5 against a mysterious
@ international power.






Kali swam easily and well and she had a head
start. Adam was stronger, his arms and legs lon-
ger, but he had to work to catch up with her.

Just as he drew even and began to forge ahead he
heard Kali scream.

They were in the path of moonlight now, and in
the water beside them he could see a large, dark
body. He felt a moment of cold blankness. Then,
almost without thinking, he reached for the knife
Poly had given him.
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A heavy summer fog enveloped Kennedy International.
The roar of the great planes was silenced but in the air-
port there was noise and confusion. Adam wandered
about, trying not to look lost, keeping one ear open to the
blaring of the loudspeaker in case his flight to Lisbon
should be called or canceled. His bags had long since dis-
- appeared on the perpetually moving conveyor belt, and he
was too excited to sit anywhere with a book. All he could
do was walk about, looking and listening, caught up in the
general feeling of tension.

An extra load of business was being conducted over the
insurance counters and at the insurance machines. Adam
debated between ‘a machine which would give him insur-
ance and one which would give him coffee, and chose the
coffee. Holding the paper cup in one hand, and his bat-
tered school briefcase in the other, he walked through a
crowd of agitated people who had come to meet planes
which were now being deflected to Boston and Philadel-
phia.

The hot, sweet coffee finished and the carton disposed
of in a trash can, Adam headed for a row of phone
booths, but they were all occupied by frustrated people
whose plans had been changed by the July fog, so he de-
cided against trying to call any of his friends. Probably no
one would be home, anyhow; they were either away for
the summer or busy with summer jobs.

So there was no point in trying to impress anyone with
his job which had come up suddenly and gloriously after
he and his parents had moved to Woods Hole for the sum-
mer and he was already set in the familiar routine of sort-
ing and filing for Old Doc Didymus.

Doc might be ninety and doddering, but it was he who
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had said, the second day Adam reported for work,
“Adam, I'm letting myself get dependent on you in the
summer and this isn’t good for either of us. My young
friend, O’Keefe, is doing some rather extraordinary experi-
ments with starfish on an island off the south coast of Por-
tugal, and I'm sending you over to work for him this
summer.”

Strangely enough it was almost as easy as it sounded,
parental permission, passport, inoculations, and a ticket to
Lisbon.

Adam, like every biology major, had heard of Dr.
O’Keefe, but the scientist was only a name in the boy’s
mind. To work for him, to see him as a person, was some-
thing else again. He was full of questions. ‘Young’ to Old
Doc meant anywhere between eight and eighty, but Adam
had early learned that one did not ask Old Doc anything
that did not pertain directly to marine biology. Adam’s fa-
ther, who had also worked for Old Doc in his day, knew
this, too. He said only, “If Doc thinks you’re ready to
work for Dr. O’Keefe then it’s the thing for you to do,
and I'd be the last person to hold you back. O’Keefe has
one of the extraordinary minds of our day. Your mother
and I will miss you, but it’s time you got off and away.”

Over the loudspeaker Adam’s flight was postponed for
the third time. He started for an emptying phone booth,
but a woman with three small children beat him to it. The
children huddled together outside the booth; the eldest,
bravely holding on to the hands of the two littler ones, be-
gan to cry, and Adam, to his own indignation and shame,
felt a strong surge of fellow-feeling with the child.

He turned quickly away and walked up and down the
large, noisy main hall of the air terminal, trying not to be
disturbed by the loudspeaker calling, people rising from
couches and trying to listen, annoyed men heading for the
bar, mothers trying to coax babies into sleep with bottles
of milk or juice. The main thing, he finally acknowledged
to himself with a feeling of deep shame, was that he’d al-
ways had someone’s hand (figuratively, of course) to hold:
his family’s, or Old Doc’s, or the teachers’, or the kids' at
school, and now for the first time (for shame, Adam, at
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such an age), he was on his own, and just because his
flight kept being postponed was no reason for him to start
feeling homesick and to look around for another hand to
hold.

Adam Eddington, sixteen, going on seventeen, out of
high school and set for Berkeley in the winter, had better
be ashamed of himself if a crowded airport, heavy with
fog and tension, could put him on edge now.

It was after his flight had been delayed again (but not
yet canceled) that he became aware of one person in the
enormous, milling crowd, a girl about his own age. He was
aware of her not only because she was spectacularly beau-
tiful in a sophisticated way that made him nervous, but
because she was aware of him. She looked at him, not
coyly, not in any way inviting him to come speak to her,
but coolly, deliberately, as though looking for something.
Twice Adam thought she was going to come over to him;
it was almost as though she had some kind of message for
him. But each time she turned in another direction and
Adam decided that he was being imaginative again.

He started to go for another cup of coffee, then looked
back across the echoing hall, and now not only was the
spectacular and enticing girl looking at him, she was walk-
ing toward him, and as she came closer she smiled directly
at him, and held up one hand in greeting. His palm was
slightly moist against the handle of his briefcase.

“Hi,” she said. “I know you.”

Adam gave what he felt must be a rather silly grin and
shook his head. “No. But I wish you did.”

She frowned. “I know I know you. Where?”

Adam was aware that this was a rather outworn open-
ing gambit. However, he felt that this girl really meant it;
she wasn’t just casting around for someone to amuse her
until her plane should be called or canceled. With her
looks in any case she could have had any man in the air-
port with the lift of an eyebrow; Adam saw several men
looking admiringly at the naturally fair hair, that particu-
lar shining gold that can never be acquired in a beauty
parlor, and which shimmered softly down to slender shoul-
ders. She wore a flame-colored linen dress and spike-
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heeled pumps. A leather bag was slung casually over one
shoulder, and Adam no longer felt even the smallest need
to hold anyone’s hand, except perhaps the girl’s, and that
would be a different matter entirely. He was overwhelm-
ingly proud that out of this vast conglomeration of peo-
ple she had singled him out for her attentions.

“I'm Adam Eddington,” he said, “and having met you
now I'm not likely to forget it.”

The girl laughed, with no coyness. “I admit I'm not
used to being forgotten. I'm Carolyn Cutter, called Kali.
Where are you off to? That is, of course, if we ever get
off.”

“Lisbon first.”

“Oh, sharp! Me too. Where next?”

“Well, I'm going to be working on an island called
Gaea. It's somewhere off the south coast of Portugal.”

As he said ‘Gaea’ she frowned slightly—perhaps she
was thinking of Géa—but she said, “What on earth kind of
work could you possibly find to do in Gaea?”

“There’s a marine biologist working there, Dr. O'Keefe.
I'm going to be assisting him.”

Now the girl definitely frowned. “Oh, so you know
O’Keefe.”

“No, I don’t know him. I've never met him.”

Kali seemed to relax. “Well, I know him, and if you’d
like the lowdown TI'll give it to you. How about going into
the coffee shop and having a sandwich and a Coke or
something? I was counting on eating on the plane and
heaven knows when we’ll get on that. I'm starved.”

“Me, too. Great idea,” Adam said. He put his hand
against the firm tan skin of her bare arm and they started
across the hall to the coffee shop. Suddenly Kali stiffened
and veered away. .

“What’s the matter?” Adam asked.

“I don’t want him to see me.”

“Who?” Adam looked around stupidly and saw a mid-
dle-aged clergyman holding on to the hand of a gangly,
redheaded girl about twelve years old.

“Him. Canon Tallis. Don’t look. Hurry.”

As Adam ran to catch up with her, she said, under her
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breath, but with great intensity, “Listen, Adam, please take
this seriously. I'm warning you about him. Watch out for
him. T mean it. Truly.”

Adam, startled, looked at her. Her lovely face was pale
with emotion, her pansy eyes clouded. “What—what do
you mean? Warning me? For Pete’s sake why?”

She tucked her arm through his and started again
toward the coffee shop “Maybe the simplest thing to tell
you is that he’s a phony.”

“You mean he isn’t a—a—"

“Oh, he’s a canon all right, you know, a kind of priest
who floats around a cathedral. He’s from the diocese of
Gibraltar. But I didn’t really mean that.” She turned her
limpid eyes toward him, and her hand pressed against his
arm. “Adam, please don’t think I'm mad.”

“Of course I don’t think you’re mad,” Adam said. “I'm
just—well, for crying out loud what is all this? I don’t
know you, I don’t know your canon or whatever he is, I
think you’ve got me mixed up with someone else.”

H“No,” Kali said, leaning rather wearily against the wall.
“Let me tell you about myself, and then maybe you’ll un-
derstand. But first I want to know something: how do you
happen to be working for O'Keefe?”

“I'm majoring in marine biology,” Adam said. “My fa-
ther’s a physicist, teaches at Columbia, but we’ve always
gone to Woods Hole for the summer and I've worked for
Old Doc Didymus there ever since I was a kid.”

“Didymus?”

“You've probably read about him in the papers and
stuff,” Adam said with some pride. “He’s one of the most
famous marine biologists in the country, and he’s still go-
ing strong, even if he is ninety. Anyhow, he got me this
job. It's a marvelous opportunity for me.”

Four people at the head of the line were beckoned to a
table and Adam and Kali moved up. Kali looked around
at the people ahead of them and behind them, then said in
almost a whisper, “Oh, Adam, it’s terribly lucky I met
you! I've absolutely gor to talk to you. But there’s no point
here—you never know who might be listening. Maybe on
the plane—. Anyhow, I'll tell you something about myself
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now, because at this point if you thought I was a kook I
certainly wouldn’t blame you.”

Looking at Kali standing beside him, at the pale radi-
ance of her hair, at her hand resting lightly on his arm,
Adam did not think her a kook. As a matter of fact, it
didn’t make the slightest difference whether she was a
kook or not. She was a gorgeous girl who for some un-
known and delightful reason had chosen him out of all
this crowd, and what she was saying was only a soprano
twittering in his ears. Most girls’ conversation was, in his
opinion. She chattered away, looking up at him confi-
dently, and he sighed and tried to give a small, courteous
amount of attention to her words.

He had always, with a degree of arrogance, considered
himself sophisticated because he had grown up in New
York, because his friendships cut across racial and
economic barriers, because he could cope with subway and
shuttle at rush hours, because the island of Manhattan (he
thought) held no surprises for him. But, trying to listen to
Kali, he saw that his life, in its own way, had been as pro-
tected and innocent as that of his summer friends who
lived year round at Woods Hole, and with whom he had
always felt faintly worldly. Kali, it seemed, crossed the
ocean as casually as Adam took a crosstown bus. She
knew important people in all the capitals of Europe, and
yet she talked about them with an open candor that kept it
from being name-dropping. Her father had extensive
business interests in Lisbon and on the west coast of Por-
tugal; they had in apartment in Lisbon and were intimate
with everybody in the American and British embassies. Be-
cause Kali had no mother she acted as her father’s hostess
for all his entertaining. “And we do lots and lots of it,”
she said. “Daddy’s a sort of unofficial cultural attaché,
only lots more so. I mean he’s ever so much more impor-
tant. Good public relations and stuff. Fine for business,
and fun, too.”

As Adam listened, his mouth opened a little in admira-
tion and awe. Her light, rather high voice, fine as a silver
thread, spun a fine web about him. He felt that at last,
here in the international atmosphere of the great airport,
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he was truly entering the adult world in which Kali al-
ready trod with beauty and assurance. She gave him a
sideways glance, and her fingers pressed lightly against his
arm. “I do love being daddy’s hostess,” she said, “and I re-
ally do very well by him. I mean I have a flair for it. I'm
not bragging or anything; it’s just what I'm good at.”

Adam could easily picture her being gracious and
charming and radiant and having every man in the room
at her feet.

There was a group of six young people ahead of them,
three boys and three girls. Adam felt that the boys were
conscious of Kali’s exotic beauty and envious because it
was his arm she held, and that the girls were conscious of
the boys’ consciousness, and annoyed by it—Those jerks,
he thought. I wonder what they’re doing here anyhow?

The harassed coffee shop hostess moved through the
crowded room toward the line and held up her fingers.
“Two?”

“Oh, good, that’s us,” Kali said. “Come on, Adam.”

They were taken to a dark table in the corner. A wait-
ress wiped off the wet rings and crumbs and stuck menus
at them. Kali ignored the menus. “I just want a cheesebur-
ger and a Coke. That okay by you, Adam?”

“Sure. Fine.”

Kali waved the menus and the waitress away with an
airy command that just barely missed rudeness. She leaned
over the table toward Adam. “This was luck, getting a cor-
ner table like this. I guess we can talk a little if we keep
our voices low. This—what’s his name?—Diddy—"

“Didymus.”

“You're sure he’s all right? You can trust him?”

“Of course! We've always known Old Doc. He’s—he’s
like my grandfather.”

She pressed the tips of her long, lovely fingers together
thoughtfully. “I wonder.”

“What?”

“l wonder how swell he knows O'Keefe. If he’s
ninety—"

“There are no fleas on Old Doc. You’d never take him
for over sixty.”
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“O’Keefe has a reputation all right,” Kali said. “I mean,
he’s a scientist. That’s no front.”

“Why should there be a front?”

“Oh, Adam, it’'s so complicated! We are on the same
flight, aren’t we?”

They were not.

Adam was going to Swissair and Kali, Alitalia. She
looked at him blankly. “How long are you going to be in
Lisbon?”

“I don’t think at all. ’'m being met there and flown right
on to Gaea.”

The waitress plunked their orders in front of them, slop-
ping their Cokes. Kali looked at her sweetly. “I'm so sorry
to trouble you, but would you mind wiping the table,
please? Thank you so much.” Then she looked somberly at
Adam. “This is bad. I've got to see you somehow. Do you
think you’ll be coming to Lisbon at all?”

“I don’t know. I rather doubt it.”

“Then I'll get to Gaea. I'll manage. Because I can’t—"
She held up her hand for silence as the loudspeaker
blared. “That’s my flight, Adam! The fog must be lifting.
Come with me quickly, and I'll tell you what I can.”

They left their untouched food and Adam picked up the
check. Kali waited impatiently while he paid and got
change.

They hurried along the echoing corridor. “Listen
quickly,” she said. “I can’t really tell you anything now,
but just watch out for O’Keefe, Adam. He's in thick with
Canon Tallis. That’s O’Keefe’s kid with Tallis now.”

“Dr. O’Keefe’s!”

“Yes. I told you they were in cahoots. He has dozens of
kids. O'Keefe, I mean. O’Keefe and Tallis are against us,
Adam. Don’t let them rope you in. I'll try to get you to
meet daddy somehow or other as soon as I can. I'm not
being an alarmist, Adam. I know what I'm talking about.
Believe me.”

Adam almost believed. In spite of the wildness of Kali’s
words there was something about her that carried convic-
tion. And Kali, with her sophistication and beauty, did not
need to invent stories to get attention.
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They reached the Alitalia gate and through the window
Adam could see the big jet waiting in the rain that had
driven away the fog. Kali todk her ticket out of her bag,
turned anxiously, and, to Adam’s surprise, kissed him
quickly on the cheek, saying again, “Believe me.”

Adam stood watching as she hurried through the door.
People brushed rapidly past him. He looked vaguely for
the canon and the redheaded child, but did not see them.
Oddly enough he felt excited and elated as well as bewil-
dered. He did not have the faintest idea what Kali had
been talking about, or what she was warning him about,
but this was adventure, adventure in the adult world. He
had graduated, all right!

He stood watching, bemused, as Kali’s plane wheeled
around and moved like a cumbersome bird down the run-
way. He could hear the blast of the jet as it slid out of
sight into the rain. Slowly he walked from the Alitalia
gates to the Swissair waiting room. There he saw Canon
Tallis and the tall, gangly child, Dr. O’Keefe’s child,
standing with silent concentration licking ice cream cones,
side by side, each bowed seriously over the ice cream.
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Adam studied the clergyman and the child surreptitiously.
The only extraordinary thing about Canon Tallis was the
fact that he was completely bald, even to having no eye-
brows, and had the look, somehow, of an extremely intel-
ligent teddy bear. The girl seemed to Adam no different
from most children who have suddenly shot up in height
and not caught up with themselves in any other way. Only
the flame of her hair and the open clarity of her blue eyes
hinted that there was something for her to grow up to.

She looked at him over her ice cream cone and Adam
shifted his gaze, for he wanted neither the canon nor the
child to know that he was observing them. He took a book
out of his briefcase and pretended to read it until his flight
was called.

He started to the gate, and saw out of the corner of his
eye that they were following him.

Because it was the height of the tourist season the plane
was crowded. Adam had been assigned a seat by the win-
dow in the tourist section, and though the wing partly ob-
scured his view he would still be able to see a good deal.
Across the aisle, next to the window, sat the child, the
canon beside her, and a lady with lavender hair in the
third seat. The places next to Adam were occupied by two
businessmen with attaché cases.

It was ten o’clock at night by Adam’s watch when they
took off. He had flown in from the Cape in the morning,
but this was his first trip in a jet, and the pull of the gravi-
ties took him by surprise as momentarily he seemed to be
pinned back in his seat. Then, with a smoothness he had
never felt on a prop plane, they were airborne, rain
drenching against the windows. And suddenly there was a
star, and then another and another. Adam tried to watch
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as the plane flew high and clear of the clouds, but the
lights in the cabin turned the windows into mirrors so that
he saw his own refiection thrown back at him.

He looked warily about the plane, trying not to let his
gaze linger on the dark figure of the canon, who was talk-
ing to the child, his face quick with interest and intelli-
gence. But was it a malevolent or a benevolent face?
Adam could not tell. The child laughed, openly, spontane-
ously: Dr. O’Keefe’s child. Adam gave a shiver of excite-
ment. Already, and before he had even met Dr. O’Keefe,
the job promised to be far more than a summer job with a
well-known scientist. Adam, crossing the Atlantic for the
first time, dazzled by the international atmosphere of the
great jet, felt ready for anything.

There was the click and buzz of the loudspeaker, and,
while an attractive stewardess demonstrated, a voice ex-
plained in English, French, and German, the emergency
use of oxygen and how to put on the life belts just in case
the plane should have to be ditched in the middle of the
Atlantic. The captain, also using the three languages, intro-
duced himself, and described the flight route and the alti-
tude at which they would be flying. All of this and Adam
hadn’t even noticed that the NO SMOKING and FASTEN SEAT
BELTS signs had blinked off. Feeling a little foolish, he un-
did his belt, noting that his companions had already un-
fastened theirs, and tried to relax and look world-traveled.
But he was too keyed up for the tautness to leave his body.

Dinner was served, a full and delicious meal in spite of
the hour, and Adam, having had none of his cheeseburger
in the coffee shop with Kali, ate ravenously. After the
trays were cleared the stewardess came around with pil-
lows and blankets, and Adam, like the older men beside
him, leaned back in his seat, loosening his tie and belt. He
knew it was important to try to sleep as soon as he could
because the difference in time would make it a short night.
When they landed in Lisbon at eight-thirty in the morning
it would still be only three-thirty in New York.

But his mind would not shut off. He found himself
remembering a trip to the Hayden Planetarium. He loved
the Planetarium and went there often to see the dome
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come alive with stars. He thought now of a lecturer who
had said, “Of course you never see stars like this in New
York. If you want to see stars you must go out into the
country where there are no lights to dim them. But if you
really want to see stars then you must be out in the middle
of the ocean. Then you can see them as the sailors and
navigators saw them in the days when stars were known
as very few people know them now.”

Adam, wakeful, remembering these words, glanced at
his seat companions. Both had their eyes closed, so very
gently he drew back the curtains at the window. The lights
in the cabin had been dimmed; the window was no longer
a mirror, and he saw that the Planetarium lecturer had
spoken the truth. Never had there been stars as he saw
them now, not at Woods Hole on the beach, nor even out
in a sailboat at night. The stars—how many miles out over
the Atlantic>—were clearer and more brilliant than any-
thing he could have imagined, glorious myriads pulsing
and throbbing about the plane. With his face turned
toward the window he dozed, never sleeping soundly, but
over and over again opening his eyes to the stars.

Then, very slowly, in the east, straight ahead of him, the
sky began to lighten faintly, the stars to seem just a little
less clear. A pale red warmed the horizon, but what made
it different from sunrise seen from the land, or even from
a ship, was the plane’s great altitude, and the most ex-
traordinary sight came surprisingly from behind the plane,
in the west. They were flying east into sunlight, but the
western sky was a strange, deep blue, with a haze of rose
spreading out below and pulsing slowly upward.

By now he was completely awake, looking out the win-
dow before him, behind him, below him. The plane was
so high that he did not see the ocean as ocean, but as
great patches of purply-grey darkness among the scattered
whiteness of clouds. As the light brightened, so that he
was afraid his seat companions would ask him to draw the
curtains, the clouds thickened beneath the plane, though it
was flying in dazzling sunshine.

He Jeaned back in his seat, saturated for the moment
with beauty, and looked around the cabin. Most of the
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passengers were still asleep. A portly gentleman moved
stiffly up the aisle past Adam to the washroom. Across the
aisle the canon and the O'Keefe child were eagerly peering
out the window, the priest leaning over the child, his arm
around her. He seemed very avuncular and not in the least
sinister, and for a moment Adam wondered if he could
have dreamed Kali and her warnings. In the aisle seat next
to the canon the lavender:-haired lady snored delicately.

Then, at three o’clock in the morning New York time,
all the lights were turned on in the plane cabin, and break-
fast was served, which, Adam felt, must have been a little
hard on those passengers going on to Geneva and Zurich,
though he himself was more than ready for food, and the
hot, fragrant coffee made him forget his lack of sleep.

He was starting to wonder why they were not beginning
the descent for Lisbon when he heard the buzz of the
loudspeaker: “Ladies and gentlemen, this is your captain.
We have just passed over Lisbon. Because of weather con-
ditions we are unable to land and will proceed to Madrid.”
The same message was repeated in French and German.

The man next to Adam rang for the stewardess and
asked about visas in Madrid; if they were being forced
into Madrid he wanted to do some sightseeing; he wanted
to go to the Prado.

It would be perfectly all right, the stewardess assured
him; if the plane was held in Madrid for any length of
time those passengers wanting visas would be issued them.

This struck Adam as an unlooked-for piece of luck; a
glimpse of Lisbon and then the island of Gaea were all he
had expected to see. A day in Madrid was a wonderful
and added adventure. The Prado, he knew, was a
museum; if that was the place to go, go to it he would.

Within a few minutes the clouds dispersed as they
started their slow descent, and he could see the country-
side of Spain beneath him. It was all he could have hoped
for in his most romantic dreams: it was as though the
plane had taken them centuries instead of miles out of
their way. In the distance were snow-capped mountains.
Below him were fields of all shapes and patterns and in all
shades of green and brown. He thought he recognized ol-
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ive trees, but the plane was still too high up for him to be
sure. There were hills with ancient forts built around a
square; there were hills with turreted castles. He had heard
of castles in Spain; now he was seeing them. Suddenly he
saw great bare circles of some kind of modern military
emplacements; he was not sure what they were; perhaps
Nike sites. Strange, bleak pockmarks on an ancient rural
landscape, they jerked him out of the middle ages and into
the present.

FASTEN SEAT BELTS flicked on. Across from Adam the
canon and the child slowly sat back in their seats.

The landing was effortless and the great plane taxied
down and around long runways until in the distance Adam
could see a large, cold-looking modern airport; there were
many men in military uniforms moving about. As soon as
the plane had stopped, the rolling steps were pushed up
and the passengers herded out and into a waiting bus, al-
though the jet was only a few yards from the terminal.
Probably, Adam thought, they’re taking us to some other
entrance where they can fix up our visas and tell us when
we can get to Lisbon.

The bus was all part of the adventure, it was so defi-
nitely not an American bus. There was something almost
institutional about it, as though it were not a bus for
which one ever voluntarily paid a fare to take a ride; it
was like a bus in a dream into which people were thrust,
as the jet passengers were now, like it or not, and taken to
some impersonal destination, probably unknown.

About half the passengers were able to sit on the seats
which ran the length of the bus; the rest of them, includ-
ing Canon Tallis and the O’Keefe child, and, of course,
Adam, stood as the bus jounced the few yards to the air
terminal: no more. They were as drenched by the rain
that had suddenly started as they would have been if they
had been allowed to run the short distance between plane
and port, and why they hadn’t been Adam could not
fathom; but since nobody else was remarking on this he
kept his mouth shut.

From the bus they were urged into the terminal where
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one of the stewardesses smiled with professional cheer and
confidence and said, “Wait.”

This must be tough, he realized, throwing the whole
flight out of schedule; for the plane personnel it was not
the adventure it was to Adam and to some of the passen-
gers who were already making sightseeing plans; others
were yawning openly and talking about getting to a hotel
and catching some sleep. There was also some speculation
as to what kind of hotel they were being taken to, and one
of the more traveled passengers said that probably it
would be the Plaza, since the Swissair offices were in the
same building, and that, though there was nothing wrong
with the Plaza, it bore no resemblance whatsoever to the
Plaza in New York and no one had better expect any
such luxury.

The interior of the terminal was as modern and cold

and bleak as the exterior, and as filled with men in uni-
form, though these at least were keeping dry. As Adam
looked at their dark. stern faces he felt some of his op-
timistic sense of well-being and grownupness beginning to
fade, but shook himself, remembering that he had not had
much sleep for two_nights now, and lack of sleep always
, tended to make him edgy and apprehensive—one reason
I he never sat up late studying for exams. If he didn’t know
i it he didn't know it.
e In the big, chill room some of the passengers sat wearily
i on wooden benches, others chatted desultorily, making
-} tentative plans. Canon Tallis stood holding the hand of the
child, who was beginning to look white with fatigue, but
neither of them spoke. It seemed a long time before one of
the stewardesses reappeared and said that they would now
be given visas and would then be driven to a hotel in
1 Madrid. She herded them into two lines, telling them to
| have their passports ready for inspection and stamping.

Adam asked her anxiously, “I'm being met in Lisbon.
) Will they be notified there?”

‘ “Certainly, sir, but we’ll be glad to send a telegram for
you. To whom?”

“I'm not sure who’s meeting me. Could you just notify
Dr. O'Keefe on Gaea? My name’s Adam Eddington.”
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“Of course.” She made a note, smiled again, and ex-
cused herself charmingly.

In the other line, with his passport already being inspect-
ed, stood the canon, and Adam realized that the older
man had overheard him and was now looking at him in an
intent and curious way. As the priest took his passport and
the child’s and walked off toward the exit he turned and
looked back at Adam.

The lines moved quickly. The passport was given to one
man, who checked it. Then the passenger was moved
along to another man who stamped the passport with the
required visa and returned it. It was all brisk and uncom-
plicated.

Until it was Adam’s turn.

The officer at the window took Adam's passport and
flipped casually through it, then turned back to the begin-
ning and began to go slowly over each page. Finally, in
heavily accented English, he said, “Your name, please.”

“Adam Eddington.” Then the boy spoke in Spanish,
since he had had four years of it in school, and Juan, one
of his closest friends was a Puerto Rican, school track star
and prize chemistry student, whose family spoke no En-
glish. “Aqui tiene usted todo escrito en el pasaporte.”—
It's all there, right in the passport.

The officer looked at him sharply. “You have been in
Spain before?”

“No, sir,” Adam said.

“Then why do you speak Spanish?”

“I learned it in school.”

The officer had looked at him unbelievingly. “Americans
do not make a study of languages.”

“Oh, yes, sir. Some of us do.” Adam made the mistake
of smiling as he remembered Juan’s initial struggles with
English.

The officer stared darkly at Adam with hard black eyes;
his hair, too, was black, wavy, and highly polished. His
chin had a dark shadow on it that would never disappear
no matter how recently he had shaved. Looking at him
Adam began to feel distinctly uncomfortable. Maybe
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speaking Spanish had been the wrong thing to do, but he
had only intended to be polite.

After giving Adam the silent treatment for almost a full
minute the inspector returned to the passport, his eyes
flicking from Adam’s photo to his face to the photo again.
Finally he said, in deliberate English, “Your destination?”

Adam did not try Spanish again. “Well, Lisbon.”

“And from there?”

“Gaea.”

A cold flicker seemed to come into the man’s eye. “Why
Gaea?”

“I have a job there for the summer with a Dr.
O’Keefe.”

“O’Keefe,” the inspector said thoughtfully, tapping
Adam’s passport against his teeth. Then he slapped the
passport sharply on the palm of his hand and stood up. He
spoke to two other officials who were behind him, but in
Spanish so swift and low that Adam could not catch it. He
turned to the boy: “Be so kind as to come with me.”

“Now, look here,” Adam said indignantly, “what
business is all this of yours? I was supposed to land in Lis-
bon, not Madrid. The only reason I'm here is the fog, and
I didn’t have anything to do with that. If you don’t want
to give me a visa to go into Madrid, that’s your business.
But I'm not trying to get a job or anything in Spain and I
don’t see why any of this has anything to do with you.”

The inspector listened impassively. Then he jerked his
head. “Come,” he repeated.

Adam opened his mouth to protest again, but something
in the inspector’s visage made him keep quiet. Stomach
churning, he followed the inspector past the line of passen-
gers, through the airport hall, down a corridor. Until the
corridor turned he could feel the eyes of the other passen-
gers on him. He had a moment’s impulse to shout at
them not to let him be taken away like this, but he con-
trolled himself. It was probably something not quite right
about his vaccination certificate, at which the imspector
had glared for several seconds, or something silly and
simple like that.

The inspector led him into a bare room painted a dark,
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oppressive grey. There was an unshaded light glaring from
the ceiling, a desk with a chair before and behind. The
one small, high window was barred. Adam, his knees sud-
denly feeling weak, went to one of the chairs and sat
down.

“Stand,” the inspector snapped.

Adam stood. “What is this—" he started to protest
again, but the inspector cut him off.

“Silence.”

Adam shut his mouth.

The inspector went with deliberate pace across the
room, behind the desk, sat down. He looked at Adam
again from head to foot, as though he did not like at all
what he saw. With a gesture of his dark chin he indicated
that Adam might sit.

This time Adam decided that he was happier standing
on his own two feet.

“SIT,” the inspector barked.

Adam sat.

For a full minute the inspector looked at him in silence.
Then he said, “Why are you working for Dr. O'Keefe?”

“Well—it's—it’s just a summer job,” Adam said. “I've
just graduated from school and I'm going to Berkeley—
that’s in California—in the winter.”

“So why a summer job? Why is this necessary?”

“Most of us kids have to work in the summer to help
out some with our education. Besides this was a big oppor-
tunity for me.”

“Opportunity? How?”

Adam tried not to let his eyes falter as the inspector
pinned him with his stare. He thought of saying that one
does not treat law-abiding American citizens in this way,
but decided that it might just get him into more difficulty,
so he said nothing.

Because of the placement of the chairs the sharp light
fell directly on Adam, but the inspector did not entirely
escape the glare which glinted against a gold tooth in his
stern mouth and threw back a tiny gleam of light. “Oppor-
tunity, how?” he asked again.
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“Well—to work with Dr. O’Keefe—and I've never been
in Europe before—""

“And now that you are here you intend to do what?”

“Well—just work for Dr. O’Keefe.”

“What kind of work?”

“I don’t know exactly. Just whatever I can to help out, I
suppose.”

“Such as?”’

“Well—there may be experiments with starfish or some-
thing I could check on.”

The inspector looked at him sharply, as though the boy
had said something unexpected. He opened his mouth to
speak but was stopped by a knock on the door. He
snapped, “Come in.”

The door opened and in came one of the uniformed
men, followed by Canon Tallis, looking grim.

Adam suddenly remembered with horror all of Kali's
warnings. He realized that they had seemed part of an ad-
venture that was somehow make-believe, he had not taken
them very seriously.

He took them seriously now.

S



The canon did not look at Adam, but went straight to the
inspector, bowing and saying, “Good morning.” Then, in
precise British accent, he said, “But yield who will to their
separation . ..”

There was a pause as the inspector looked at the canon.
His visage, too, was grim. Finally he replied, “My object
in living is to unite . .."”

The two men remained looking at each other, not
speaking, until the inspector got up from the desk, nodded
at the canon, came around to Adam, and handed him his ’
passport. “I find your papers are quite in order after all,”
he said. “You may go. I believe the bus is still waiting.”

The official who had escorted the canon opened the
door, making a respectful obeisance. The canon looked at
the inspector, bowed slightly, turned to Adam, saying,
“Come.” ’

Adam followed him. The priest moved with the ease of
familiarity through the maze of passages until they were at
the glass doors. Outside the bus was sitting greyly at the
curb. The driver opened the doors. The canon got in.
Adam climbed in after him. Someone had given the red-
headed child a seat and she was asleep, her head down on
the shoulder of a middle-aged, motherly-looking woman,
who looked at the canon, saying, “She's all tuckered out.
Let her sleep.”

The priest smiled at her. “Thank you, Martha.”

Adam knew that he, too, ought to say, ‘thank you,
since in some way the canon had been responsible for the
escape from the inspector’s inquisition, but the boy’s mind
was in such a turmoil that he could not speak.

It was obvious that the passengers, who had been kept
waiting in the dark bus all this time, were intensely curi-
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ous. A young man turned to Adam. “What on earth hap-
pened? Why did they drag you away like that?”

The canon answered quickly for him. “Just the usual
passport confusion. There’s one in every busload. You'll
get used to it.”

Now at last Adam said, “Thank you very much, sir.”
But he was not sure just how grateful he was. Although
the canon had an easy and relaxed expression, reminding
Adam once again of the intelligent teddy bear, there was
still the memory of the grim look with which Tallis had
greeted him in the inspector’s office.

The bus started with a grinding of gears and a series of
jolts. Adam felt surprisingly weak in the knees and would
have liked to be able to sit down, but he clutched the
aluminum pole firmly and braced himself so that without
bending down too far he could look out the window. The
trip into Madrid somehow surprised him. Spain seen from
the air had been, except for the emplacements, everything
that he had pictured it in his imagination; the outskirts of
Madrid were a strange and unexpected conglomeration of
old and new. There were many bleak housing develop-
ments like the projects in New York or those pictured in
articles about Russia. Ugly apartments crowded upon
beautiful old houses with walled gardens. Some new build-
ings were finished as far as the scaffolding, but seemed
abandoned. Outside both the old buildings and the new,
laundry was flapping in the breeze. There were many bill-
boards, well over half of them advertising American prod-
ucts, Pepsi-Cola, Coca-Cola, toothpaste. Singer sewing
machines. The city itself was modern, commercial—buses,
trolley cars, taxis, booths advertising the National Lottery,
priests, nuns, young people on bicycles, old women with
long black skirts and black shawls over their heads, girls
with bright skirts high above their knees, newsboys calling,
lottery boys calling—Adam’s mind whirled. The im-
pressions were coming too thick, too fast, events had been
too confusing from the moment he had reached the fog-
bound airport in New York for him to assimilate and sort

out any of it.
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Canon Tallis reached down and wakened the child.
“Poly. We're here.”

She opened her eyes and yawned as the bus drew up in
front of the Hotel Plaza with another sickening jerk that
almost threw Adam and all the standing passengers off
their feet. As they surged toward the exit Canon Tallis
said to the boy, “I’ll see you.”

A pleasant Swissair representative was waiting for them
and herded them quickly out of the bus and through the
revolving doors into the hotel. The Hotel Plaza, at least,
seemed to hold no startling surprises for Adam; it was
very much what he had imagined a middle-class European
hotel would be like.

The passengers were lined up at the desk, where their
passports were collected. Adam’s was given no more, no
less attention than anybody else’s. They were assigned
rooms. The man from Swissair explained that, because of
the fog that gripped Lisbon now as it had New York the
day before, they would not be able to leave Madrid until
five in the afternoon, when weather conditions were sup-
posed to improve. Precisely at five they were all to be in
the lobby of the hotel and would be driven back to the air-
port where a plane would be waiting for them. Meanwhile
they were free to sleep or to do some sightseeing around
Madrid.

Adam went up in the elevator to his room not knowing
exactly what he was going to do. He was wavery with the
desire to sleep, but he was determined not to waste the
day. He decided that a shower and some food would re-
fresh him, and then he would find a bus or trolley to take
him to the Prado and maybe some other places of interest.

His room, a small one with an enormous bathroom,
faced the back. If the view from the front of the hotel was
definitely twentieth century, the view from the rear flung
him into the Middle Ages. He looked down into a court-
yard filled with strutting black geese. In the center was a
stone fountain. The rooftops, in a confused jumble of lev-
els, were warm red tile. The houses were oyster white,
with crooked, unmatched windows. The geese strutted
about, their heads jerking awkwardly in and out of the
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downpour. An old woman, almost completely covered by
an enormous black shawl, came out of a door and threw
the geese some grain, toward which they scurried, gab-
bling. The woman stood, one hand holding the shawl
about her face, watching them; then she disappeared into
the house.

Adam felt his eyes gritty with sleep. If he didn’t take
that shower and get some more coffee and some food he
would succumb to the temptation to lie down on the brass
bed, and that he was determined not to do. Who knew
when he would ever have another day in Madrid?

The water was hot and he steamed happily, then turned
on the cold; he was shivering under its stinging needles
when he became awadre of a tapping on his door. He
turned off the shower and called out, “Just a moment,
please.”

The hotel towels were fluffy and white and voluminous
enough to wrap around him as a kind of bathrobe. Some
instinct—or was it Kali’s warnings?>—made him call, be-
fore he opened the door, “Who is it?”

A pleasant British voice replied, “Canon Tallis.”

Adam fought down a desire to say, “Go away. You're
dangerous. Kali warned me.” But after all the canon had,
by no matter what devious means, rescued him. So he
said, “If you'd wait a minute, please, sir, I'm just out of
the shower. I'll throw on some clothes.”

He dried and dressed as quickly as he could, then cau-
tiously opened the door. Canon Tallis was standing, hands
behind his back, staring upward through the ceiling at
some inner vision. He smiled, the faint ridges where he
should have had eyebrows rising slightly, followed Adam
into the small room and sat on the one chair. Adam sat on
the bed. The canon looked at him for a moment; Adam
was getting distinctly tired of being looked at.

“So you’re the young man who's going to be working
for Dr. O’Keefe this summer.” It was a statement, not a
question.

Adam responded with a terse “yes.” He was giving out
no information. He began to wonder if Old Doc might not
be getting senile after all, letting him in for this kind of
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thing. And as for his parents, they had no right to allow
him to go off into the unknown like this. Of course there
had been correspondence between his father and Dr.
O’Keefe, and a couple of transatlantic phone calls, but
Adam felt that none of the disagreeable things that had
happened should have been allowed by parents who took a
proper concern for their offspring. He forgot that he had
been elated at first by Kali and her warnings.

“Tired?” Canon Tallis asked:

“No.” He bit the word off and did not add sir or father
or whatever it was one was supposed to call an English
canon.

“Not much sleep last night.”

Adam could not help adding, “Nor the night before.”

“Planning to catch up on it today?”

“No,” Adam said briefly. “I'm going to the Prado.”
Then, because his training in courtesy had been thorough,
he added in a more reasonable voice, “I've never been in
Spain before and I don’t know when I'll get another
chance. I didn’t think I ought to waste it.”

Canon Tallis nodded. “Poly’s taking a bit of a nap, but
then we're going to the Prado ourselves. Meanwhile I need
a cup of coffee and a bite to eat. How about you? Dr.
O’Keefe’s a friend of mine, and maybe I can brief you a
bit. Also I want to ask you a favor. I find I am going to
have to stay in Madrid for a few days on business that
would be very dull for Poly. She’s the O’Keefes’ daughter
and a bright child, and perfectly capable at this point of
traveling alone, but I'm responsible for her, and 1 feel
rather badly about cutting her little vacation short, so I
thought, since we’ve happened to run into each other, that
I'd ask you to be kind enough to let her travel back to Lis-
bon with you.”

What was there to say? There were no possible grounds
for refusal of this perfectly reasonable request, so Adam
nodded with a mumbled, “Yes, sir.”

The canon stood up and yawned amply. “Two sleepless
nights haven’t given you the best preparation in the world
for seeing the Prado. Nevertheless you may find it rather
impressive in its own modest way.”
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When they reached the lobby the priest, instead of head-
ing for the revolving doors, went to the desk. “Passports
for Canon Tallis and Adam Eddington, please,” he said in
fluent Spanish. There was a brief wait, during which
Adam felt himself getting nervous again. But the passports
were handed to them without question.

“Be careful of it,”” the canon said. Adam did not men-
tion that the advice was unnecessary. “Let’s just go into
the dining room here, shall we? No point in getting soaked
again before we have to.”

They went into an almost empty dining room with
whitenaped tables, and the canon ordered café au lait and
an omelette.

Adam told the waitress, “Esta bien para mi, también.”

As she left the canon said, “You speak excellent Span-
ish.”

“T had it in school,” Adam found himself explaining
again.

“Any other languages?”

“A bit of French and.German.”

“Portuguese?”

“No.”

“Too bad. Russian?”

“No. I'd have liked to, but they stretched a few points
for me with the ones I took.”

“Poly’s our linguist,” the canon said. “She speaks all of
those, plus Gaean. Now she wants to tackle Chinese.
Sometimes it’s a bit hard to hold Poly down.” He seemed
to be looking at Adam as though searching for something.
“Poly’s the oldest of the O’Keefe children, and she helps
her mother a great deal. This is the first real vacation she’s
had. I had to give a couple of lectures in Boston and it
seemed a good chance for her to get away. Then I was to
have gone to Geneva for a few days and I'd planned to
take her with me there, too. Too bad this fog had to come
up and spoil her little treat for her. I must ask you, Adam,
please to stay close to her. It is not that Poly isn’t capable
of taking care of herself. But there are some—shall we
call them undesirable characters?—who are far too inter-
ested in Dr. O’'Keefe’s experiments. I will see to it that you



30 MADELEINE L'ENGLE

both get on the plane, and Dr. O’Keefe will be at the air-
port to meet you. But please do not let Poly out of your
sight. Will you promise me that?”

“Well—yes, of course,” Adam said. “But I don’t under-
stand.”

The priest looked at him thoughtfully. Adam looked
back. —I'm going to do some of the staring, too, he de-
cided. Grey eyes looked steadily into grey. Finally the
canon said, *Adam, I wish I could tell you the things that
would make you understand. When you start working for
Dr. O’Keefe you’ll realize for yourself the importance of
his work, and its implications. But for now I must simply
ask you to trust me, as I must, in my turn, trust you.” His
face again looked grim, though it was a different kind of
grimness from that in the stark and frightening room in
the airport.

—But I don’t trust you, Adam thought. Not after Kali.
Not after you seemed to be so in cahoots with a fink like
the inspector. People you can trust simply aren’t in with
secret police kind of people.

The waitress brought their coffee and omelette, and
crisp, crunchy rolls each wrapped separately in tissue-like
paper. The omelette was delicious, though the coffee was
bitter, and stronger than any Adam had tasted before. He
watched the canon take the hot milk pitcher in one hand,
coffee pot in the other, and pour simultaneously, and so he
did the same for his second cup and found it considerably
improved.

Finally, leaning back and lighting a cigarette, the canon
said, “There. That’s better. I hear that you have the mak-
ings of a fine scientist.”

“Well—it's what I'm interested in,” Adam said. “Marine
biology.”

“Yes. I saw the letter Dr. Didymus wrote Dr. O’Keefe.
You will, I trust, like working with Dr. O’Keefe, Adam.
He’s a very great man, far greater than Dr. Didymus, fine
though he is—”

“Old Doc—"" Adam started indignantly.

“Old Doc would be the first to acknowledge it,” the
canon said sternly. “If he didn’t think you had the mak-
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ings of—somebody worthwhile, he would never have sent
you over here.”

Adam flushed with pleasure, then remembered Kali’s
warnings, superimposed on a few Grade B movies. —Flat-
tery, he thought. —He’s trying to get around me with flat-
tery. And just because he looks like Winnie the Pooh. . . .
Yukh: I've got to watch it.

Canon Tallis pushed back his chair. “Let’s go wake
poor Poly up, and then we’ll be off to the Prado. You’ll
come with us, of course.” This, again, was a statement, not
a question.

Adam’s first instinct was to say, “Of course I won’t.”
But then he thought, —If I go with him I can keep an eye
on him. And if I have to drag this kid to Lisbon with me I
might as well see what she’s like, too.

So all he said was, “That will be fine, sir.”

They went up in the elevator together to the top floor.
As he reached for his keys the canon whistled the first few
measures of a melody, Behind the closed door the melody
was returned. Adam recognized the tune, but in the fa-
tigue and confusion of the moment he could not place it.
Canon Tallis unlocked the door.

Poly was sitting on the edge of the bed, reading. She
looked up, indignantly. “You locked me in.”
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“No, Poly darling,” the canon said. “Just others out.”

“Oh. Oh, okay, then.”

“Adam, this is Poly O’Keefe. Poly, this is Adam Ed-
dington, your father’s new laboratory assistant.”

Poly stuck out a lean brown hand and shook Adam’s.
Her grip was firm and confident. “Hello, Adam. Actually
my name’s Polyhymnia. Isn’t that an awful name to give
anybody? And it’s all Father Tallis’ fault. He’s my godfa-
ther and he christened me. It’s surprising that I still love
him, isn’t it? I tell you all this so that you'll know that if
you ever call me anything but Poly I'll jump at you and
kick and scratch like a wildcat.”

“All right: Poly it will be,” Adam said.

Canon Tallis said, “Get your coat and hat, Pol.”

Poly looked out her window, which faced front on the
modern street. “Nasty, stinking, foul old rain,” she said,
crossly, wheeled and took a navy blue burberry and a
beret out of the closet.

They stopped off on Adam’s floor while he picked up
his trenchcoat, then went out into the street where the
canon hailed a taxi with his furled umbrella.

“A lot of good it does us that way,” Poly remarked.

They got in the taxi and the canon began pointing out
places of interest. “If we have time this afternoon we’ll go
to the Plaza Mayor and you can walk around a bit.”

“That’s where the Spanish Inquisition started,” Poly
said, “and bullfights, and all kinds of icky stuff. It always
gives me the shivers. Do we have to go there, Father?”

“Don’t you think Adam ought to see it?”

“Oh, I suppose so. But I always seem to hear screams
still quivering in the air. And smell blood.” She looked
defiantly at Adam. “I am not morbid.”
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“It’s all right,” Adam assured her. “I think that places
hold atmospheres, too.”

“You’re nice,” Poly said. “I shan’t mind flying to Lisbon
with you after all. At least Father said that that’s what I'd
be doing if it’s all right with you.”

“It’s fine with me,” Adam said. She was a queer kid and
he couldn’t very well hurt her feelings. Something in the
tone of his voice, though, seemed to make her dubious, so
he added, “Now I won’t have to worry about recognizing
your father.”

Poly laughed, a warm, deep chuckle. “I look exactly
like daddy. Stringbean aspect and all. Some of daddy’s as-
sistants have called him a long drink of water. That’s me.”

“The red hair and blue eyes, too,” Canon Tallis said,
“and with a little bit of luck the looks of your mother and
maternal grandmother.”

“Oh, I don’t really care about being beautiful,” Poly
stated. “At least not yet.”

As they neared the Prado, which was a longer drive
than Adam had anticipated, Canon Tallis explained that
although the museum was now in the city of Madrid, it
was not too very long ago that it had been out in the
country in the middle of fields.

It was not at all what Adam had expected of one of the
most famous museums in Europe. Not only was it utterly
unlike the Guggenheim or even the Frick, which was only
natural, it also bore no resemblance whatsoever to the
Metropolitan, either in the building itself, or in the display
of pictures. He was amazed to find it an enormous, dirty,
badly lighted place, the light even worse than usual now
because of skies dark with rain. In room after room there
was a great jumble of masterpieces, El Grecos, Murillos
(many of these looking like cheap religious Christras
cards), Velasquezes, Goyas, Raphaels, lesser known paint-
ers, unknown painters, early work, middle work, later
work, good painting, middling painting, bad painting, fin-
ished and unfinished painting, all thrown at the wanderer
in one great saturating splash. Canon Tallis was obviously
familiar with every inch of the place, separating, sorting,
explaining, ostensibly to Poly, but also for Adam.
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Poly stood in a roomful of El Grecos and turned round
and round, slowly. Then she stopped in front of a large
painting of St. Andrew and St. Francis, the two of them
standing together in obvious and direct communion. “I'm
staggered,” she said, “absolutely staggered, Father. Why
haven’t I seen it before?” She contemplated the picture
again for a time in silence, assuming a junior version of
Canon Tallis’ stance, her legs braced slightly apart, her
hands behind her back. “Of course it’s impossible,” she
said.

“What?” Adam asked.

“That they should be there, like that, standing, talking
together when they lived eleven hundred years apart. But
I'm so glad they are. It does make the time seem unimpor-
tant, doesn’t it?”’ She turned to Canon Tallis and smiled.
“I'm sorry I was horrid about not going to Geneva with
you. But we’ll do it another time, won’t we?”

“Yes,” he said gently. “Yes, we'll do that, Poly.”

Just as Adam felt super-saturated, they paused for lunch
in the museum cafeteria. This, at least, Adam found not
unlike the cafeterias in the Met or the Museum of Natural
History, except that it was much smaller, and most people
automatically ordered a bottle of wine with lunch.

Here, for some reason, the canon and Poly switched
into Spanish, so Adam joined them. Poly smiled at him
warmly, “Oh, good, I'm so glad you aren’t one of these
Americans who refuses to speak anybody else’s language.
You speak awfully well.”

“Thank you.”

“Adam, do have a hamburger. Spanish hamburgers are
the funniest things. The meat even is different. People who
want some good American food order them and then go
into a state of shock. Then they say it's bad meat cooked
in rancid oil.” She grinned at the canon and slapped her
own hand lightly. “I'm being judgmental again, aren’t I?
I'm sorry. But do try one, Adam. I find them absolutely
cordon bleu.”

The hamburger was indeed unlike an American ham-
burger; Poly’s milkshake, too, bore little resemblance to
anything Adam had had at home. He and the canon had
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coffee; without it Adam by now could not have stayed
awake, and fatigue multiplied the already existing confu-
sion in his mind. Poly, like the hamburger and the milk-
shake, was unlike any American child Adam had ever
met, but she had evidently spent most of her life abroad.
It was obvious that she adored Canon Tallis, and he, in his
turn, seemed to love her deeply, but Adam was still very
unsure of the canon. After all, a man in ecclesiastical garb
could get away with murder—well, perhaps not murder,
exactly—a lot more easily than anybody else.

After lunch they wandered around the museum for a
while longer. Adam’s legs were beginning to ache with fa-
tigue. He now felt only irritation at some of the pictures
which were so badly hung that they could hardly be seen
for the glare; at others Adam found he was squinting, one
eye closed, his nose almost touching the canvas. In many
of the rooms were smocked art students copying paintings.
The canon stopped by ayoung girl who was copying a
baroque Annunciation. She turned around and smiled at
him, brilliantly and warmly, in recognition. He pressed
one hand briefly against her shoulder, but neither of them
spoke, nor did he seem to consider introducing her to
Adam or Poly. They moved on into a large rotunda full of
statues watched over by a uniformed guard. As Adam and
Poly followed the canon in, the guard moved over to them
quietly, saying in English,

“My avocation and my vocation—"

“—As my two eyes make one in sight,”’ the canon re-
plied. The exchange was so swift, the voices were so low,
that no one but Adam, and perhaps Poly, was aware that
anything had been said.

Adam’s retentive memory, the envy of his friends at
school, came to his rescue now. For a moment he seemed
to be back in the secret police room in the airport with the
grim-faced canon speaking to the inspector.

—They rhyme! Adam thought suddenly. —What he
said with the inspector then, and with the guard now. I
don’t remember the words, but I'm sure if I could get
them and put them together and make four lines of them,
they’d rhyme. An ABAB rhyme scheme.
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He looked at the canon. The canon looked at him. Nei-
ther of them spoke.

—It's familiar, Adam thought. —It’s vaguely familiar.
Maybe something I had at school. If I could only figure
out what it was I'd know more what I think about him.

The canon pulled out a very plain gold watch with a
Phi Beta Kappa key on the chain. Something clicked in
Adam’s mind. —But he’s English. He shouldn’t have a Phi
Beta Kappa key. Not unless he went to an American uni-
versity as an undergraduate. Not likely. So then he must
be a phony, the way Kali said. Unless—well, it could be
honorary, like Churchill’s..I don’t know.

His eyes flickered back over the canon. For the first
time Adam noticed that the plain black of the priest’s
clothing was broken by the tiny red sliver of the French
Legion d’Honneur ribbon in his lapel. This was possible.
Old Doc had one, too.

“Time to go,” Canon Tallis said briskly.

Perhaps because of Poly’s words Adam was not too
happy with the Plaza Mayor. Then again it may have been
simply the rain which dripped down the collar of his
trenchcoat, though Canon Tallis tried to shield the three of
them with his big black umbrella as they walked slowly
about. The Plaza Mayor was a great, beautiful square,
cobblestoned, with magnificent buildings, horses sadly pull-
ing wagons, arches leading to narrow, winding streets with
shops and restaurants and laundry hanging out even in the
downpour; perhaps it was the sullen stream of rain which
was responsible for the dark aura that Adam felt as he
looked across the vast, echoing space of the square.

It was almost five when they got back to the hotel, and
Adam went up to his room to collect his things. When he
opened his briefcase, which he had not taken to the Prado,
he was quite sure that someone had gone through it while
he was out, that his books were not as he had left them.
His first thought was to rush to Canon Tallis with this dis-
turbing news. Then he realized, with a sudden jerk of the
stomach, that the trip to the Prado might have been en-
gineered by the canon simply to get him out of the room.

Adam went through the briefcase again, carefully.
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‘Nothing had been taken, but he was quite certain that its
contents had been examined and then replaced as accu-
rately as possible. —When I get to Lisbon, he thought,
- —T’ll make some excuse at least to telephone Kali. If I see
her again now maybe I'll be able to sort things out.
Downstairs the Swissair man and almost all the other
E. passengers were already assembled. Those who had been
- going on to Geneva and Zurich, with the exception of
- Canon Tallis and Poly, had left, so it was a smaller group
gathered together in the lobby. The perpetually pleasant
"r Swissair man told them that the bus was waiting, that they
. would be taken to the airport and flown to Lisbon, and
-~ would be there in time for dinner.
Since the canon was staying in Madrid instead of going
" on to Geneva, as originally planned, or even to Lisbon,
there seemed to be some question about his being allowed
to go in the bus with them to the airport. Adam felt like
. saying that he could take care of Poly perfectly well by
himself, but at this point he thought it wiser not to cross
. the older man who was talking in a quiet but most deter-
mined way to the Swissair man, who finally smiled and
. nodded, shook hands with the canon, and then ushered the
passengers out into the rain and onto the bus.

At the airport the Swissair man, still smiling, but begin-
ning to look tired and harassed from all the questions
being thrust at him, took them into the dining room where
" he told them to order refreshments, compliments of Swiss-

air. Adam sat at a large, round table with Poly and

Canon Tallis and five other passengers, so that conversa-

tion was perforce general, and mostly about the weather.

Bits of gossip flitted from table to table as the Swissair

man would appear, speak to one group, then hurry off:

the airport in Lisbon was still closed; the airport in Lisbon
was open; the airport in Lisbon was open but might close
at any moment; the airport in Lisbon was closed but might
open at any moment. Strangely enough the downpour in

Madrid never seemed to be any concern.

After a little over an hour had gone by the Swissair
man came hurrying in and told the entire group, in a
voice now slightly hoarse, that they would be served din-
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ner since the airport in Lisbon was definitely still closed'i
down.

There was a small, smug, middle-aged couple at Adam’s
table who decided that they would like to stay on in
Madrid and were furious when the Swissair man wouldn’t
pay for their hotel or passage to Lisbon unless they
traveled with the rest of the group. Adam was embar-
rassed by their rudeness, and ashamed that they were
American. Poly leaned sleepily against Canon Tallis who
sipped at a small glass of Tio Pépé.

The Swissair man disappeared again and the table was
quickly set and a full dinner served, soup, omelette,
chicken, fruit, cheese. Adam discovered that he was
starved. They were finishing their coffee when the Swissair
man appeared again, beaming like the Cheshire cat. A
Spanish plane would take them to Lisbon where the air-
port was at last open. He hurried off; in a few minutes the
plane was called and everyone trooped to the gate where
they were completely unexpected. Canon Tallis was trying
to sort out the situation with the Iberian Airlines official
when the Swissair man came panting up. Wait! A plane
was being flown in from Geneva for them.

It was well after ten when they were finally herded
through the gate. Canon Tallis stood watching after Poly .
and Adam as they paddled out into the rain and onto the |
bus, stood watching until the bus was driven off. This time
it was more than a few yards to the plane. The bus began
to gather speed and although the rain was letting up and
the atmosphere was lighter it was not long before the dark
figure of the canon had disappeared.

Poly turned anxiously to Adam. “You will stay right
with me, won’t you?”

“Yes, if you want me to. Why? Are you nervous?”
Adam asked, hoping to get some information out of her.

Poly contemplated him as the bus jolted along over the
wet ground. Finally she said calmly, “I have never
traveled alone before, and, after all, I am still a child.”

Adam felt like crying, —Okay, child, why are you hold-
ing out on me, too?

But if he ever wanted to get anything out of Poly it
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would not do to antagonize her now. Granted she was an
odd kid, but she was obviously a bright one, and he liked
her, and he knew that she liked him, despite the deliberate
evasiveness of her last answer. Sooner or later she would
talk to him, as long as he didn’t push her. Most people did
seem to talk to Adam, which may have been one reason
he wasn’t more surprised at Kali’s confidences or at any-
thing else that had happened.

Giving him a wary look Poly put her hand in his as
they left the bus, and held it firmly until they were safely
in the plane. “A caravelle,” Poly said. “You don’t mind if
I sit next to the window, with you on the aisle, do you,
Adam? It’s just because I like to look out.”

“Is that the only reason?”’ he asked her, stowing her
small blue case and his briefcase under their seats.

“Isn’t it reason enough?” she asked as he sat down
beside her. -~

It was to be a short flight, they were told, about forty-
five minutes. After they had been in the air less than half
an hour Poly said, “I have to go to the washroom, Adam.”

He moved his knees to let her go by. At the aisle she
stopped, started to say something, walked on for a couple
of rows, then came back. “Watch after me, Adam,
please,” she said tensely, then hurried up the aisle and dis-
appeared into the washroom.

Adam had looked over the passengers and a more nor-
mal lot, he felt, could not have been found. The original
group was all American, vocal, and eager to be on the
way. Only a handful of new passengers had been added,
and none of these looked in the least sinister or even curi-
ous. The only figure who was even faintly colorful was a
rabbi with a long, luxuriant growth of brown beard. He
had a look of quiet dignity, and sat, isolated in contempla-
tion, until he turned to a book which Adam could see, by
straining, was something by Martin Buber.

Poly’s small voice as she had turned back toward him
made him a little tense, but after all she was only a kid,
and a girl, and girls are apt to be hysterical, and that dog-
goned canon had evidently frightened her about some-
thing. He shook himself and settled back to read an article




on starfish which Old Doc had stuck into his hand that
last day in Woods Hole. Adam could usually concentrate
but his eyes now kept flickering to the face of his wrist-
watch. After Poly had been gone a couple of minutes he
began to look back toward the washroom door every few
seconds. After the hands showed that five minutes had
passed he put the starfish article aside and did nothing but
look at the washroom. After another minute he felt a dis-
tinct queasiness in the pit of his stomach, and went to the
back of the plane.

The steward looked at him, saying courteously, “The
other washroom is empty, sir.”

“Yes,” Adam said. “I'm traveling with a little girl and
she’s been in there several minutes and I'm afraid she may
not be well.”

The steward tapped lightly on the door. Nothing hap-
pened. Adam knocked, rather more loudly. “Poly!” he
called.

Nothing.

“Not so loud, please, sir,” the steward said. “We don’t
want to disturb the other passengers. Just a minute and I
will unlock the door from this side.”

He took out a key and after a certain amount of manip-
ulation the door swung open.

The washroom was empty.
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“You must have been mistaken, sir,” the steward said.

“I saw her go in.”

“Then she must have left without your noticing it.”

Wildly Adam looked round the plane, but his hope of
seeing Poly safely in her seat vanished. “Find her for me,
then,” he said, angrily.

“What does she look like?”

“A tall, thin child, about twelve. Red hair and blue
eyes.”

The steward went methodically up and down the aisles,
even looking into the pilot’s cabin. When he came back to
Adam he spoke soothingly. “Are you absolutely certain,
sir, that any such child came onto the plane?”

“Get the stewardess to check the records,” Adam sug-
gested.

The steward summoned the stewardess, speaking in
Spanish. “This young idiot,” he said, “seems to think he
brought some kid on the plane with him, and now he’s lost
her. He had a wild idea she’s been flushed down the toilet
or something. Just another American crackpot. But check
your records.” Turning to Adam he said, in English, “Her
name, please.”

“Polyhymnia O’Keefe.”

Adam stood, seething, until the stewardess looked up
from her papers. “No O’Keefe got on the plane.”

Adam burst into Spanish. He had learned a good deal
of picturesque language from Juan and his family and he
let it all out now. Up and down the cabin passengers
roused from snoozing and turned their heads in curiosity.

Adam thought he saw the steward press some kind of
signal. In any case the FASTEN SEAT BELTS light flashed on
and the stewardess moved briskly through the cabin,
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seeing that the passengers, many of whom had risen at
Adam’s flow of invective, were seated and their seat belts
snapped on.

The steward turned to Adam. “We are going through
some turbulence, sir.” he said, though this time in Spanish,
seeming not at all abashed that Adam must have under-
stood his words to the stewardess. “You will have to go to
your seat.”

Adam did not move. “I'm going through turbulence all
right. I was put in charge of the child and I am responsi-
ble for her. I saw her go into the washroom.”

“Sir.” The steward sighed in resignation at Adam’s idi-
ocy. “No child came onto the plane with you. You saw us
check the passenger list. I must insist that you sit down,
and in Lisbon—are you being met, sir?”

“Yes,” Adam snapped.

“Then perhaps you should see a doctor.” The steward’s
hands shot out with unexpected suddenness and strength,
grasped Adam’s arms, and forcibly propelled him down
the aisle. He was put into his seat with a quick shove, and
the belt tightened around him.

The loudspeaker coughed. “This is your captain. We are
now beginning the descent to Lisbon.”

The stewardess walked up and down the aisle, adjusting
a pillow here, asking a passenger to put out a cigarette
there. The steward stood lounging by Adam’s seat.

“Listen,” Adam said, “if you don’t believe me, the blue
case under the seat belongs to Poly. How did it get there if
she didn’t come onto the plane?”

The steward spoke gently. “There is no blue case under
the seat.”

Adam looked down. His briefcase was there, but not
Poly’s little blue bag. “Hey!” he called wildly, looking up
and down the plane. “I did get on with a redheaded kid,
didn’t 1?7

The steward’s hand pressed against the boy’s mouth as
he explained apologetically to the passengers that Adam
wasn’t well, that a doctor would be found as soon as they
had landed in Lisbon, that there was no cause for alarm.
No one need worry. Over the steward’s hand Adam looked
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frantically at the passengers, but nobody said anything or
moved to rescue him. He heard one woman say, “I
thought I saw a child, but maybe it was at the hotel with
that priest. I'm so tired I just don’t remember which way
is up.”

The steward removed his hand. If Adam had thought it
would do any good he would have started a physical battle
with the man. But that course would, at this point, seem to
lead into worse trouble than already surrounded him.

“If you will stay quietly where you are until we land,”
the steward said, “everything will be all right.” He walked
back the length of the plane to his post.

Again Adam looked up and down the cabin, though he
did not move in his seat or turn his head more than neces-
sary. Surely they must have heard him; surely someone
must have noticed Poly and would come to tell him so.

The rabbi was sitting with his hands in his lap, his book
evidently put away in his briefcase. His head was back
against the seat rest and he appeared to be contemplating
the ceiling. To Adam’s surprise he began to whistle
thoughtfully.

Adam almost jumped out of his seat.

It was the melody Canon Tallis had whistled for Poly at
the Hotel Plaza.

‘He kept his eyes fixed on the rabbi, but the rabbi con-
tinued to look upward. Although Adam still could not
place the melody it was familiar enough to him (had he
sung it in school? in choir? was it something his parents
knew?) so that he in his turn could whistle a measure. The
rabbi stopped. His eyes moved slowly from the ceiling. He
turned, looked at Adam, nodded almost imperceptibly,
then turned away and studied the ceiling again.

Adam was too upset and confused to look out the win-
dow as the plane descended toward Lisbon. He kept look-
ing up and down the cabin, with his gaze coming to pause
again and again on the rabbi. But the rabbi did not move.
Adam felt, after a while, that he should not stare, that he
should not let the other passengers, and certainly not the
steward, know that he had had any kind of communica-
tion with anybody in the plane since Poly’s disappearance.
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He was startled to feel the touch of wheels upon run-
way, to know that they were earthbound again. The loud-
speaker buzzed and the passengers were told the
disembarking procedure. It would all be very simple. Ex-
cept, of course, for Adam.

The FASTEN SEAT BELTS sign blinked out, though the No
SMOKING sign remained lit. The passengers rose and took
coats and bags and began moving to the door. Adam
pushed forward as quickly as he could, almost knocking
into the rabbi who was just ahead of him. As they waited
to get out Adam touched the dark sleeve gently and the
rabbi moved his head just enough to let Adam know that
he was listening.

“I did have the child with me, didn’t 1?”

The rabbi gave an almost imperceptible nod.

At this quiet confirmation Adam was again able to
think coherently. By the time he reached the exit he knew
what he was going to say and do. He spoke to the steward
with cold control. “I will have to report this to the authori-
ties. I have taken your name and that of the stewardess.”

The steward shrugged indifferently. “As you like, sir.
You will be yourself again soon, I am sure.”

The stewardess simply smiled blandly at him as she had
at the other passengers, saying, as though there had been
no trouble, “I hope you enjoyed your trip.”

Adam brushed by her and down the steps after the
rabbi.

At the passport counter, despite, or perhaps because of
his hurry, Adam found a number of passengers ahead of
him; he was in the middle of the line. He looked ahead
and saw the rabbi collecting his passport and disappearing.
Adam was shocked and disappointed at this complete
abandonment. For a moment he had felt that the situation
was under control, that everything would be all right as
soon as the proper authorities were spoken to. Now he felt
blind panic.

The line here in Lisbon moved more slowly than it had
in Madrid. When Adam’s turn came he handed his pass-
port across the counter saying, “I want to report a miss-
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ing child. I got onto the plane with a twelve-year-old girl
and she went to the washroom and never came out.”

The official looked at him incredulously. “But sir, that is
impossible.”

“Yes,” Adam said. “Nevertheless it happened.”

“Why didn’t you speak immediately to the steward or
the stewardess?”

“I did. They were not very helpful.”

“Oh, but sir, the personnel is always—"

Adam interrupted. “They said the child had not come
onto the plane with me.”

The official relaxed. “Well, then, sir—"

“But she did get on the plane with me. If you will get in
touch with Canon Tallis in Madrid—"

“Yes?” the official asked helpfully. “His address, please?
Or perhaps you know his phone number?”’

Adam realized that he had no way of knowing where in
that enormous city the canon might be. He thought
quickly, then said, “I don’t know where he is staying, but
if you call the English church they would be able to tell
you there.”

“Sir,” the official said, shaking his head sadly. “I'm
afraid I cannot possibly help you. I will see that you are
conducted to my superior, and you can tell your story to
him.” He summoned a young boy in a page’s uniform, and
spoke to him in rapid Portuguese. Adam had hoped that
Spanish and Portuguese would be close enough so that he
would be able to understand, but they were not.

The page said, “Kindly follow me, sir.” Adam started to
move away from the window when a voice said, “Don’t
forget your passport.”

Startled, and furious with himself for having almost
done exactly that, Adam wheeled around and there was
the rabbi, together with a tall, blue-eyed, redheaded man.
The resemblance to Poly was plain; it could be none other
than Dr. O’Keefe who came up to the window and spoke
in slow, clear English. “Mr. Eddington’s passport, please.
He has had an unfortunate experience and is a little—up-
set. I will take care of everything.”

Adam started to turn on Dr. O’Keefe in indignation,
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but something in the older man’s expression stopped him.
The official at the window handed Adam the passport, say-
ing, “Certainly, and my sincere thanks, Dr. O’Keefe.”

Adam found himself hustled out of the airport and into
a waiting taxi. As the door was slammed and the taxi
pulled off he realized that he was alone with Dr. O’Keefe;
the rabbi had again disappeared. “But Poly—" he started.

“Not now,” Dr. O’Keefe said. Adam looked at him and
could see that the older man’s face was white with strain.
His complete quiet and control was costing him an enor-
mous effort. After a moment, as though to break the
silence, he said, “We managed to get your bags. Fortu-
nately you had them well labeled. They’re in the trunk of
the taxi.”

“Where are we going?” Adam asked.

“The Hotel Avenida Palace. We will have to stay there
until—”

“Sir,” Adam started, “sir . . .” and then stopped be-
cause he found that he could not go on.

Dr. O’Keefe said quietly, “You are not to blame your-
self for this in any way. It was nothing you could have
prevented. We thought getting Poly away would be the
best thing. But—" again he broke off.

Adam saw little of Lisbon as they drove in, though, in
order to gather himself together, he turned his face toward
the window as though he were looking out. Lisbon was,
even to his confused eyes, completely different from
Madrid. Madrid was a cold city, Lisbon a warm one, full
of buildings painted sun yellow, deep blue. There were
squares with fountains, statues, gardens, a sense of space
and color everywhere.

The Avenida Palace was an old hotel, a beautiful build-
ing which at any other time would have delighted Adam:
but he was now so tired with the events of the past hours
as well as with lack of sleep that he followed Dr. O'Keefe
like a small child. A porter took his bags out of the taxi’s
trunk, and Adam went with Dr. O’Keefe into the hotel.

“Your passport, please, Adam,” Dr. O’Keefe said, and
registered for him. The passport, as in Madrid, was re
tained, but Dr. O'Keefe explained that this was routine
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procedure, and, unless there were trouble with the police
they would get it back shortly.

They were taken to a great square corner room with
four shuttered and curtained windows. There were twin
beds, an octagonal table with easy chairs, a desk, a crystal
chandelier. The bathroom was large and all of marble.

“We look out on the Place dos Restauradores and the
Rue Jardim do Regedor,” Dr. O’Keefe told Adam as the
page put down the suitcases. “There’s a rather interesting
view of the Fort up on the crest of the hill.” He gestured
to one of the curtained windows, but made no move to
pull back the draperies. He locked the door carefully,
checked the cupboards.

“Poly—"" Adam started desperately.

Although Dr. O'Keefe’s rigid control had not lessened,
he dropped, now that he and Adam were done, the public
manner, answering with the one word, “Kidnapped.”

“But—"

“But why? Old Doc may have told you something of
my research.”

“Just that it was interesting, and—unusual.”

“I've stumbled onto something. Something that is un-
usual, desirable to many people, and important. It was
wise of Old Doc not to tell you anything about it. What
you don’t know, you can tell no one. Therefore, if you
will forgive me, I will not tell you yet. But Poly knows too
much for her own good. Therefore, Adam, I will have to
ask you to-stay here in this room until I return. Are you
hungry?” '

“No, sir.”

“But tired, I imagine.”

“Yes.”

“Then this will be a good opportunity for you to sleep.
You should answer the telephone if it rings. But under no
circumstances open the door, and when I go please dou-
ble-lock it from the inside. The best thing you can possibly
do now is to catch up on your sleep. When I find Poly and
we get to Gaea I will be able to explain things more fully
to you.”

Adam said, “But, sir, what are you going to do?”
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“There are onrly certain things I can do. First I'll go to
Interpol—the International Police. But there is only so
much, at this point, that they can do. Then the Embassy.
Then to a man I know and trust in the police here. But
for Poly’s sake nothing must be done wildly or without
thought. Don’t be worried if I'm not back immediately.”

Adam nodded numbly, taking courage from the fact
that there was not a hint of a suggestion that Poly might
not be found.

When the older man had left he undressed and took a
long, hot bath, followed by a shower, as though to wash
off the evil aura of the steward and stewardess who had
tried to make him believe that Poly didn’t exist. He put on
his pajamas, turned down one of the twin beds, and got in.
The telephone, a rather old-fashioned instrument, stood,
silent, on the table between the beds. Adam looked at it,
felt his eyelids sag. He had thought, while bathing, that he
was much too upset to be able to sleep, but the moment
his head touched the pillow his exhausted body took over
and he blanked out.

He did not know how long he had been lost in sleep,
sleep so deep that it was dreamless, when he became
aware at the edges of his consciousness of a soft but per-
sistent tapping on the door. He had no idea where he was,
his sleep-drugged body feeling that he was back in Woods
Hole and that his mother was trying to rouse him to get
him to Old Doc’s on time, “All right, Mother, all right,
I'm up,” he mumbled irritably.

The tapping continued.

Finally it penetrated into Adam’s mind enough so that
he knew that he must drag himself out of his stupor and
do something about it. He pulled open his eyes to absolute
darkness. His room at Woods Hole, many-windowed and
curtainless, had always been full of light. He could not be
there. Where was he? Slowly his tired mind began dredg-
ing up the events of the hours since he had first gone into
the airport in New York, though it was several moments
before he was able to waken sufficiently to remember that
he was in Lisbon, in a hotel called the Avenida Palace,
that the windows were heavily shuttered and curtained,
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and that this accounted for the sultry darkness. He
fumbled around until he found the bedlamp and turned it
on, a bulb of wattage that would be thoroughly inadequate
for reading but did suffice to show him the face of his
watch. It was almost four o’clock. In the morning or in
the afternoon? He looked across to the other twin bed and
it was empty. In this closed-in room there was no telling
the hour of day or night.

The tappmo on the door persisted, never getting louder,
just going on and on, like a branch in a light breeze
knocking constantly against a window.

It should have made him afraid. Alone in this dark,
timeless place with someone—who?—softly trying to pene-
trate his consciousness and then pis room, he should have
been weak with terror. But he was too tired to feel any-
thing but regret for his lost sleep.

“Wait!” he called, shoving back the sheet, getting out of
bed, crossing to the nearest window, dragging back heavy
folds of curtain, opening creaking white shutters. A wel-
come breath of cool, damp air came in. Street lamps
shone waveringly onto dark, rain-wet pavement.

Four in the morning, then.

He went warily to the door, put his hand on the knob,
then drew back as if the door were hot, and called softly,
“Who is it?”

He half expected to hear the voice of the steward from
the plane, or even Canon Tallis; but it was a girl’s light
voice. “Adam, it’s Kali. Let me in.”

Adam felt weak with relief, but just as he started to un-
lock the door his hand drew back again. “Just a minute.”
He stood there in the dimly lit room, trying to marshal his
thoughts. He was still not all the way out of sleep; his
mind circled and would not focus.

“Adam, what’s the matter?” Kali’s voice came softly,
urgently.

“Just a minute,” Adam said again. If he could have
slept a little longer he would know better what to do. In
spite of the urgency of the moment he could not control
an enormous yawn. Finally a question that seemed reason-
able came to him. “How did you know I was here?”
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“O'Keefe always stays at the Avenida Palace. Adam, let
me in. I have to talk to you. We have work to do.”

“Just a minute,” Adam said for the third time. He went
into the bathroom and splashed cold water on his face,
over and over again, until his thoughts began to clear.

If Kali was right, then Canon Tallis was wrong.

This was the primary fact he had to work with.

Jt was not difficult for him to believe that Canon Tallis
was wrong. But if Canon Tallis was wrong, then so was
Dr. O’Keefe. This, too, was perfectly possible to believe.
Hadn’t Dr. O’Keefe acted in a rather strange way at the
Lisbon airport? Wasn't this whole setup at the Avenida
Palace peculiar? But then: if Canon Tallis and Dr.
O’Keefe were wrong, then so was Polyhymnia, and right
or wrong, Adam was responsible for Polyhymnia.

He went back to the door. “Kali.”

“I'm waiting, Adam.” -

“Why are you here, and at such an hour? It’s the middle
of the night.”

“I'm here because of you, of course. And I had to come
while O’Keefe was out.”

“How did you know he was out?”

“I was at a party at the Embassy with daddy, and he
came in.”

“To the party?” Adam’s voice soared and cracked as
though he were an eighth grader again. If Dr. O’Keefe,
with Poly vanished, could go to parties, then there was no
doubt on whose side Adam had to align himself.

But Kali said, “To see someone, silly. I don’t suppose .
he’d even been invited to the party. Adam, I can’t help
you if you keep me out here in the hall. Someone’s bound
to come along.”

“How are you planning to help me?” Adam asked.

“Don’t you want to find the redheaded kid?”

“Why should I need to find her?”

“Because you know as well as I do that she’s been kid-
napped. Adam, I'm not going to stand out here any lon-
ger. Either you open the door and let me in, or I go and
you can just get out of this mess on your own.”

You should answer the telephone if it rings, Dr.
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O’Keefe had said. But under no circumstances open the
~door.

“Wait,” Adam said sharply to Kali. Never had his mind
functioned at such a snail’s pace. He usually made deci-
sions quickly; sometimes too quickly. At school he had
been president of Student Council and often decisions had
been forced on him, and occasionally decisions that
seemed on first sight to go counter to the rules.

“Rules are made for people, not people for rules,” he
had once said in defending one of his actions. “If you
accept any position of authority you have to know when

. to break or circumvent a rule. It’s the knowing when that’s
important.”

But now he was in no position of authority.

No. But one of responsibility. He was still responsible
for Poly. She had been in his care when she disappeared.

He pounded one fist into the palm of his other hand.
Then he unlocked the door.
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Kali came in. She was dressed for evening, and Adam
drew in his breath sharply because he had forgotten how
beautiful she was. Her shimmering hair was drawn softly
back with a filigreed gold tiara. Her dress, of a ‘material
that Adam, being a boy, could not place, was the color of
champagne. Her feet were in gold sandals. She gave him
a scowl which managed not to wrinkle her brow. “And
about time, too,” she said, going over to the octagonal
table and sitting in one of the easy chairs. “Now tell me
everything.”

Adam sat on the side of his rumpled bed. “You seem to
know everything already.”

Kali sighed with resignation. “I know your plane was
rerouted to Madrid. I know you didn’t get to Lisbon till
tonight. I saw O’Keefe come into the Embassy and go off
with the Ambassador. I happened to walk by the door of
the library, looking for the ladies’ room, when O’Keefe
mentioned his child. That was a lucky break, hearing that;
it gave me some ideas of what we're up against and how I
can help you. Get dressed and TI'll take you to daddy.”

“To help me find Polyhymnia?”

“Of course.” :

“But why me? Why didn’t you go right to Dr.
O’Keefe?”

Kali sighed again. “Adam, you are really very slow. It’s
in O'Keefe’s own interest that the child be gone. Don’t you
see he’s in on the whole thing? What we have to do is get
her to daddy. Then he’ll take care of everything.”

“Okay, I'm slow,” Adam said, “but even on not enough
sleep that’s logic nohow contrariwise. Why under the sun
would Dr. O’Keefe be in on the kidnapping of his own
daughter?”
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Kali got up and went to the one uncurtained, unshut-
tered window, and stood looking out. “Adam, my sweet,
you aren’t in your little backwash of a Woods Hole now,
or your ivory tower of school. This is Lisbon. Lisbon.”

“Yes,” Adam said. “I'd figured it might be.”

“Has it never occurred to you that we do not live in one
world? That there are certain nations interested in the pri-
vate businesses of certain other nations? If this primary
fact has never occurred to you, living in New York—and
for heaven’s sake, kid, haven’t you ever even taken a tour
through the UN?—it can hardly escape you in any of the
capitals of Europe. Don’t you know we’re in a war,
Adam? Aren’t you aware of it?”

Adam had taken College Boards in Modern European
History. But that was history.

Kali continued: “Of course his going to the Embassy
was a front, and a rather clever one. I must admit that. But
never make the mistake of thinking O’Keefe’s a fool. He
isn’t. What he wants to do is keep the child out of the way
until. . . . And he’s ruthless, Adam. If something happens
to her then something happens to her. When I think of
daddy and me—Well, O'Keefe gives me the. shudders.
Now come on, Adam. Get dressed and let’s go. I hope I
have made myself clear.”

“As mud,” Adam said. “But I'll get dressed. Let me
take a quick shower. It'll help me wake up a bit.” It
seemed he had been doing nothing but take showers to
wake up since the bus had taken him to the Plaza Hotel in
Madrid.

When Adam and Kali emerged onto the sidewalk dawn
was beginning to lighten the sky; the dim street lamps be-
came even dimmer. The rain had stopped but the air was
wet and heavy. A dark limousine was waiting in the court-
yard of the hotel and Kali walked quickly toward it. A
uniformed chauffeur climbed out and opened the door for
them.

“Take us home, Moléc, please,” Kali said. She sat back
in the upholstered seat as though she were very tired. “I
don’t know why I'm taking so much trouble about you,
Adam, I really don't.”
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“Well, why are you, then?” Adam demanded.

“Not for your own sake, I assure you. At least not to
start out with, I wasn’t. But you're like a half-grown
puppy. There's something endearing about your clum-
siness. I have to admit that I ain doing it for you, too. But
that’s wrong, of course.”

“Wrong?”

“Adam, we simply cannot let people matter to us or we
won’t get anywhere. Letting people matter is nothing but
sentimentality.”

—Then I have become rather quickly sentimental about
Polyhymnia, Adam thought. —Only there’s something
wrong here. ‘Sentimental’ is not the right word. If only I
could have slept a few hours longer.

He tried unsuccessfully to stifle a yawn.

Kali put a hand on his arm. “I’'m sorry I'had to wake
you up. But you do see, don’t you, how desperately urgent
it is?”

Yes, he saw, though there was something wrong with
this, too.

The limousine drove a narrow and winding way. Some
streets were barely wide enough for the car. Others were
as steep as San Francisco. They went under arches, into
streets wide enough for buses, under more arches into al-
leys, finally drawing up before a whitewashed wall. The
chauffeur, Moléc, got out and opened the door, and Adam
climbed out after Kali. She opened a gate in the wall and
went down a steep flight of steps to a pale pink house with
a deeper pink door which she unlocked. As she shut the
door behind them she held her finger to her lips and took
Adam down a softly carpeted hall.

The room into which she led him was already beginning
to fill with light which flooded in from a great sweep of
windows overlooking the harbor and the dawn. The view
was so enormous that at first Adam did not notice the
room itself, a room striking in stark blacks and whites.
The long wall of windows was curtainless, but the opposite
wall was hung with black velvet. Against the background
of velvet was only one thing, a picture, an unframed por-
trait (for the great sweep of velvet was the frame) of the
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most handsome young man Adam had ever seen. It was a
young man with the bearing of an angel, hair the same
pale gold as Kali’s, heavily fringed eyes, the mouth slightly
opened as though in eagerness to meet life.

“Adam,” Kali said, and he turned from the portrait to
follow her across the black marble floor.

Silhouetted against the dawn was the dark figure of a
man who stood, motionless, staring out across the bay, a
man big in both height and bulk.

“Daddy,” Kali said, and the man turned around.

Because he stood between Adam and the light he was
still only a silhouette as he stretched out his hand in greet-
ing. “Adam, you’re safely here.” He took the boy’s hand
in a grip of steel. His voice was high, and light for the
bulk of his body, but it, too, had the quality of steel, the
steel of a spool of fine wire. He dropped Adam’s hand and
crossed to a desk made of a great slab of black-and-white
marble, and sat in a black leather chair, leaning back so
that at last the light struck his face. It was a powerful
face: there were pouches of fatigue under the dark eyes,
and the thin lips were closed. in tight control. He impa-
tiently pushed back a strand of thinning, pale gold hair.
Involuntarily Adam glanced at the portrait.

“That’s daddy,” Kali said, with pride. “Wasn’t he beau-
tiful?”

The man laughed. “Yes. Nothing of Dorian Gray about
Typhon Cutter, is there, Adam? I am marked by the in-
roads of time. Time and experience. And this is something
you lack, is it not?”

“I'm getting it,” Adam said, warily.

“And learning from it?”

“I hope so.”

Typhon Cutter looked thoughtfully at the portrait. “The
years make their marks on ordinary, hardworking mortals,
and I can assure you that my work is hard. And now you
have become part of it.” He looked from the portrait to
Adam, and Adam looked back, saying nothing, swaying
slightly with fatigue.

Typhon Cutter picked up a black marble paperweight
and appeared to study it. He crossed his legs, and as he
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did this Adam realized that although the great body was
ponderous with weight, the arms and legs were thin and
bony, but again giving the effect of steel. Typhon Cutter,
sitting at his desk in a black satin dressing gown, was one
of the most extraordinary men Adam had ever seen.

“Tired?” Cutter asked in his surprising tenor voice.

“Yes, sir. I haven't had much sleep.”

Typhon Cutter motioned to a stiff ebony chair on the
opposite side of the desk. “You may sit there as long as
you stay awake. I'm sorry not to be able to let you sleep,
but there’s no time now for anything but business. And we
do have business, you and 1.”

In a daze of fatigue Adam staggered to the chair.
Typhon Cutter leaned across the desk and snapped his fin-
gers in the boy’s face. “Wake up.”

“I'm sorry,” Adam mumbled.

“Kali, see about coffee.”

“Yes, daddy.” In quick and loving obedience Kali
slipped from the room.

“Now, Adam.”

SSIini

“How much has Kali told you?”

“That you'll help me to find Poly—Dr. O'Keefe’s
daughter.”

Typhon Cutter nodded, for a moment speaking almost
absently. “Yes. We'll cope with that.” Then, sharply,
“Wake up. What else?”

“About what, sir?”

“How much has Kali told you? Perhaps you may have
thought that she seemed a little wild, or even a little hys-
‘terical, but she never does so without cause.”

“I didn’t think she seemed hysterical, sir.”

“Good boy. I assume she warned you about Tallis and
O’Keefe?”

“Yes, sir.”

“Did you take her warning seriously?”

“Mr. Cutter, I'm too confused to know what to think.
I'm too tired.”

Again the fingers were snapped in Adam’s face. “Wake
up. Why did you come with Kali now, then?”
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”

“Because I have to find Polyhymn

“Yes. All right, Adam, try to stay awake while we get
down to business. You are to be working as laboratory as-
sistant to O’Keefe this summer.”

“es; sir.”

“O'Keefe is a great scientist. In that respect you are
very privileged.”

“Yes, sir,” Adam responded automatically, knowing that
each time Typhon Cutter paused he was expected to make
a response to prove that he was awake, that he was listen-
ing.

“Do you know what your work will be? I mean by that,
do you know the experiment O’Keefe is involved in?”

“I believe it’s the regenerative process of the arm of the
starfish, sir.”

“Explain yourself.”

“Well, if a starfish loses an arm it can simply grow one
back.”

“How?”

“That’s the point. No one knows. I mean, the starfish is
still pretty much a mystery even to the people who know
most about it.”

“That is true. I, for instance, know as much about the
starfish as any layman, and I am the first to admit that this
is not much. But I fancy you'll find that the starfish is less
of an enigma to O’Keefe than to anybody else in the
world.”

The door -opened and Kali came in followed by a
white-jacketed servant bearing a silver tray which he set
down on the desk. Typhon Cutter waited until the door
was closed again, then picked up a silver coffeepot and
poured. He handed a cup across the desk to Adam. “I
don’t know how you usually drink it, but this time it will
have to be black. You must wake up.”

“Sorry, sir.”

“All right, Adam. Now tell me something. If O’Keefe is
learning new things about the regenerative process of the
arm of the starfish, why is this of such importance?”

“Well, sir, in the evolutionary scale man comes pretty
directly from the starfish.”
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“Go on.”

“Well, man is a member of phylum Chordata, and we
developed directly from the phylum Echinodermata, or the
starfish. We both had an interior spinal column and the
same kind of body cavities.”

Typhon Cutter pressed his thin, strong fingertips to-
gether, nodding in satisfaction. “Good. Good. Of course
one goes on the assumption that if O’Keefe is willing to
employ you, you must have a certain amount of intelli-
gence. Let us proceed to the next step. What is the impli-
cation of O’Keefe’s experiments?”

“Well, sir, that anything he finds out about starfish
might also apply to people.” N

Kali perched on the arm of her fathers chair. “Why?
Just because we have the same great great great grand-
pappy? I should think you’d need more than that.”

“You do,” Adam told her. “We have the same kind of
complex nervous system, and we're the only ones who
do—echinoderms and chordates—people and starfish.”

“So?” Typhon Cutter asked.

“So if someone could find out how the starfish regener-
ates then maybe this knowledge could be used for man.
But—"

“No buts,” Typhon Cutter said. “Don’t try to evade
what you’ve said. The implications are so staggering that
most people will tend to turn away from them or refuse to
face them. You’re a bright boy, Adam, and a brave one,
or you wouldn’t be here in this room, now. You can be-of
great help to mankind if you will.”

Adam’s mind was gritty with fatigue, but he said, “I
think I have to know how I am to help.”

“A perfectly reasonable attitude. Kali has perhaps told
you something about me?”

“That you have business concerns in Portugal—"

“And—" Typhon Cutter reached across the desk and
poured more coffee into Adam’s cup.

“That you know a great many people at the Embassy.”

“There’s the key, boy. My business is—business. And a
very lucrative one, I might add. But it is also more than
business. Just as you are in a position to be useful to me, I
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am in a position to be useful to the Embassy. More than
that, I have been asked by Washington to assist the Em-
bassy and to keep my eye on a group there whose loyalty
is not entirely unquestioned. There is nothing I care about
more than my country and I hope I am not wrong in as-
suming that you feel the same way.”

“Well, of course, sir—” Adam started, and stopped.
Abruptly. Listening.

From somewhere deep in the house he thought he heard
a faint, thin wail. A child’s wail.
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Typhon Cutter held up his hand. “It’s all right, Adam.
She’s here. We have her, safe and sound.”

“But—"

“Wait.” The word lashed at Adam like the flick of a
whip. “You will see her in a few minutes. But there are
certain things you must know first. Drink your coffee.
Wake up.”

The wailing continued.

“She is all right,” Typhon Cutter said. “She has only
had a frightening experience. She is caught in a web of
events that she is too young to understand, and she is
being used as a pawn. You will take her back to her fa-
ther, but you will not say from where.”

“But—"

“Be quiet. Listen. I have told you that O’Keefe is a
great scientist.”

iNes.”

“But, like many other great scientists, his wisdom does
not extend beyond his work. You yourself know of scien-
tists who have been spies, who have sold their country
down the river.”

“Well, yes, but—" Abruptly the crying stopped.
“Please,” Adam was determined this time not to be cut
off. “Why is Poly here? How did you get her?”

Typhon Cutter held up his hand, speaking tolerantly.
“Hold it, boy. One thing at a time.”

“But how did you get her? Did you get her from the
plane?”

“Not very likely, is it? Has it occurred to you that you
may not be the only one interested in her safety?”

“Her father is! He must be out of his mind with worry.”

“Oh?” Typhon Cutter gave a thin laugh. “I hardly think
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so. It was her father and his inconsistencies we were talk-
ing about when you interrupted me.” He paused, as
though to give the boy a chance to say, ‘Sorry,” but, as
Adam was silent, he continued, “Let us simply say that we
managed—and with no little difficulty, I might add—to
rescue her.”

“From whom?”

“Don’t you know?”

“No, sir. I don’t.”

“Then you’ll have to find out, won’t you? I can hardly
spell it out for you more clearly.”

“But—"

“This is not, at the moment, the point. The point is
what it means—what all of it means— to the United
States. To do O’Keefe justice, I do not think that he would
betray his country deliberately. But I have been instructed
to see that he does not do it even inadvertently. I am
asking you to help me.” .

Adam nodded, and took another swallow of coffee.

Typhon Cutter looked at him and smiled tightly. “It has
come to my attention that I am sometimes compared to a
spider. I do not find the comparison entirely invidious. It
is my intention to spin a net and to pull it tight around
anyone who does not put the interests of our country first.
As for you, my boy, the moment you were chosen to work
for O’Keefe you became important. You were important
enough to be watched by both sides—our own, and the
enemy’s—from the moment you entered the airport in
New York. I sent Kali as my personal emissary. I have
every faith in my daughter; she has never let me down.
I hope that I will be able to say the same thing about you.
You do care for your country, don’t you, Adam?”

“Of course, sir.”

“Then you must do as I say.” The thin cry came again,
and ceased. “I have told you that O’Keefe’s child is being
used as a pawn. For the moment she is safe. She does not
know where she is, and she is being blindfolded. This is
for her own protection as well as ours. And yours. You
are far more useful to us alive than dead, my boy, and 1
think perhaps you are not quite aware of how many
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people are aware of you, and the fact that you are going
to Gaea. If you will do as I say I think that I can protect
you. If not—" Typhon Cutter shrugged.

—1I am half dead with sleep, Adam thought. —I don’t
understand anything. I don’t want to understand. I want to
sleep.

Typhon Cutter’s high voice probed like a needle into his
fatigue. “Are you going to help us, Adam?”

“p

“Think. Think about the child.”

“I am.”

“If you could not trust me, do you think I could trust
you with the child?”

“But she’s not your child.”

“No, she’s a pawn of dangerous, ruthless men. As I
have said, I do not think that O’Keefe is fully cognizant of
what he is doing. But there are others. Men like the egre-
gious canon.”

“Well, what about him, sir?”

“Do you think highly of someone who would deliber-
ately send a child onto that plane?”

“But if she hadn’t gone into the washroom—"

“Don’t be naive, boy. That simply made it a little
easier.”

Adam looked at Typhon Cutter. Yes, there was indeed
the resemblance to a spider. Then he thought of Canon
Tallis, the body portly but firm, the piercing grey eyes, the
bald head. . ..

—But you can’t go by people’s looks, he thought grog-
gily. Just because I prefer teddy bears to spiders. .. .

“Why does Canon Tallis have no eyebrows?” he asked
without thinking.

“I believe he does what he can to broadcast some story
of losing all his hair after some extraordinary physical
bravery in Korea; this kind of thing does happen occasion-
ally, I believe. However, I am inclined to doubt it. Tallis,
you will find, likes to take the easy way and to receive
credit for daydreams. If he has done anything braver than
kowtow to the bishop of Gibraltar I have yet to hear of
it. Now Adam: 1 know that you are tired and so for the
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moment my instructions will be simple. You are to take
Poly back to her father at the Avenida Palace. You will
be driven to a central point from which you will be able
to find your way to the hotel without trouble. I cannot risk
taking you directly there, since my chauffeur, Moléc, who
is one of my key men, would be recognized. You will tell
O’Keefe that you were half asleep when you opened the
door to loud knocking, that you were grabbed and blind-
folded, that you were takén you know not where, and in-
terrogated. Since you knew nothing—and what you know
is nothing, I assure you—there was very little you could
tell. You were not in any way abused. You were put into
a car, and when you were ungagged and unblindfolded
you stood on the street with Polyhymnia O’Keefe. Under-
stand?”

“Yes, sir.”

“Take her immediately to the Avenida Palace. From
there I presume you will proceed to Gaea. Kali or I—
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