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MAN-HUNT
Raymond Williams

THE DARK crouching figure ran clumsily across the ploughed
field to the shelter of a solitary tree. He fell on his knees out
of sheer exhaustion and clung to the rough bark with his wet
hands. Perspiration trickled in little rivers down his burning
face. His hair hung like black seaweed over his forehead. The
moon crept out from behind a black cloud, shed some light
sparingly on his trembling body and slid back behind another
black veil. ‘God, don’t you start showing your silly yellow
face,” he gasped, straining his eyes upwards to the night sky.

He staggered to his feet, leaning heavily on the stout trunk.
His prison clothes were ripped and filthy. He knew he could
not afford to take too long a rest, he must keep going, they
couldn’t be too far behind him. A few faint yelps in the dis-
tance tightened his nerves. The dogs - they had the dogs on
him now. He had secen them patrolling the prison grounds;
great black beasts with dirty yellow eyes which always watched
you wherever you went, long white teeth just waiting to sink
themselves into your skin and rip you apart.

He stumbled away from the tree in the opposite direction
to the yelps. Dogs were so fast you just couldn’t outrun them.
They always outran foxes and stags and got them in the end;
he was no match for a fox, well not in speed maybe, but in
cunning - that was a- different story. Yes, when it came to
cunning why he could teach the fox a thing or two. What about
the cunning way he had lured June Kent back to his room just
over two years ago? What about the way he had out-
manocuvred her, raped her and finally killed her? Didn’t it
call for cunning the way he had cut up her body and dis-
posed of it piece by piece all over London? The old fox had a
long way to go to catch up with him, a very long way to go.
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And then he couldn’t help laughing as he remembered his
final stroke of genius when the police finally caught him. He
could still see the faces of the jury as he performed his ‘mad-
ness’ act in court pretending to talk to little men on his own
shoulder. His face split open with a delighted grin — and that
bit when he told the judge that he had to obey the moon when
it winked at him.

The silence of the night was suddenly ripped open by his
hysterical high-pitched fit of laughter. He was laughing too
much to go on. He sank to the ground and rolled on to his
back laughing and panting, ‘John Blandon, we find you guilty
but insane,’ he spouted in a deep voice. What a simple lot they
were in that courtroom — guilty but insane. Little did they
know how sane and cunning he really was.

The smile vanished and the giggle died in his throat at the
shrill bark in the distance. He had forgotten the dogs, he must
pull himself together, it was dangerous to rest and dwell on his
clever exploits. First things first, his main problem now was
getting away from these savage brutes. ‘Come on, Foxy, run,’
he said to himself to spur his mind back to his plight. He
thrashed his way through the wet grass and sharp bushes tor-
turing his brain to find an escape. Suddenly he saw the weapon
to beat the pursuing dogs. Water, black running water. Once
in the stream he could travel down with the current and find
his way out on to the other bank; then let the dogs try and
find him. “Clever old Foxy, you’ve done it again,’ he muttered.
He lowered himself over the lip of the bank into the gurgling
stream. A sharp pain stabbed through his groin as he splashed
in. ‘Hell, this water’s cold,” he gasped. Then he was pulling
strongly with the current along the twisting black valley. I
wonder if foxes can swim, he thought. If they can why don’t
they when the hounds are after them? Before he could answer
himself he saw a bright yellow light in the distance. Police
torches he thought immediately but they couldn’t have got
this far already. Then by straining his eyes in the direction
of the light he realized it was too large a mass of light for a
torch. Could it be a window, the lighted window of a small
cottage perhaps. There was only one way to find out. He swam
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to the side and clawed his way from the swirling water up the
slimy mud bank.

Inside the small kitchen in the flickering light from the
oil lamp a middle-aged, white-haired woman was laying the
table. She hummed to herself while her daughter scooped
white steaming mounds of potato on to the two plates. ‘I
think we’re just about ready mother,” she said tossing her
shoulder-length blonde hair back with an automatic flick of
the head. ‘I’ll just cut some bread then dear. How many for
you?’

‘Just one thanks,’ she replied setting the two steaming plates
on the table. The cheerful face had stopped humming with
the concentration of slicing with the long gleaming blade of a
carving knife. ‘We must get a bread knife next time we’re in
town, Pat,’ she said. ‘I'm always frightened when I use this
thing.’

She left the knife and loaf on the side table and took the
white slices across to the other table. They both sat down and
were just about to start when the door burst open and a grey
blur flew to the side table, picked something up and turned to
face them. Mother and daughter, both shrieking, were already
up and cowering against the wall before the man spoke.

‘Shut up and listen or I'll slit your noisy little throats.’

He stood there in a wet grey uniform with drips of water
falling from his black hair. ‘I'm on the run, see, and you’re
going to look after me until I'm ready to leave, and if you
get any other ideas then you’ll be arguing with this.” He thrust
the carving knife with a sharp jab through the air in their
direction.

He soon discovered that the cottage had a well-concealed
cellar below the main room, a perfect hiding place when the
guards came, which he knew was just a matter of time before
they did. He had just finished bolting down some of their
evening meal and changed his wet uniform for some old
clothes found in a trunk when he spotted the round pools of
flashing light approaching the cottage. He acted a quick mime
of what would happen to Pat if her mother talked and
disappeared down the wooden rungs to the cellar. With
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trembling hands and thumping heart the mother closed the trap
door lid, replaced the carpet and rocking chair on top and
waited for the knock at the door.

Below in the pitch blackness of the cellar John Blandon had
Pat pinned between his body and the damp stone wall. His
left hand was clasped over her mouth while his right held the
cold steel against her throat. The voices floated down to them
from above. ‘No, sir, I haven’t seen anyone.’ ‘I should keep
all doors locked tonight, madam,’ it was a deep stern voice,
‘you see this man’s a mental case, very dangerous.’ ‘Oh my
goodness, what did he do?’ the voice was high pitched with
just a slight tremor. ‘Well, maam, he, um,’ there was a
nervous cough ‘he raped a young girl and killed her about
two years ago.” He felt Pat’s body stiffen and press harder
against the wall. ‘Oh, my God, no!’ came the woman’s voice
from above. ‘Nice girl she was from all accounts,” the deep
voice was continuing ‘something Kent her name was, bits of
her turned up all over London. So you see you keep this door
locked lady and don’t look so worried we’ll get ’im before
morning never fear.’ After a few calls of ‘Good night’ the
footsteps faded and the door closed. John Blandon was
still free. He grinned in the darkness and pressed his body
hard against the girl, “You heard what the man said little girl,’
he purred, ‘so you’d better be very nice to me tonight, hadn’t
you?’ He felt the girl’s head nod in reply.

When he was out of the cellar again, the carving knife still
waving, he ordered the women to take some old sacks
and cushions to the cellar as their beds while he would lie on the
couch above. When they had gone below he searched around
the cottage. He found £11, a gold wartch, a dark blue over-
coat, a pair of sunglasses and a pair of pyjama trousers. After
pocketing the money he undressed, put on the pyjama
trousers and settled down on the couch with a few blankets
over him and the knife close at hand.

He lay back gazing at the dark shadows flickering on the
roof above, thinking how cleverly he had got away when he
heard a creak from the direction of the trap door. He shot
up grasping the knife tightly but what he saw made his grip
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relax by degrees. Emerging from the cellar and coming to-
wards him was Pat in a black négligée. Her face looked
radiant in a lamp light with the golden tresses of her hair
draped over her shoulders. Her firm round breasts protruded
sharply through the thin négligée each neatly tipped with a
darker shape. He gasped and stared in disbelief. It had been
over two years now since he had seen a woman and now this.
Was he dreaming? Was he really here with this wonderful
female beauty? ‘Well you did say I had to be nice to you,’
she said cocking her head to one side as she spoke. He was
still unable to speak when she reached his side; the moving
body held him in a spell. He dropped the knife to the floor
and with two huge hungry hands reached out to sample the
tempting goddess. So intent were his eyes on drinking in the
beauty, while his hands ravaged across the smooth soft flesh,
that he did not notice the goddess raise her right arm with a
dark green bottle in it or bring it down swiftly towards
his head, but he felt the blow on his left temple and had a
vague recollection of tinkling glass as the warm breasts
slipped from his hands and he fell into a deep pool of dark-
ness.

His head ached, his eyes hurt when he opened them. He
groaned and tried to move but couldn’t. As feeling began to
seep back into his numb body he realized he was tied down
hard to the top of the kitchen table. He was unable to move
an arm or a leg. Above him he saw the two faces of mother
and daughter just watching him and saying nothing. ‘Oh what
did you. . .?’ he began as his head cleared.

‘So you’re awake are you, Mr John murdering Blandon.’
It was the white-haired ‘mother who spoke, her green eyes
glinting at him. ‘So you thought you’d got away with rape and
murder.

‘Now just a minute,’ he started, ‘I’ll do a deal with you.’

‘We don’t do deals with you, do we, Pat?’

‘No mother, not with him.’

He looked at the other face. It also looked hard and full of
hate.

‘Are you ready, Pat?’ “‘Ready when you are mother.
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‘Right, now he’s awake we’ll start.”

He felt a sharp thrill shock his body as Pat’s smooth fingers
undid his clothes. Then the room shook with his screams as
he saw the mother holding the long carving knife in her hand.
The knife vanished from his view and his scream reached a
higher pitch as he felt a violent gnawing pain. His scream
was continuous as the carving knife sawed back and forth in
the strong determined hands. Then with the pain scorching
through his body until he was on the verge of collapse he saw
the red-bladed knife again.

‘Why, why. Oh why ?* he croaked appealingly.

‘Why? I’ll tell you why,” spat back the older woman, ‘be-~
cause it was my daughter June you debauched with your filthy
body, my precious lamb you hacked apart and packed into
bloody parcels. Well you won't rape any more girls now as
long as you live.



THE FLY
Ducie Gray

ARTHUR PONTNEY grunted and shifted in his armchair. His
wife Maria looked at him contemptuously. What a revolting
sight he was! His mouth hung open and flaccid. His mottled
purple face sagged. His pig-small brown eyes were closed;
shuttered by the blue-veined wrinkled lids. His heavy body
lay sideways, and his large red hands hung loosely over the
sides of the chair. He was snoring soundly.

Maria sitting opposite him, had been reading by the light
of the table lamp beside her. The book was a romance; the
story of a middle-aged woman who could still in certain lights
look like a girl, and who was being ardently pursued by a
handsome, slim, and distinguished-looking man. If only she
were free of Arthur she too could re-live her life. She, too,
looked (she fondly believed), like a girl in certain lights, and
Major Maltravers, tall, slim and distinguished, had given her
what she was sure could be interpreted as an encouraging
look, the night before last at the Bottomley-Smythes. But
whether the Major had or had not been giving her the eye,
one thing was indisputable, she must be free of Arthur.

Arthur had ruined her life. He had proposed to her when
she was too young to realize what she was doing, and having
married her, had deflowered her with an impetuosity which
she had found disgusting. Her mother’s vague references to
the pleasures of the bridal bed had in no way prepared her
for passion, and Maria, though she had fought strongly, had
been vanquished by a delighted Arthur who had found her
resistance stimulating. Maria had complained bitterly by tele-
phone to her mother, who had murmured that all men were
beasts who had to be endured because of their money. They
had to be given in to from time to time, she said, but a clever
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woman could always get her own back in other ways.

‘But I don’t want to get my own back,’ Maria had said sur-
prised. ‘I married because I thought I loved Arthur. I'm not
a prostitute.”

At this her mother had laughed until the fish she was eating
at the time (the telephone call having disturbed her lunch)
nearly choked her, and even after a paroxysm of coughing so
violent that she had to retire to bed for the afternoon, she
had still shaken with laughter all through the rest of the day.

Uncomeforted and resentful Maria had finished her honey-
moon at Bournemouth, and returned to the marital bungalow
at Wraysbury.

‘The years passed, and Maria bore her lot stoically, but she
never forgave Arthur for the fact that he demanded sex from
her, or her mother for failing to prepare her. She kept the
house spotlessly and cheerlessly clean and tidy. She cooked
grimly unappetizing meals, and took to dressing in despairing
tweeds and masculine hats. She kept a series of small intoler-
ably noisy dogs to replace the children that never came, and
talked loudly and commandingly, laughed loudly and with-
out humour, and smoked incessantly, having managed to find
a way of sticking the cigarettes to her bottom lip like glue,
so that she need never be without one, almost whatever she
was doing.

Arthur snored one last time, with a noise like tearing paper,
sat up in the chair, and looked round him in apparent be-
wilderment. Then his eyes came to rest on his spouse. He
belched noncommittally, and she with an angry sniff returned
1o her book.

What a boring bitch she was! How had he ever been taken
in by her? And how was it possible for any human creature
to have changed so completely? He had met and married a
frail, dark-haired elf. He had achieved a statuesque Amazon,
with a voice like a buzz saw, and the looks of a shire horse. All
the money he had made, and he had made plenty, failed to
alleviate the tedium of his domesticity. Maria’s very generous
dress allowance failed to provide her with one garment of
which he approved. The very generous housekeeping allow-
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ance gave him no culinary treats, and Maria’s taste in furnish-
ing was deplorable. However attractive the house he bought
for her, she managed to reduce the interior to the level of the
first bungalow in Wraysbury. He sighed.

Maria raised her eyes from the book. “It’s ten o’clock,’ she
said, ‘I think I’ll go to bed.

‘Very well dear,’ said Arthur.

‘Coming?’ asked Maria, gathering her knitting together,
preparatory to her departure.

‘In a moment,’ replied Arthur, with his eye on the whisky
bottle standing on the sideboard.

Maria followed his glance, and her lips tightened. ‘Don’t
be too long,’ she said.

That was another thing. Arthur drank, and at night his
breath always smelled of whisky. He had long since ceased
to importune her, but even now she could remember with
horror his love-making after he had been drinking. His heavy
body and laboured breathing. The fumbling. The smell of
the whisky, the elephantine heavings, and the final grunts of
satisfaction. Revolting beyond belief. But now, and this was
even worse, he had found someone else. A chit of a girl. A
blonde. His secretary. So-called. Maria would lay a bet her
secretarial work didn’t depend on her typing or her shorthand.
She snapped her spectacle case shut, and with the book, and
a box of chocolates under her arm, she made for the door.
‘Good night dear,’ she said.

Arthur nodded. ‘Good night.’

Maria went out of the room, and Arthur went to the side-
board, gave himself a generous whisky, and returned to his
armchair. My God how he wished little Mabel was here!
There was a good kid for you! Kind, friendly, good at her
job, and good in bed. He didn’t know what an old buffer like
him had done to deserve her. But the kid liked him. Actually
liked him. Had chased him in fact. Not the other way round.
Even though he’d been damnably attracted he hadn’t wanted
to seduce her because she was such a sporting little thing, and
he didn’t want to harm her. She had long blonde hair. Eyes
as blue as the sky, a little nose which turned up at the end, a
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lovely smile, not to mention the figure of an angel. He loved
her. Old enough to be her father. Humble enough to be full
of gratitude, he loved her, and he could never marry her,
because he was married to Maria. Besides the kid must find
someone of her own age.

Upstairs, slowly getting ready for bed, Maria was dream-
ing for the thousandth time of a life without Arthur. But how
to get rid of him? Their doctor liked Arthur, and was no
fool, so poison was out. Maria didn’t know how to use a gun,
so all that splendid armament in the gunroom downstairs must
go to waste. No phoney shooting accident was therefore
possible, and suddenly to learn to shoot must inevitably arouse
suspicion. She had already tried to tamper with his car, Twice.
But both times Arthur had foiled her. Apparently in all
innocence. And he now had an extremely competent chauffeur.
So what? What could she do?

It was a lovely summer evening; still quite light. Maria
went over to the bedroom window, and looked out into the
garden. There was a paved courtyard which ran all round the
side of the house, and the drop from the bedroom was quite a
long one. The tall house had its drawing-room on the first
floor and its bedrooms on the second. If only she could per-
suade him to fall out of the window! With his weight, he’d be
certain to be killed. But how? How?

A fly buzzed angrily in the corner of the farthest pane, by
the sash cord. It began crawling up the window, reached the
centre glazing bar, fell back on to the sill, and started again.

Arthur hated flies. Had a real horror of them. He said he
had some sort of idiotic premonition connected with them. He
hated all insects, bees, wasps, ants, and above all flies. They
sent him nearly mad. Couldn’t she make something of it?
Surely. Surely. But what? She’d made a thousand plans.
Rejected a thousand plans. The twice she had tampered with
his car had nearly killed her herself, from sheer excitement.
The plotting. The preparation. The mounting tension as
Arthur going about his ordinary business had finally reached
the car. The fantastic disappointment when her plan had mis-
calculated.
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She’d been to a demonstration of hypnotism the other
day. The hypnotist had sent several of the audience in the per-
fectly ordinary drawing-room at the Bates’ house first of all
into a trance, and then had suggested that they should do all
sorts of things; absurd things like wearing wastepaper baskets
on their heads, or kissing absolute strangers, or reciting child-
ish poetry in a child’s voice. And important business men, and
their self-important wives had done everything he had told
them to do. All he had done was to talk to them, and make
these absurd suggestions. Couldn’t she learn? Then indeed
she could fabricate a fool-proof accident! Especially with a
window like this one in his bedroom. It was immensely tall,
and the sill started only a foot from the floor. ‘Arthur,’ she
would say. ‘Arthur I'm going to send you to sleep. Sleep.
Sleep. Sleep. That’s right, Arthur. Now Arthur, why not take
a walk? Don’t be frightened, Arthur. That’s only a fly buzz-
ing. It won’t harm you. Just a little fly buzzing, trying to
get out of the window into the lovely summer air. Up it crawls.
Up up up it crawls. Buzz buzz. It’s fallen again. Why not
help it out, Arthur? Why not open the window and let it out?
Dear little fly. Nothing to be ashamed of. Walk to the window,
Arthur, open it from the bottom. Gently now. Carefully now.
Open. Up. Up. Up. That’s it. That’s the way. The fly has
gone. Out of the window. D’you hear me, Arthur? Out of the
window. Why not follow it, Arthur dear? It’s perfectly pos-
sible. Climb on to the sill. Steady yourself against the sides.
Poise yourself, and then dive! Dive Arthur. Dive damn you.
Divel’ She raised her voice in spite of herself, almost to a
scream. She opened the window herself, and peered out on to
the courtyard below. ’

The fly, with monstrous stupidity, had removed itself to
the top half of the window, and was now crawling up the
panes there, ceaselessly trying to get out ~ but endlessly
failing.

Maria could almost see Arthur’s dead body in the court-
yard below as she looked over the edge of the sill. She gloated
on it in her imagination with great satisfaction for several
seconds, then, playing a game to herself with such intensity
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that she almost believed it to be true, she hurried over to the
telephone shouting ‘Help. Help. Help.” She pretended to lift
the receiver, dialled the doctor’s number, babbling with grief
and horror told the doctor of the accident, and then still in her
imagination with Arthur’s dead body now on the bed beside
her, she telephoned all her family and friends, all of whom
came one by one into the bedroom to comfort and commiserate
with her. It was very satisfactory. And completely absorbing.

The door was suddenly flung open and Arthur came rather
unsteadily into the room. Maria gasped. ‘Good heavens you
gave me a fright!’ she exclaimed.

Arthur looked at her disinterestedly. ‘Why aren’t you in
bed?’ he asked. ‘You came up hours ago.’

‘Exactly half an hour to be precise,’ answered Maria coldly.

“What have you been doing?’ asked Arthur.

‘Thinking about hypmotism,” said Maria truthfully. She
closed the window, trapping the fly in the room.

‘Hypnotism? Why? What about it?’ asked Arthur.

‘I told you I went to the hypnotist at the Bates’ the other
night, and I was just thinking how clever the man was.’

‘A lot df nonsense!’ exclaimed Arthur,

‘It isn’t!” said Maria. ‘It’s extraordinary. He did marvellous
things, and it couldn’t have been a put up job.”

‘Don’t believe in it,’ said Arthur, ‘Stands to reason it’s rub-
bish.” He headed for his dressing-room next door, and Maria
began creaming her face. She was unaccountably angry at
what he’d said, and she scrubbed her face viciously with her
face tissues to remove the cream, She heard Arthur plunging
about the dressing-room. He seemed to be banging into the
furniture, and her lips curled in contempt. Couldn’t even hold
his drink. Disgusting. She sat staring into her dressing table
mirror, and saw with emotion the deep lines running across
her forehead, and down from her nostrils to the sides of her
mouth.

Arthur returned in his pyjamas. ‘Hypnotism!’ he snorted
scornfully. ‘Bird brain!’

‘One day I’ll show you,’ said Maria. ‘I’ll learn how to do
it, and I’ll practise on you. Then you won’t call it rubbish!’
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Arthur made for his bed, and sat on the edge, making the
springs creak. .

This infuriated Maria even more. How often she had lain
in her own bed and heard Arthur snoring and shifting in his,
while she herself had stayed awake for hours wishing away
her whole life, because he was alive.

‘It only takes intelligence and belief,’ she said. ‘Tll learn,
I promise you.’

Arthur looked exaggeratedly serious. “Maria. Maria. You’re
going into a trance,’ he mocked. ‘A trance. A trance, Maria
darling.’ His voice went absurdly high and he laughed at her
maddeningly. ‘Oh, Maria, you’re going into a trance,’ he re-
peated. ‘Clever Maria. Idiot Maria.”

Maria lost her temper. ‘Shut up you bloody fool,’ she said,
‘and get into bed. You're drunk.’

‘Hypnotize me, darling,’ taunted Arthur. “Hypnotize me into
bed. It only takes intelligence and belief. Hypnotize me.’

Maria went and stood in front of him. ‘All right,’ she said.
‘I’ll try. Look at that light, Arthur.” She pointed at the light
in the centre of the ceiling. Arthur looked at it obediently.
‘Good. Now you feel as if you are swaying, swaying, swaying.
You feel as if you are swaying, swaying, swaying.’

To her amazement Arthur, glassy-eyed, began swaying. ‘You
want to go to sleep. To sleep, to sleep,’ she crooned, and again
to her astonishment, Arthur’s head began to nod on his chest,
though his eyes still remained glassily open. ‘You want to shut
your eyes,” she urged with enormous excitement. ‘Shut your
eyes. Shut your eyes!’ Arthur shut his eyes. “Now you can’t
open them. You try, but you can’t.’ Arthur flickered his eye-
lids but his eyes remained shut.

Almost unbelievingly Maria went on. ‘Now you want to
go for a little walk dear. A walk round your bedroom. You’re
going to be very careful not to trip into the furniture, and
you’ll walk right round the room, then youw’ll sit at my dressing
table, pick up my hairbrush, and brush what remains of your
hair on your balding head.’

Arthur rose slowly from the bed, walked carefully round the
large depressing bedroom, painstakingly avoiding the beds,
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the chairs, and the tables. He wandered about for a Ilittle
while, then made his way with equal care to the dressing-
table, where he sat down, picked up Maria’s brush, and began
brushing his hair. For a horrible second Maria thought he
had opened his eyes but with great relief she realized it was
just a trick of light. He calmly went on brushing his hair.

Maria’s mouth was dry, and her heart was pumping. She
had never been so excited in her life. She tried to control her
voice, but had to put her hand to her chest, where she seemed
to have a violent pain from a constriction of her breathing.

‘Now,’ she said quietly and intendy. “Now you want to go
to the window, Arthur. Carefully now. Very carefully.’ Arthur
went to the window as he was told. .

Almost in a trance herself, Maria heard a fly still buzz-
ing at the pane, and for a moment, Arthur in his trance seemed
to hear it too, and he faltered.

Breathlessly she said, “You're going to open the window,
Arthur dear, to let the fly out. You don’t like flies, do you?
But the fly is your good angel, if you did but know it. And
mine. He’s going to lead you out into the summer night, right
up to heaven. Open the window, Arthur. That’s it. You help
that little fly, and he’ll help you. You're going to love flies
from now on. You're going to love this, Arthur. Pretty flies
Good flies. That little fiy will teach you to fly, Arthur.” She
paused a moment to smother a smile at her own joke.

Arthur like a zombie opened the window. He pushed it up
from the bottom as high as it would go, then with his hands
one on each side of the frame he stood rigid.

‘Now, Arthur dear, youre going to dive. You're going to
dive out into the night. Like a bird. A swallow dive. See, your
litde friend the fly has already gone. Out into the night. Dive,
Arthur dear. Dive.’

Slowly Arthur took his right hand away from the frame.
‘Fascinated Maria watched him. But he stood still.

‘Dive, Arthur dear. Dive,’ encouraged Maria.

He remained where he was, his left hand holding the frame;
his right hand hanging by his side. A huge ponderous irreso-
lute figure.
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Maria became impatient. ‘Go on, you drunken fool. Dive,
damn you,’ she whispered.

Was it only her imagination that he braced himself for a
moment. She watched him minutely, her heart still thumping
in her almost uncontrollable excitement, but still he stood
there right in the centre of the window.

Maria crept stealthily towards him. ‘Dive, Arthur. Dive,’
she urged. ‘Dive, Arthur. Dive.’

Silently she lifted her arm to give him a push. Just one
vicious fatal push, to send him crashing on to the paving stones
below. It was high above her head when suddenly with the
speed of light Arthur wheeled round, collected her round the
waist with his right arm, put his left hand over her mouth
to prevent her screaming, and sent her hurtling through the
window to her death.

She made no sound as she plummeted to the ground, arms
flailing, nightdress billowing, until with a sickening crash her
face smacked into the iron door stop outside the front door.
Then with an extraordinary cry, she gave one convulsive heave
and lay still, her face turned sideways and streaming with
blood.

Arthur peering out of a window, watched her motionlessly
for some moments, then he walked over to the telephone and
dialled the doctor’s number,

‘It’s my wife!’ he babbled, imitating the voice he had heard
Maria using before he came into the room. ‘It’s horrible. She’s
thrown herself out of the window. She’s been practising self-
hypnotism or something. Oh God, I can’t explain now, but
come over old man. Dead? I don’t know. I haven’t dared look.
I called you at once. Yes, yes, of course I’ll go but she fell
out when I was nearly asleep, and I've only just seen her lying
down there, absolutely still. You’ll come, won’t you? Yes, OK.
I’ll go straight down. Yes, yes of course, Poor Maria. Yes.
Yes’ '

He put down the receiver, put on his dressing-gown and
slippers, went downstairs into the drawing-room and gave
himself a stiff whisky, then made his way out of the house, to
see if Maria was actually dead.
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She was. Her face was gashed open. The summer flies were
buzzing round her, and one eye lay on the flagstones beside
her. On it a fly was crawling, while another explored the
empty eye socket.

Arthur laughed. ‘Good flies. Pretty flies. I'm going to love
flies from now on,’ he said. “You’re my good angels. My pass-
ports to heaven.’

He turned away and was violently sick but the flies went
on buzzing happily, enjoying hugely the blood that streamed
from Maria’s face.



THOU SHALT NOT SUFFER A WITCH...
Dorothy K. Haynes

THE CHILD sat alone in her bedroom, weaving the fringe of
the counterpane in and out of her fingers. It was a horrible
room, the most neglected one of the house. The grate was
narrow and rusty, cluttered up with dust and hair combings,
and the floorboards creaked at every step. When the wind
blew, the door rattled and banged, but the window was sealed
tight, webbed, fly-spotted, a haven for everything black and
creeping.

In and out went her fingers, the fringe pulled tight between
nail and knuckle. Outside, the larches tossed and flurried,
brilliant green under a blue sky. Sometimes the sun would
go in, and rain would hit the window like a handful of nails
thrown at the glass; then the world would lighten suddenly,
the clouds would drift past in silver and white, and the larches
would once more toss in sunshine.

Jinnot! Jinnot! called a voice from the yard. ‘Where've
you got to, Jinnot?’

She did not answer. The voice went farther away, still call-
ing. Jinnot sat on the bed, hearing nothing but the voice which
had tormented her all week.

‘You'll do it, Jinnot, eh? Eh, Jinnot? An’ I’ll give you 2
sixpence to spend. We've always got on well, Jinnot. You like
me better than her. She never gave you ribbons for your hair,
did she? She never bought you sweeties in the village? It’s
not much to ask of you, Jinnot, just to say she looked at you,
an’ it happened. It’s not as if it was telling lies. It has hap-
pened before; it has, eh, Jinnot?’

She dragged herself over to the mirror, the cracked sheet
of glass with the fawn fly-spots. The door on her left hand,
the window on her right, neither a way of escape. Her face
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looked back at her, yellow in the reflected sunlight. Her hair
was the colour of hay, her heavy eyes had no shine in them.
Large teeth, wide mouth, the whole face was square and dull.
She went back to the bed, and her fingers picked again at the
fringe.

Had it happened before? Why could she not remember
properly? Perhaps it was because they were all so kind to her
after it happened, trying to wipe it out of her memory. ‘You
just camé over faint, lassie. Just a wee sickness, like. Och,
you don’t need to cry, youll be fine in a minute. Here’s Minty
o see to you.. ..

But Minty would not see to her this time.

The voice went on and on in her head, wheedling, in one
ear and out of the other.

‘Me and Jack will get married, see, Jinnot? And when we’re
married, you can come to our house whenever you like. You
can come in, and I’ll bake scones for you, Jinnot, and some-
times we'll let you sleep in our wee upstairs room. You’ll do
it, Jinnot, will you not? For Jack as well as for me. You like
Jack. Mind he mended your Dolly for you? And you’d like
to see us married thegither, would you not?

‘He’d never be happy married to her, Jinnot. You’re a big
girl now, you’ll soon see that for yourself. She’s good enough
in her way, see, but she’s not the right kind for him. She sits
and sews and works all day, but she’s never a bit of fun with
him, never a word to say. But he’s never been used to any-
one better, see, Jinnot, and he’ll not look at anybody else while
she’s there. It’s for his own good, Jinnot, and for her sake
as well. They’d never be happy married.

‘And, Jinnot, you’re not going to do her any harm. Some-
day you’ll get married yourself, Jinnot, and you'll know. So
it’s just kindness ... and she is like that, like what I said.
Mebbe she’s been the cause of the trouble you had before,
you never know. So you’ll do it, Jinnot, eh? You’ll do it?*

She did not want to. The door rattled in the wind, and the
sun shone through the dirt and the raindrops on the window.
Why did she want to stay here, with the narrow bed, the
choked grate, the mirror reflecting the flaked plaster of the
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opposite wall? The dust blew along the floor, and the chimney
and the keyhole howled together. ‘Jinnot! Jinnot!’ went the
voice again. She paid no attention. Pulling back the blankets,
she climbed fully dressed into the bed, her square, suety face
like a mask laid on the pillows. ‘Jinnot! Jinnot!’ went the
voice, calling, coaxing through the height of the wind. She
whimpered, and curled herself under the bedclothes, hiding
from the daylight and the question that dinned at her even in
the dark. ‘You'll do it, Jinnot, eh? Will you? Eh, Jinnot?’

Next day, the weather had settled. A quiet, spent sun shone
on the farm, the tumbledown dykes and the shabby thatch.
Everything was still as a painting, the smoke suspended blue
in the air, the ducks so quiet on the pond that the larches
doubled themselves in the water. Jinnot stood at the door of
the byre, watching Jack Hyslop at work. His brush went swish
swish, swirling the muck along to the door. He was a hand-
some lad. No matter how dirty his work, he always looked
clean. His boots were bright every morning, and his black hair
glistened as he turned his head. He whistled as his broom
spattered dung and dirty water, and Jinnot turned her face
away. The strong, hot smell from the byre made something
grip her stomach with a strong, relentless fist.

Now Minty came out of the kitchen, across the yard with a
basin of pig-swill. With her arm raised, pouring out the slops,
she looked at the byre door for a long minute. To the child,
the world seemed to stop in space. The byreman’s broom was
poised in motion, his arms flexed for a forward push; his
whistle went on on the same note, high and shrill; and Minty
was a statue of mute condemnation, with the dish spilling its
contents in a halted stream.

A moment later, Jinnot found that Jack Hyslop was holding
her head on his knee. Minty had run up, her apron clutched in
both hands. Beatrice, the dairymaid, was watching too, bending
over her. There was a smell of the dairy on her clothes, a
slight smell of sourness, of milk just on the turn, and her hair
waved dark under her cap. ‘There now,’ she said. ‘All right,
dearie, all right! What made you go off like that, now?’

The child’s face sweated all over, her lips shivered as the
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air blew cold on her skin. All she wanted now was to run
away, but she could not get up to her feet. “What was it,
Jinnot?’ said the voice, going on and on, cruel, kind, which
was it? “Tell me, Jinnot. Tell me.’

She could not answer. Her tongue seemed to swell and press
back on her throat, so that she vomited. Afterwards, lying
in bed, she remembered it all, the sense of relief when she
had thrown up all she had eaten, and the empty languor of
the sleep which followed. Beatrice had put her to bed, and
petted her and told her she was a good girl. ‘It was easy done,
eh, Jinnot? You’d have thought it was real.’ She gave a high,
uneasy laugh. ‘Aye, you’re a good wee thing, Jinnot. All the
same, you fair frichted me at the beginning!’

She was glad to be left alone. After her sleep, strangely
cold, she huddled her knees to her shoulders and tried to
understand. Sometime, in a few months or a few years, it
did not seem to matter, Minty and Jack Hyslop were to be
married. Minty was kind. Since Jinnot’s mother had died, she
had been nurse and foster mother, attending to clothes and
food and evening prayers. She had no time to do more. Her
scoldings were frequent, but never unjust. Jinnot had loved
her till Beatrice came to the dairy, handsome, gay and always
ready with bribes.

‘You’re a nice wee girl, Jinnot. Look — will you do some-
thing for Jack and me - just a wee thing? You’ve done it be-
fore; I know you have. Some time, when Minty’s there ...}

And so she had done it, for the sake of sixpence, and the
desire to be rid of the persistent pleading; but where she
had meant to pretend to fall in a fit at Minty’s glance, just to
pretend, she had really lost her senses, merely thinking about
it. She was afraid now of what she had done ... was it true
then, about Minty, that the way she looked at you was enough
to bring down a curse?

It could not be true. Minty was kind, and would make a
good wife. Beatrice was the bad one, with her frightening
whispers — and yet, it wasn’t really badness; it was wisdom.
She knew all the terrible things that children would not under-
stand.
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Jinnot got up and put on her clothes. Down in the kitchen,
there was firelight, and the steam of the evening meal. Her
father was eating Leartily, his broad shoulders stooped over
his plate, ‘All right again, lassie?” he asked, snuggling her to
him with one arm. She nodded, her face still a litile peaked
with weakness. At the other side of the room, Minty was busy
at the fireside, but she did not turn her head. Jinnot clung
closer to her father.

All the air seemed to be filled with whispers.

From nowhere at all, the news spread that Jinnot was be-
witched. She knew it herself. She was fascinated by the
romance of her own affliction, but she was frightened as well.
Sometimes she would have days with large blanks which
memory could not fill. Where had she been? What had she
done? And the times when the world seemed to shrivel to the
size of a pin-head, with people moving like grains of sand,
tiny, but much, much clearer, the farther away they seemed =
who was behind it all? When had it started?

In time, however, the trouble seemed to right itself. But
now, Jack Hyslop courted Beatrice instead of Minty. Once,
following them, Jinnot saw them kiss behind a hayrick. They
embraced passionately, arms clutching, bodies pressed to-
gether. It had never been like that with Minty, no laughter,
no sighs. Their kisses had been mere respectful tokens, the
concession to their betrothal.

Minty said nothing, but her sleek hair straggled, her once
serene eyes glared under their straight brows. She began to be
abrupt with the child. ‘Out the roadl’ she would snap. ‘How
is it a bairn’s aye at your elbow?’ Jinnot longed for the friend-
liness of the young dairymaid. But Beatrice wanted no third
party to share her leisure, and Jinnot was more lonely than
ever before.

‘Why had she no friends? She had never had young com-
pany, never played games with someone of her own age. Her
pastimes were lonely imaginings, the dark pretence of a brain
burdened with a dull body. She made a desperate bid to
recover her audience. Eyes shut, her breathing hoarse and
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ragged, she let herself fall to the ground, and lay there until
footsteps came running, and kind hands worked to revive her.

So now she was reinstated, her father once more mindful
of her, and the household aware of her importance, a sick
person in the house. The voices went on whispering around
her, ‘Sshh! It’s wee Jinnot again. Fell away in a dead faint.
Poor lassie, she’ll need to be seen to ... Jinnot - Jinnot ...
wee Jinnot. ..

But this time, there was a difference. They waited till she
waked, and then questioned her. Her father was there, block-
ing out the light from the window, and the doctor sat by the
bedside, obviously displeased with his task. Who was to
blame? Who was there when it happened ? She knew what they
wanted her to say; she knew herself what to tell them. “Who
was it?’ pressed her father. ‘This has been going on too long.’
‘Who was it?’ said the doctor. ‘There’s queer tales going
around, you know, Jinnot!’ ‘You know who it was,’ said the
voice in her mind. ‘You’ll do it, Jinnot, eh?’

‘I - I don’t know,” she sighed, her eyes drooping, her
mouth hot and dry. ‘I ... only ... she put her hand to her
head, and sighed. She could almost believe she was really ill,
she felt so tired and strange.

After that, the rumours started again. The voice came back
to Jinnot, the urgent and convincing warning - “She is like
that, like what I said. ..." For her own piece of mind, she
wanted to know, but there was no one she could ask. She could
not trust her own judgement.

It was months before she found out, and the days had
lengthened to a queer tarnished summer, full of stale yellow
heat. The larches had burned out long ago, and their branches
drooped in dull fringes over the pond. The fields were tangled
with buttercups and tall moon daisies, but the flowers dried
and shrivelled as soon as they blossomed. All the brooks were
silent; and the nettles by the hedges had a curled, thirsty look.
Jinnot kept away from the duckpond these days. With the
water so low, the floating weeds and mud gave off a bad, stag-
nant smell.

Over the flowers, the bees hovered, coming and going end-
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lessly, to and from the hives, One day, a large bumble,
blundering home, tangled itself in the girl’s collar, and stung
her neck. She screamed out, running into the house, squealing
that she had swallowed the insect, and that something with
a sting was flying round in her stomach, torturing her most
cruelly. They sent for the doctor, and grouped round her with
advice. Later, they found the bee, dead, in the lace which had
trapped it; but before that, she had vomited up half her inside,
with what was unmistakably yellow bees’ bodies, and a
quantity of waxy stuff all mixed up with wings and frail,
crooked legs.

She looked at the watchers, and knew that the time had
come. ‘It was Minty Fraser!’ she wailed. ‘It was her! She
looked at me!’ She screamed, and hid her face as the sickness
once more attacked her in heaving waves.

They went to the house, and found Minty on her knees,
washing over the hearthstone. One of the farm-men hauled
her to her feet, and held her wrists together. ‘Witch! Witch!
Witch!’ shouted the crowd at the door.

‘What - What—"

‘Come on, witch! Out to the crowd!’

‘No! No, I never—’

‘Leave her a minute,” roared Jack Hyslop. “Mebbe she -
give her a chance to speak!” His mouth twitched a little. At
one time, he was thinking, he had been betrothed to Minty,
before Beatrice told him ... he faltered at the thought of
Beatrice. “Well, don’t be rough till you’re sure,’ he finished
lamely, turning away and leaving the business to the others.
Those who sympathized with witches, he remembered, were
apt to share their fate.

The women were not so blate. “Witch! Witch!’ they shrilled.
‘Burn the witch! Our bairns are no’ safe when folks like her
is let to live!”

She was on the doorstep now, her cap torn off, her eye
bleeding, her dress ripped away at the shoulder. Jinnot’s
father, pushing through the mob, raised his hand for the sake
of order. ‘Look, men! Listen, there! This is my house; there’ll
be no violence done on the threshold.”

T—8
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‘Hang her! Burn her! A rope, there!”

‘No hanging till you make sure. Swim her first. If the devil
floats—’

‘Jinnot! Here’s Jinnot!’

The girl came through a lane in the throng, Beatrice hold-
ing her hand, clasping her round the waist. She did not want
to see Minty, but her legs forced her on. Then she looked up.
A witch ... she saw the blood on the face, the torn clothes,
the look of horror and terrible hurt. That was Minty, who
cooked her meals and looked after her and did the work of a
mother. She opened her mouth and screamed, till the foam
dripped over her chin.

Her father’s face was as white as her own spittle. “Take the
beast away,’ he said, ‘and if she floats, for God’s sake get rid
of her as quick as you can!’

It was horrible. They all louped at her, clutching and tear-
ing and howling as they plucked at her and trussed her for
ducking. She was down on the ground, her clothes flung in-
decently over her head, her legs kicking as she tried to escape.
‘It wasna me!” she skirled. ‘It wasna me! I'm no’ a witch! Aa-
ah!’ The long scream cut the air like a blade. Someone had
wrenched her leg and snapped the bone at the ankle, but her
body still went flailing about in the dust, like a kitten held
under a blanket.

They had her trussed now, wrists crossed, legs crossed, her
body arched between them. She was dragged to the pond,
blood from her cuts and grazes smearing the clothes of those
who handled her. Her hair hung over her face and her broken
foot scraped the ground. ‘No! No!’ she screamed. ‘Ah,
God . . .!" and once, ‘Jinnot! Tell them it wasna me—"

A blow over the mouth silenced her, and she spat a tooth
out with a mouthful of blood. She shrieked as they swung and
hurtled her through the air. There was a heavy splash, and
drops of green, slimy water spattered the watching faces. If
Minty was a witch, she would float; and then they would haul
her out and hang her, or burn her away, limb by limb,

She sank; the pond was shallow, but below the surface,
green weed and clinging mud drew her down in a deadly



THOU SHALT NOT SUFFER A WITCH... 35

clutch. The crowd on the bank watched her, fascinated. It was
only when her yammering mouth was filled and silenced that
they realized what had happened, and took slow steps to help
her. By that time, it was too late.

What must it be like to be a witch? The idea seeped into
her mind like ink, and all her thoughts were tinged with the
black poison. She knew the dreadful aftermath; long after, her
mind would be haunted by the sight she had seen. In her own
nostrils, she felt the choke and snuffie of the pond slime; but
what must it feel like, the knowledge of strange power, the
difference from other people, the danger? Her imagination
played with the thrilling pain of it, right down to the last agony.

She asked Beatrice about it. Beatrice was married now, with
a baby coming, and Jinnot sat with her in the waning after-
noons, talking with her, woman to woman.

‘I didn’t like to see them set on her like yon. She never
done me any harm. If it hadn’t been for me—’

‘Are you sure, Jinnot? Are you sure? Mind the bees, Jin-
not, an’ yon time at the barn door? What-about them?’

‘I - I don’t know.’

‘Well, I'm telling you. She was a witch, that one, if any-
body was.’

“Well, mebbe she couldn’t help it.’

‘No, they can’t help the power. It just comes on them.
Sometimes they don’t want it, but it comes, just the same. It’s
hard, but you know what the Bible says: “Thou shalt not

" suffer a witch .. .’

She had a vision of Minty, quiet, busy, struggling with a
force she did not want to house in her body. Beside this, her
own fits and vomitings seemed small things. She could for-
give knowing that. ‘How ... how do they first know they’re
witches?’ she asked.

‘Mercy, I don’t know! What questions you ask, Jinnot!
How would I know, eh? I daresay they find out soon enough.’

So that was it; they knew themselves, Her mind dabbled
and meddled uncomfortably with signs and hints. She wanted
to curse Beatrice for putting the idea into her head; she would
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not believe it; but once there, the thought would not be re-
moved. What if she was a witch? ‘I’m not,’ she said to herself.
‘I'm too young,” she said; but there was no conviction in it.
Long before she had been bewitched, she had known there
was something different about her. Now it all fell into place.
No wonder the village children would not call and play with
her. No wonder her father was just rather than affectionate,
shielding her only because she was his daughter. And no won-
der Beatrice was so eager to keep in with her, with the incess-
ant ‘Eh, Jinnot?’ always on her lips.

Well, then, she was a witch. As well to know it sooner as
later, to accept the bothers with the benefits, the troubles and
trances with the newfound sense of power. She had never
wanted to kill or curse, never in her most unhappy moments,
but now, given the means, would it not be as well to try? Did
her power strengthen by being kept, or did it spring up fresh
from some infernal reservoir? She did not know. She was a
very new witch, uncertain of what was demanded of her. Week
after week passed, and she was still no farther forward.

She continued her visits to Beatrice, though the thought of
it all made her grue. It angered her to see the girl sitting
stout and placid at the fireside, unhaunted, unafraid. “‘You’ll
come and see the baby when it’s born, ch, Jinnot?’ she would
say. ‘Do you like babies? Do you?’ Nothing mattered to her
now, it seemed, but the baby. In the dark winter nights, Jin-
not made a resolve to kill her. But for Beatrice, she might
never have discovered this terrible fact about herself. Beatrice
was to blame for everything, but a witch has means of revenge,
and one witch may avenge another.

She had no idea how to cast a spell, and there was no one
to help her. What bad Minty done? She remembered the
moment at the byre-door, the upraised arm, and the long,
long look. It would be easy. Bide her time, and Beatrice would
die when the spring came.

She sat up in the attic, twining her fingers in the fringe of
the bedcover, in and out, under and over. Beatrice was in
labour. It had been whispered in the kitchen, spreading from
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mouth to mouth. Now, Jinnot sat on the bed, watching the
larches grow black in the dusk. She was not awere of cold, or
dirt, or darkness. All her senses were fastened on the window
of Beatrice’s cottage, where a light burned, and women gath-
ered round the bed. She fixed her will, sometimes almost pray-
ing in her effort to influence fate, ‘Kill her! Kill her! Let her
die!l’ Was she talking to God, or to the devil? The thoughts
stared and screamed in her mind. She wanted Beatrice to suffer
every agony, every pain, and wrench, to bear Minty’s pain,
and her own into the bargain. All night she sat, willing pain
and death, and suffering it all in her own body. Her face was
grey as the ceiling, her flesh sweated with a sour smell. Out-
side, an owl shricked, and she wondered for 2 moment if it
was Beatrice.

Suddenly, she knew that it was all over. The strain passed
out of her body, the lids relaxed over her eyes, her body
seemed to melt and sprawl over the bed. When she woke, it
was morning, and the maids were beaming with good news.
‘Did you hear?’ they said. “Beatrice has a lovely wee boy! She’s
fair away wi’ herselfl’

Jinnot said nothing. She stopped her mouth and her dis-
appointment with porridge. It did not cross her mind that
perhaps, after all, she was no witch. All she thought was that
the spell had not worked, and Beatrice was still alive. She
left the table, and hurried over to the cottage. The door was
ajar, the fire bright in the hearth, and Beatrice was awake
in bed, smiling, the colour already flushing back into her
cheeks.

‘He’s a bonny baby, Jinnot. He’s lovely, eh? Eh, Jinnot?’

She crept reluctantly to the cradle. Why, he was no size at
all, so crumpled, so new, a wee sliver of flesh in a bundle of
white wool. She stared for a long time, half sorry for what
she had to do. The baby was snuffling a little, its hands and
feet twitching under the wrappings. He was so young, he would
not have his mother’s power to resist a witch.

She glared at him for a long minute, her eyes fixed, her lips
firm over her big tecth. His face, no bigger than a lemon,
turned black, and a drool of foam slavered from the mouth.



38 NINTH HORROR STORIES

When the twitching stopped, and the eyes finally uncrossed
themselves, she walked out, and left the door again on the
latch. She had not spoken one word.

It scemed a long time before they came for her, a long
time of fuss and running about while she sat on the bed,
shivering in the draught from the door. When she crossed to
the window, her fingers probing the webs and pressing the
guts from the plumpest insects, she saw them arguing and
gesticulating in a black knot. Jack Hyslop was there, his
polished hair ruffled, his face red. The women were shaking
their heads, and Hyslop’s voice rose clear in the pale air.

‘Well, that’s what she said. The wee thing had been dead
for an hour. An’ it was that bitch Jinnot came in an’ glowered
atit’

‘Och, man, it’s a sick woman’s fancy! A wee mite that age
can easy take convulsions.’

‘It wasna convulsions. My wife said Jinnot was in and out
with a face like thunder. She was aye askin’ about witches
100, you can ask Beatrice if you like.’

‘Well, she was in yon business 0’ Minty Fraser. Ye cannie
blame her, a young lassie like that ... mind, we sympathize
about the bairn, Jacky, but—’

They went on placating him, mindful of the fact ﬂlat Jin-
not was the farmer’s daughter. It would not do to accuse ker;
but one of the women went into the cottage, and came out
wiping her eyes. ‘My, it would make anybody greet. The wee
lamb’s lying there like a flower, that quiet! It’s been a fair
shock to the mother, poor soul. She gey faur through. .. .

They muttered, then, and drifted towards the house. Jin-
not left the window, and sat again on the bed. She was not
afraid, only resigned, and horribly tired of it all.

When they burst into her room, clumping over the bare
boards, her father was with them. They allowed him to ask
the questions. Was he angry with them, or with her? She could
not guess.

‘Jinnot,’ he said sternly, ‘what’s this? What’s all this?’

She stared at him.

‘What’s all this? Do you know what they’re saying about
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}'fm? 'I?‘hey say you killed Beatrice Hyslop’s bairn. Is that true,
innot?”

She did not answer. Her father held up his hand as the
men began to growl.

‘Come now, Jinnot, enough of this sulking! It’s for your own
good to answer, and clear yourself. Mind of what happened to
Minty Fraser! Did you do anything to the baby?”

‘I never touched it. I just looked at it.”

‘Just looked ?’

‘Yes.

A rough cry burst from Jack Hyslop. ‘Is that not what
Minty Fraser said? Was that not enough from her?

‘Hyslop, hold your tongue, or you lose your job.’

‘Well, by God, I lose it then! There’s been more trouble on
this bloody farm—"

‘Aye! Leave this to us!®

‘We'll question the wench. If she’s no witch, she’s nothing
to fear” )

‘The women had come in now, crowding up in angry curi-
osity. The farmer was pushed back against the wall. ‘One
word, and you’ll swim along with her,” he was warned, and he
knew them well enough to believe them. They gathered round
Jinnot, barking questions at her, and snatching at the answers.
Every time she paused to fidget with the fringe, they lammed
her across the knuckles till her hands were swollen and blue,

*Tell the truth now; are you a witch?’

“No. No, I'm not!’

‘Why did you kill the baby this morning?’

‘I - I never. I can’tkill folk. I—

‘You hear that? She can’t kill folk! Have you ever tried?’

She cowered back from them, the faces leering at her like
ugly pictures. She would tell the truth, as her father said,
and be done with all this dreamlike horror. ‘Leave me alone!’
she said. ‘Leave me, and I’ll tell!”

‘Hurry then. Out with it! Have you ever tried to kill any-
body?’

‘Yes. I tried, and - and I couldn’t. It was her, she started
telling me I was bewitched—"
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‘Who?’
‘Beatrice — Mistress Hyslop.”
‘My God!’ said Jack and her father, starting forward to-

gether.

‘Hold on, there! Let her speak.’

‘She said I was bewitched, an’ I thought I was. I don’t
know if it was right . . . it was all queer, and I didn’t know .. .
and then, when she said about witches, she put it in my head,
and it came over me I might be one. I Aad to find out—"

“There you are. She’s admitting it!’

‘No!’ She began to shout as they laid hold of her, scream-
ing in fright and temper till her throat bled. ‘No! Leave me
alone! I never; I tried, and I couldn’t do it! I couldn’t, I tell
you! She wouldn’t die. She’d have died if I’d been a witch,
wouldn’t she? She’s a witch herself; I don’t care, Jack
Hyslop, she is! It was her fault Minty Fraser — oh God, no!
Nor

She could not resist the rope round her, the crossing of
her limbs, the tight pull of cord on wrists and ankles. When
she knew it was hopeless, she dared not resist remembering
Minty’s broken leg, her cuts and blood and bruises, the tooth
spinning out in red spittle. She was not afraid of death, but
she was mortally afraid of pain. Now, if she went quietly,
there would only be the drag to the pond, the muckle splash,
and the slow silt and suffocation in slime. . . .

She had no voice left to cry out when they threw her. Her
throat filled with water, her nose filled, and her ears. She was
tied too tightly to struggle. Down, down she went, till her
head sang, and her brain nearly burst; but the pond was full
with the spring rains, and her body was full-fleshed and buoy-
ant. Suddenly, the cries of the crowd burst upon her again,
and she realized that she was floating. Someone jabbed at her,
and pushed her under again with a long pole, but she bobbed
up again a foot away, her mouth gulping, her eyes bulging
under her dripping hair. The mob on the bank howled
Iouder.

‘See, see! She’s floating!”

‘Witch! Burn her! Fish her out and hang her!’
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“There’s proof now. What are you waiting for? Out with
her. See, the besom’ll no” sink!’

So now they fished her out, untied her, and bound her
again in a different fashion, hands by her side, feet together.
She was too done to protest, or to wonder what they would
do. She kept her eyes shut as they tied her to 2 stake, and she
ignored the tickle of dead brushwood being piled round her
feet and body. She could hardly realize that she was still
alive, and she was neither glad nor sorry.

They were gentle with her now, sparing her senses for the
last pain. At first, she hardly bothered when the smoke nipped
her eyes and her nostrils; she hardly heard the first snap of the
thin twigs. It was only when the flames lapped her feet and
legs that she raised her head and tried to break free. As the
wood became red hot, and the flames mounted to bite her body,
she screamed and writhed and bit her tongue to mincemeat.
When they could not see her body through the fire, the
screams still went on.

The crowd drifted away when she lost consciousness. There
was no more fun to be had; or perhaps, it wasn’t such fun
after all. The men went back to the fields, but they could not
settle to work. Jinnot’s father was gnawing his knuckles in the
attic, and they did not know what would happen when he
came down. Beatrice tossed in a muttering, feverish sleep;
and beside the pond, a few veins and bones still sizzled and
popped in the embers.



STRICTLY FOR THE BIRDS
Lindsay Stewart

MY NAME is Mason and I have a pretty wife and two child-
ren. At least, I had a pretty wife. Now I have only the two
children. They, thank God, were too young and innocent to
comprehend fully the real horror of what happened in a park
in north London last Sunday week. My wife, Elizabeth, now
lies in a hospital in Epsom, her face distorted with fear and
disgust. They tell me she screams a lot, even in the daytime.
They tell me she’ll never be pretty again.

We used to live near Regent’s Park Road. We’ve moved
now, away from Primrose Hill, away from any park, from
any birds. Of course, the children don’t understand any of
this, or I don’t think they do. ‘Why can’t we go and play on
the swings now, Daddy?’ they ask. I can never tell them. ‘Is
it because of that man, Daddy?* they ask. I always make some
poor excuse, but I think they notice the beads of sweat on my
forehead, they notice that I can’t look them in the eyes any
more. It’s a pity that they should have learned to sense evil
0 young.

Many of us go through life without ever having to admit
that there is real evil in the world until, perhaps, one is shaken
by some appalling crime beyond human comprehension. For
example, take Christie. Even so, you forget the whole thing
until such an evil touches you personally. Then you can never
know peace again. This is the story of how my wife found
madness and how I learned never to sleep with my eyes shut.

Every Sunday afternoon my wife and I and the children
would walk down Fitzroy Avenue, along Regent’s Park Road,
skirting the gates of Primrose Hill, to the Zoo. After we’d
made our customary rounds of the elephants, the goats who ate
our hats and gloves, the tigers, the bush babies, Tigger the
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Iynx, Goldie the eagle, and the snakepit, we’d let the children
play in the sand, on the swings and seesaws at the foot of Prim-
rose Hill.

Harmless enough, you might think. How could one im-
agine that on Primrose Hill every Sunday afternoon, with the
sun playing among the crocuses, such a repulsive rite was
performed? Youw’ll find it hard to believe what I am about to
tell you, but it’s true. I know, I was there. In fact, I saw it
many times. I even joined in, at least until I realized. But let
me give you a clue. Have you ever noticed how fat and healthy
the Primrose Hill pigeons are? If you have, score one; you're
halfway to evil.

We’d been in the park many times before we noticed the
old man in his wheelchair, and the valet. The old man was
always covered in blankets, wore dark glasses and odd plastic
gloves of a peculiar pattern. I thought then that perhaps he
had some skin complaint and that the gloves protected his
frail hands from the sun and wind. His face was rather pitted,
his complexion sallow and wrinkled. Of course, my wife
noticed him at once. At three o’clock in the afternoon the old
man would be wheeled through the gates by a tall dark man
of about forty. They would always rest in one place, the
valet standing stiffly behind the chair, the old man fumbling
with a bag of what appeared to be bread crumbs, his tooth-
less mouth miming soundless words. Then together, they
would feed the pigeons.

Both of them had noticed my wife and me. The old man
tried to smile at the children a few times, His red tongue
flapped about in his mouth as though he were desperately
trying to say something to them. ‘Poor thing,’ my wife
observed.

It was some weeks before we actually approached the old
man. I had sensed that something was wrong, though I didn’t
know what, then. I tried to stop my wife from going near
him, but she merely said, ‘Pooh!” to me. The valet didn’t
seem to welcome visitors and discouraged conversation with
his silence. The old man smiled: my wife talked about the
weather. Then he handed her the white paper bag, indicating
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that she should feed the clustering throng of pigeons around
his chair. She threw a handful of the contents to the birds,
and they all rushed towards it, fighting and flapping over
each tiny morsel. The crumbs were rather green, very soft
and crumbly, like rotting cheese. My wife grimaced when she
touched it. It was slimy. With a lift of her eyebrows she asked
what it was that the birds were gobbling so ravenously, but
the old man only flapped his plastic-covered fingers and
crowed with delight. The valet gazed into the distance and
said nothing. Then he turned the wheelchair round abruptly
and pushed the old man out of the park.

Although on subsequent Sunday afternoons we all helped
the old man to feed the pigeons, 1 was invariably reluctant.
I didn’t know why. I began to notice that he seemed to be
shrinking a little. Old age, senility? Some curious disease? I
didn’t know. For instance, on the last Sunday in May, I
noticed that a corner of the blanket which covered his legs had
slipped: he had only one leg. ‘Poor old boy,” said Elizabeth,
“There must have been something so terribly wrong that they
had to operate.’ A few weeks later, the other leg also had gone.

After that, we watched him from a distance. Perhaps we
couldn’t bear to see him crumble away completely, the victim
of a mind and body-destroying fungus, some parasite eating
his limbs day by day, spreading a slow death wherever it
moved. Perhaps it was the smell of him. It lingered in the
air when he had gone. Or perhaps we sensed in our inner
minds that something sickening and ugly was taking place.
Could it have been that?

On the Saturday night following the incident of the legs,
I heard my wife moaning in her sleep. She would fumble
with the sheets, cry out a little, turn her body over and over
in our bed. I put my arms about her, trying to comfort her.
She mumbled something about ‘arms’, repeated it several
times, as though she were desperately seeking an answer to a
question. She woke up very suddenly, about four in the
morning, crying. I pulled her to me, asked her what was wrong
and kissed her. She shivered in my arms, shook her head and
fell asleep.
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Next day we saw the old man again. My wife seemed
obsessed by him. This time she went to him and peered at
him closely. He had shrunk a great deal. He seemed to be
half the size he had been before. Elizabeth could see black
sockets behind the glasses. His arms were wrapped in band-
ages, strapped around him, covered with a shawl. This time
there was no crow of delight, no flapping of fingers: no
fingers. The old man was a lump of bandaged, rotting flesh,
limbless, eyeless. Suddenly he said something, in a low crack-
ling whisper, the only words Elizabeth had ever heard from
him. He said, urgently, ‘Feed them, feed them!” The valet
said, ‘Go away. Don’t interfere. He’s very ill.

My wife ran back to me, pausing only to lock behind her
and see the attendant produce the usual large paper bag of
evil-smelling crumbs for the pigeons, who fought wildly
around the chair, perching on the back and arms.

After that, Elizabeth’s state of mind deteriorated rapidly.
T took her to our doctor, who gave her some iron pills and
told her she needed rest. She took to sitting in an armchair
in the corner of the room, fumbling with her fingers, picking
at a piece of thread from a cushion. She said very little,
answering questions in a monotone. I meant to take her to a
psychiatrist of my acquaintance in Wimpole Street.

On Sunday we went to the park as usual. I didn’t want
Elizabeth to come with us, but she insisted. The children were
playing happily on the swings. Elizabeth sat on the bench,
gazing with utter concentration at the entrance to Primrose
Hill. I was reading the colour sections. When I looked up
from the magazines she had left my side and was standing fifty
yards in front of me, facing the gate. I think she was talking
to herself. My watch told me that it was three o’clock. This
time only the valet came through the gate. No wheelchair, no
old man. Only an umbrella, and a bag of crumbs larger than
usual. I think I knew what was coming, when my wife turned
to me and screamed at the top of her voice. The valet dropped
the bag and fled, the soft, green, fleshy crumbs spilling on
the grass.



BLOODTHJRSTY
Martin Waddell

THEY SHOOK hands with Henry, slit his throat, attached

brown blood and breath bags to his wheezing lungs and drib-

bling arteries, snapped the bone, cut the remaining sinews

and lifted his head clear of his body and straight into a
tion tank.

“Alright?* Miss Phipps asked, and the head managed a grim
smile in reply ... it didn’t feel like talking for, not surpris-
ingly, it had a sore throat.

With the operation completed they threw the rest of I-Iem'y
away, and the head nodded sleepy approval. They put it on
a special trolley and wheeled it away from the theatre, through
the corridor that passed the Memorial Rose Garden and the
Cats’ Cemetery, to the special room reserved for the
Brain.

The Brain in Henry’s head ... it thought of itself with a
capital ‘B’ because it was, without a doubt, a first-class speci-
men . .. the Brain in Henry’s head was not sorry to be rid of
the rest of him. It was used to having his arms and legs and
other accessories around it, but just recently most of Henry
had been getting on its nerves.

The Brain had not found it difficult to accept that Henry
must go. As the Brain saw it, Henry was strictly fifth rate, and
an outdated model at that. He had his uses ... you could
even say he’d been good for the Brain, but now life in Henry’s
skull had degenerated to the point where it was just one ill-
ness after another. From toothache ... with an element of
mystery, for Henry had long lost his teeth ... to sciatica,
Burger’s disease to bronchitis, poor Henry managed to con-
tract the lot, and the Brain could only sit tight and endure it.
Henry was its third body in eighty years, and nothing like as
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suitable as William or Francis had been ... the Brain had
quite lost sympathy with him.

The Brain was not unkind, though it did not allow senti-
ment t0 govern its actions. It sent Henry out for a splendid
dinner the week before the operation followed by an evening
of sensual excess which was almost too much for the poor
old chap, but apart from that one gay outing it allowed no
let up in its work schedule, which had a high priority State-
side. Henry was for the chop, which was rough on Henry, but
there was no reason for the Brain to get upset about it. Take
out the brain, it reasoned, and what have you, a turnip, a
potato . .. and who feels for a turnip or potato when they’re
peeled and gutted? The Brain, never less than fair, did try to
explain this to the rest of Henry, but he couldn’t get over
his fear, which was to do with what knives felt like and other
trivialities. The Brain was a thinking thing, it couldn’t cope
with the instincts the original owner had planted deep in
Henry. ... Henry’s original owner had, unfortunately, but
not without reason, suspected what they were going to do to
him long before they did it.

Henry definitely didn’t like it. There was nothing he could
do about it, but this did not stop him trying. Once, when the
Brain wasn’t concentrating, the morning after the Farewell
Celebration Dinner, Henry had a quick try at damaging the
Brain, but this amounted to no more than dashing his head
against a brick wall . .. which hurt his head much more than
the Brain. Poor Henry wasn’t designed for thinking, he could
only manage his instincts, and this proved far too great a
handicap. The Brain ran rings around him.

The Brain was, of course, very smart. So smart, in fact,
that there really were very sound reasons for perpetuating its
existence at the expense of the Henrys, Williams and Francises
of this world for the Greater Good of Mankind, as it told
its friends ... a phrase with ominous overtones. The Brain
Must Go On was another slogan it appreciated, but of course
poor Henry couldn’t go on because the Brain was hard on its
bodies. When the Brain was in its first incarnation, Francis, it
hit on God Save the Brain but later, when in William, who
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had religion before the Brain got him, it realized the inherent
difficulties in this thesis. If anybody was getting worshipped
round the place, it had to be the Brain; so it set up what was
left of William as a memorial in the Research Centre. Francis
and Henry were thrown away.

The removal of the head was always a nasty stage. Neither
William nor Francis had taken it well when their time came,
and Henry was no exception to this rule. The Brain, isolated
in its preservation tank, found that Henry’s head had some-
how managed to contract earache, toothache and a second
cousin to neuritis in an arm with which it had no longer any
connexion. The Brain was supposed to be responsible for
pain, but it couldn’t cut out the efforts of Henry’s head, which
was most determined . . . it must have been something bad in
the blood.

‘How’s your old head then?’ Roger said, standing by the
preservation tank which contained Henry’s head, with the Brain
still secure inside it.

The head blew bubbles through the Hypernofluid at him.

‘Sorry old chap,” Roger said, and put on his long rubber
gloves. Then he carefully slid back the tank protector shield
and manipulated Henry’s head so that the lips were clear of the
blood streaked grey liquid ... it tasted of peppermint, but
how Roger found that out is another, disgusting, story.

“This head’s giving me hell, the Brain said, by way of
Henry’s mouth, which he’d bitten rather badly during the
operation ... Henry’s thing about knives lasted right up to
the end, for they’d only given him a local anaesthetic because
of the Annendrum secretion. Henry’s face was swollen now
and gave his severed head, otherwise not unpleasant to look
at, a turnipoid look. ‘Are you sure you have those blood bags
stitched on properly? I feel as if I had something stuck in my
gullet.’

‘You have no gullet,’ Roger pointed out.

‘Don’t get smart with me,’ the Brain said.

‘Sorry old chap,’ Roger said, quite cowed. He had a lot
to thank the Brain for, which was most annoying. Any more
old guff out of you, he thought to himself, and I'll snip off
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those little brown bags which pulsate beneath your treble
chins ... but it was double chins of course, for one of them
had had to go already. Snip the bags, and the Brain would
quickly choke on blood streaked grey peppermint tasting
liquid, one rasping gurgle and all would be over.

‘I don’t mind telling you Roger,’ the Brain said, once more
affable. ‘It’s been much worse this time. You were a bit hap-
handed with that scalpel you know . . . very messy. Old Henry
had it hard ... but he’s getting his own back. I've got pains
in his feet now, and God knows where they are.’

‘I’'m very sorry,” Roger said.

The Brain was about to tell him more when Henry’s head
. . . instinctively squeamish about such things . . . managed to
twitch and roll under the turgid red and grey liquid in the
tank. Distastefully, Roger put his hand inside again ... like
burrowing through a vat of melted raspberry icecream, he
thought . .. and righted the head. The Brain licked -Henry’s
swollen lips and said crossly, “You see ... he did that.’

‘What do you want me to do about it?’ Roger said.

‘I think you’d better cut me out of this head,’ the Brain
said.

‘Which is how the Brain came to be lodged temporarily
in a plastic bag without a head to call its own. Henry’s head
they threw away, in more or less the same direction as his
body, though they did not.get together ... not in this world
anyway.

It was the Brain that mattered. It was the Brain that they
carefully slopped into its pink tinged plastic bag ... they
demonstrate the technique with the whites of eggs ... the
Brain which slithered down to nestle in a poll of denegatoid
frog spawn in the bottom of the bag, sightless, deaf to the
world around it, but still thinking away for all it was worth.

That was the one thing you could always be sure of with
the Brain ... whatever else happened to it, it just kept on
thinking, usually about its own comforts.

Who the other body belonged to they didn’t know, and to
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tell the truth they didn’t trouble overmuch to find out. There
was time to fill out the compulsory loan form of course, but
not to check too carefully on his credentials. In his pockets
they found a corkscrew, a small chess set, a black handker-
chief and a postcard from Transylvania which didn’t help at
all. These things must be done quickly and he was, after all,
exactly what they were looking for.

He was a fine young man, in perfect mechanical order, vac-
cinated against all the appropriate diseases and free of the
more obvious physical handicaps which might have ruled
him out as a carrier for the Brain ... true, his teeth were a
little odd, two of them at least were much too sharp and long,
but at the time no one paid any attention to that. He had
bright red hair and blue eyes and a hole in his head you
could put a bullet through, which is exactly what someone
had done. Not that the hole worried them ... in the light of
what they were about to do with him it was, if anything, an
added advantage.

‘Quite a mess,” Roger said, surveying the pale newcomer,
‘but I suppose we can use him.”

It was Miss Phipps who waxed enthusiastic. Miss Phipps
being Miss Phipps, she had every reason to. Though the Brain
was very practical it was not above the lusts of William,
Francis (though Francis was a bit peculiar) or Henry, and
accordingly had allowed itself a relationship somewhat less
than strictly professional with chubby fullblooded Miss
Phipps. This was very nice for the Brain and also very nice
for Miss Phipps . . . she could, after all, put it down to patrio-
tism . . . but by the time Henry’s race was run it had become
something of a drag. The newcomer, though a bit pale, looked
full of potential.

‘Lovely,’ she said, patting her magnificent auburn tresses.

“‘Of course he might recover,” Roger said.

‘Nonsense,” Miss Phipps said decisively, for that was some-
thing Roger should really have kept his mouth shut about. The
new young man was going to lose his brain long before he
got better if Miss Phipps had any say in the matter. ‘The
bullet in his head will not allow a full recovery,’ she said.
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*We are obviously justified in what we’re doing, and anyway
I’ve signed the form now.’

‘I wonder why he got shot at?’ Roger said.

“That is not our concern,’ Miss Phipps said. “‘We’ve got to
think of the Brain. Think how much nicer it will be for it,
going around in a nice young body like this.’

‘I'm sure this one would be proud, if he knew,” Roger said.

‘Grateful,’ responded Miss Phipps, wholcheartedly.

They looked down fondly on the form before them, still
breathing strongly despite Miss Phipps’ prediction.

“There’s a lot of blood,’ Roger said, as he traced in the slit-
ting line around the lean white throat.

‘Waste not, want not,’ said Miss Phipps, and went off to
fetch a container for it.

For once, although she did not know it, the joke was on Miss
Phipps.

‘We’ve got one for you dear,” Miss Phipps said, but of course
the Brain couldn’t hear her. It was busy in its pink tinged
plastic bag on a pretty piece of theoretical mutation, sure to
prove a breakthrough. Miss Phipps didn’t know about this;
all she could see was the Brain pulsing gently in its pool of
denegatoid frog spawn and, quite frankly, she must have seen
it through love’s eyes, for it was quite revolting.

‘It’s your Sugarpuss Belinda,’ she said, cooing against the
plastic. “Old Brainey come to Mummy.’ Having said it she
realized that a change in approach would be called for. ‘Come
to Mummy,’ might have done for the Brain in senile Henry,
but the new body called for much more effort and originality.
After blowing a kiss to the plastic bag she left the Brain’s
room and went down to the Cats’ Cemetery to worry about
it.

The Brain wasn’t worried at all. It had settled in quite
happily in its plastic bag, free of all distractions of the flesh
... and Belinda Phipps was a considerable distraction, though
the Brain blamed her in part at least on old Henry, who had
been starved for affection when occupied by his original
owner ... the brain he was born with, that is. Yes, the Brain
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was content, quite certain that its operation would be a success.
It had worked twice . . . so why not again? The Henrys of this
world might come and go, but the Brain would go on for-
ever.

If the Brain pondered at all on where the Henrys and Wil-
liams and Francises came from, it did not show it ... though
strictly speaking it couldn’t just then, save by slopping from
side to side in the denegatoid frog spawn more energetically,
for it had no body to show anything with. But it probably
didn’t ponder on it at all, for it was a happy, happy Brain.
It had a nice new body to come, with which it anticipated
doing a lot of new things ... and one or two old things ...
better.

They wheeled the new body down through the Memorial
Rose Garden, turned left past the Cats’ Cemetery and went
through the swing doors leading to the operating theatre,
where Miss Phipps and Roger took charge, affable smiles on
their plump faces. Actually the new body was smiling too,
smiling so that his two peculiar teeth, the long sharp fang-
like ones, gleamed over the pale pink of his lower lip, one
set at each side of his mouth.

If Belinda Phipps and Roger had harboured a little of the
romantic in their souls, they might have taken note of this
little oddity, and possibly taken it as a warning. But they
were not, unfortunately, romantics, though they were superb
technicians.

It was as technicians that they set about enlarging the hole
in the new body’s head, then squeezed out the damaged brain
or what was left of it, and threw it away . .. one hopes that,
in some sweeter place, it may have encountered the brainless
Henry, and come to some arrangement.

The Brain in its plastic bag, perforce incommunicado,
somehow sensed that its time was near. It did its best to keep
its wits about it, remembering that it was the Brain, and much
more important and respected than any other brain it knew.
It was all eagerness to get into its new head, now that the old
one had been satisfactorily disposed of.
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With loving care Belinda Phipps plopped the Brain, soft
and slippery, with perhaps a little more ooze about than was
desirable, out of its bag and into the newcomer’s cavity, where
it nestled in comfort as they fitted the little metal plate
securely into the bone of its new skull.

If the mouth with the two extra sharp tecth j )uttmg out of it
smiled at that moment it was not the Brain’s doing, but it
may have been an instinctive reaction to the trickle of blood
from the work overhead which ran down the new body’s waxen
cheek and dripped upon its pale lips.

‘How do you feel today?’ Roger asked the Brain in its new
body. Outside the rain lashed down on the streets and people
dashed around buying gumboots, with the sole exception of
Belinda Phipps who had been to Richard Henry’s to get her
hair done and was now selecting a nice new frilly night-
gown at the Bridal Bar in Harrods.

‘Fine,’ said the new body, sitting up. ‘By the way, you
should call me Alexis now . . . Count Alexis.”

“Splendid,’ said Roger. “You're not too cramped in there,
or anything?’

‘No, this one will do splendidly,’ said Count Alexis.

‘Anything I can get for you?’ Roger asked.

‘No thank you,’ said Count Alexis, planting his feet on the
floor beside the bed.

‘You really shouldn’t be getting up yet,’ said Roger. ‘You
look a little pale, Count.’

‘Nonsense,’ said Count Alexis, reaching for his black tights.

Ten minutes later he was on his way round the unit, intro-
ducing himself to old friends, not all of whom were glad to
see him. Yet his walk seemed to take a lot out of him. As time
went by he grew paler, his long black gloved hands began to
quiver, his two sharp teeth to grate against the faint stubble
on his chin.

It was quite half an hour before he managed to tear him-
self away from the Brain’s affairs and secrete himself in the
Blood Depository.
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‘Like milk,” said the orderly. ‘He was standing there slug-
ging it, like milk out of a bottle.

‘Don’t be so ridiculous,’ said her friend.

‘Dribbling down his chin,’ she said. “Then he looked at
me. .. sucha look!’

‘Maybe he was thirsty,” said her friend, scornfully. ‘You
don’t want to go around spreading tales like that. You know
who he is, don’t you?®

‘He said I could call him Alexis. Then he tried to . . . tried

‘He’s the Brain, said her friend. “There now! So it must
be all right, mustn’t it?’

Belinda Phipps, as befits a top technician, had a splendid
home near Sunningdale, surrounded by tall fir trees which
obscured the angry moon. It was a hot, airless night and she
lay on her large fourposter bed ... Miss Phipps collected
antiques . .. in her splendid new Bridal Bar nightie, lustrous
hair curling on her shoulders and the white monogrammed
pillow, dark eyes a-glitter in the candlelight ... she found
candlelight romantic. She was restless and full of petty frus-
tration.

‘You can call me Alexis,” he had said, showing her his new
black velvet cloak ... but where was he? Apparently with
the Brain’s new body, punctuality was not important. Tran-
sylvanian Count or no Transylvanian Count, she’d soon knock
that out of him. Belinda Phipps was nothing if she was not
businesslike, and an arrangement was an arrangement, a
form of contract, even if it was for a night of passion.

Somewhere in the tall trees outside an ow! hooted ... or
was it an owl? It could have been the call of a lost soul . . . but
Belinda Phipps didn’t take it that way, she was far too rational.
The skeletal arm of a tree rapped the pane, a distant dog
howled, but she lay on undisturbed, a superb technician to the
end

Tt was the technician in her that had her up counting the
seconds between the thunder claps and charting them at the
little desk in the corner of her room, when the window un-
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accountably burst open. She turned, auburn tresses flowing on
her white shoulders, bosom all a-heave, locket trapped in her
cleavage, to find a black figure outlined against the drapes,
fierce eyes upon her. He strode forward, seized Miss Phipps
and bore her to the bed.

‘Alexis,’ she cried, ‘Count Alexis . . . Brain . . . what are you.
Aaaaaghaaha?’

His fangs cut her throat, ripped the soft white skin, milked,
the pumping blood from her veins . . . so much better than the
bottled variety. When he rose from her the pillow on which
she lay was awash with blood, her Bridal Bar nightie in tat-
ters. Miss Belinda Phipps lay ravished in the moonlight as
the Fiend, sated, drew his black cloak around him and fled
amid the gaunt trees.

He exited splendidly, though there was no one to see him.
The hearse he had had to hire from a company which special-
ized in such things, but he drove it with the verve of an expert,
long cloak flapping about him as the four black horses drew
him away down the drive. An hour later he was home in Hang-
man’s Hall, Clapham, clambering into the great big black coffin
in the cellar.

The Brain was very very happy. In the past Francis’ pecu-
liarity had been awkward, Henry’s senile decay a bit of a bore
... but Count Alexis’ technique was a revelation. As usual, the
Brain had done superlatively well ... much better than
the original owner who’d had to make do without most of the
trimmings because of his social position, something which did
not inhibit the Brain one bit. Count Alexis’ satisfied senses told
him he had done well ... but then the Brain was always best
at anything he put his mind to.

Count Alexis lay back in his coffin, drew his cloak around
him, settled himself in comfort against the silk accessories, and
pulled down the lid, a pleasing prospect of bloody days before
He was destined, after all, to be the smartest vampire in
Christendom.



AN APPARITION AT NOON
Adobe James

INEXPLICABLY, the dogs died.

Within seconds of each other!

I had been watching them from my vantage point on the cot
which I take to more and more often these days — my refuge
from that miserable African sun which can be compared to an
atomic blast furnace this time of year. Bloody sod of a place,
this whole rotten country.

But the dogs!

First one — then the other — had risen, sniffed, and wagged
his tail as though a friend or something to eat were approaching
him. A moment later they had stopped in fright, howled once,
twitched, and then lay down to shudder their lives away in the
dried grass of the olei.

Fifteen years ago, I would have suspected Kenyatta’s Mau-
Mau.

Not now. His Kikuyu bandits and assassins have gotten
what they wanted — everything! Now they are all Gilbert and
Sullivan Major Generals in their own black armies - poli-
ticians robbing the natives now. Nothing else left to take from
us, the whites. Nothing except a little patch of red dust here
and there — like mine ... green only when the rains turn the
olei to swamp. Wretched god-forsaken place. Lonely.

Very lonely.

Especially since Kathleen died five years ago.

I got up from the cot, mixed mysclf number five for the
morning, and went out to do my Christian duty for the dogs ~
those poor dumb brutes. I owed that much to them; they were
my only friends. Besides, they’d start stinking like hell within
the hour if I didn’t get rid of them.

I buried them beneath the flame trees at the far-edge of
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the vlei; one dog on each side of Kathleen. Guards, you might
say. Mastiffs to protect her from the hounds of hell.

I pounded the last of the earth down on the graves, rolled
some rocks over the top, and sprinkled arsenic all around to
keep the baboons away. The exercise — the first in weeks — left
me winded, but had helped clear my head a bit; I began
thinking in earnest.

0dd, you know, how the dogs had died. Just like that! No
one in miles. Damned mystenous, ifyouaskme,

I wiped the perspiration from my face and neck and
started walking back through the brown long grass towards the
house. I was halfway there when I abruptly began think-
ing about the roosters and the hens. Something wrong ...
odd.

Then I remembered. Of course, there had been something.
A noise, I think, Last night or early this morning. I had been
awakened by their sounds. They had all been squawking
as though they were fighting over kernels of corn, and then . ..
a note of panic . . . yes, frantic it was, in the darkness . . . and,
suddenly, silence.

I hadn’t worried particularly at that time; the dogs were
capable of handling anything up to and including a lion or the
smartest baboon. I hadn’t even bothered to get up and investi-
gate. Should have, I suppose, but the nightcaps had made me
lethargic and uncaring.

I stood there in the dried grass for 2 moment, trying to
decide whether to check on the chickens or go back to the house
for a drink first. ‘Well,” I muttered, “do it now and get the
blasted feeding chores done with at the same time. That way
we won’t have to come outside again today.’

I turned and marched towards their coop. No rooster strut-
ted, no hen clucked or scratched the ground. You know, I'm
slipping - truly slipping — I really should have noticed all this
earlier this morning.

T opened the wire mesh door of their pen and went in. Only
silence greeted me.

I peered into the dimness of their coop. Then I crouched
down, went inside, and stood upright again, looking down at
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the poor bastards. Dead. All dead. Just as though they had
been gassed. Unnerving. And another oddity! Ordinarily a
dead thing in this area of the world is covered with black flies
and white ants within seconds of death — some subtle jungle
telegraph communicates the news, I suppose.. But not here.
Not now. The only thing moving in the coop was the rapid rise
and fall of my chest . .. and one tiny white fluff of feather that
waved to and fro on the tip of my boot.

Quickly, I scrambled outside. The sun, like a hammer be-
tween my eyes, caused an immediate headache. That was un-
important, though, for I had been struck by something else —
the absence of all sound! That sinister, unreal silence was even
more startling than a thunderclap! No cicadas. No birds.
Quiet. So quiet. Unearthly quiet.

I have lived in this green and red hell long enough to know
danger. Danger has a smell all of its own. Unique. Acrid, and
also arid. There was that odour now. A smell plus the instinc-
tive feeling that I was under observation. I could feel eyes —a
tingling sensation in my skull — as though someone or some-
thing were trying to ascertain my course of action.

My scruff was crawling. The adrenalin surged and roared
through my veins. Fright. I recognized it. Fright! My God, I
was actually scared!

And the reason lay one hundred fifty metres away. I could
see it. A burned area . . . the erythrinas with their blossoms the
colour of blood were gone, snapped off at the ground. In the
middle of that scorched area ... heat waves — at least they
looked almost as if they were heat waves — shimmered and
quivered like a huge mould of plain gelatine.

I forced myself to move; believe me, it took courage to begin
walking. There was something monstrous out there beyond that
curtain of heat - something alien to me and my senses. Only
one thing was certain; I was the hunted - it the hunter.

Expecting the attack to come at any second, I began making
my way slowly back towards the house. I was unarmed; frank-
ly, I didn’t expect to make it. I willed myself not to look
behind me. My heart was lunging around like some poor
tethered sacrificial goat as the lion approaches. I made a
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detour around two white and grey doves lying in the path.
They were dead.

You should know that I have attempted suicide twice in the
past. Half-heartedly, I suppose, or I wouldn’t have botched
the job. During the last five years I really haven’t cared if I
lived . . . or not. But now . . . I feared death! It was all I could
do to keep from sprinting the last fifty metres, but I was able
to maintain my outward composure and dignity.

I climbed the four stairs to the porch. I opened the screen
door. I went inside. I closed the door behind me ... and,
breathing hoarsely, collapsed against the wall. My knees were
quaking. A drink, I thought frantically, I need a drink. And
my voice, like the croak of a dying raven, came, ‘No . . . not
now. No alcohol. Don’t dull the adrenalin reflexes. Keep the
edge on. You'll need it

The gun I wanted was on top of the mante; it hung just
above the discoloured and fading old wedding photograph of
Kathleen and me.

T took the gun down and broke it open.

The shells were in the pocket of my bush jacket.

Insert one shell — hands trembling, and not from alcohol
this time ~ into the smooth tube . . . another shell into the ad-
joining chamber. Click ... the barrels are locked in place.
Click . . . click . . . the heavy firing pins pulled back and cocked.

For just a moment, I stared with unseeing eyes at the wea-
pon in my hand, and then took a deep breath and stepped out-
side. I stood in the noonday shadows of the porch and looked
towards the burned area. I waited. Silence. No wind. The
world was holding its breath — waiting with me.

Suddenly the feeling of fright left me ... along with that
cold and hostile presence that earlier I had imagined to be in
my mind.

There was a slight puff of wind, and the tufted papyrus
fluttered lke soft white feathers on a baby chick. Down by the
scorched area, the heat waves swirled in a little cyclonic move-
ment . . . and solidified.

Out there, the shimmering curtain parted ~ and something
emerged.
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I lowered my gun and blinked when I saw what was coming
towards me.

Kathleen? I must be going insane. Kathleen?

Her négligée was half open - revealing that golden body,
its ripe full moon breasts, its ivory belly, its pungent spice
valleys.

She came across the olei. Smiling at me, that’s what she
was. Smiling - with love and desire. That sensual smile I knew
so well. Kathleen!

‘Kathleen?’ It was croak, a lament — an unbelieving whisper
of hope. A miracle? God, could it really be? ‘Kathleen?’

She stopped. Her eyes were locked with mine. And casually,
but with great feeling, she dropped the négligée and stood
naked before me. A goddess. My goddess!

She reached up; I saw the familiar blonde nest beneath her
armpit . . . and she removed the ribbon which held captive her
long golden hair.

Oh, dear God, she is so lovely . . . and I have been so lonely
without her.

She ran slender fingers down across her breasts and belly.
And she moaned. It was her moan. She was alive! I had
been mistaken all these years. She lived. She lived!

‘Kathleen . . ” My earlier disbelief had vanished - replaced
by a desire which was sweeping like a raging eld fire through
my groin. I took  faltering step towards her.

Now, slowly, she walked towards me. Ten metres away she
held out her arms and spoke for the first time . .. and it was
her voice! Truly, it was her voice!

‘Oh, Charles,’ she said. ‘I want you so.’

I raised my gun and fired. First one barrel, then the other,
roared out in an orgasm of fire and lead and death. If there
had been a third and fourth barrel, I would have used those on
her too!

Before me, Kathleen dissolved in a shimmering swirl of sil-
ver flame that writhed and convulsed as though in silent pain.
Soon, all motion stopped; and the silver fire dimmed, turned
grey, and fell like unchaste snow to the red African earth.

I stared at the thing on the ground.
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It is the only name to describe it. A being. An alien thing.
Repulsive. Blue-green. Fly-like wings with great green
veins from which oozed thick pus-like blood. Antennae. Many
eyes. And dead. Very dead. An extremely dead and loathsome
thing a long way from its home.

An intelligent thing, though. It must have read my mind,
just as it had the minds of the dogs and the chickens . . . and it
knew about the things we loved most — feared least. The dogs
and the chickens loved food. Me? . . . Kathleen, of course.

And it had materialized these things for us in order to get
close enough to kill us. It had reproduced my love for me — just
as I remembered her best. That night five years ago when she
had come across the room, removing her négligée as she
walked. Her green eyes ablaze like jade beneath an African
moon. Her alabaster body taut with lust. Her nipples erect.
And moaning her desire.

She had said that night, ‘Oh Charles. I want you so.’

And, I had stuck my shotgun inside through the window and
shot both her . .. and Charles, the rotten black sod!



THE BABY MACHINE
Rene Morris

IT wWAS a beautiful machine - everyone said it was, and there
was never any doubt as to its capabilities, for was it not the
most advanced machine of its kind — and the most expensive?
But then, Malinda had always expected the best, and married
as she was to an electronics engineer, and a leading figure in his
field, there had never been any doubt, that she would own one
when the baby came along.

Now, as she moved, smiling, among her guests she felt com-
pletely at ease; she felt free, so free that her heart sang inside
and her conversation positively sparkled. Once again she was
the centre of attraction, and as she sipped her wine she knew
that all eyes were upon her, and her happiness was complete.

Malinda loved her baby almost as much as herself, but her
maternal instinct was mainly one of pride, and she cared very
little to be inconvenienced by the more wearisome side of
motherhood. But the machine had relieved her of all that
was distasteful to her, and now she was free again to enjoy
herself.

‘Malinda darling,’ Ann said urgently, ‘I’ve just come past
the nursery and little Paul is crying. Do you think we should
go up? He sounded most upset.’

‘No darling,” Malinda said confidently. “The machine is
there and we would only be in the way.’

‘But please,” Ann said wistfully, ‘couldn’t we just take a
teeny weeny peek, just to see that everything’s all right?’

Malinda sighed. ‘Oh very well, but really there’s no need.
Little Paul is quite all right, you know.’

Ann led the way to where the white staircase spilled into the
blue and gold hall, and together they climbed the richly car-
peted stairs and along the white balcony above, adorned so
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beautifully with its delicately carved corbels. There was no
sound as Malinda quietly opened the nursery door, only the
tinkle of Malinda’s bracelet as it slid down her soft, white arm
and barely touched the door handle.

‘Can we go in?’ Ann whispered, ‘just for a moment.’

Malinda sighed again, and nodded. They tiptoed over to the
cot, so pretty with its white lace folds falling to the floor, and
the little blue ribbons that caught it up around the hem. Ann
leaned carefully over the sleeping child, pulling back the cover-
let gently that she might see him better.

‘Isn’t he a little darling? See how he lies with one little hand
beneath his head. Oh Malinda,’ she breathed pitifully, ‘how
could you ever trust him to a machine?’

“It isn’t just any machine you know,” Malinda said indig-
nantly. ‘It’s capable of the most sensitive movements. Peter
helped in the making of it. It even has a danger system to stop
anyone from taking the child from the room. I only turn it on
when we go out for the evening. It really is the last word in
baby care. Look, I’ll show you just how clever it is.”

Malinda pulled back the covers until the child’s other hand
could be seen, then stepped back motioning Ann to do the
same. In the corner behind them, the pale green eye came
suddenly to life. The machine moved silently towards them
across the carpet, its thick rubbery arms outstretched and the
round, glassy head bent towards the cot. It stopped, its pincer-
like hand smoothing back the covers and neatly turning in the
edges where the child had started to chew them. The child
stirred, his litde hand pushing upward then falling limply back
on the pillow. The green eye flickered, and the rubber arm took
the tiny hand and gently pulled it down snugly beneath the
covers, turning in the edges as before. Then, seeing that all was
well, backed away into the corner from whence it had so noise-
lessly come.

‘It’s wonderful,” Ann breathed. ‘I’'ve never seen anything
like it.”

‘Well, I did tell you, darling, didn’t I? I must admit though,
at first I was a tiny bit afraid that Martha - that’s what we call
it — might drop him or something, but I soon found that there
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was no need for anxiety. There isn’t a thing that Martha
can’t do. Peter’s tried all kinds of tests on her, and he adds to
her knowledge all the time.’

“You are a lucky one, Malinda,’ Ann sighed. ‘You have a
lovely home, a wonderful husband, and the sweetest baby I've
ever seen. Why do you treat him so?’

‘Peter’s happy enough. He is older than I am, darling. He
doesn’t like parties and things, and I do. He doesn’t mind my
going out and about. I like to enjoy life, and he likes to see me
happy.’

‘Do you still see Clive, or did you give him up as you said
you would?’ Ann asked quiedy.

‘Of course I didn’t give him up, darling. Whatever made
you think that I could? After all, he loves me. It wouldn’t be
very kind to him would it? I’m not a robot you know — not like
that monster over there. Really, Ann. I'm a good wife to Peter
- good for his business. I entertain for him, don’t I? I run his
home perfectly. What more can I do?’

‘I’'m sorry, Malinda,” Ann sighed. ‘I shouldn’t have asked
you. It’s just that I thought that things were different now that
you had the baby to think about. A woman settles down when
there’s a baby.”

‘I also have Martha,” Malinda retorted coldly.

‘We had one of the earlier models. Do you remember it,
Malinda?’ Ann said soothingly. ‘It wasn’t much of a baby
nurse at all, was it? It sounded alarms mostly, but it couldn’t
cope by itself. In a way, I was glad. I liked doing every-
thing for Wendy ... she was so small, and forever wet, or
hungry ...

‘We'd better go down, darling. People will wonder where
on earth we’ve got to, and I hate missing coffee.’

Martha’s green eye flickered into life as the door closed
upon them. Down below she could hear the sound of laughter,
and then the child tufning in the white lace cot. He was dream-
ing of his mother, and Martha’s fine tuner beam picked up the
dream and stored it away with so many other dreams and
thoughts that had needed her attention. She moved silently
towards the cot, the long arms reaching for the child, as gently
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she gathered him close to her soft rubber breast, rocking him
deeper and deeper into a dreamless sleep.

Malinda stretched luxuriously in the ivory satin bed, then
listened for the usual plaintive wail from the nursery. Little
Paul started to cry, then stopped. Malinda smiled, then turned
over happily knowing that Martha had everything under con-
trol. It really was a blessing, that wonderful machine. Reaching
under her pillow, she drew out the letter and opened it. It was
from Clive, and it asked that she should meet him tonight at
The Blue Grill. Malinda heard Peter’s heavy step outside the
door, and she quickly pushed the letter back under the pillow
out of sight. He looked tired as he entered, and she guessed that
he had worked well into the night, for he seemed distant to
her lately as if his mind was deeply solving some new mystery.

‘Darling,’ he said without his usual smile, ‘see to my tie for
me, will you? I’ve tried, but I seem to be all fingers and
thumbs today.’

“Is that all you’ve woken me for?* Malinda pouted.

‘Now who else could tie it for me the way you do?’

“There’s Martha,” Malinda said in a tired voice.

‘But Martha’s busy with the baby at this time in the morn-
ing, And I didn’t buy her to do jobs for me. It was for the
baby’s sake that I let you have her.’

