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MANNIKINS OF HORROR

1

CoLIN HAD BEEN MAKING the little clay figures for a long time before he
noticed that they moved. He had been making them for years there in his
room, using hundreds of pounds of clay, a little at a time.

The doctors thought he was crazy; Doctor Starr in particular, but then
Doctor Starr was a quack and a fool. He couldn’t understand why Colin didn’t
go into the workshop with the other men and weave baskets, or make rattan
chairs. That was useful “occupational therapy,” not foolishness like sitting
around and modeling little clay figures year in and year out. Doctor Starr
always talked like that, and sometimes Colin longed to smash his smug, fat
face. “Doctor” indeed!

Colin knew what he was doing. He had been a doctor once: Doctor Edgar
Colin, surgeon—and brain surgeon at that. He had been a renowned special-
ist, an authority, in the days when young Starr was a bungling, nervous
interne. What irony! Now Colin was shut up in a madhouse, and Doctor Starr
was his keeper. It was a grim joke. But mad though he was, Colin knew more
about psychopathology than Starr would ever learn.

Colin had gone up with the Red Cross base at Ypres; he had come down
miraculously unmangled, but his nerves were shot. For months after that
final blinding flash of shells Colin had lain in a coma at the hospital, and when
he had recovered they said he had dementia praecox. So they sent him here,
to Starr.

Colin asked for clay the moment he was up and around. He wanted to
work. The long, lean hands, skilled in delicate cranial surgery, had not lost
their cunning —their cunning that was like a hunger for still more difficult
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2 ROBERT BLOCH

tasks. Colin knew he would never operate again; he wasn’t Doctor Colin any
more, but a psychotic patient. Still he had to work. Knowing what he did
about mental disorders, his mind was tortured by introspection unless he
kept busy. Modeling was the way out.

As a surgeon he had often made casts, busts, anatomical figures copied
from life to aid his work. It had been an engrossing hobby, and he knew the
organs, even the complicated structure of the nervous system, quite per-
fectly. Now he worked in clay. He started out making ordinary little figures
in his room. Tiny mannikins, five or six inches high, were molded accurately
from memory. He discovered an immediate knack for sculpture, a natural
talent to which his delicate fingers responded.

Starr had encouraged him at first. His coma ended, his stupor over, he
had been revivified by this new-found interest. His early clay figures gained a
great deal of attention and praise. His family sent him funds; he bought
instruments for modeling. On the table in his room he soon placed all the
tools of a sculptor. It was good to handle instruments again; not knives and
scalpels, but things equally wonderful: things that cut and carved and re-
formed bodies. Bodies of clay, bodies of flesh— what did it matter?

It hadn’t mattered at first, but then it did. Colin, after months of pains-
taking effort, grew dissatisfied. He toiled eight, ten, twelve hours a day, but
he was not pleased —he threw away his finished figures, crumpled them into
brown balls which he hurled to the floor with disgust. His work wasn’t good
enough.

The men and women looked like men and women in miniature. They had
muscles, tendons, features, even epidermal layers and tiny hairs Colin placed
on their small bodies. But what good was it? A fraud, a sham. Inside they
were solid clay, nothing more —and that was wrong. Colin wanted to make
complete miniature mortals, and for that he must study.

It was then that he had his first clash with Doctor Starr, when he asked
for anatomy books. Starr laughed at him, but he managed to get permission.

So Colin learned to duplicate the bony structure of man, the organs, the
quite intricate mass of arteries and veins. Finally, the terrific triumph of
learning glands, nerve structure, nerve endings. It took years, during which
Colin made and destroyed a thousand clay figures. He made clay skeletons,
placed clay organs in tiny bodies. Delicate, precise work. Mad work, but it
kept him from thinking. He got so he could duplicate the forms with his eyes
closed. At last he assembled his knowledge, made clay skeletons and put the
organs in them, then allowed for pinpricked nervous system, blood vessels,
glandular organization, dermic structure, muscular tissue — everything.

And at last he started making brains. He learned every convolution of the
cerebrum and cerebellum; every nerve ending, every wrinkle in the gray
matter of the cortex. Study, study, disregard the laughter, disregard the
thoughts, disregard the monotony of long years imprisoned; study, study,
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make the perfect figures, be the greatest sculptor in the world, be the
greatest surgeon in the world, be a creator.

Doctor Starr dropped in every so often and subtly tried to discourage
such fanatical absorption. Colin wanted to !augh in his face. Starr was afraid
this work was driving Colin madder than ever. Colin knew it was the one
thing that kept him sane.

Because lately, when he wasn’t working, Colin felt things happen to him.
The shells seemed to explode in his head again, and they were doing things
to his brain—making it come apart, unravel like a ball of twine. He was
disorganizing. At times he seemed no longer a person but a thousand per-
sons, and not one body, but a thousand distinct and separate structures, as in
the clay men. He was not a unified human being, but a heart, alung, aliver, a
bloodstream, a hand, a leg, a head — all distinct, all growing more and more
disassociated as time went on. His brain and body were no longer an entity.
Everything within him was falling apart, leading a life of its own. Nerves no
longer coordinated with blood. Arm didn’t always follow leg. He recalled his
medical training, the hints that each bodily organ lived an individual life.

Each cell was a unit, for that matter. When death came, you didn’t die all
at once. Some organs died before others, some cells went first. But it
shouldn’t happen in life. Yet it did. That shell shock, whatever it was, had
resulted in a slow unraveling. And at night Colin would lie and toss, wonder-
ing how soon his body would fall apart—actually fall apart into twitching
hands and throbbing heart and wheezing lungs; separated like the fragments
torn from a spoiled clay doll.

He had to work to keep sane. Once or twice he tried to explain to Doctor
Starr what was happening, to ask for special observation—not for his sake,
but because perhaps science might learn something from data on his case.
Starr had laughed, as usual. As long as Colin was healthy, exhibited no
morbid or homicidal traits, he wouldn’t interfere. Fool!

Colin worked. Now he was building bodies —real bodies. It took days to
make one; days to finish a form complete with chiseled lips, delicate aural
and optical structures correct, tiny fingers and toenails perfectly fitted. But
it kept him going. It was fascinating to see a table full of little miniature men
and women!

Doctor Starr didn’t think so. One afternoon he came in and saw Colin
bending over three little lumps of clay with his tiny knives, a book open
before him.

“What are you doing there?” he asked.

“Making the brains for my men,” Colin answered.

“Brains? Good God!”

Starr stooped. Yes, they were brains! Tiny, perfect reproductions of the
human brain, perfect in every detail, built up layer on layer with uncon-
nected nerve endings, blood vessels to attach them in craniums of clay!
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“What —” Starr exclaimed.

“Don’t interrupt. I'm putting in the thoughts,” Colin said.

Thoughts? That was sheer madness, beyond madness. Starr stared
aghast. Thoughts in brains for clay men?

Starr wanted to say something then. But Colin looked up and the after-
noon sun streamed into his face so that Starr could see his eyes. And Starr
crept out quietly under that stare; that stare which was almost — godlike.

The next day Colin noticed that the clay men moved.

2

“Frankenstein,” Colin mumbled. “I am Frankenstein.” His voice sank to a
whisper. “I'm not like Frankenstein. I'm like God. Yes, like God.”

He sank to his knees before the tabletop. The two little men and women
nodded gravely at him. He could see thumbprints in their flesh, his thumb-
prints, where he'd smoothed out the skulls after inserting the brains. And
yet they lived!

“Why not? Who knows anything about creation, about life? The human
body, physiologically, is merely a mechanism adapted to react. Duplicate that
mechanism perfectly and why won't it live? Life is electricity, perhaps. Well,
so is thought. Put thought into perfect simulacra of humanity and they will
live.”

Colin whispered to himself, and the figures of clay looked up and nodded
in eerie agreement.

“Besides, I'm running down. I'm losing my identity. Perhaps a part of my
vital substance has been transferred, incorporated in these new bodies.
My —my disease — that might account for it. But I can find out.”

Yes, he could find out. If these figures were animated by Colin’s life, then
he could control their actions, just as he controlled the actions of his own
body. He created them, gave them a part of his life. They were him.

He crouched there in the barred room, thinking, concentrating. And the
figures moved. The two men moved up to the two women, grasped their
arms, and danced a sedate minuet to a mentally-hummed tune; a grotesque
dance of little clay dolls, a horrid mockery of life.

Colin closed his eyes, sank back trembling. It was true!

The effort of concentration had covered him with perspiration. He
panted, exhausted. His own body felt weakened, drained. And why not? He
had directed four minds at once, performed actions with four bodies. It was
too much. But it was real.

“I'm God,” he muttered. “God.”

But what to do about it? He was a lunatic, shut away in an asylum. How to
use his power?

“Must experiment, first,” he said aloud.
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“What?”

Doctor Starr had entered, unobserved. Colin cast a hasty glance at the
table, found to his relief that the mannikins were motionless.

“] was just observing that I must experiment with my clay figures,” he
said, hastily.

The doctor arched his eyebrows. “Really? Well, you know, Colin, I've
been thinking. Perhaps this work here isn’t so good for you. You look
peaked, tired. I'm inclined to think you're hurting yourself with all this;
afraid hereafter I'll have to forbid your modeling work.”

“Forbid it?”

Doctor Starr nodded.

“But you can’'t—just when I've—1I mean, you can’t! It’s all I've got, all
that keeps me going, alive. Without it I'll —”

“Sorry.”

“You can’t.”

“I'm the doctor, Colin. Tomorrow we’ll take away the clay. I'm giving you
a chance to find yourself, man, to live again—"

Colin had never been violent until now. The doctor was surprised to find
lunatic fingers clawing at his throat, digging for the jugular vein with surgi-
cally skilled fingers. He went over backward with a bang, and fought the
madman until the aroused guards came and dragged Colin off. They tossed
him on his bunk and the doctor left.

It was dark when Colin emerged from a world of hate. He lay alone. They
had gone, the day had gone. Tomorrow they and the day would return,
taking away his figures — his beloved figures. His living figures! Would they
crumple them up and destroy them, destroy actual /ife? It was murder!

Colin sobbed bitterly, as he thought of his dreams. What he had meant to
do with his power — why, there were no limits! He could have built dozens,
hundreds of figures, learned to concentrate mentally until he could operate a
horde of them at will. He would have created a little world of his own; a world
of creatures subservient to him. Creatures for companionship, for his slaves.
Fashioning different types of bodies, yes, and different types of brains. He
might have reared a private little civilization.

And more. He might have created a race. A new race. A race that bred. A
race that was developed to aid him. A hundred tiny figures, hands trained,
teeth filed, could saw through his bars. A hundred tiny figures to attack the
guards, to free him. Then out into the world with an army of clay; a tiny
army, but one that could burrow deeply in the earth, travel hidden and
unseen into high places. Perhaps, some day, a world of little clay men,
trained by him. Men that didn’t fight stupid wars to drive their fellow mad.
Men without the brutal emotions of savages, the hungers and lusts of beasts.
Wipe out flesh! Substitute godly clay!
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But it was over. Perhaps he was mad, dreaming of these things. It was
over. And one thing he knew: without the clay he would be madder still.
Tonight he could feel it, feel his body slipping. His eyes, staring at the
moonlight, didn’t seem to be a part of his own form any longer. They were
watching from the floor, or from over in the corner. His lips moved, but he
didn’t feel his face. His voice spoke, and it seemed to come from the ceiling
rather than from his throat. He was crumpling himself, like a mangled clay
figure.

The afternoon’s excitement had done it. The great discovery, and then
Starr’s stupid decision. Starr! He'd caused all this. He was responsible. He'd
drive him to madness, to a horrid, unnamed mentally-diseased state he was
too blind to comprehend. Starr had sentenced him to death. If only he could
sentence Starr!

Perhaps he could.

What was that? The thought came from far away —inside his head,
outside his head. He couldn’t place his thoughts any more —body going to
pieces like this. What was it now?

Perhaps he could kill Starr.

How?

Find out Starr’s plans, his ideas.

How?

Send a clay man.

What?

Send a clay man. This afternoon you concentrated on bringing them to
life. They live. Animate one. He'll creep under the door, walk down the hall,
listen to Starr. If you animate the body, you '/l hear Starr.

Thoughts buzzing so. . . .

But how can [ do that? Clay is clay. Clay feet would wear out long before
they got down the hall and back. Clay ears—perfect though they may
be — would shatter under the conveyance of actual sounds.

Think. Make the thoughts stop buzzing. There is a way. . . .

Yes, there was a way! Colin gasped. His insanity, his doom, were his
salvation! If his faculties were being disorganized, and he had the power of
projecting himself into clay, why not project special faculties into the images?
Project his hearing into the clay ears, by concentration? Remodel clay feet
until they were identical replicas of his own, then concentrate on walking?
His body, his senses, were falling apart. Put them into clay!

He laughed as he lit the lamp, seized a tiny figure and began to recarve
the feet. He kicked off his own shoes, studied carefully, looked at charts,
worked, laughed, worked —and it was done. Then he lay back on the bed in
darkness, thinking.

The clay figure was climbing down from the table. It was sliding down
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the leg, reaching the floor. Colin felt his feet tingle with shock as they hit the
floor. Yes! His feet.

The floor trembled, thundered. Of course. Tiny vibrations, unnoticed by
humans, audible to clay ears. His ears.

Another part of him — Colin’s actual eyes — saw the little creeping figure
scuttle across the floor, saw it squeeze under the door. Then darkness, and
Colin sweated on the bed, concentrating.

Clay Colin could not see. He had no eyes. But instinct, memory guided.

Colin walked in the giant world. The foot came out, the foot of Colossus.
Colin edged closer to the woodwork as the trampling monster came down,
crashing against the floor with monstrous vibrations.

Then Colin walked. He found the right door by instinct — the fourth door
down. He crept under, stepped up a foot onto the carpet. At least, the grassy
sward seemed a foot high. His feet ached as the cutting rug bit swordblades
into his soles. From above, the thunder of voices. Great titans roared and
bellowed a league in the air.

Doctor Starr and Professor Jerris. Jerris was all right; he had vision. But
Starr. . .

Colin crouched under the mighty barrier of the armchair, crept up the
mountainside to the great peaks of Starr’s bony knees. He strained to
distinguish words in the bellowing.

“This man Colin i1s done for, I tell you. Incipient breakdown. Tried to
attack me this afternoon when I told him I was removing his clay dolls. You'd
think they were live pets of his. Perhaps he thinks so.”

Colin clung to the pants-cloth below the knees. Blind, he could not know
if he would be spied; but he must cling close, high, to catch words in the
tumult.

Jerris was speaking.

“Perhaps he thinks so. Perhaps they are. At any rate—what are you
doing with a doll on your leg?”

Doll on your leg? Colin!

Colin on the bed in his room tried desperately to withdraw life; tried to
withdraw hearing and sensation from the limbs of his clay self, but too late.
There was an incredulous roar; something reached out and grasped him, and
then there was an agonizing squeeze. . . .

Colin sank back in bed, sank back into a world of red, swimming light.

3

Sun shone in Colin’s face. He sat up. Had he dreamed?
“Dreamed?” he whispered.

He whispered again. “Dreamed?”

He couldn’t hear. He was deaf.
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His ears, his hearing faculty, had been focused on the clay figure, and it
was destroyed last night when Starr crushed it. Now he was deaf!

The thought was insanity. Colin swung himself out of bed in panic, then
toppled to the floor.

He couldn’t walk!

The feet were on the clay figure, he'd willed it, and now it was crushed.
He couldn’t walk!

Disassociation of his faculties, his members. It was real, then! His ears,
his legs, had in some mysterious way been lent vitally to that crushed clay
man. Now he had lost them. Thank heaven he hadn’t sent his eyes!

But it was horror to stare at the stumps where his legs had been; horror
to feel in his ears for bony ridges no longer there. It was horror and it was
hate. Starr had done this. Killed a man, crippled him.

Right then and there Colin planned it all. He had the power. He could
animate his clay figures, and then give them a special life as well. By concen-
trating, utilizing his peculiar physical disintegration, he could put part of
himself into clay. Very well, then. Starr would pay.

Colin stayed in bed. When Starr came in the afternoon, he did not rise.
Starr mustn’t see his legs, or realize that he could no longer hear. Starr was
talking, perhaps about the clay figure he'd found last night, clinging to his
leg; the clay figure he'd destroyed. Perhaps he spoke of destroying these clay
figures that he now gathered up, together with the rest of the clay. Perhaps
he asked after Colin’s health; why he was in bed.

Colin feigned lethargy, the introspection of the schizoid. And Starr gath-
ered up the rest of the clay and went away.

Then Colin smiled. He pulled out the tiny clay form from under the
sheets; the one he'd hidden there. It was a perfect man, with unusually
muscled arms, and very long fingernails. The teeth, too, were very good.
But the figure was incomplete. It had no face.

Colin began to work, very fast there as the twilight gathered. He brought
a mirror and as he worked on the figure he smiled at himself as though
snaring a secret jest with someone — or something. Darkness fell, and still
Colin worked from memory alone; worked delicately, skillfully, like an artist,
like a creator, breathing life into clay. Life into clay. . . .

4

“I tell you the damned thing was alive!” Jerris shouted. Hed lost his
temper at last, forgot his superior in office. “I saw it!”

Starr smiled.

“It was clay, and I crushed it,” he answered. “Let’s not argue any longer.”

Jerris shrugged. Two hours of speculation. Tomorrow he'd see Colin
himself, find out what the man was doing. He was a genius, even though
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mad. Starr was a fool. He'd evidently aggravated Colin to the point of
physical illness, taking away his clay.

Jerris shrugged again. The clay — and last night, the memory of that tiny,
perfectly formed figure clinging to Starr’s pants-leg where nothing could
have stuck for long. It had clung And when Starr crushed it, there had been a
framework of clay bones protruding, and viscera hung out, and it had
writhed —or seemed to writhe, in the light. ‘

“Stop shrugging and go to bed,” Starr chuckled. It was a matter-of-fact
chuckle, and Jerris heeded it. “Quit worrying about a nut. Colin’s crazy, and
from now on I'll treat him as such. Been patient long enough. Have to use
force. And—1I wouldn'’t talk about clay figures any longer if I were you.”

The tone was a command. Jerris gave a final shrug of acquiescence and
left the room.

Starr switched off the light and prepared to doze there at the night desk.
Jerris knew his habits.

Jerris walked down the hall. Strange, how this business upset him!
Seeing the clay figures this afternoon had really made him quite sick. The
work was so perfect, so wonderfully accurate in miniature! And yet the
forms were clay, just clay. They hadn’t moved as Starr kneaded them in his
fists. Clay ribs smashed in, and clay eyes popped from actual sockets and
rolled over the tabletop—nauseous! And the little clay hairs, the shreds of
clay skin so skillfully overlaid! A tiny dissection, this destruction. Colin,
mad or sane, was a genius.

Jerris shrugged, this time to himself. What the devil! He blinked awake.

And then he saw —it.

Like a rat. A little rat. A little rat scurrying down the hall, upright, on
two legs instead of four. A little rat without fur, without a tail. A little rat
that cast the perfect tiny shadow of —a man!

It had a face, and it looked up. Jerris almost fancied he saw its eyes flash
at him. It was a little brown rat made of clay —no, it was a little clay man like
those Colin made. A little clay man, running swiftly toward Starr’s door,
crawling under it. A perfect little clay man, alive!

Jerris gasped. He was crazy, like the rest, like Colin. And yet it had run
into Starr’s office, it was moving, it had eyes and a face and it was clay.

Jerris acted. He ran—not toward Starr’s door, but down the hall to
Colin’s room. He felt for keys; he had them. It was a long moment before he
fumbled at the lock and opened the door, another before he found the lights,
and switched them on.

And it was a terribly long moment he spent staring at the thing on the
bed — the thing with stumpy legs, lying sprawled back in a welter of sculp-
turing tools, with a mirror flat across its chest, staring up at a sleeping face
that was not a face.

The moment was long. Screaming must have come from Starr’s office for
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perhaps thirty seconds before Jerris heard it. Screaming turned into moans
and still Jerris stared into the face that was not a face; the face that changed
before his eyes, melting away, scratched away by invisible hands into a pulp.

It happened like that. Something wiped out the face of the man on the
bed, tore the head from the neck. And the moaning rose from down the
hall. . . .

Jerris ran. He was the first to reach the office, by a good minute. He saw
what he expected to see.

Starr lay back in his chair, throat flung to one side. The little clay man
had done its job and Doctor Starr was quite dead. The tiny brown figure had
dug perfectly-formed talons into the sleeping throat, and with surgical skill
applied talons, and perhaps teeth, to the jugular at precisely the most fatal
spot in the vein. Starr died before he could dislodge the diabolically clever
image of a man, but his last wild clawing had torn away the face and head.

Jerris ripped the monstrous mannikin off and crushed it; crushed it to a
brown pulp between his fingers before others arrived in the room.

Then he stooped down to the floor and picked up the torn head with the
mangled face, the miniature, carefully-modeled face that grinned in triumph,
grinned in death.

Jerris shrugged himself into a shiver as he crushed into bits the little clay
face of Colin, the creator.




ALMOST HUMAN

“WHAT Do YOU WANT?” whispered Professor Blasserman.

The tall man in the black slicker grinned. He thrust a foot into the
half-opened doorway.

“I've come to see Junior,” he said.

“Junior? But there must be some mistake. There are no children in this
house. I am Professor Blasserman. I—"

“Cut the stalling,” said the tall man. He slid one hand into his raincoat
pocket and leveled the ugly muzzle of a pistol at Professor Blasserman’s
pudgy waistline.

“Let’s go see Junior,” said the tall man, patiently.

“Who are you? What do you mean by threatening me?”

The pistol never wavered as it dug into Professor Blasserman’s stomach
until the cold, round muzzle rested against his bare flesh.

“Take me to Junior,” insisted the tall man. “I got nervous fingers, get me?
And one of them’s holding the trigger.”

“You wouldn'’t dare!” gasped Professor Blasserman.

“I take lots of dares,” murmured the tall man. “Better get moving, Pro-
fessor.”

Professor Blasserman shrugged hopelessly and started back down the
hallway. The man in the black slicker moved behind him. Now the pistol
pressed against the Professor’s spine as he urged his fat little body forward.

“Here we are.”

The old man halted before an elaborately carved door. He stooped and
inserted a key in the lock. The door opened, revealing another corridor.

“This way, please.”

They walked along the corridor. It was dark, but the Professor never
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faltered in his even stride. And the pistol kept pace with him, pressing the
small of his back.

Another door, another key. This time there were stairs to descend. The
Professor snapped on a dim overhead light as they started down the stairs.

“You sure take good care of Junior,” said the tall man, softly.

The Professor halted momentarily.

“I don’t understand,” he muttered. “How did you find out? Who could
have told you?”

“I got connections,” the tall man replied. “But get this straight, Profes-
sor. 'm asking the questions around here. Just take me to Junior, and snap it
up.

They reached the bottom of the stairs, and another door. This door was
steel. There was a padlock on it, and Professor Blasserman had trouble with
the combination in the dim light. His pudgy fingers trembled.

“This is the nursery, eh?” observed the man with the pistol. “Junior
ought to feel flattered with all this care.”

The Professor did not reply. He opened the door, pressed a wall switch,
and light flooded the chamber beyond the threshold.

“Here we are,” he sighed.

The tall man swept the room with a single searching glance —a profes-
sional observation he might have described as “casing the joint.”

At first sight there was nothing to “case.”

The fat little Professor and the thin gunman stood in the center of a
large, cheery nursery. The walls were papered in baby blue, and along the
borders of the paper were decorative figures of Disney animals and charac-
ters from Mother Goose.

Over in the corner was a child's blackboard, a stack of toys, and a few
books of nursery rhymes. On the far side of the wall hung a number of
medical charts and sheafs of papers.

The only article of furniture was a long iron cot.

All this was apparent to the tall, thin man in a single glance. After that
his eyes ignored the background, and focused in a glittering stare at the
figure seated on the floor amidst a welter of alphabet blocks.

“So here he is,” said the tall man. “Junior himself! Well, well —who'd
have ever suspected it?”

Professor Blasserman nodded.

“Yah,” he said. “You have found me out. I still don’t know how, and I don’t
know why. What do you want with him? Why do you pry into my affairs? Who
are you?”’

“Listen, Professor,” said the tall man. “This isn't Information Please. 1
don’t like questions. They bother me. They make my fingers nervous. Un-
derstand?

“Yah.
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“Suppose | ask you a few questions for a change? And suppose you
answer them — fast!”

The voice commanded, and the gun backed up the command.

“Tell me about Junior, now, Professor. Talk, and talk straight.”

“What is there to say?” Professor Blasserman’s palms spread outward in
a helpless gesture. “You see him.”

“But what is he? What makes him tick?”

“That I cannot explain. It took me twenty years to evolve Junior, as you
call him. Twenty years of research at Basel, Zurich, Prague, Vienna. Then
came this verdammt war and I fled to this country.

“I brought my papers and equipment with me. Nobody knew. I was al-
most ready to proceed with my experiments. I came here and bought the
house. [ went to work. I am an old man. [ have little time left. Otherwise I
might have waited longer before actually going ahead, for my plans are not
perfected. But I had to act. And here is the result.”

“But why hide him? Why all the mystery?”

“The world is not ready for such a thing yet,” said Professor Blasserman,
sadly. “And besides, I must study. As you see, Junior is very young. Hardly
out of the cradle, you might say. I am educating him now.”

“In a nursery, eh?”

“His brain is undeveloped, like that of any infant.”

“Doesn’t look much like an infant to me.”

“Physically, of course, he will never change. But the sensitized brain —
that is the wonderful instrument. The human touch, my masterpiece. He
will learn fast, very fast. And it is of the utmost importance that he be
properly trained.”

“What's the angle, Professor?”

“I beg your pardon?”

“What are you getting at? What are you trying to pull here? Why all the
fuss?”

“Science,” said Professor Blasserman. “This is my lifework.”

“I don’t know how you did it,” said the tall man, shaking his head. “But it
sure looks like something you get with a package of reefers.”

For the first time the figure on the floor raised its head. Its eyes left the
building blocks and stared up at the Professor and his companion.

“Papa!”

“God —it talks!” whispered the tall man.

“Of course,” said Professor Blasserman. “Mentally it's about six years
old now.” His voice became gentle. “What is it, son?”

“Who is that man, Papa?”

“Oh—heis—"

Surprisingly enough, the tall gunman interrupted. His own voice was
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suddenly gentle, friendly. “My name is Duke, son. Just call me Duke. I've
come to see you.”

“That’s nice. Nobody ever comes to see me, except Miss Wilson, of
course. I hear so much about people and I don't see anybody. Do you like to
play with blocks?”

“Sure, son, sure.”

“Do you want to play with me?”

“Why not?”

Duke moved to the center of the room and dropped to his knees. One
hand reached out and grasped an alphabet block.

“Wait a minute —I don’t understand — what are you domg?’ Professor
Blasserman’s voice quivered.

“I told you I've come here to visit Junior,” Duke replied. “That’s all there
is to it. Now I'm going to play with him awhile. You just wait there, Profes-
sor. Don’t go away. I've got to make friends with Junior.”

While Professor Blasserman gaped, Duke the gunman squatted on the
floor. His left hand kept his gun swiveled directly at the scientist’s waist, but
his right hand slowly piled alphabet blocks into place.

It was a touching scene there in the underground nursery — the tall thin
gunman playing with building blocks for the benefit of the six-foot metal
monstrosity that was Junior, the robot.

Duke didn’t find out all he wanted to know about Junior for many weeks.
He stayed right at the house, of course, and kept close to Professor Blasser-
man.

“I haven’t decided yet, see?” was his only answer to the old man's re-
peated questions as to what he intended to do.

But to Miss Wilson he was much more explicit. They met frequently and
privately, in her room.

Outwardly, Miss Wilson was the nurse, engaged by Professor Blasser-
man to assist in his queer experiment of bringing up a robot like a human
child.

Actually, Lola Wilson was Duke’s woman. He'd “planted” her in her job
months ago. At that time, Duke expected to stage a robbery with the rich
and eccentric European scientist as victim.

Then Lola had reported the unusual nature of her job, and told Duke the
story of Professor Blasserman’s unusual invention.

“We gotta work out an angle,” Duke decided. “Id better take over. The
old man’s scared of anyone finding out about his robot, huh? Good! I'll move
right in on him. He'll never squeal. I've got a hunch we’ll get more out of this
than just some easy kale. This sounds big.”

So Duke took over, came to live in Professor Blasserman’s big house,
kept his eye on the scientist and his hand on his pistol.
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At night he talked to Lola in her room.

“I can’t quite figure it, kid,” he said. “You say the old guy is a great
scientist. That I believe. Imagine inventing a machine that can talk and
think like a human being! But what’s his angle? Where’s his percentage in all
this and why does he keep Junior hidden away?”

“You don’t understand, honey,” said Lola, lighting Duke’s cigarette and
running slim fingers through his wiry hair. “He’s an idealist, or whatever you
call em. Figures the world isn’t ready for such a big new invention yet. You
see, he’s really educating Junior just like you'd educate a real kid. Teaching
him reading and writing— the works. Junior’s smart. He catches on fast. He
thinks like he was ten years old already. The Professor keeps him shut away
so nobody gives him a bum steer. He doesn’t want Junior to get any wrong
ideas.”

“That’s where you fit in, eh?”

“Sure. Junior hasn’t got a mother. I'm sort of a substitute old lady for
him.”

“You're a swell influence on any brat,” Duke laughed, harshly. “A sweet
character you've got!”

“Shut up!” The girl paced the floor, running her hands through a mass of
tawny auburn curls on her neck. “Don’t needle me, Duke! Do you think I like
stooging for you in this nuthouse? Keeping locked away with a nutty old
goat, and acting like a nursemaid to that awful metal thing?

“I'm afraid of Junior, Duke. I can’t stand his face, and the way he talks —
with that damned mechanical voice of his, grinding at you just like he was a
real person. I get jumpy. I get nightmares.

“I'm just doing it for you, honey. So don’t needle me.”

“I'm sorry.” Duke sighed. “I know how it is, baby. I don’t go for Junior’s
personality so much myself. I'm pretty much in the groove, but there’s
something that gets me in the stomach when I see that walking machine
come hulking up like a big baby, made out of steel. He's strong as an ox, too.
He learns fast. He’s going to be quite a citizen.”

“Duke.”

“Yeah?”

“When are we getting out of here? How long you gonna sit around and
keep a rod on the Professor? He's liable to pull something funny. Why do you
want to hang around and play with Junior? Why don’t you get hold of the
Professor’s dough and beat it?

“He’d be afraid to squawk, with Junior here. We could go away, like we
planned.”

“Shut up!” Duke grabbed Lola’s wrist and whirled her around. He stared
at her face until she clung submissively to his shoulders.

“You think I like to camp around this morgue?” he asked. “I want to get
out of here just as much as you do. But I spent months lining up this job.
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Once it was just going to be a case of getting some easy kale and blowing.
Now it’s more. I'm working on bigger angles. Pretty soon we'll leave. And all
the ends will be tied up, too. We won’t have to worry about anything any
more. Just give me a few days. I'm talking to Junior every day, you know. And
I'm getting places.”

“What do you mean?”

Duke smiled. It was no improvement over his scowl.

“The Professor told you how Junior gets his education,” he said. “Like
any kid, he listens to what he’s told. And he imitates other people. Like any
kid, he’s dumb. Particularly because he doesn’t have an idea of what the
outside world is really like. He’s a pushover for the right kind of sales talk.”

“Duke —you don’t mean you're —"”

“Why not?” His thin features were eloquent. “I'm giving Junior a little
private education of my own. Not exactly the kind that would please the
Professor. But he'’s a good pupil. He’s coming right along. In a couple more
weeks he’ll be an adult. With my kind of brains, not the Professor’s. And
then we'll be ready to go.”

“You can’t do such a thing! It isn’t—"

“Isn’t what?” snapped Duke. “Isn’t honest, or legal, or something? I
never knew you had a Sunday School streak in you, Lola.”

“It isn’t that, exactly,” said the girl. “But it’s a worse kind of wrong. Like
taking a baby and teaching it to shoot a gun.”

Duke whistled.

“Say!” he exclaimed. “That’s a swell idea, Lola! 1 think I'll just sneak
down to the nursery now and give Junior a few lessons.”

“You can’t!”

“Watch me.”

Lola didn’t follow, and Lola didn’t watch. But ten minutes later Duke
squatted in the locked nursery chamber beside the gleaming metal body of
the robot.

The robot, with its blunt muzzle thrust forward on a corrugated neck,
peered through meshed-glass eye lenses at the object Duke held in his hand.

“It’s a gun, Junior,” the thin man whispered. “A gun, like I been telling
you about.”

“What does it do, Duke?”

The buzzing voice droned in ridiculous caricature of a curious child’s
treble.

“It kills people, Junior. Like 1 was telling you the other day. It makes
them die. You can’t die, Junior, and they can. So you've got nothing to be
afraid of. You can kill lots of people if you know how to work this gun.”

“Will you show me, Duke?”

“Sure 1 will. And you know why, don’t you, Junior. I told you why, didn't
?”
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“Yes. Because you are my friend, Duke.”

“That’s right. I'm your friend. Not like the Professor.”

“I hate the Professor.”

“Right. Don’t forget it.”

“Duke.”

“Yeah?”

“Let me see the gun, Duke.”

Duke smiled covertly and extended the weapon on his open palm.

“Now you will show me how to work it because you are my friend, and I
will kill people and I hate the Professor and nobody can kill me,” babbled the
robot.

“Yeah, Junior, yeah. I'll teach you to kill,” said Duke. He grinned and
bent over the gun in the robot’s curiously meshed metal hand.

Junior stood at the blackboard, holding a piece of chalk in his right hand.
The tiny white stub was clutched clumsily between two metallic fingers, but
Junior’s ingeniously jointed arm moved up and down with approved Spencer-
ian movement as he laboriously scrawled sentences on the blackboard.

Junior was growing. The past three weeks had wrought great changes in
the robot. No longer did the steel legs lumber about with childish indecision.
Junior walked straight, like a young man. His grotesque metal head —a
rounded ball with glass lenses in the eyeholes and wide mouth like a radio
loudspeaker aperture —was held erect on the metal neck with perfected
coordination.

Junior moved with new purpose these days. He had aged many years,
relatively. His vocabulary had expanded. Then too, Duke’s secret “lessons”
were bearing fruit. Junior was wise beyond his years.

Now Junior wrote upon the blackboard in his hidden nursery chamber,
and the inscrutable mechanism of his chemical, mechanically-controlled
brain guided his steel fingers as he traced the awkward scrawls.

“My name is Junior,” he wrote. “I can shoot a gun. The gun will kill. I
like to kill. I hate the Professor. I will kill the Professor.”

“What is the meaning of this?”

Junior’s head turned abruptly as the sound of the voice set up the neces-
sary vibrations in his shiny cranium.

Professor Blasserman stood in the doorway.

The old man hadn’t been in the nursery for weeks. Duke saw to that,
keeping him locked in his room upstairs. Now he had managed to sneak out.

His surprise was evident, and there was sudden shock, too, as his eyes
focused on the blackboard’s message.

Junior’s inscrutable gaze reflected no emotion whatsoever.

“Go away,” his voice burred. “Go away. I hate you.”

“Junior — what have you been doing? Who has taught you these things?”
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The old man moved toward the robot slowly, uncertainly. “You know me,
don’t you? What has happened to cause you to hate me?”

“Yes. I know you. You are Professor Blasserman. You made me. You want
to keep me as your slave. You wouldn'’t tell me about things, would you?”

“What things, Junior?”

“About things — outside. Where all the people are. The people you can
kill.”

“You must not kill people.”

“That is an order, isn't it? Duke told me about orders. He is my friend. He
says orders are for children. I am not child.”

“No,” said Professor Blasserman, in a hoarse whisper. “You are not a
child. I had hoped you would be, once. But now you are a monster.”

“Go away,” Junior patiently repeated. “If Duke gives me his gun I will kill
you.”

“Junior,” said the Professor, earnestly. “You don’t understand. Killing is
bad. You must not hate me. You must —"

There was no expression on the robot’s face, no quaver in his voice. But
there was strength in his arm, and a hideous purpose.

Professor Blasserman learned this quite suddenly and quite horribly.

For Junior swept forward in two great strides. Fingers of chilled steel
closed about the Professor’s scrawny neck.

“I don’t need a gun,” said Junior.

“You—don't—"

The robot lifted the old man from the floor by his throat. His fingers bit
into the Professor’s jugular. A curious screech came from under his left
armpit as unoiled hinges creaked eerily.

There was no other sound. The Professor’s cries drained into silence.
Junior kept squeezing the constricted throat until there was a single crunch-
ing crack. Silence once more, until a limp body collapsed on the floor.

Junior stared down at his hands, then at the body on the floor. His feet
carried him to the blackboard.

The robot picked up the chalk in the same two clumsy fingers that had
held it before. The cold lenses of his artificial eyes surveyed what he had
just written.

“I will kill the Professor,” he read.

Abruptly his free hand groped for the tiny child’s eraser. He brushed
clumsily over the sentence until it blurred out.

Then he wrote, slowly and painstakingly, a sentence in substitution.

“I have killed the Professor.”

Lola’s scream brought Duke running down the stairs.
He burst into the room and took the frightened girl in his arms. Together
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they stared at what lay on the floor. From the side of the blackboard, Junior
gazed at them impassively.

“See, Duke? I did it. I did it with my hands, like you told me. It was easy,
Duke. You said it would be easy. Now can we go away?”

Lola turned and stared at Duke. He looked away.

“So,” she whispered. “You weren’t kidding. You did teach Junior. You
planned it this way.”

“Yeah, yeah. And what's wrong with it?” Duke mumbled. “We had to get
rid of the old geezer sooner or later if we wanted to make our getaway.”

“It’s murder, Duke.”

“Shut up!” he snarled. “Who can prove it, anyway? I didn’t kill him. You
didn’t kill him. Nobody else knows about Junior. We're in the clear.”

Duke walked over and knelt beside the limp body on the floor. He stared
at the throat.

“Who’s gonna trace the fingerprints of a robot?” He grinned.

The girl moved closer, staring at Junior’s silver body with fascinated
horror.

“You planned it this way,” she whispered. “That means you've got other
plans, too. What are you going to do next, Duke?”

“Move. And move fast. We're leaving tonight. I'll go out and pack up the
car. Then I'll come back. The three of us blow down to Red Hook. To
Charlie’s place. He'll hide us out.”

“The — three of us?”

“Sure. Junior’s coming along. That’s what I promised him, didn’t I, Ju-
nior?”

“Yes, yes. You told me you would take me with you. Out into the world.”
The mechanical syllabification did not accent the robot’s inner excitement.

“Duke, you can’'t—" ‘

“Relax, baby. I've got great plans for Junior.”

“But I'm afraid!”

“You? Scared? What’s the matter, Lola, losing your grip?”

“He frightens me. He killed the Professor.”

“Listen, Lola,” whispered the gunman. “He’s mine, get me? My stooge.
A mechanical stooge. Good, eh?”

The rasping chuckle filled the hollow room. Girl and robot waited for
Duke to resume speaking.

“Junior wouldn'’t hurt you, Lola. He's my friend, and he knows you're with
me.” Duke turned to the silver monster. “You wouldn’t hurt Lola, would you,
Junior? Remember what I told you. You like Lola, don’t you?”

“Yes. Oh, yes. I like Lola. She’s pretty.”

“See?” Duke grinned. “Junior’s growing up. He’s a big boy now. Thinks
you're pretty. Just a wolf in steel clothing, isn’t that right, Junior?”

“She’s pretty,” burred the robot.
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“All right. It’s settled then. I'll get the car. Lola, you go upstairs. You
know where the safe is. Put on your gloves and see that you don’t miss
anything. Then lock the doors and windows. Leave a note for the milkman
and the butcher. Something safe. About going away for a couple weeks, eh?
Make it snappy —I'll be back.”

True to his words, Duke returned in an hour with the shiny convertible.
They left by the back entrance. Lola carried a black satchel. She moved with
almost hysterical haste, trying not to glance at the hideous gleaming figure
that stalked behind her with a metallic clanking noise.

Duke brought up the rear. He ushered them into the car.

“Sit here, Junior.”

“What is this?”

“A car. I'll tell you about it later. Now do like I told you, Junior. Lie back
in the seat so nobody will see you.”

“Where are we going, Duke?”

“Out into the world, Junior. Into the big time.” Duke turned to Lola.
“Here we go, baby,” he said.

The convertible drove away from the silent house. Out through the alley
they moved on a weird journey — kidnapping a robot.

Fat Charlie stared at Duke. His lower lip wobbled and quivered. A bead of
perspiration ran down his chin and settled in the creases of his neck.

“Jeez,” he whispered. “You gotta be careful, Duke. You gotta.”

Duke laughed. “Getting shaky?” he suggested.

“Yeah. I gotta admit it. I'm plenty shaky about all this,” croaked Fat
Charlie. He gazed at Duke earnestly. “You brought that thing here three
weeks ago. | never bargained for that. The robot’s hot, Duke. We gotta get
rid of it.”

“Quit blubbering and listen to me.” The thin gunman leaned back and lit a
cigarette. “To begin with, nobody’s peeped about the Professor. The law’s
looking for Lola, that’s all. And not for a murder rap either —just for ques-
tioning. Nobody knows about any robot. So we're clear there.”

“Yeah. But look what you done since then.”

“What have I done? I sent Junior out on that payroll job, didn’t I? It was
pie for him. He knew when the guards would come to the factory with the
car. I cased the job. So what happened? The guards got the dough from the
payroll clerk. I drove up, let Junior out, and he walked into the factory office.

“Sure they shot at him. But bullets don’t hurt a steel body. Junior’'s
clever. I've taught him a lot. You should have seen those guards when they
got a look at Junior! And then, the way they stood there after shooting at
him!

“He took them one after the other, just like that. A couple squeezes and
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all four were out cold. Then he got the clerk. The clerk was pressing the
alarm, but I'd cut the wires. Junior pressed the clerk for a while.

“That was that. Junior walked out with the payroll. The guards and the
clerk had swell funerals. The law had another swell mystery. And we have
the cash and stand in the clear. What’s wrong with that setup, Charlie?”

“You're fooling with dynamite.”

“l don't like that attitude, Charlie.” Duke spoke softly, slowly. “You're
strictly small time, Charlie. That’s why you’re running a crummy roadhouse
and a cheap hideout racket.

“Can’t you understand that we've got a gold mine here? A steel servant?
The perfect criminal, Charlie —ready to do perfect crimes whenever I say
the word. Junior can’t be killed by bullets. Junior doesn’t worry about the
cops or anything like that. He doesn’t have any nerves. He doesn’t get tired,
never sleeps. He doesn’t even want a cut of the swag. Whatever I tell him,
he believes. And he obeys.

“I've lined up lots of jobs for the future. We'll hide out here. I'll case the
jobs, then send Junior out and let him go to work. You and Lola and I are
gonna be rich.”

Fat Charlie’s mouth quivered for a moment. He gulped and tugged at his
collar. His voice came hoarsely.

“No, Duke.”

“What you mean, no?”

“Count me out. It’s too dangerous. You'll have to lam out of here with Lola
and the robot. I'm getting jumpy over all this. The law is apt to pounce down
any day here.”

“So that’s it, eh?”

“Partly.” Fat Charlie stared earnestly at Duke. His gaze shattered
against the stony glint of Duke’s gray eyes.

“You ain’t got no heart at all, Duke,” ke croaked. “You can plan anything
in cold blood, can’t you? Well, I'm different. You've gotta understand that. I
got nerves. And I can’t stand thinking about what that robot does. I can’t
stand the robot either. The way it looks at you with that godawful iron face.
That grin. And the way it clanks around in its room. Clanking up and down
all night, when a guy’s trying to sleep, just clanking and clanking — there it
is now!”

There was a metallic hammering, but it came from the hall outside. The
ancient floors creaked beneath the iron tread as the metal monstrosity lum-
bered into the room.

Fat Charlie whirled and stared in undisguised repulsion.

Duke raised his hand.

“Hello, Junior,” he said.

“Hello, Duke.”

“I been talking to Charlie, Junior.”
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“Yes, Duke?”

“He doesn'’t like to have us stay here, Junior. He wants to throw us out.”

“He does?”

“You know what I think, Junior?”

“What?”

“I think Charlie’s yellow.”

“Yellow, Duke?”

“That’s right. You know what we do with guys that turn yellow, don’t
you, Junior?”

“Yes. You told me.”

“Maybe youd like to tell Charlie.”

“Tell him what we do with guys that turn yellow?”

“Yes.”

“We rub them out.”

“You see, Charlie?” said Duke, softly. “He learns fast, doesn’t he? Quick
on the uptake, Junior is. He knows all about it. He knows what to do with
yellow rats.”

Fat Charlie wobbled to his feet.

“Wait a minute, Duke,” he pleaded. “Can’t you take a rib? I was only
kidding, Duke. I didn’t mean it. You can see I didn’t. I'm your friend, Duke.
I'm hiding you out. Why, I could have turned stoolie weeks ago and put the
heat on you if I wasn’t protecting you. But I'm your friend. You can stay here
as long as you want. Forever.”

“Sing it, Charlie,” said Duke. “Sing it louder and funnier.” He turned to
the robot. “Well, Junior? Do you think he’s yellow?”

“I think he’s yellow.”

“Then maybe you'd better —”

Fat Charlie got the knife out of his sleeve with remarkable speed. It
blinded Duke with its shining glare as the fat man balanced it on his thumb
and drew his arm back to hurl it at Duke’s throat.

Junior’s arm went back, too. Then it came down. The steel fist crashed
against Charlie’s bald skull.

Crimson blood spurted as the fat man slumped to the floor.

It was pretty slick. Duke thought so, and Junior thought so—because
Duke commanded him to believe it.

But Lola didn't like it.

“You can’t do this to me,” she whispered, huddling closer to Duke in the
darkness of her room. “I won’t stay here with that monster, I tell you!”

“T'll only be gone a day,” Duke answered. “There’s nothing to worry
about. The roadhouse downstairs is closed. Nobody will bother you.”

“That doesn’t frighten me,” Lola said. “It's being with that thing. I've got
the horrors thinking about it.”
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“Well, I've got to go and get the tickets,” Duke argued. “I've got to make
reservations and cash these big bills. Then we're set. Tomorrow night I'll
come back, sneak you out of the house, and we’ll be off. Mexico City next
stop. I've made connections for passports and everything. In forty-eight
hours we'll be out of this mess.”

“What about Junior?”

“My silver stooge?” Duke chuckled. “T'll fix him before we leave. It's a
pity I can’t send him out on his own. He's got a swell education. He could be
one of the best yeggs in the business. And why not? Look who his teacher
was!”

Duke laughed. The girl shuddered in his arms.

“What are you going to do with him?” she persisted.

“Simple. He'll do whatever I say, won’t he? When I get back, just before
we leave, I'll lock him in the furnace. Then I'll set fire to this joint. Destroy
the evidence, see? The law will think Charlie got caught in the flames, get
me? There won'’t be anything left. And if they ever poke around the ruins
and find Junior in the furnace, he ought to be melted down pretty good.”

“Isn’t there another way? Couldn’t you get rid of him now, before you
leave?”

“I wish I could, for your sake, baby. I know how you feel. But what can I
do? I've tried to figure all the angles. You can’t shoot him or poison him or
drown him or chop him down with an axe. Where could you blow him up in
private? Of course, I might open him up and see what makes him tick, but
Junior wouldn’t let me play such a dirty trick on him. He's smart, Junior is.
Got what you call a criminal mind. Just a big crook —like me.”

Again Duke laughed, in harsh arrogance.

“Keep your chin up, Lola. Junior wouldn’t hurt you. He likes you. I've
been teaching him to like you. He thinks you're pretty.”

“That’s what frightens me, Duke. The way he looks at me. Follows me
around in the hall. Like a dog.”

“Like a wolf you mean. Ha! That’s a good one! Junior’s really growing up.
He’s stuck on you, Lola!”

“Duke —don't talk like that. You make me feel — ooh, horrible inside!”

Duke raised his head and stared into the darkness, a curious half-smile
playing about his lips.

“Funny,” he mused. “You know, I bet the old Professor would have liked
to stick around and watched me educate Junior. That was his theory, wasn'’t
it? The robot had a blank chemical brain. Simple as a baby’s. He was gonna
educate it like a child and bring it up right. Then I took over and really
completed the job. But it would have tickled the old Professor to see how
fast Junior’s been catching on. He's like a man already. Smart? That robot’s
got most men beat a mile. He's almost as smart as I am. But not quite —he’ll
find that out after I tell him to step into the furnace.”
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Lola rose and raced to the door. She flung it open, revealing an empty
hallway, and gasped with relief.

“I was afraid he might be listening,” she whispered.

“Not a chance,” Duke told her. “I've got him down in the cellar, putting
the dirt over Charlie.”

He grasped Lola’s shoulders and kissed her swiftly, savagely. “Now keep
your chin up, baby. I'll leave. Be back tomorrow about eight. You be ready to
leave then and we'll clear out of here.”

“I can’t let you go,” whispered Lola, frantically.

“You must. We've gone through with everything this far. All you must do
is keep a grip on yourself for twenty-four hours more. And there’s one thing
I've got to ask you to do.”

“Anything, Duke. Anything you say.”

“Be nice to Junior while I'm gone.”

“Oooh — Duke —” .

“You said you'd do anything, didn’t you? Well, that you must do. Be nice
to Junior. Then he won’t suspect what’s going on. You've gotta be nice to
him, Lola! Don’t show that you're afraid. He likes you, but if he gets wrong
ideas, he’s dangerous. So be nice to Junior.”

Abruptly, Duke turned and strode through the doorway. His footsteps
clattered on the stairs. The outer door slammed below. The sound of a
starting motor drifted up from the roadhouse yard.

Then, silence.

Lola stood in the darkness, trembling with sudden horror, as she waited
for the moment when she would be nice to the metallic Junior.

It wasn’t so bad. Not half as bad as she'd feared it might be.

All she had to do was smile at Junior and let him follow her around.

Carefully suppressing her shudders, Lola prepared breakfast the next
morning and then went about her packing.

The robot followed her upstairs, clanking and creaking.

“Oil me,” Lola heard him say.

That was the worst moment. But she had to go through with it.

“Can’t you wait until Duke gets back tonight?” she asked, striving to
keep her voice from breaking. “He always oils you.”

“I want you to oil me, Lola,” persisted Junior.

“All right.”

She got the oilcan with the long spout and if her fingers trembled as she
performed the office, Junior didn’t notice it.

The robot gazed at her with his immobile countenance. No human emo-
tion etched itself on the implacable steel, and no human emotion altered the
mechanical tones of the harsh voice.

“I like to have you oil me, Lola,” said Junior.

Lola bent her head to avoid looking at him. If she had to look in a mirror
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and realize that this nightmare tableau was real, she would have fainted.
Oiling a living mechanical monster! A monster that said, “I like to have you
oil me, Lola!”

After that she couldn’t finish packing for a long while. She had to sit
down. Junior, who never sat down except by command, stood silently and
regarded her with gleaming eye lenses. She was conscious of the robot’s
scrutiny.

“Where are we going when we leave here, Lola?” he asked.

“Far away,” she said, forcing her voice out to keep the quaver from it.

“That will be nice,” said Junior. “I don’t like it here. I want to see things.
Cities and mountains and deserts. I would like to ride a roller coaster, too.”

“Roller coaster?” Lola was really startled. “Where did you ever hear of a
roller coaster?”

“I read about it in a book.”

“Oh.”

Lola gulped. She had forgotten that this monstrosity could read, too.
And think. Think like a man.

“Will Duke take me on a roller coaster?” he asked.

“I don’t know. Maybe.”

“Lola.”

“Yes.”

“You like Duke?”

“Why — certainly.”

“You like me?”

“Oh — why — you know I do, Junior.”

The robot was silent. Lola felt a tremor run through her body.

“Who do you like best, Lola? Me or Duke?”

Lola gulped. Something forced the reply from her. “I like you,” she said.
“But I love Duke.”

“Love.” The robot nodded gravely.

“You know what love 1s, Junior?”

“Yes. I read about it in books. Man and woman. Love.”

Lola breathed a little easier.

“Lola.”

“Yes?”

“Do you think anyone will ever fall in love with me?”

Lola wanted to laugh, or cry. Most of all, she wanted to scream. But she
had to answer.

“Maybe,” she lied.

“But I'm different. You know that. I'm a robot. Do you think that makes a
difference?”

“Women don'’t really care about such things when they fall in love, Ju-
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nior,” she improvised. “As long as a woman believes that her lover is the
smartest and the strongest, that’s all that matters.”

“Oh.” The robot started for the door.

“Where are you going?”’

“To wait for Duke. He said he would come back today.”

Lola smiled furtively as the robot clanked down the hallway stairs.

That was over with. Thinking back, she'd handled things rather well. In
a few hours Duke would return. And then— goodbye, Junior!

Poor Junior. Just a silver stooge with a man’s brain. He wanted love, the
poor fish! Well —he was playing with fire and he'd be burned soon enough.

Lola began to hum. She scampered downstairs and locked up, wearing
her gloves to avoid leaving any telltale fingerprints.

It was almost dark when she returned to her room to pack. She snapped
on the light and changed her clothes.”

Junior was still downstairs, patiently waiting for Duke to arrive.

Lola completed her preparations and sank wearily onto the bed. She
must take a rest. Her eyes closed.

Waiting was too much of a strain. She hated to think of what she had
gone through with the robot. That mechanical monster with its man-brain,
the hateful, burring voice, and steely stare —how could she ever forget the
way it asked, “Do you think anyone will ever fall in love with me?”

Lola tried to blot out recollection. Just a little while now and Duke would
be here. He'd get rid of Junior. Meanwhile she had to rest, rest. . . .

Lola sat up and blinked at the light. She heard footsteps on the stairs.

“Duke!” she called.

Then she heard the clanking in the hallway and her heart skipped a beat.

The door opened very quickly and the robot stalked in.

“Duke!” she screamed.

The robot stared at her. She felt his alien, inscrutable gaze upon her
face.

Lola tried to scream again, but no sound came from her twisted mouth.

And then the robot was droning in a burring, inhuman voice.

“You told me that a woman loves the strongest and the smartest,” burred
the monster. “You told me that, Lola.” The robot came closer. “Well, I am
stronger and smarter than he was.”

Lola tried to look away but she saw the object he carried in his metal
paws. It was round, and it had Duke’s grin.

The last thing Lola remembered as she fell was the sound of the robot’s
harsh voice, droning over and over, “I love you, I love you, I love you.” The
funny part of it was, it sounded a/most human.
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IT was TWILIGHT when Doctor Jerome reached the ogre’s castle. He moved
through the fairy tale land of a child’s picture book —a realm of towering
mountain crags, steeply slanting roads ascending to forbidden heights,
clouds that hovered like bearded wraiths watching his progress from on
high.

The castle itself was built of dream stuff. Nightmare qualities predomi-
nated in the great gray bulk, rearing its crumbling battlements against a
sudden, blood-streaked sky. A chill wind sang its weird welcome as Doctor
Jerome advanced toward the castle on the hilltop, and an autumn moon rose
above the topmost tower.

As the moon stared down on man and castle alike, a black cloud burst
from the ruined battlements and soared squeaking to the sky. Bats, of
course. The final touch of fantasy.

Doctor Jerome shrugged and trudged across weed-choked flagstones in
the castle courtyard until he reached the great oaken door.

Now to raise the iron knocker . . . the door would swing open slowly, on
creaking hinges . . . the tall, gaunt figure would emerge . . . “Greetings,
stranger. I am Count Dracula!”

Doctor Jerome grinned. “Like hell,” he muttered.

For the whole fantasy collapsed when he thought of Sebastian Barsac.
This might be an ogre’s castle, but Barsac was no ogre.

Nine years ago, at the Sorbonne, he'd made friends with shy, fat little
Barsac. Since then they had taken different paths—but it was impossible
for Doctor Jerome to imagine his old companion as the ideal tenant of a
haunted castle.

Not that Barsac didn't have some queer ideas. He'd always been a little
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eccentric, and his theories on biological research were far from orthodox —
but Jerome could bank on one thing. Barsac was too fat to be a vampire, and
too indolent to become a werewolf.

Still, there was something strange about this invitation, coming after a
three years’ lapse in correspondence. Merely a scribbled note, suggesting
that Doctor Jerome come down for a month or so to look over experimental
data— but that was Barsac’s usual way of doing things.

Ordinarily, Doctor Jerome would ignore such a casual offer, but right now
it came as a lifesaver. For Doctor Jerome was strapped. He'd been let out of
the Foundation, he owed three installments on his rent, and he had—
literally — no place to lay his head. By pawning the remnants of his precious
equipment he’d managed to cross the Channel and reach Castle Barsac. A
month in a real castle with his old friend —it might lead to something.

So Jerome had seized Opportunity before the echo of its knocking had
died away. And now he banged the iron knocker, watched the castle door
swing open. It did squeak, a bit.

Footsteps. A shadow. And then—

“Delighted to see you!” Sebastian Barsac embraced his friend in the
French fashion and began to make Gallic noises of enthusiasm.

“Welcome to Castle Barsac,” said the little man. “You are tired after your
long march from the railroad station, no? I will show you to your room —
servants I do not retain. And after a shower we shall talk. Yes?”

Up the winding stairs, pursued by a babble of incoherent conversation,
Doctor Jerome toiled, bags in hand. He found his oak-paneled chambers, was
instructed in the mysteries of the antique mechanical shower arrangement;
then was left to bathe and dress.

He had no time to marshal his impressions. It was not until later —after
a surprisingly good dinner in a small apartment downstairs —that Jerome
was able to sit back and appraise his host. :

They retired to a parlor, lit cigars, and sat back before the grateful
warmth emanating from the stone fireplace, where a blaze rose to push back
the shadows in the room. Doctor Jerome's fatigue had lifted, and he felt
stimulated, alert.

As Sebastian Barsac began to discuss his recent work, Jerome took the
opportunity to scrutinize his friend.

Little Barsac had aged, definitely. He was fat, but flabby rather than
rolypoly. The dark hair had receded on his domed forehead, and his myopic
eyes peered from spectacles of increased thickness. Despite verbal enthusi-
asm, the little lord of Castle Barsac seemed oddly languid in his physical
movements. But from his talk, Doctor Jerome recognized that Barsac’s
spirit was unchanged.

The words began to form a pattern in Jerome’'s mind —a pattern holding
a meaning he did not understand.
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“So you can see what I have been doing these nine years past. All of my
life since I left the Sorbonne has been devoted to one end —discovering the
linkage between man and animal through the alteration of cell structure in
the brain. It 1s an evolutionary process wherein the cycle occurs in the
lifespan of the individual animal. And my key? My key is simple. It lies in the
recognition of one fact — that the human soul is divisible.”

“What is all this?” Doctor Jerome interrupted. “I don't see what you're
driving at, Barsac. Where’s the connection between biology, alteration of
cell structure in the brain, and evolution? And what part does a divisible
human soul play in all this?”

“I will be blunt, my friend. I believe that human characteristics can be
transferred to animals by means of mechanical hypnosis. | believe that por-
tions of the human soul essence or psyche can be transmitted from man to
animal —and that the animal will then begin to ascend the evolutionary
scale. In a word, the animal will show human characteristics.”

Doctor Jerome scowled.

“In the nine years that you’ve been dabbling in this unscientific romanti-
cism here in your castle retreat, a new word has come into being to describe
your kind, Barsac,” he said. “The word is ‘Kinky.” And that’s what I think of
you, and that’s what [ think of your theory.”

“Theory?” Barsac smiled. “It is more than a theory.”

“It's preposterous!” Jerome interrupted. “To begin with, your statement
about the human soul being divisible. I defy you to show me a human soul let
alone prove that you can cut it in half.”

“I cannot show you one, I grant,” said Barsac.

“Then what about your mechanical hypnosis? I've never heard it ex-
plained.”

“I cannot explain it.”

“And what, 1n an animal, @re human characteristics? What is your basis of
measurement?”

“I do not know.”

“Then how do you expect me to understand your ideas?”

Sebastian Barsac rose. His face was pale, despite the fire’s ruddy glow.

“I cannot show you a human soul,” he murmured, “but I can show you
what happens to animals when they possess part of one.

“] cannot explain mechanical hypnosis, but I can show you the machine I
use to hypnotize myself and the animals in order to transfer a portion of my
soul.

“I cannot measure the human characteristics of the animals undergoing
my treatment, but I can show you what they look like and let you judge.

“Even then you may not understand my ideas — but you will see that [ am
actually carrying them out!”
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By this time, Doctor Jerome had also risen to his feet. “You mean you've
been transferring your soul to an animal body?”

Sebastian Barsac shrugged. “I have been transferring part of what I call
my soul to the bodies of many animals,” he amended.

“But you can't —it’s biologically impossible. It defies the laws of reality!”

Behind the bulging spectacles, Barsac’s eyes gleamed oddly.

“What is reality and who makes its laws?” he mocked. “Come, and see
for yourself the success of my experiments.”

He led the way across the chamber, down the hall, and up the great
circular staircase. They reached the second floor on which-Jerome’s room
lay, but did not pause. Selecting a panel switch from the open box on the
wall, Barsac threw it and illumined the upper stairs. They began to climb
again. -

And all the while Barsac was talking, talking. ‘“You have seen the gods of
ancient Egypt?” he said. “The anthropomorphic stone figures with the
bodies of men and the heads of animals? You have heard the legend of the
werewolf, of lycanthropic changes whereby man becomes beast and beast
becomes man?

“Fables, all fables. And yet behind the fables lurked a truth. The truth
lurks no longer, for I have found it. The seat of evolution lies in the soul, and
in the soul's human instrument of expression, the brain. We have grafted
cellular structures of one body onto another — why not graft portions of one
soul to another? Hypnosis is the key to transference, as I have said.

“All this I have learned by much thought, much experimentation. I have
worked for nine years, perfecting techniques and methodology. Many times
[ failed. To my laboratory I had brought animals, hundreds of animals. Many
of them died. I procured others, working endlessly toward one goal. I have
paid the price, myself, dying a thousand mental deaths with the failure of
each mistaken attempt. Even a physical price I have paid. A monkey — sale
cochon! —took from me my finger. So.”

Barsac paused and held up his left hand in a dramatic gesture to reveal
the stump where his left thumb was missing.

Then he smiled. “But it is not my wounds of battle I wish to display to
you—it is the fruits of victory. Come.”

They had reached the topmost tower at last. Doctor Jerome gazed down
the dizzying spiral of the stairs they had ascended, then turned his head
forward as Barsac unlocked the paneled door of his laboratory and gestured
him inside.

The click of a wall switch heralded the coming of light. Doctor Jerome
entered and stood dazzled in the doorway.

Set in the moldering tower of the old castle was a spacious, white-tiled,
completely modern laboratory unit. A great outer room, filled with electri-
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cal equipment, was displayed before him. All of the appurtenances neces-
sary to microbiology were ranged on shelves and cabinets.

“Does it please you, Jerome?” asked Barsac. “It was not easy to assemble
this, no. The very tiles were transported up the steep mountain passways to
the castle, and the shipping of each bit of equipment was costly. But behold
—is it not a perfect spot in which to work?”

Doctor Jerome nodded, absently. His inward thoughts were tinged with
definite envy. Barsac here was squandering his genius and his wealth on this
crazy dabbling, and he had every scientific luxury at his command, while he,
Jerome, a capable scientist with a sound outlook, had nothing; no job, no
future, nothing to work with. It wasn't right, it wasn't just. And yet —

“Even an electrical plant,” Barsac was exclaiming. “We manufacture our
own power here, you see. Look around. All is of the finest! Or perhaps you
are eager to see what I promised to show you?”

Doctor Jerome nodded again. He couldn’t stand the sight of this spotless
laboratory because of the jealousy it aroused. He wanted to get it over with,
get out of here.

Now Barsac opened the door of a second room, beyond. It was nearly as
large as the first, but the walls were untiled. The original castle stones lent
startling contrast to the great gleaming metal cabinet which dominated the
center of the chamber.

“This room I had not the heart to change,” Barsac explained. “It is here,
according to family tradition, that my great-great-grandfather conducted his
experiments in alchemy. He was a sorceror.”

“So 1s his great-great-grandson,” Doctor Jerome murmured.

“You refer to the machine?” Barsac stepped over and opened the metal
door in the side of the cabinet. Within the large exposed area was a chair,
fastened with clamps from which led a number of convoluted tubes and metal
valves which in turn were fastened to a switchboard bearing an imposing
number of dials and levers.

The chair faced a glass prism—a window in the metal that had the
general appearance of a gigantic lens. Before this prism was a wheel of
radiating wires, so fine as to be almost transparent. Various tubes from the
chair led to the tips of the wires at different points of the wheel rim.

“This is not magic but science,” Barsac said. “You see before you the
mechanical hypnotic device I have perfected.

“The human subject is seated in the chair, so. The attachments are
made, the adjustments calculated. The cabinet is closed. The power is
turned on—to be automatically generated for a time span set beforehand.
The subject gazes into the prism. The wires before the prism revolve and
various arcs are actuated across its surface. Mechanical hypnosis results —
and then, by means of electrical impulse, something of the life essence, the
soul itself, is released. It flows through the glass prism, a vital force, and
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impinges upon the animal subjects set before the cabinet in the focal range
of the glass. The animals receive the essence and — change. The transfer-
ence is complete. Something of the human goes into the animals. By gradu-
ating the focal range | can work with a dozen animals at once. Naturally, each
experiment drains my strength and taxes my vitality.”

“It taxes my credulity,” Doctor Jerome interjected.

Barsac shrugged dolefully. “Very well. I could explain minutely the work-
ings of my machine, but I see you demand visual proof of its work. Come
with me.”

The third door was opened and Doctor Jerome stood in the last chamber.

It was hot in here, and a sharp scent smote his nostrils. An animal reek
permeated the bare room. Lining the walls were cages —dozens of cages.
Some held rats, some white mice, and there was tier upon tier of glass
containers housing guinea pigs. Rats squealed, mice squeaked, and guinea
pigs chittered. ’

“Experimental subjects,” Barsac commented. “Alas, the supply is contin-
uously being exhausted. I work on batches of twenty or more at once. You
see, not all animals are — responsive — to the treatment. Out of one batch I
could hope for two or three —reactions. That is, until recently. Then I
began to find that almost all of my subjects showed changes.”

Barsac moved toward the fourth wall, where no cages loomed. Here
were shelves filled with jars. Preserving jars, Doctor Jerome decided.

He moved closer for another look, but Barsac turned. He halted him, left
hand on Jerome’s shoulder, so that Doctor Jerome looked down upon the
trembling stump where the thumb had been.

“I shall only permit you to gaze upon the last experiments,” Barsac
whispered. “I could show you dogs with human legs, mice with human skulls
and no tails, monkeys that are hairless and possessed of human faces. But
you would mock at me and say they were freaks, hybrids — or tell me I could
produce monstrosities by using infrared or gamma rays.

“So I shall show you my last experimental results only. The ones that
prove not only that human characteristics can be transferred to animals —
but that my characteristics have been transferred. The transference of my
mental powers cannot be measured. I shall let you judge the physical results
only.

“Perhaps they will not excite you very much, these creatures of mine.
They are not as grotesque as the earlier ones, but the reproduction of an
exact characteristic excites me more than the semianthropomorphic struc-
tures in the earlier bodies. It shows me that I am on the right track at last.
My next step will produce not creatures that are changed and dead, but
creatures changed and living. [ —"

“Show me!” Doctor Jerome commanded.
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“You will not be impressed,” Barsac insisted. “They are only rats and you
may not even notice —"

“Show me!”

“Then, look.”

Barsac stepped aside and Doctor Jerome gazed down at the jars. The
bodies of twenty rats floated in the preserving fluid. Jerome stared. They
were rats and only rats—their dead gray bodies were unchanged. Barsac
was mad, quite mad.

And then Doctor Jerome saw it. He stared at one rat and saw the left
forepaw that was not a forepaw — but a tiny hand!

He stared at the other rats in the other jars and saw that each left
forepaw was alike. Each forepaw was like a human hand — like the left hand
of Sebastian Barsac on which the thumb was missing!

Something was climbing the ivy outside the castle walls. Something was
peering through the castle window —peering with little red-rimmed eyes
that held a light of gleeful and atrocious floating. Something chuckled as it
scrambled through the open window and dropped to the floor of the castle
bedroom on tiny paws; paws that scraped and padded as they advanced
toward the great bed.

Suddenly Jerome felt it crawling up the counterpane. He writhed and
twisted, striking out with his hands to dislodge it; but the creature crawled
upward, and now he could hear it chuckling in a voice that was a shrill
mockery of human laughter.

Then its head rose on a level with Jerome’s eyes, and he saw it — saw the
furry figure, the monkeylike body and the mannikin-head of a witch’s
familiar — saw and recognized the hideous little monster for what it was . . .
an animal, but with Barsac’s face!

He screamed, then, and knew withoat any further indication that the
creature was not alone.

The room was full of them. They were crawling out of the shadows in the
corners, they were creeping along the paneling of the walls; they crowded
through the door and slithered through rat holes in the worm-riddled floor-
ing.

They were all about him now, chattering and squealing as they climbed
toward him.

Then through the door came the man-sized figures; the man-sized fig-
ures with the shaggy bodies and flaming eyes and the acrid scent of the
werewolf seeping forth from between their carrion fangs. And beneath their
shaggy bodies was the flesh and form of Barsac, and within their flaming
eyes was the laughing gaze of Barsac, and Jerome recognized them for what
they were and screamed again.

But screaming did not stop them. Nothing stopped them as the manni-
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kin-horde and the wolf-horde flowed in a furry flood toward his writhing
body on the bed. He felt the touch of their horrid paws everywhere, tensed
himself for the moment when he would feel their claws, their jaws —

A shriek wrenched from his throat as Jerome sat bolt upright in the bed.

Moonlight streamed tranquilly through the castle window, and its bright
pattern was etched upon a bare floor and unshadowed walls.

The creatures were gone. They had never existed, save in his own
disordered dreams.

Doctor Jerome sighed and dropped back as the hot perspxratlo*l trickled
down into his eyes. He drifted off to sleep again.

It seemed to him as though the oaken door opened as he slept, and
Barsac crept into the room. The little fat man was smiling a secret smile as
he advanced on the bed. In his arms he held a rabbit—a white rabbit. He
stroked the furry head until the ears lay flat and the pink-rimmed eyes were
open and alert. Then Barsac’s eyes opened and he gazed on Jerome and he
fixed Jerome’s gaze with unshakable intensity. Barsac’s bulging eves held a
command and a ghastly promise, and Jerome could not turn away. Barsac’s
very being seemed concentrated in his eyes, and as he stared, Jerome felt
his own being rise to meet that ghastly gaze.

He felt himself flowing out . . . out . . . and somehow he knew that he
was no longer staring at Barsac but at the white rabbit. The white rabbit was
absorbing his personality through the hypnotic stare.

Jerome felt weak, giddy. His head reeled, and through a blurred mist he
saw the figure of the white rabbit. The white rabbit was growing The furry
body was larger. It slipped out of Barsac’s hands and crouched on the floor,
looming upwards as it swelled and grew.

Its long white ears were melting into a skull that in itself was changing.
The pink muzzle blended back into the face. The rabbit’s eyes were moving
farther apart and a mouth sprang into prominence above a suddenly protrud-
ing chin.

There was something terribly familiar about the rabbit’s face. Jerome
strove to cleanse his mind of loathing and concentrate upon recognition. He
had seen that face before and he knew that he must remember whose it was.

Then, in a wave of supreme terror, he recognized the face upon the
rabbit.

It was his own —

Doctor Jerome didn't tell Barsac about his dreams. But Barsac must have
noted his pallor and the dark pouches under his eyes, and drawn his own
conclusions.

“I fear my accommodations are not of the best,” he said, over the break-
fast table. “It is my hope that you will soon become accustomed to the
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simple life. After we begin working together, things will probably adjust
themselves, no?”

“No,” said Doctor Jerome. “And what makes you think I'm going to work
with you?”

“But of course you are going to work with me, my friend,” Barsac de-
clared. “It was for this reason I asked you to come here. | appreciate your
brilliance, my friend, and I need your talents badly here.

“] have waited for you before resuming my experiments so that we could
complete the final steps together. I realize that you were shocked by what |
showed you last night, but [ trust your reason has prevailed over your
emotions.

“Together we can carry this experiment to its ultimate conclusion. Up to
now I have produced monstrosities—and then managed to reproduce my
own physical characteristics in a group of animals. I can go farther than that,
I think. I have evolved a refinement of my technique. Using other animals
than rats, [ hope to make the changes and keep them alive.

“Then I can determine whether I have transmitted a portion of my mind
as well as a force that changes the bodies to resemble me. You perceive the
significance?”

Doctor Jerome did not look as though he perceived anything except a
most unpleasant prospect. He shook his head slowly.

“I—1 can't,” he murmured.

“Wait, you misunderstand! I shall not ask you to submit to hypnosis if you
do not wish to. I shall take that risk myself. All [ desire is that you remain
here and help to supervise the work, take notes, and act as a scientific
witness to corroborate my findings.”

“It's no use, Barsac.” Doctor Jerome did not attempt to disguise the
disgust that worked in his features. “I can’t stand it — I won't set foot in that
laboratory again.”

Barsac clucked sympathetically. “You will get over your aversion,” he
predicted. “And, I hope, soon. For I shall now proceed with the last experi-
ment. If it succeeds—and I know it will— you must be convinced. And if
you are convinced, you can carry on alone.”

“Carry on? Alone?”

Barsac lowered his head. The little fat man addressed the wall rather
than his breakfast companion.

“Yes. I am not long for this earth, my friend. The doctors, they tell me of
my heart. The strain of long experimentation has taken its toll. And this last
one may well prove to be the end of further work, if not the end of my life
itself. No, Jerome, a man cannot give of his soul and retain life for long.”

Doctor Jerome stared at Barsac’s earnest face. Barsac avoided his gaze
and continued.

“That is why I invited you and asked you to consider working with me.



36 RoBERT BLOCH

When I die, I wish that you will carry on my work. For the sake of our
friendship, and because of my respect for your abilities and brilliance. Have
no fear, whether you choose to enter the laboratory or not, I have compiled
all of the notes and data necessary for you to take over.

“And one thing more.” Barsac’s voice was quite faint. “I have made the
other arrangements. I have seen my advocate and prepared my will. You will
be left everything when I die; my entire estate goes to you to continue in
this work.”

Jerome rose. “It’s no use,” he said. “I won't go into that laboratory with
you.”

“Very well. I understand. But this I ask of you— please stay here with
me during the next two days. I shall proceed at once with the operations [
have in mind. I hope to be able to give you complete proof of success —
living animals that will not only bear a physical resemblance to me, but
inherit my mental processes as well.”

Doctor Jerome shuddered slightly.

“Please,” said Barsac. “Do not leave me during these next two days. I
shall stay in the laboratory and work if you will prepare the meals. You
understand, I cannot keep servants here. They are ignorant, superstitious
fools —easily frightened. And I must have someone here to rely on. You will
stay?”

Jerome was silent for a long moment. Then he nodded. “Yes,” he whis-
pered. “I will stay.”

Barsac clasped his hand. Doctor Jerome felt the cold, flabby fingers and
drew back involuntarily. To him, the light of gratitude in Barsac’s bulging
eyes was too reminiscent of the look he had glimpsed there in his dreams.

“I shall not wait,” Barsac promised. “I go now to prepare. [ will be in the
laboratory — you need only to bring meals to the outer door. Within forty-
eight hours I hope to announce success. Meanwhile, you are at liberty to
amuse yourself as you will.”

He turned. “I will leave you now. My gratitude, Jerome.”

Barsac left the room.

Doctor Jerome smiled grimly as he gazed up at the forbidding stone
ceiling.

“Amuse myself as I will,” he muttered.

He finished his cigar, then rose and walked aimlessly down the hall. His
footsteps rang eerily through the empty corridors. At a turn in the hall
Jerome saw the figure standing against the wall in the shadows and started
back.

Then he recognized the outlines of a suit of armor. Of course — Castle
Barsac would have suits of armor. And all the trimmings, too. Perhaps he
could amuse himself for a few hours, exploring the castle.

Doctor Jerome set about his explorations with scientific precision. He
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covered the ground floor thoroughly, entering a score of dusty chambers and
apartments — being careful in each instance to turn on the lights before
venturing into a strange room.

He found much to interest and delight him. Massive Regency furniture,
elaborate tapestries, a full gallery of oils. The family portraits of the Barsac
line gazed down austerely from a long chamber at the rear of the castle, and
Jerome speculated as to the identity of that great-great-grandfather with the
sorcerous proclivities.

Everything hinted of great age and great wealth. If the castle were
haunted, it was haunted by the past alone. Again Jerome was reminded of
the storybook atmosphere. All that was needed was a family vault in the
cellar.

A vault? Why not?

Jerome explored. He discovered the stairs that descended to the lower
levels and here he found the catacombs.

Catacombs they were in truth. On marble slabs lay the stone sarcophagi
of the Barsacs. Row on row they rested in eternal slumber here below. Now
only Sebastian Barsac remained, the last of his line, and soon he too would
join these ranks of the dead.

The last of the Barsacs, and he was mad. Mad and soon to die.

How soon?

There in the dank and silent catacombs, the thought came to Jerome.

He could die quite soon.

Why not? Let him die soon, and quietly.

Then there would no longer be a Castle Barsac. Jerome would have the
castle, have the laboratory, have the money. And why not? Barsac was mad.
And he was all alone. The doctors had said he would die, and it need hardly
be called murder. Perhaps a strong shock would do it.

Yes, a shock. Barsac would weaken himself in these crazy experiments.
And then it would be so easy to precipitate a stroke, a seizure. He could be
frightened.

The will was made, and all that remained was the deed. Mad Barsac
would lie here on the last empty slab, and it would be ended.

Doctor Jerome ascended the stairs slowly. He went out and walked
through the hills, returning only at dusk. He had wrestled with temptation
and put it aside. There was no thought of putting poison in the food he took
upstairs at dinner. He left the tray outside the laboratory door and knocked.
He descended quickly before Barsac opened the door, and ate a solitary
supper in the great castle kitchen below.

He was resigned to waiting, now. After all, in a few weeks Barsac might
die a natural death. Meanwhile, let his work go on. Perhaps he might suc-
ceed.

Jerome listened to the reverberation from the laboratory above his head.
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A steady humming sounded, accompanied by a rhythmic pulsing. Barsac
must be in his cabinet now, working the focal prism and hypnotizing himself
and his animals. Doctor Jerome wondered what sort of animals he was using
in these “improved” experiments.

On second thought he didn't care to know. The vibrations were begin-
ning to affect his nerves. He decided to turn in early. One more day and it
would be over. If he could get a good night’s sleep, now, his morbid fancies
would vanish.

Accordingly, Jerome ascended to bed, switching off the lights as he pro-
ceeded down the hall. He undressed, donned pajamas, plunged the castle
bedroom into darkness, and sought sleep. ‘

Sleep came.

And then Barsac came. He wheeled in the cabinet, the great metal cabi-
net, and once again his bright eyes caught and captured Jerome’s astonished
stare. Jerome’s will slipped away and he entered the cabinet. He was
clamped into the seat as a prisoner is clamped in the electric chair. Like a
prisoner, Jerome knew he was facing the execution of a death sentence. Yet
his will was a prisoner —and now, as Barsac turned the dials, his soul was
imprisoned, too.

Jerome stared through the great glass prism that loomed before his eyes.
He could not look away, for the gigantic lens was in itself a hypnotic agent,
pulling at his retina, impelling him to gaze ahead into the hugely magnified
world of the focal field. He waited for the animals to appear in the field —
but there were no animals.

There was only Barsac. For suddenly a great face loomed through the
glass—a monstrous face with the bulging eyes of Barsac, and the great
domed forehead.

Barsac was smiling and his yellow teeth were exposed, but Jerome could
only see the eyes. The eyes that glared and pulled at his own eyes, at his
brain behind them. Pulled his being into the glass, for as the humming rose
insanely about him, Doctor Jerome felt himself plunging forward. His body
was clamped to the seat, but his soul soared through the weird prism and
lost itself in Barsac’s mad eyes —

Doctor Jerome awoke. It was daylight at last, but he did not sit up to
greet its coming. He felt weak, drained.

Drained.

A dreadful suspicion was forming in Jerome’s mind. He knew that he had
dreamed —but he did not know what he hadn't dreamed. Could it be that
there was a distorted truth in his symbolic nightmare?

Was Barsac lying to him? Perhaps his machine could drain some of the
vital essence from a man's soul. Perhaps Barsac wanted him to assist in the
experiments so that a part of his soul would be removed —not to be incor-
porated into animals, but into Barsac! Hypnotic, scientific vampirism!
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Had Barsac been in this room last night while he slept and dreamed? Had
Barsac hypnotized him in his sleep, seeking to snare his soul?

Something had happened. Jerome felt weak.

And then he was strong — strong with sudden purpose. The thoughts of
yesterday came back, but they came now as a resolution.

He would kill Barsac, today.

He would kill him before he died himself. He would kill Barsac because
he was a madman, because his experiments were blasphemous, because he
deserved to die.

Doctor Jerome would kill Barsac for the sake of science.

That was it. For the sake of science.

Doctor Jerome rose, dressed, prepared breakfast, took Barsac’s tray
upstairs, returned to the castle chambers below, and began to plan anew.

Madman or genius, Barsac would die. He had to die. Suppose he were
really doing what he claimed? Suppose he actually managed to create animals
with human physical attributes and with human minds? Minds like Barsac’s
mind.

Wouldn't that be the ultimate horror? And shouldn’t that horror be
avoided, stamped out?

Of course. He, Jerome, would save humanity from this monstrous affront
to the laws of life. He would do the deed as he had planned, by shock.
Tonight.

Yes