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GLASS
OF

DARKNESS

A COMPLETE SCIENCE FICTION NOVEL

When a man finds himself listed as dead

in his own home town, something must be

very wrong—what Barton had to learn was

that the entire galaxy was out of order!

by PHILIP K. DICK

IT WwAS A hot day. Mirages flick-
ered ahead atop every rise in the
road, to vanish with the tar that
flowed softly, noisily, beneath the
wheels of the car. Broiling summer
sun ftreamed down on the hilly
farms, on the dark green acres of
wi‘_i,brush and tall pines, on the

upjutting cedars, on the softer lau-
rels and youthfully erect poplars.

Ted and Peggy Barton were rap-
idly leaving Patrick County behind
them. They were close to the bor-
der of Carroll, and the thrusting
projection of Beaver Knob. The
road itself was in bad repair. The

yellow Packard coughed and
tated, as it pushed up the steep
inia hills.

ed, let’s go back!” Peggy Bar-
roaned. “I’ve had all I can
- She twisted awkwardly to
mage for a can of beer on the
behind the seat. The metal of
can she picked up was warm.
dropped it back in the sack
sullenly against the
ds of perspiration spar-
her cheeks, forehead and

upper lip. She folded her arms an-
grily.

“Later,” Ted Barton murmured.

He had rolled down the window
and hung as far out to the left as
he could, a dazed, excited look on
his face. His wife’s voice made no
impression on him—his complete
attention was focussed on the road
ahead, and upon what lay l;g:)ond
the next rise of hills.

“Not much farther,” he added
presently.
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“You and your damned home
town!”

“I wonder how the old place will
look. You know, Peg, it's been
eighteen years since I saw Mill-
gate. I was only nine when the
family moved away to Richmond.
I wonder if anybody will remem-
ber me. Some of them should—my
old teacher, Miss Baines—and
Freddy, the Negro gardener who
took care of our place. And Doctor
Dolan. Maybe a few others.”

“They’re probably all dead by
now.” Peg pulled herself up in the
seat and tugged fretfully at the
open collar of her blouse. Her dark
hair hung damply against her
neck. Drops of perspiration slid
down over her breasts beneath her
clothing and over her pale skin.
She had taken off her shoes and
stockings and rolled up her sleeves,
but, even so, she felt stified with
clothes. Her skirt was wrinkled and
grimy with dust. Flies buzzed
around inside the car. One landed
on her gleaming arm and she
slapped at it irritably.

“What a hell of a lousy way to
spend a vacation!” she exclaimed.
“We might as well have stayed in
New York and enjoyed air-condi-
tioning. At least in New York,
there is something to drink.”

Abead of them, the hills lifted
sharply. The Packard stuttered,
the- zpushed on as Barton shifted
into second gear. Immense peaks
shouldered up against the sky’s
pafl afternoon blue. They were

getting into the Appalachian mas-
sif. Barton’s eyes widened with
awe, as the familiar forests and
mountains drew nearer, at sight of
familiar peaks and valleys and
twists of contour he had never ex-
pected to see again.

“Millgate lies on the floor of a
small valley,” he mused aloud,
“with mountains on all sides. Only
this one road goes in there, unless
they’ve built more since I left. It’s
a small town, honey. Sleepy and
ordinary—Ilike a thousand other
small towns. It has two hardware
stores, a drugstore, a blacksmith
shop—"

“Any bars?” asked Peggy.
“Please say it has one good bar!”

“Not more than a few thousand
people,” Barton mused on, un-
hearing. “Not many cars come this
way. The farms aren’t much good
around here—too many rocks.
The soil’s not much good. It snows
a lot in the winter, and gets hot as
hell in the summer.”

“No kidding!” Peg muttered
with calculated sarcasm. Her face
had turned pale, and she looked
almost green around the lips.
“Ted, I think I'm going to be car-
sick.”

“We’ll be there soon,” Barton
answered, unheeding. He hung
farther out the window as if dis-
trustful of the windshield, craning
his neck and trying to make out
the scenery ahead. “By golly,
there’s the old Morris farmhouse!
How well I remember that! And

cutoff.” He turned from the
highway onto a narrow,
d, high-crowned road. “Mill-
¢ is just over this ridge. We're
almost there.”

The Packard picked up speed
der the eager pressure of his
oot on the accelerator. It raced
etween dry fields and sagging
. The tarred road was
cked and weed-covered, bro-
n and in bad repair, narrow and
sharp-turning.

Barton pulled his head back in-
e. “I knew I'd find my way back
e,” he said. He fumbled in his
t pocket and got out his lucky
ompass. “It led me back home,
deg! My dad gave me this when I
was eight—got it at Berg’s Jewelry
re, on Central Street, the only
ewelry store in Millgate. I can al-
depend on it. I've carried
little compass around with me,

“I know,” Peg groaned wearily.
've heard about it a million
es-’!

Lovingly, Barton put the little
er compass away. He gripped
wheel tightly and peered
*ad, his excitement growing as
car neared Millgate. “I know
inch of this road. You know,
, I remember once when—""
“You remember!” Peg ex-
ed. “My God, I wish you'd
get at least something! I'm so
of hearing all the details of
childhood, all the lovely facts
Millgate, Virginia—some-
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times 1 feel as if I were married to
Bridey Murphy!”

The road plunged around a
steep curve, into a thick bank of
haze. With his foot on the brake,
Barton turned the nose of the
Packard down, and they began to
descend the farside of the hills.

“There she is,” he said softly.
“Look!’l

Below them, lay a small valley,
lost in the blue haze of afternoon.
A stream thread its silver way
through the dark green foliage,
miraculously avoiding the spider
web of dirt roads. Houses, a clus-
ter in the center of the green val-
ley, a church spire, Millgate itself
—mnestled securely in the somber
bowl of mountains that surrounded
the valley on all sides.

Barton’s heart thudded with al-
most painful excitement. This was
his town—the town where he was
born, where he was raised and
spent his childhood. He had never
expected to see it again. While he
and Peg were vacationing, driving
through Baltimore, the idea had
suddenly come upon him. Merely
a quick cutoff at Richmond, and
now he was about to see it again,
see how it had changed— .

Millgate loomed ahead. Clumps
of dusty brown houses and stores
lined the road—signs—a filling
station—a café—a roadhouse with

cars parked in the lot—=2 -peon
sign that announced GOLDEN
GLOW BEER. The Packard

swept past a drugstore, a “ngy
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post office, emerged abruptly in
the center of the town.

Here were side streets, old
houses, parked cars, a row of
stores and a cheap hotel. People
moved slowly along the sidewalks
—farmers in blue-jeans, with,
here and there, the white shirts of
store owners and, everywhere, the
gay prints of women’s dresses.
Here were a tea room, a furniture
store, two grocery stores, a large
market for fruits and vegetables.

Barton slowed down at a traffic
light. He turned onto a side street
and passed a small red-brick
grammar school. A hot-looking
cluster of boys was playing basket-
ball on a dusty field. Beyond. were
more houses, larger and better
built. A fat middle-aged woman in
a shapeless dress was watering her
garden. They passed a team of
horses.

“Well?” Peg demanded. “Say
somethingl How does it lock to
you?”

Barton didn’t answer. He
couldn’t. He pripped the wheel
with one hand. He was again lean-
ing out the window, his face in-
tense, disbelieving. At the next
cross-street, he turned to the right
and emerged again on the high-
way. A moment later, the Packard
was moving slowly back among
the drugstores, markets and filling
stati yzns

Pép felt a chill of uneasiness.
There was something unreadable
in 2% husband’s mc\, that fright-

encd her—an expression she had
never seen before. “What's
wrong?”’ she demanded. “Has it

all changed? Doesn’t it look fa-
miliar?”

Barton’s lips moved. “It -must
be,” he muttered. “I took the right
turn. I remember the ridge and the
hills.”

Peg caught his
what’s wrong?”

Barton’s face was waxen. “T've
never seen this town before,” he
muttered. huskily, almost inaudi-

arm. . “Ted,

‘bly. “It’s completely difierent.” He

turned to his wife, bewildered and
scared. “This. isn’t the Millgate 1
remember. This isn't the towa I
grew up in!”

I

BARTON BROUGHT the car o a
halt. With shaking hands, he
pushed the door open and moved
out onto the hot concrete,

Nothing .was familiar. All was
strange—alien. This town was not
the Millgate he had known. He
could jeel the difference. He had
never been hiere in his life.

The hardware store, next to the
bar, was old, an ancient wood
building, its frame leaning and
sagging, its yellow paint all but
peeled away. Through the dusty
window, he could make out a dim
interior, stocked withh harnesses,
farm equipment. tools and cans of
paint, with faded calendars on the
walls. In front, was a display of

ertilizers and chemical sprays.
. Dead insects lay in heaps in the
_ corners. Here were spider webs
-and warped, cardboard signs. It
- was an old store—almost as old as
- humanity in the valley.

He pulled the rusty screen door

- open and entered. A little, dried-

up old man sat behind the counter,
like a wrinkled spider, crouched in

~ the shadows on his stool. He wore
~ steel-rimmed glasses, a soup-

- stained vest, red suspenders. A lit-

ter of papers and pencil stubs sur-

- rounded him. The interior of the
- store was chill and dim and in-
- credibly cluttered. Barton made
~ his way through the rows of dusty
‘merchandise, up to the old man.
His heart was hammering wildly.

“Look here!” he exclaimed, his
. voice strangely dry.

The old man looked up near-
sightedly. “You want something?”
“How Jong have you been
here?”
The old man raised a curious
~ eyebrow. “What do you mean?”
it “This store! This place! How
~ long have you been here?”

The old man was silent a mo-
ment. Then he lifted a gnarled
‘hand and pointed to a plate on the
ancient brass cash-register. On it,
‘Was inscribed the date 1927. The
Store had first opened for business
';:‘.wemy-mne years before.
Twenty-nine years ago, Barton
~been a year old. This store
‘been here while he grew up,
ng his early years, as a child,
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growing up in Millgate. But he had
never seen this store before. And
he had never seen this spidery old
man.
“How long have you lived in
Millgate?” Barton demanded.
“Forty years—a little more.”
“Do you know me?”
The old man was emphatic.

- “Never seen you before in my

life,” ‘he asserted. He lapsed into
sullen silence and ignored Barton.

“I'm Ted Barton—Joe Barton’s
kid. Remember Joe Barton? Big
guy, broad shoulders, black hair?
Used to live on Pine Street. We
had a house there. Don’t you re-
member me?” Something close to
terror knifed through him.

“The old park—where is it? 1
used to play there. The old Civil
War cannon. The Douglas Street
school—when did they tear it
down? Stazy's Meat Market—
what happened to Mrs. Stazy? Is
she dead?”

The little old man got slowly up
from his stool. “You must have
sunstroke, young fellow. There
ain’t any Pine Street, not around
here.”

Barton sagged. “They changed
the name?”

The old man rested his yel-
lowed hands on the counter and
faced Barton defiantly. “I been
here more than forty years—
longer than you been born. There
never was any Pine Street #i®und
here, and no Douglas Street nei-
ther. There’s a little park, S it
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don’t amount to much. Maybe you
been out in the sun too long.
Maybe you better go lie down,
someplace.” He eyed Barton with
suspicion—underlaid with fear.
“You go see Doc Meade, young
fellow. You’re kinda mixed up.”

Dazed, Barton left the store.
Blazing sunlight engulfed him as
he reached the sidewalk. He wan-
dered aimlessly along the side-
walk, his hands in his pockets. He
eyed the old grocery store across
the street. He strained to remem-
ber. What had been there? Some-
thing else—not a grocery store.
What was it . . .

A shoe store—boots, saddles,

leather goods! That was it. DOYLE’S
LEATHER GOODS—Hides tanned—
luggage. He had got a belt there, a
present for his father, when he was
seven.
- He crossed the street and en-
tered the grocery store. Flies
buzzed around the piles of fruit
and vegetables. Dusty canned
goods lined the sagging shelves.
There was a wheezing refrigerator
in the back. A wire basket of eggs
stood at the near end of the
counter.

A fat middle-aged woman
nodded pleasantly to him. “After-
noon,” she said. “What can I do
for you?”

Her smile was sympathetic. Bar-
‘ton _spid, almost abjectly, “I'm
sorr3*to bother you, but I used to
live here, in this town. I'm looking
forapmething—a place.”
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“What place?” the woman asked.

“A store.” His lips almost re-
fused to frame the words. “Doyle’s
Leather Goods. Does the name
mean anything to you?”

Perplexity crossed the woman’s
broad face. “Where was it? On
Jefferson Street?”

“No,” Barton muttered. “Right
here on Central. Right where I'm
standing.”

Fear replaced perplexity. “I
don’t understand, mister. We've
been here since I was a child. My
family built this store in eighteen
eighty-nine. I've been here all my
life.”

Barton moved back toward the
door. “I see,” he said, not seeing
at all.

The woman moved anxiously
after him. “Maybe you’re in the
wrong place,” she offered. “Maybe
you’re looking for some other
town. How long ago did you
8AY i 2

Her voice faded, as Barton
pushed out onto the street. He
came to a sign post and read
it without comprehension—JEF-
FERSON STREET.

This wasn’t Central. He was on
the wrong street. Renewed hope
flickered where hope had van-
ished. He had somehow got on the
wrong street. Doyle’s was on Cen-
tral—and this was Jefferson. He
looked quickly around. Which way
was Central? He began to walk,
slowly at first, then faster. He
turned a corner and emerged on a

all side street. Here were a drab
a run-down hotel, a smoke

e stopped a  passer-by.
“Where’s Central?” he demanded.
'm looking for Central Street. I
must have got lost.”
. The man eyed him with half-
jostile suspicion. “Go on!” he said
derisively, and then hurried off. A
_drunk, lounging against the weath-
sr-beaten side of the bar, laughed
loudly.
. Barton felt close to terror. He
topped the next person, a young
~girl hurrying by with a package
~under her arm. “Central!” he
ped. “Where’s Central Street?”
Giggling, the girl ran off. A few
jards away, she halted and called
‘back, ‘“There isn't any Central
‘Street!”
- “No Central Street,” an old
‘woman muttered, shaking her head
as she passed Barton.
- The drunk laughed again, then
belched. “No Central,” he mut-
tered. “They’ll all tell you that,
ister. Everybody knows there’s
- Do such street.”
“There must be,” Barton an-
ered desperately. “There must
,;#e!”
A few minutes later he stood in
nt of the house he had been
In in—only, it wasn’t his house
y more. It was a long rambling
otel, instead of the small white
nd red bungalow he vividly re-
embered. And the street wasn’t
e Street—it was Fairmount.

man behind the counter

A GLASS OF DARKNESS . Jek

He came to the newspaper of-
fice. It wasn’t the Millgate Weekly
any more. Now it was the Millgate
Times. And it wasn’t a square grey
concrete structure. It was a yel-
lowed, uncertain-looking two-story
edifice .of boards and tar-paper, a
converted apartment-house.

Barton entered.

“Can 1 help you?” the young
asked
pleasantly. “You wish to place an
ad?” He fumbled for a pad. “Or
is it a subscription?”

“lI want information,” Barton
answered. “I want to see some old
papers. For June, nineteen twenty-
six.”

The young man blinked. He

-was plump and soft-looking, wore

a white shirt, open at the neck,
neatly pressed charcoal slacks and
carefully cut fingernails. “Nineteen .
twenty-six? I'm afraid anything
older than a year is stored down
in the—"

“Get it!” Barton ordered. He
tossed a ten-dollar bill on the
counter. “And hurry it up!”

The youth swallowed, hesitated,
then scuttled through a doorway
like a frightened rat.

Barton threw himself down at a
table and lit a cigarette. As he was
stubbing out the first butt and
lighting a second, the youth reap-
peared, red faced and panting,
lugging a massive board-Hound
book. :

“Here it is.” He dropped it on
the table with a crash and stilight-
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ened up in relief. “Anything else
you want to see, just—

“Okay,” Barton grunted. With
shaking fingers, he began turning
the ancient, yellowed sheets until
he reached the issue of June 16,
1926, the day of his birth. He let
it lie flat and turned to the Births
and Deaths page, tracing the col-
umns rapidly.

There it was, in black type on
the yellow paper. His fingers
~ touched it, his lips moved silently.

But they had his father as Donald,

not Joseph, Barton. And the ad-

dress was wrong. 1386 Fairmount

—instead of 1724 Pine. His moth-

er’s name was given as Sarah Bar-

ton, instead of Ruth. But the im-

portant part was there. Theodore
- Barton, weight six pounds, eleven
~ ounces had been born at the
County Hospital. But that was
wrong, too. It was twisted, dis-
torted. All garbled.

He closed the book and carried
it over to the counter. “One more
request,” he told the neatly pressed
youth. “Give me the papers for
October, nineteen thirty-five.”

“Sure,” the youth answered. He
hurried through the doorway. In a
few moments, he was back with
another album.

October 1935—this was the
month when he and his family had
sold their house and pulled out to
mov Richmond. Barton sat
down*at the table and turned the
pages slowly. October 9—there
was name. He scanned the col-
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umn rapidly . . . and his heart
seemed to stop beating. Life came
to a complete standstill. There was

no time, no motion. He read, in

total disbelief—

SCARLET FEVER STRIKES AGAIN
Theodore Barton, 9, son of
Donald and Sarah Barton, 1386
Fairmount Street, died at his
home at seven o’clock this morn-
ing. This makes the second fatality.
reported, and the sixth victim in
this area for a period of . . .
Mindlessly, Barton got to his
feet. He didn’t even remember
leaving the newspaper office. The
next thing he knew, he was outside
on the blinding hot street. People
moved past him unnoticed, as did
buildings. He was walking. He
turned a corner, passed unfamiliar
stores. He stumbled, half-fell
against a startled stranger, then
moved blindly on.

Finally, he found himself ap-
proaching the yellow Packard. Peg
emerged into sharp focus from the
swirling haze around him. She
gave a cry of wild relief.

“Ted!” She ran excitedly to-
ward him, her breasts heaving be-
neath her sweat-stained blouse.
“Good Lord, darling, what’s the
idea of running off and leaving
me? You nearly scared me out of
my wits!”

Barton got numbly behind the
wheel. Silently, he inserted the key
and started the motor.

Peg slid quickly in beside him.

ed, what is it? You’re so pale!
e you—sick?”

He drove aimlessly out into the
t. He didn’t see the people
nd cars. The Packard gained
peed rapidly, much too rapidly.
‘ague shapes seemed to swarm
_'bout him.

“Where are we going?” Peg de-
manded. “Are we getting out of
this place?”

- “Yes.” He nodded slowly. “Out
f this place.”

- Peg almost collapsed with relief.
“Thank God! Will I be glad to get
ack to civilization!” She touched
is arm, concerned by his manner
and appearance. “Do you want me
to drive? Maybe you’d better rest
little. You look as if something
~dreadful had happened. Can’t you
tell me about it?”

- Barton didn’t answer. He didn’t
The headline
seemed to hang a few feet in front
of his face, the black type, yellow

SCARLET FEVER STRIKES AGAIN

~ Theodore Barton . . . died .
this morning . . .

- Ted Barton hadn’t moved out
of Millgate, on October 9, 1935.
He had died of scarlet fever But
it wasn't possxble' He was alive.
Sitting here in his Packard beside
his grimy, perspiring wife. Ergo
um.

But maybe he wasn’t Ted Bar-
ton. Maybe he was a victim of
alse memories, even to his name,
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to his identity. The whole contents
of his mind—everything. Falsified,
by someone or something. His
hands gripped the wheel desper-
ately. But if he wasn’t Ted Barton
—then who was he?

He reached for his lucky com-
pass. He needed the familiar to
dispel this nightmare. His compass
—where was it? Even that was
gone! No—Not gone. There was
something else in his pocket.

His hand brought out a tiny bit
of dry bread, hard and stale—a
wad of dry bread instead of his
silver compass!

111

PETER TRILLING WATCHED qui-
etly, as the other children played
in the dust by the side of the
porch. They were intent on their
game. Mary was carefully knead-
ing and shaping brown lumps of
clay into vague shapes. Noaks
sweated furiously to keep up with
her. Dave and Walter had already
finished theirs and were resting.
Abruptly, Mary tossed her black
hair, arched her slim body, and set
down a clay goat.

“See?” she demanded. “Where’s
yours?”

Noaks hung his head. His hands
were too slow and clumsy to keep
up with the girl’s flying fingers.
Mary had already swept up her
clay goat and was rapidly »eshap-
ing it into a horse.

“Look at mine,” Noaks tmut-




tered. He stood a clumsily-formed
airplane on its tail and gave it an
accompanying noise with wet lips.
“See? Pretty good, huh?”

Dave snorted. “That’s lousy—
look at this!” He pushed his clay
sdheep forward, close to Walter’s

0g.

Peter Trilling watched silently.
Aloof from the other children, he
sat curled up on the bottom step
of the porch, his arms folded, his
dark brown eyes liquid and huge.
His tousled, sandy hair hung in a
ragged fringe around his wide fore-
head. His cheeks were deeply
tanned from the hot, midsummer
sun. He was a small child, thin
and long of limb. His neck was
bony, and his ears were strangely
shaped. He was not a child who
talked much—he liked to sit and
watch the others.

“What’s that?”
manded.

“A cow.” Mary shaped the legs
of her little animal and set it on the
ground, beside Noaks’® airplane.

Noaks regarded it with awe;
then drew back unhappily, one
hand on his airplane. Then he
lifted it and, hesitantly, tossed it
| through the air. It fell heavily to
the grass, knocking one of its wings
loose in the process.

Doctor Meade and Mrs. Trilling
came down the stairs of the board-
ingho ¢ together. Peter drew
aside, out of the Doctor’s way. He
caref.ﬁ‘y avoided contact with tke

Noaks de-
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doctor’s blue pinstriped trouser
leg, with his black shiny shoes.

“Okay,” Doctor Meade said
briskly to his daughter, as he
glanced at his gold pocket watch.
“Time to go back up to Shady
House.”

Mary got reluctantly to her feet.
“Can’t I stay?” she asked eagerly.

Doctor Meade put an affection-
ate arm around his daughter. “Get
going, you little Wanderer,” he
said with mock-sternness. “Into
the car with you.” i

He turned back to Mrs. Trilling,
again the professional physician.
“There’s nothing to worry about,”
he told her. “Your trouble is prob-
ably pollen from the broom plants.
They’re flowering, now.”

“Those yellow things?”’ Mrs.
Trilling dabbed at her streaming
eyes. Her plump face was swollen
and red, eyes half-closed. “They
didn’t do it last year!”

“Allergies are strange things,”
Doctor Meade said vaguely. He
chewed meditatively on the stump
of his cigar. Then, more sharply,
“Mary, I told you to get in the
car.” He opened the door and slid
in behind the wheel. “Give me a
call, Mrs. Trilling, if those anti-
histamine pills don’t do the trick.
T'll probably be over tonight for
dinner, anyhow.”

Nodding and wiping her eyes,
Mrs. Trilling disappeared inside
the boardinghouse, moving resign-
edly toward the hot kitchen and
the piles of unwashed dishes, left

from lunch. Mary moved sul-
y toward the station wagon,
jands deep in the pockets of her
eans.

“That ruins the game,” she mut-
red.

Peter slid off his step. “I'll play,”
he said quietly. He squatted down
" and picked up Mary’s discarded
* clay. Rapidly, he pushed the cow
' into a shapeless mass, then began
skilfully to reform it. Noaks and
Dave and Walter regarded him
with outraged incredulity.

“Who said you could play?”
Dave demanded angrily.

“It’s my yard,” Peter answered
mildly.

His clay statuette was all but
finished. He set it down in the dust
beside Dave’s sheep and the crude
dog Walter had formed. Noaks
continued to fuss with his airplane,
ignoring Peter’s creation.

“What is it?” Walter demanded
angrily. “Doesn’t look like any-
thing.”

“It’s a man.”

“A man—that’s a man?”

“Go on!” Dave said scornfully.
“You're too young to play. Go on
" inside, and your mother’ll give you
= acookie.”

. Peter didn’t answer. He was

‘concentrating on his clay man, his
brown eyes large and intease. His
small body was utterly rigid. He
~ leaned forward, his face down, his
~ lips moving faintly.

" For a moment nothing hap-
| pened. Then .
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Dave suddenly shrieked and
scrambled away. Walter cursed
loudly, his face turning white.
Noaks stopped fussing with his air-
plane. His mouth fell open, and he
sat there, frozen.

The little clay man had stirred.
Slowly, at first, then more ener-
getically, he moved one foot awk-
wardly after the other. He fiexed
his arms, examined his body—and
then, without warning, dashed
away from the boys.

Peter laughed, a pure, high-
pitched trill. He reached out
quickly and snatched back the des-
perately fleeing clay figure. It
struggled and wriggled frantically,
as he drew it close to him.

“Gosh!” Dave whispered.

Peter rolled the little man briskly
between his palms. Then he
kneaded the soft clay in a shape-
less lump. Satisfied, he pulled it
apart.  Rapidly, expertly, he
formed two clay figures, two little
clay men, each half the size of the
first. He set them down, leaned
calmly back to wait.

First one, then the other, stirred.
They got up, tested their arms and
legs, began rapidly to move. One
ran off in one direction; the oiher
hesitated, then darted after his
companion, finally reversed his
course, past Noaks, toward the
street.

“Get him!” Peter ordered
sharply. He snatched up the first
manikin, leaped quickly to his feet,
and hurried after the other. It ran




desperately, its tiny clay legs
churning—straight toward Doctor
Meade’s station wagon.

As the station wagon moved
away, the miniature figure made a
frantic, final leap. Its tiny arms
windmilled wildly, as it tried, in
desperation, to find purchase on
the smooth metal fender. The sta-
tion wagon picked up speed, as it
moved out into traffic, and the tiny
figure was left behind, still waving
its arms in futility, seeking to
catch hold of a surface already
gone. '

Peter overtook it. His foot came

down hard, and the clay man was

squashed into a shapeless blob of

moist clay.
Walter and Dave and Noaks
came slowly over—they ap-

proached in a wide, cautious cir-
cle. “You got him?” Noaks de-
manded uncertainly.

“Sure, I got him,” said Peter.
He was already scraping the clay
off his shoe, his small face serene
and smooth. “Of course, I got him.
He belonged to me, didn’t he?”

The boys were silent in the face
of unanswerable logic. Peter could
sense their fear. He could all but
smell it, and this puzzled him.
What was there to be afraid of?
He opened his mouth to speak to
them—but, at that moment, a
dusty yellow Packard braked to a
stop on the street beyond, and he
turned his attention to it, the clay
figures forgotten.

The motor clicked into silence,

[
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and the door opened. Peter
watched a man climb slowly out.
To the boy’s eyes, he was rather
good-looking, with black, wind-
tossed hair, heavy eyebrows and
white teeth. Lines of strain and
fatigue showed at the corners of
his mouth and eyes. His grey,
double-breasted suit was rumpled
and stained, his brown shoes were
scuffed, his tie was twisted to one
side of his collar vent. His eyes
were swollen and road-bleary. He

came slowly toward the boys, fo-

cussed his attention on them with
an effort and said, with a nod to-
ward the dwelling behind them,
“Is this the boardinghouse?”

None of the youngsters gave
him an answer. They could see
that the man was a stranger. Ev-
erybody in town knew Mrs. Trill-
ing’s  boardinghouse—therefore,
this man was from Somewhere
Else. His car had New York li-
cense plates—therefore, he was
from New York. None of them
had ever seen him before. He
talked with a strange accent, a
rapid, clipped diction that sounded
harsh and vaguely unpleasant to
ears attuned to the friendlier, softer
Virginia speech. -

Peter stirred slightly. “What do
you want?”

“A ‘place— a room.” The
stranger dug into a pocket and
produced a pack of cigarettes
and a lighter. He lit up shakily—
once, the cigarette almost got
away from him. All this the boys

saw with mild interest—and mild
distaste.

~ “T'll go tell my mother,” Peter
‘said, at last.

He turned his back on the man
and strolled deliberately to the
front porch. Without looking back,

“turned his steps toward the sounds
of dish-washing that came from
‘the big kitchen in back.

Mrs. Trilling peered around
peevishly at her son. “What do
you want?” she asked irritably.
“Keep out of the ice-box. You
can’t have anything until dinner
time—1I told you that!”

“There’s a man outside. He
‘wants a room.” Peter added, “He’s
‘a stranger.”

Mabel Trilling dried her hands
quickly, her pollen-swollen face
suddenly animated. “Don’t just
stand there!” she said excitedly.
“Go tell him to come in! Is he
alone?”

“Just him.”

Mabel Trilling hurried past her
son, outside onto the porch and
down the sagging steps. The man
was still there, to her relief. She
‘breathed a silent prayer of thanks.
People just didn’t seem to come
‘through Millgate, any more. The
 boardinghouse was only half-filled,
“its only paying guests a few re-
tired old men, the town librarian,
and a clerk. “What can I do for
‘you?” she demanded breathlessly.
. “] want a room,” Ted Barton
“answered wearily. “Just a room.

‘he entered the cool, dim house,
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I don’t care what it’s like, or how
much it costs.”

“Do you want meals? If you
eat with us, you'll save fifty per-
cent over what you’d have to pay
down at the Steak House, and my
meals are every bit as good as
those tough little dry things they
try to push off on you, especially
a gentleman from out of town.
You're from New York?”

“Yes, 'm from New York.”
His voice was hoarse with fatigue.

“I hope youll like Millgate,”
Mrs. Trilling babbled nervously
on, drying her hands on her apron.
“It’s a quiet little town, we don’t
ever have any trouble of any kind.
Are you in business, Mr. . . .”

“Ted Barton.”

“You’re in business, Mr. Bar-
ton? I suppose you're down here
for a rest. A lot of New York
people leave their places in the
summer, don’t they? I guess it gets
pretty awful, up there. You don’t
mind telling me what line you’re
in, do you? Are you all by your-
self? Nobody else with you?” Her
fluttering fingers brushed his coat
sleeve. “Come on inside, and Il
show you your room. How long
did you figure to stay?”

Barton followed her, up the
steps and onto the porch. He said,
“I don’t know. Maybe quite a
while—maybe not long.”

“You’re alone?”

“My wife may join me later—
if I stay here very long. I left her
back in Martinsville.” =
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“Your ~business?”’ Mrs. Trilling
repeated, as they climbed the
worn-carpeted stairs to the second
floor.

“Insurance.” Silence was easy
with Mrs. Trilling.

“This is your room—facing the
hills,” she continued nervously.
“You’'ll get a nice view. Aren’t the
hills lovely?” She pulled aside the
plain white curtains, washed
many times. “Ever seen such
lovely hills in your life?”

“Yes,” Barton said patiently,
wondering if the torrent of words
would ever cease. “They’re nice.”
He moved aimlessly around the
room, touching the shabby iron
bed, the tall white dresser, the pic-
ture on the wall. “This will be all
right. How much?” he asked dif-
fidently.

Mrs. Triiling’s eyes darted craft-
ily past him. “You're going to eat
with us, of course. Two meals a
day—lunch and dinner.” She
licked her lips. “Forty dollars a
week—in advance.”

Barton fumbled in his pocket
for his wallet. He didn’t seem dis-
posed to argue. He peeled some
bills from his wallet and handed
them to her without a word.

“Thank you,” Mrs. Trilling
breathed ecstaticaily. She backed
quickly out of the room. “Dinner’s
at seven. You missed Iunch, but,
if you want, I can—"

“Don’t bother.” Barton shook
his head. “It won’t be necessary.
Pve already had lunch, thank

you.” He turned his back on her
and gazed moodily out the win-
dow.

Mrs. Trilling’s footsteps faded
down the hall.

v

BARTON LIT a cigarette. He feit
vaguely sick at his stomach, and
his head throbbed dully from the
driving. After leaving Peg at the
hotel in Martinsville, he had sped
back to Millgate as fast as the
Packard would carry him. He had
had to come back. He had to stay
here, even if it took years. He had
to find out who he was—and this
was the only place there was any
chance of learning the truth of his
identity.

Barton smiled ironically. Even
here, there didn’t seem to be
much of a chance. A boy had died
of scarlet fever twenty years ago.
Nobody ' remembered- him. A
minor incident—hundreds of kids
died, people came and went. One
death, one name out of many . ..

The door of the room opened.

Barton turned quickly. A boy
stood there, small and thin, re-
garding him with immense, quest-
ing brown eyes. With a start, Bar-
ton recognized him as the land-
lady’s son.

“What do you want?” he de-
manded. “What’s the idea of com-
ing in here without knocking?”” For
some reason, Barton felt oddly on
the defensive.

The boy closed the door after
m. For a moment, he hesitated,
then abruptly asked, “Who are
you?”

Barton stiffened in anger. “Bar-
ton,” he said curtly. “Ted Barton.”
The boy seemed satisfied. He
‘walked all around Barton, ex-
amining him from every side.
“How did you get through?” he
demanded. “Most people don’t
get through. There must be a rea-

“Through?” Barton was be-
wildered. “Through what?”
“Through thc barrier.” Sud-

somcthmg he hadn’t meant to tell.
~ “What barrier? Where?” he
asked sharply.

- The boy shrugged, then said,
“The mountains, of course. It’s a
long way. The road’s bad. Why
did you come here? What are you
doing?”

It might have been just childish
curiosity. Or was it more? Barton
was unable to decide. The boy
was odd-looking, thin and bony,
Wlth huge eyes, a shock of sandy
hair falling in unkempt disorder
over his unusually wide forehead.
it was an intelligent face, sensitive
—for a boy living in an out-of-
he-way town in southwestern Vir-

,” Barton said slowly,
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e | have ways to get past the bar-
rier.’

The reaction came quxckly The
boy’s body grew suddenly tensed.
His eyes lost their dull film and
began to gleam nervously. He
moved back from Barton, uneasy
and apparently shaken.

“Oh yeah?” he muttered. But
his voice lacked conviction. “What
sort of ways? You must have
crawled through a weak place.”

“I drove down the road,” said
Barton. “On the main highway.”

The oversized brown eyes flick-
ered uncertainly. The childish
treble said, “Sometimes the bar-
rier isn’t there. You must have
come through when it wasn’t
there.”

Barton was begmnmg to feel

uneasy. He was bluffing, and his

bluff had been called. The boy
knew what the barrier was, but
Barton didn’t. Fear touched him
with fingers of ice. Come to think
of it, he hadn’t seen any other
cars either coming or going from
Millgate. The road was so run-
down as to be almost unusable.
Weeds covered it with a dull-green
carpet—the surface was dry and
cracked, and there was no traffic
at all, Just hills and fields and

sagging fences. = Maybe, he
thought, he could learn something
from this boy.

“How long,” he asked cautious-
ly, “have you known about the
barrier?”

The boy shrugged again, said,
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“What do you mean? I've always
known about it.”

“Does everybody else around
here know about it?”’

The boy laughed his scorn. “Of
course not!” he said contemptu-
ously. “If they knew—" He broke
off, the veil again slipping over
his big brown eyes.

Barton had lost his momentary
advantage. The boy was on safe
ground again, answering questions
instead of asking them. He knew
more than Barton, and they both
realized it.

“You're a pretty smart young-
ster,” said Barton. “How old are
you?”

“Ten.”

“What’s your name?”

“Peter.”

“You've always lived here—in
Millgate?”

“Sure.” His small chest swelled,
“Where else?”

Barton hesitated. “Have you
ever been outside of town—on the
other side of the barrier?”

The boy frowned. His face
worked. Barton sensed he had
struck some sensitive nerve. Peter
began to pace restlessly around
the room, his hands in the pockets
of his faded blue jeans.

“Sure,” he said, without convic-
tion. “Sure I have—lots of times.”

“How do you get across?” Bar-
ton felt close to victory in this
strange duel.

“I have ways.” The lad looked
stubborn,

“Let’s compare ways,” Barton
said promptly. But there was no
bite. His gambit was noted and
warily declined.

“Let’s see your watch,” the boy
asked. “How many jewels does it
have?”

Barton removed his wristwatch
cautiously and passed it over.
“Twenty-one jewels,” he said.

“It’s nice.” Peter turned it over
and around. He ran his delicate
fingers over the surface, then
passed it back. “Does everybody
in New York have a watch like
that?”

“Everybody who can afford
one.”

After a moment, Peter said, “I
can stop time. Not very long—
maybe four hours at the outside,
someday, it will be a whole day,
though. What do you think of
that?”

Barton didn't know what to
think of it. He said, “What else
can you do? Stopping time’s not
so much.”

“l have power over its crea-
tures.”

“Over whose creatures?” Bar-
ton’s puzzlement grew apace.

Peter shrugged, replied, “Ifs
creatures. You know, the one on
this side—the one with its hands
stuck out. Not the one with the
bright hair, like metal—the other
one. Didn’t you see it?”

“No.” Barton was wondering
which of them was sane.

Peter appeared puzzled. “You

must have seen it,” he insisted.
“You must have seen both of them.
They’re there all the time. Some-
times, I go up the road and sit
on a ledge I have. From there,
I can see them good.”

“Maybe you’ll take me along,
some time.”

“It’s nice.” The boy’s cheeks
grew pinker. In his enthusiasm, he
had lost his suspicion. “On a clear
day, you can see both of them
- easily. Especially him—at the far
- end.” Unexpectedly, he giggled,
then said, “It’s a funny thing—at
first, seeing him like that gave me
the willies. But I got used to it.”

*  “Do you know their names?”
. Barton asked hopefully.

“No.” Peter’s blush deepened.
“But sometime, I'm going to find
out. There must be a way. I've
- asked some of the first-level
things, but they don’t seem to
know. I even made up a special
golem with an extra-large brain,
but it couldn’t tell me anything.
“Maybe you can help me with
- that. How are you on the clay?
Are you experienced?” He came

voice, added, ‘“Nobody around
here knows anything. There’s ac-
tual opposition. I have to work

“Yt;:s;?” Barton asked when the
boy paused. j
“T’d like to trace one of the

close to Barton and lowered his

A GLASS OF DARKNESS 21

help, maybe 7 could learn to do
it, too.” S,

Barton was paralyzed. What
had he stumbled on? What were
Wanderers—and what did they do
to arouse a small boy’s intense
curiosity. He said, “Right. When
two of us work together . . .” he
began weakly, but Peter cut him
off.

“Let’s see your hand.” Peter

took hold of Barton’s wrist and
examined his palm carefully.
Abruptly, he backed away. The
color died from his cheeks. “You
were lying!” he said in a sudden
burst of fury. “You don’t know
anything!” Panic flashed across
his face. “You don’t know any-
thing at all!”
. “Sure I do,” said Barton, but
there was no conviction in his
tone or manner. On his young visi-
tor’s face, surprise and fear had
turned to disgust and—hostility.
He turned and pulled open the
hall door.

“You don’t know anything,” he
repeated, half in anger, half with
contempt. He paused briefly to
add, “But I know something.”

“What sort of thing?”

“Something you don’t know.”
A veiled, secretive smile flitted
across the smooth young face—
an evasive, cunning look.

“What is it?” Barton demanded
hoarsely. “What do you know that
Idon’t know?” :

He didn’t expect the answer
he got. Before he could react, the
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door had shut with a bang, and
the boy was racing away down
the corridor. Barton stood unmov-
ing, hearing the echoing clatter of
heels against the worn steps.

The boy ran outside, onto the
porch. Under Barton’s window, he
cupped his hands and shouted at
the top of his lungs, in a shrill,
‘penetrating yell, that broke against
Barton’s ears, a shattering repeti-
tion of the same words, spoken in
exactly the same way.

“l know who you are,” the
words came harshly. “I know who
you really-are!”

Certain that the man wasn'’t fol-
lowing him, and mildly satisfied
with the effect of his words, Peter
Trilling made his way through the
rubble and debris behind the
house. He passed the pigpens,
opened the gate to the back field,
closed it carefully after him, then
headed toward the barn.

.The barn smelled of hay and
manure. It was hot. The air was
stale and dead, a vast blanket of
buzzing afternoon heat. He
climbed the loft ladder cautiously,
one eye on the blazing doorway—
there was still a chance the
stranger might have followed him.

In the loft, he perched expertly
athwart a beam and waited for a
time, recovering his breath and
going over, in his mind, what had
happened.

He had made a mistake—a bad
mistake. The stranger had learned
plenty from him—and he had

learned nothing. At least, he

“hadn’t learned anything much.

The stranger was an enigma, in
many ways. Peter would have to
be careful, to watch his step, to
go slow. But the newcomer rmight
turn out to be valuable.

Peter got to his feet and found
the flashlight hanging from its
rusty nail, above his head, where
two huge beams crossed. He
turned it on—its yellow light cut
a path into the depths and crannies
of the loft.

They were still there, exactly as
he had left them. Nobody ever
came here—it was his work cham-
ber, his laboratory, his study. He
sat down on the moldy hay and
laid the light beside him. Then he
reached out and' carefully lifted
the first cage.

The rat’s eyes glittered, red and
tiny, peering out through its thick

pelt of matted grey fur. It shifted

its paws uneasily and pulled away,
as he slid aside the door of the
cage and reached in for it with
quick, grubby fingers.

“Come on,” he whispered, al-
most crooning. “Don’t be afraid.”

Gently, he drew the rat out and
held its quivering body in his
hands, while he stroked its fur
soothingly. The long whiskers
twitched—the never-ceasing move-
ments of its nose grew intense, as
it sniffed his fingers and sleeve.

“Nothing to eat, not right now,”
Peter informed it. “I just want to
see how big you're getting.”

- U

e
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 He pushed the rat back into

“its cage and closed the wire door.
~ Then he turned the light from one
- cage to the next, focussing its cir-
* cle of light on each of the quiver-
~ ing grey forms
-f‘ against the wire, their eyes red,
 their noses twitching constantly.

that huddled

. They were all there, all in good

. shape, all fat and healthy.
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Far
back into the depths of the loft,

- row after row of the cages ex-

‘tended—heaped and stacked and

' piled on‘one another.

He got up, dusted hay from his
shorts and examined the spider

.~ jars, aligned in even, precise rows
- on the overhead shelves. The in-

sides of the jars were thick with
webs, in tangled heaps, like the

~ matted grey hair of old women.
- He could see the spiders inside
. moving sluggishly, their quickness
- dulled by the heat. The fat globes

of their hairy bodies reflected the
beam of the flashlight. He dipped
into the moth-box and withdrew
a handful of little, dead insect
bodies. Expertly, he fed each jar,
taking care that no spider escaped.

Everything appeared to be in
order. Peter clicked off the flash-

light, hung it up on its nail. He
~ paused for a moment to study the
. blazing doorway,

then climbed
back down the ladder.
At the workbench below, he

- picked up a pair of pliers and

continued work on the glass-win-
dowed snake box. It was coming
along pretty well, he thought, con-
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sidering that it was his first effort
in this direction. Later on, when
he had more experience, he
wouldn’t take so long.

He measured the frame and
computed the size of the pane of
glass he would need. Where, he
wondered, could he find a win-
dow no one would miss? He
thought of the smokehouse—it
had been abandoned since the
roof developed a leak, only last
spring. He put down his pencil,
picked up the yardstick and hur-
ried out of the barn, into the
bright sunlight.

As he raced across the field, his
heart thumped with excitement.
Things were coming along beauti-
fully. Slowly, surely, he was gain-
ing an edge. Of course, this stran-
ger might upset the balance ad-
versely. Peter would have to make
sure his weight wasn’t thrown on
the wrong side of the Scale. How
much that weight would count for,
there was no way of telling—yet.
Offhand, Peter guessed, it would
count for very little.

But what was a stranger doing
in Millgate—and at just this time?
Vague tendrils of doubt plucked
at the boy’s mind. Ted Barton
must have come for a reason.
Peter would have to make in-
quiries. If necessary, the stranger
could be neutralized. But it might
be possible to get him on the—

Something buzzed close to his
ear. The boy suddenly shrieked
and threw himself to one side. A
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- blinding pain stabbed his neck, an-

other seared his arm. He rolled
over and over on the hot grass,
screaming and flailing his arms
desperately. Waves of terror beat
at him—he tried frantically to
bury himself in the hard soil. As
suddenly as it had come, the buz-
.zing faded, then ceased. Once
again, there was only the sound
of the wind. He was alone. He
was safe.

Trembling with terror, Peter
raised his head and opened his
eyes. His whole body shuddered.
Shock waves rolled up and down
his spine, through his body. His
arm and neck burned horribly.
_The enemy had got him in two
pmces

But, thank God—they were on
their own! They were still unor-
ganized.

He rose unsteadily to his feet,
looked around warily. There were
no others. Peter cursed wildly in
his childish treble—what a fool he
had been to come blundering out
in the open, offguard! Suppose a
whole swarm of the stinging mon-
sters had found him—not merely
two!

He decided to let the window
go for the moment, and headed
back toward the barn. It had been
a close call. Maybe, next time, he
wouldn’t get off so lightly. The
two that attacked him had got
away—he hadn’t managed to
crush them. They'd carry back
word—she would know. She

would have something to gloat

_about. An easy victory. She would

get pleasure out of it. For a mo-

~ment, Peter was close to tears.

He was gaining the edge, but
it wasn't safe, not yet. He still had
to be careful. He could easily

overplay his hand—he could lose-

everything he had built up so
laboriously, lose it in a single
second.

Worse—if he lost, it would
send the Scales tipping back, like
a file of falling dominoes, all
along the line. The entire fabric
was so interwoven. . . .

‘He began to search for some

- mud, to put on the bee-stings.

'\.T
“WHAT'S THE MATTER, Mr.
Barton?” a genial voice asked,

close to Ted’s ear. “Sinus trouble?
Most people who hold onto their
nose like that have sinus trouble.”

Barton roused himself. He had
almost fallen asleep over his plate
at the table. His coffee had cooled
to a scummy brown—the greasy
home-fried potatoes were harden-
ing fast.

“Beg pardon?” he
still only half awake.

The man sitting next to him
pushed his chair back and wiped
his mouth with his napkin. He
was plump and well-dressed, a
middle-aged man in a dark blue
pinstripe suit and white shirt. He
wore an attractive foulard tie. and

muttered,

‘a heavy ring gleamed on one of
his thick white fingers.

. “My name’s. Meade—Ernest
eade,” he went on. “It’s the way
‘you hold your head.” He smiled
gold-toothed professional smile.
“I'm a doctor—maybe 1 can
elp.”

“I'm just tired,” Barton said,
covering a yawn.

“You only just arrived here,
didn’'t you?” Dr. Meade asked
‘amiably. “This is a good place
‘you're staying in. I eat here once
in a while—when I'm too lazy to
. cook my own meals. Mrs. Trilling
. doesn’t mind serving me, do you,
- -Mrs. T.7”

At the far end of the table,
“Mys. Trilling nodded vague agree-
. ment. Her face was less swollen
* than it had been that afternoon.
. With nightfall and the dving
“breezes. the pollen didn’t carry as
far. Most of the other boarders
had left their places and ambled
out onto the screened-in porch,
_there to sit in the cool darkness
and chat and observe until bed-
umc
.~ “What brings you to Millgate.
Mr. Barton?” the doctor asked
politely. He fumbled in his coat
" pocket and pulled out a slim,
‘brown cigar. “Not very many peo-
ple come this way, any more. It's
. a strange thing—we used to get a
. lot of traffic—but now it’s died to
~ nothing.” He paused to ponder the
oddity. “Come to think of it, you're

e e
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about the first new face I've seen
in quite a spell.”

Barton digested. this 1nf0rma~
tion. A flicker of interest warmed
and wakened him. Meade was a
physician. It was possible that he
might know something. Barton
finished his coffee, put down his
thick china cup and asked cau-
tiously, “Have you been practicing
here long. Doctor?”

“Ail my life.” Dr. Meade made
a faint, pointing gesture  with his
thumb. “I have a private hospital,

at the top of the rise—Shady

House, it’s called.” -He lowered
his voice. “The town doesn’t pro-
vide any sort-of decent medical
care for its citizens. So I try to

help out as best T can—I built

my own hospitdl .u]d operate it at
my own expense.”

Barton chose his words care-
fully. “There were some relatives
of mine who lived here—a long
time ago,” he said.

“Barton?” Meade sounded re-
flective. “How long ago was that?

“Oh—say twenty years 220.”
Covertly watching the doctor’s
florid, serenely competent face.
Barton continued, “Donald and
Sarah Barton were their names.
They had a son—he was born in
nineteen twentv-six.”

“A son?” Meade looked in-
terested. “I seem to recall some-
thing about it. Twenty-six, you
say? 1 probably brought him into
this world. 1 was practicing. then.
Of course, I was a lot younger, in
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those days. But weren’t we
alb ol 0 :

“The boy died,” Barton said
slowly. “He died in nineteen
thirty-five—from scarlet fever.
Something about a contaminated
water hole.”

The physician’s florid face lost
some of its serenity to recollection
of evil. “By God! I remember that.
Why, I had that well closed—clos-
ing it was my idea. I forced them
to seal it up. Those Bartons were
relatives of yours? That boy was
related to you?” He puffed angrily
on his cigar, a2 man who hated
illness and its causes as other men
hate Germans, or Negroes, or
Japanese, or just foreigners.

“I remember it all too well—
that was a bad time here. Three
or four kids died, before it was
over. Your boy’s name was Bar-
ton? It seems to me I recall him
—related to you, you say?” Al-
most visibly he culled his memory
for keys to the past. “There was
one little shaver—rather a sweet
boy. He had dark hair—like yours
—the same general physiognomy.
Come to think of it, I knew you
reminded me of someone.”

Barton’s breath caught in his
throat. “You remember him?”
He leaned toward the doctor in-
tently. “You actually saw him
die?”

“I sam them all die,” said Dr.
Meade, his anger returning. “That
was before Shady House was built
~—over at the old County Hospi-

tal. Christ, what a pest-hole! No
wonder they died. Filthy, incom-
petent—it was on account of that
epidemic that I built my own
place.” He shook his head. “We
could have saved them all, nowa-
days—easily. But it’s too late
now.” He touched Barton briefly
on the arm. “I'm sorry. But you
couldn’t have been very old then,
yourself. What relation were you
to the boy?”

A good question, Barton
thought to himself. Oh, an excel-
lent question! He would have
given no more than his right arm
for the answer.

“Come to think of it,” Doctor
Meade said slowly, as much to
himself as to Barton, “it seems to
me that child’s name was the same
as yours. Isn’t your Christian
name Theodore?”

Barton nodded. “That’s right.”

The florid brow wrinkled in per-
plexity. “The same as yours! I'll
be damned! I knew I’d heard the
name, when Mrs. Trilling told
me."l

Barton’s hands tightened their
grip upon the edge of the table.
“Doctor,” he said hoarsely, “is
Theodore Barton buried here in
town? Is his grave still here?”

Dr. Meade nodded slowly.
“Sure,” he said. “It’s over in the
regular City Cemetery.” He shot
Barton a shrewd glance. “You
want to visit it? You’ll have no
trouble doing that. Is that what

ou came here for—to visit his
rave?”
“Not exactly,” Barton answered
podenly.
- At the end of the table, beside
is mother, sat Peter Trilling. His
neck was swollen and angry red
bove his open collar. His right
arm was bandaged with a strip of
irty gauze. He looked sulien and
nhappy. :

An accident? Barton wondered.
Or had something bitten or stung
 him? Barton watched the boy’s
thin fingers pluck idly at a piece
- of bread. I know who you are,

. the boy had shouted. I know who

" you really are. Did Peter know

| —or was it just a boy’s boast? A
| conceited threat, empty and mean-
. ingless?

. “Look here Barton,” Doctor
.