sandwich.

The drugstore was dully noisy with cash register sounds, people’s voices,
the coming and going of middle-class women buying Alka-Seltzer, Bayer as-
pirin, mineral oil, chewing gum, magazines. Down the counter from him a
heavyset man in a black leather jacket was reading the comic section of the
San Francisco Examiner.

Stuart Hadley brooded. How could he go there? Into a place like that,
among people like that. . . . The word came up in his mouth like sickness
from his stomach. Cranks. All of them, cranks and crackpots —nuts. He
couldn’t play games with himself: that was what they were, and if he went in
there and sat and listened to the lecture, he would be a crank, too.

A young blond-haired man in a clean-cut blue suit: that was Stuart Hadley.
Personable, likable, friendly, social —a good mixer. A good salesman. A good
husband. A man who kept his shoes shined, his trousers pressed, his chin
shaved, his armpits rubbed with aluminum sulfate. A man who looked good
and smelled good, a man who could walk into the Top of the Mark and be
speedily served.

Not a wild-eyed madman with a flowing beard, sandals, straw in his hair,
and a sign grasped, reading:

JESUS SAVES

He couldn’t imagine himself apart from his shirts and cuffs and single-
breasted light-colored suits. He couldn’t picture himself independent from
his closet and dresser drawers, his jar of Arrid, his Wildroot cream oil, his
Dyanshine shoe polish. And yet, there had to be something more to Stuart
Hadley than that; surely there was a core, a center, beyond the bottles and
clothes, beyond what was reflected by his shaving mirror perched on top of
the dresser.

Could that core, the inner Stuart Hadley, be as crazy as Horace Wakefield?
Inside the shell of affability, was there a demented, unstable entity, aching to
come creeping out, a furious wailing larva struggling to emerge and crawl
around, slimy and odd, not human, not ordinary, not pretty?

There was nothing pretty about the Health Food Store.

There was nothing attractive about Horace Wakefield with his hernia belt,
Kleenex, and glasses. In his withered face, in the dead-fish eves of the little
prunelike people, there was a musty, stale, unhealthy fuzz. A stench of ill-
ness hung over them, not the usual kind, but a deeper illness. The Wakefields
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were a public sidewalk, sneezed on, spat on; there was a dried laver of filth
over them that was so old it no longer could be identified as filth. It looked
more like wax. Like varnish. Wakefield’s small face was carefully varnished
with oftal; behind it he grinned and talked and went about his business. He
had polished it until it shone: he was proud.

Conjuring up the image of Wakefield made Hadley feel uncomfortable, as
if he had given birth to Wakefield from his own body, out of his own mind.
All ar once he wished he could crack open the polished, brittle shell that was
Horace Wakefield; a quick fantasy momentarily held him, a vision of the lit-
tle head splitting open like a dried seedpod, and Wakefield’s brains scattering
in tiny dry fragments, blown here and there by the wind. Perhaps to grow
and take root all over again, in some dark, slimy place, where there was mois-
ture and silence for nourishment. A race of Wakefields, growing up from the
nocturnal soil, like mushrooms.

His fantasy surprised him; how could he consider hitting a harmless little
crank? He imagined Horace Wakefield flying apart at the first touch, glasses
going one way, perhaps his whole head, his legs and hernia belt another. Ho-
race Wakefield was the sickly inner portion of his own mind, and he imagined
himself stamping and jumping on the withered dried-up body until there was
nothing left of it. The way, as a child in Washington, he had trod again and
again on puftballs growing in the dirty open fields.

Shame touched him, and collapsed his fantasy. Without meaning to, he
had recalled an event of his early childhood; now he sought to return it to
the hidden parts of his mind, where he would not have to think of it or en-
tertain its existence.

There he was, a child, a boy of five, scampering through the yellow
sludge and ice of an eastern winter. Dressed in red mittens, knickers, rub-
bers, a stocking wool cap yanked down over his ears. What was he doing?
Grimly, intently, he was chasing a little girl, a child’s hoe gripped between
his hands. As he ran he slashed violently at her; the girl wailed and screamed
as the two of them raced across the open field between the grammar-school
building and the gym. Halfway there —the memory of it refused to depart—
he savagely brought the hoe down on the child’s head. The child, with a
shriek, fell face-forward on the frozen gravel; at that, Smuart Hadley turned
and scampered back the way he had come, drained of hostility.

It seemed doubtful that he could have done such a thing. Something, per-
haps, the girl had said; some reference to his stutter. As a child he had stut-
tered; it had been impossible for him to get out the thoughts and feelings
that choked his throat. Laughing, poking fun at him . . . she deserved what
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she got. Only, he had spent the next six months in a special school operated
by the city, for problem children.

“Say, you’re asleep.”

Hadley grunted and glanced up.

“Here’s your sandwich and Coke.” The counter girl, laughing and amused,
pushed the plate in front of him. “Wake up.”

“Thanks,” Hadley said. He came gratefully back to the present. “Thanks
alot.”

The girl lingered, coy, innocent, cheeks warm with joking intimacy.
“What's your wife say about you sitting here? Don’t she fix your dinner?”

On Hadley’s left hand was the gold band of his wedding ring. He rubbed
it self-conciously. “She’s sick tonight.”

“I bet,” the girl said, leaning against the counter. “Don’t kid me,” she said.
“I’ll bet you’re going out,” she said. “This is Saturday night.”

Hadley ate his sandwich, Coke, plate of greasy potato chips. He pushed
them into his mouth listlessly, eyes blank with thought, secing only a vague
white-cotton shape where the girl stood. Here he was, passing away the time
until the lecture started. Wandering around aimlessly by himself, without
Ellen, killing two hours until ime to head for the Watchmen Hall with the
rest of them, the Wakefields and the shrill overdressed women.

Why did the wealthy middle-aged women appear? What interested them?
Wherever a movement of this kind arose, there came the fat old women with
their money and leisure. Paying for, providing meeting places for, pulling
wires for, listening to, whatever was done and said. Didn’t they have anything
else in their lives? With their big homes, Chryslers, clothes, money, were they
still unsatisfied?

It was a mystery.

Yet, it explained something. The wealthy old women were not the same as
Horace Wakefield; the withered flower clerk lived in a single rented room
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