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2 SCIENCE FANTASY

Gorwing was a person who knew when anyone

needed something (as opposed to wanting). It

was a peculiar talent—best buried in a small town
away from the crowds.

NEED

BY THEODORE STURGEON

one

Some towns seem able to defy not only time, but change ;
when this happens in the far hinterland, one is hardly amazed.
Yet, amazingly, it happens all the time quite near some of our
largest cities. Occasionally one of these is found by the
“ project > entrepreneur, and becomes the selting for winding
windrows of coops and hutches, alternately “ ranch ™

“split ”; yet not even these, and the prefabricated, ahcn,
chain-driven supercilious superservice shopping centres in
symbiosis with them, ever become a part of such towns.
Whatever span of years it takes to make the * projects
obsolescent only serves to make these towns themselves more
solid, more—in the chemical sense—set. Modernity does not
and cannot alter the character of such a place, any more than
one might alter a suit of chain mail by topping it with a
Panama

In such towns are i hops and servi hich
live as the unassailable town lives, that is to say, in their own
way and forever. Purveyors of lha same shoes, shects and
sundries as the sell go

Copyright 1960 by Theodore Sturgeon
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by the board, quite deserving of all that their critics say of them,
that they can’t keep up with the times, that they’re dead and
now must lie down. Defiance of time, of change, of anything
is, after all, only defiance, and does not in itself guarantee a
victory. But certain businesses, by their very nature, may be
in a town, may be a town and achieve this defiant immortality.
Anyone who has reflected with enough detachment on recent
history is in a position to realize that, in revolutionary days,
there must have been a certain market for genuine antiques
made in America of American materials more than a century
earlier.

No technol: d ing or static can elimi the window-
washer, the launderer, the hand. ith and their establish
ments. Fashions in invention might change the vestments of
their activity, but never their blood and marrow. The boat-
wright becomes a ialist in wooden stati bodies,
and then in mobile-home interiors. The blacksmith trades his
leather bellows for a drill-press and a rack of epoxy resins, but
he is what he was, and his shop is his permanence and his
town’s.

The general store has passed into the hands of the chains.
It, and they, pursue the grail of everything, and since to be
able to sell everything is on the face of it impossible, they are as
impermanent as a military dictatorship that must expand or
die, and that dies expanding. But there is another kind of
store that sells, not everything, but anything. Its hallmark is
that it has no grail at all, and therefore no pursuit. It emphati-
cally does not expand. Its stock is that which has been useful
or desirable to some people at some time ; its only credo, that
anything which has been useful or desirable to some people at
some time will again be useful to someone—anything.

Here you might find dried flowers under a glass dome, a
hand-cranked coffee mill, a toy piano, a two-volume, leather-
bound copy of Dibdin’s Journey, a pair of two-wheel roller
skates or a one tube radio set—the tube is a UX-11 and is
missing—which tunes with a vario-coupler. You might—you
probably would—also find in such a place, a proprietor who
could fix almost anything and has the tools to do it with, and
who understands that conversation is important and the most
important part of it is listening.

Such a town was North Nyack, New York, barely twenty
miles from Manhattan, yet—but for superficial scratches—
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d and unch It ined such a busine:
the Anything Shoppe—a title that constituted one of the
scratches, being a concession to the transient trade, but one that
did not bleed—and such a proprietor. His name was Noat,
George Noat. G-Note, naturally, to his friends, who were all
the people who knew hlm He was the ugliest man in town,
gul that, like the silliness of his concern’s name, was only skin-

eep.

‘Why such a trade should be his, or why he was its, might
make for some interesting discussion of cause and effect. The
fact—which would contribute nothing to the discussion—
remained that there was an anythingness about G-! the not
only would he buy hing, sell hing or fix , he
would also listen to anyone, help anyone and from the deplhs
of a truly extraordinary well of the quality called empathy—the
ability to feel with another’s fingertips, look out through
another pair of eyes—he could understand.

To George Noat, Prop., then, at twenty minutes to three one
stormy morning, came Gorwing.

“ G-Note !” Gorwing roared, pounding on the front door
of the Anything Shoppe with force enough to set adance the
two sets of pony harness and the cabbage grater that hung
against it. * G-Note, Goddammit !”

A dim light appeared in the back of the shop, and G-Note’s
grotesque face and one T-shirted shoulder, over which a big
square hand was pulling a gallus-strap, appeared at the edge of
the baize curtain that separated G-Note’s working from
G-Note’s living—the most partial of barriers, which suited him.
He called, “ It’s open ! semaphored and withdrew.

Gorwing, small, quick, black hair, snapping black voice and
eyes, sharp white teeth, slammed into the shop. The vibration
set a clothing-dummy, atop which was perched a rubber imp
carnival mask, teetering, and it turned as it teetered, bearing
round on Gorwing indignantly. He and it stared one another
in the eye for an angry moment, and then he cursed and
snatched off the head and threw it behind the counter. “G-
Note !” he barked.

G-Note shuffled into the shop, shrugging into a shawl-like
grey cardigan and, with his heavy lids, wringing sleep out of
his eyes. “I got that toilet you wanted yesterday,” he mumbled.
““ Real tall, with pink rosebuds on. 1 bet there wouldn’t be
another like it from here to—"
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“ The hell with it,” said Gorwing. “ That was yesterday.
Come on, willya 7

G-Note blinked at him, * Come ?”

““ The car, in the car !” Gorwing half cried, in the tones of
excessive annoyance applied usually to people who should
know by now. It was unfair, because by now G-Note did not
know. Hun‘y up, willya? What do I hafta do to make
you hurry up 7’

Gorwing flung open the door, and G- Note peered out into
sodden blowing black. * It’s raining out.

Gorwing’s tight lips emitted a single sibilant explosion, and
he raced out, leaving the door open. A moment later there came
the sound of a car door slamming. G-Note shrugged and
followed, closing the door behind him, and, hunching his
shoulders against the driving rain, made his way out to the car.
Gorwing had started it and switched on the lights while he was
negotiating the puddles, then flung open the door on the
driver’s side and slid over into the passenger’s seat. He shouted
something.

“Huh ? ‘7" G-Note grunted as he came poking and dripping
into the car.

“I said Essex Street and Storms Road, right by the traffic
light, and ger goin’, willya 7

G-Note got himself settled and got going. * Gosh,
Gorwing,” he said, protesting gently.

“ Quitcher bitchin’,” said Gorwing through clampcd teeth
and curled lips. Trcmp down on that thing.

here we goin’?

“T told you.”

“ Yeah, but—"

“You'll see when we get there. There’s some money in it.
You think I'd come out on a night like this if there wasn’t
some money in it? Listen, G-Note—" He paused with a
mechanical abruptness, as if the machine gun with which he
ﬁred his words had jammed.

“ What 7

Un;ammed as suddenly, Gorwing shot : “ You wouldn’t let
me down.

¢, No 1 won't do that, but I wish I knew what I was ’sposed
to d

They sloshed over the high crown of Storms Hill and down
the winding slope on the other side. The slick blacktop
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showed the loom of lights ahead before they saw the lights
themselves—gold tinged with green, suddenly with ruby ; the
intersection and the traffic signal.

“ Cut him out. quick ! Don’t let'm pick up that guy.”

Peering ahead, G-Note saw a car slowing for a waving figure
who stood at the far side of the intersection. G-Note seemed
not to have heard Gorwing’s crackling order, or to have
understood ; yet it was as if his hands and feet had. The car
lurched forward, cut in to the curb at the right of the other, and
almost alongside. Startled, the other driver shifted and pulled
away up the hill. At Gorwing’s grunted order, G-Note
stopped at the curb by the sodden and obviously bewildered
pedestrian who had been trying to flag the other car. The
man bent and tried to peer into the dark interior. Gorwing
rolled down his window.

The man said, “ Can you give me a lift 7"

Gorwing reached back and opened the rear door, and the
man plunged in. “ Thank God,” he panted, slamming the
door. “T've got to get home, but I mean quick. You going
near Rockland Lake ?””

“ We're going anywhere you say, mister,”
“But it’ll cost.”

“ Oh, that’s all right. You’re a taxi, hm ?””

“We are now.” Gorwing’s hard hand took G-Note’s
elbow squeezed, warned ; but, warning or no, G-Note gasped
at what came next : “ Rockland Lake costs one hundred bucks
from here.”

G-Note’s gasp was quite lost in the newcomer’s wordless and
indignant sound.

“ What’s the matter,” Gorwing rasped, “ can’t raise it 7

“ What kind of holdup is this ?”” squeaked the man.

For the second time Gorwing reached back and swung the
rear door open. Then he stretched across G-Note and shut off
the motor. In the sudden silence, the sluicing of rain across the
roof and the passenger’s angry breath seemed too loud.
Gorwing said, at a quarter the volume and twice the rasp, “ I
don’t much go for that holdup talk.”

The man plunged up and out—half out. He stood, with one
foot still in the car, and looked up the road and down the road.
Nothing moved but the rain. Clearly, they heard the relay in
the traffic light saying clock, chuck ! as the dim sodden shine
of the intersection turning from green to red. To anyone
thinking of traffic and transport, it was a persuasive sight. At

said Gorwing.
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three in the morning, chances of anything passing before
daylight were remote.

He put his head back in. “ Look, whoever you are, I've
just got to get to Rockland Lake.”

“So by now,” said Gorwing, *“we would be past Hook
Mountain Road more’n halfway there. But you want to talk.”

The man made his inarticulate sound and got back in.
“ Go ahead.”

Gorwmg. with a touch, :heckcd G-Note’s move toward the
ignition. * A hundred bucks ?”

“ Yes, damn you !”

Gorwing turned the dome light on. “ Take a good careful
look at him,” he said. Since he might have said it to either of
them, they necessarily looked at one another, G-Note twisting
around in his seat to look back, the passenger huddled sullen
and glaring in the rear corner. G-Note saw a soft-handed
petulant man in his early thirties, with very fine, rather receding
reddish hair and surprisingly bright blue eyes.

G-Note’s great ugly head loomed over him like an approach-
ing rockfall. The domelight, almost directly overhead,
accentuated the heavy ridges of bone over his eyes, leaving the
eyes themselves all but invisible in their caves. It gleamed from
the strong fleshy arches that walled his wide nostrils and
concealed the soft sensitivity of his thin upper lip while making
the most of the muscular protruding underlip.

“Youwll pay,” said Gorwing, grinning wolfishly and
switching off the light. “ Drive,” he said, nudging G-Note.
(I‘{TI laughed. “I got a witness and you ain’t,” he said cheer-

fully.

“ Just hurry,” said the passenger.

G-Note, wondering more than anything else at the first
laugh he had ever heard from Gorwing, drove. He said,
unhappily, “ This ain’t a fun one, this time.”

“ Shut up,” Gorwing said.

“ Can’t you go any faster ?”” cried the passenger.

He got no response. Only the anxious would feel that this
skilled hurtling was not fast enough. No object, including
an automobile, was inanimate with G-Note’s big hands upon
it ; this one moved as if it knew its own way and its own
weight.

““In here,” said the passenger.
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“] always wondered,” said Gorwing. His meaning was
clear. Many must have wondered just who lived behind these
stone posts, these arresting NO ADMITTANCE and
PRIVATE ROAD, KEEP OUT and NO TURNING and
DEAD END ROAD signs. The drive climbed, turning, and
in fifty yards one would have thought the arterial road below
had ceased to exist. They came to a T. Neat little signs with
arrows said SMITH on the left and POLLARD on the right.
““ Left,” said the passenger.

They climbed again, and abruptly the road was manicured,
rolled, tended, neat. * This will do.”

There was a turn: d ; the drive inued.
to a garage somewhere. In the howling wet, there was the
shadowed white mass of a house. The man opened the door.

“ A hundred bucks,” Gorwing said.

The man took out his wallet. Gorwing turned on the dome
light.

“I have only twenty here. Twenty-one.”

“You got it inside.” It could have been a question.

« Damn it ! the man flared. “ Four lousy miles !”

“You was in a awful hurry,” Gorwing drawled. He took
the twenty, and the one, out of the man’s hand. “I want the
rest of it.”

The man got out of the car and backed off into the rain.
From about forty feet, he shrieked at them. He meant,
undoubtedly, to roar like a lion, but his voice broke and he
shrieked. * Well, I won’t pay it !” and then he ran like a
rabbit.

“Yes you will I Gorwing bellowed. He slammed the back
door of the car, which, if heard by the fleeing man, must have
doubled his speed.

“Don’t go out in that,” said G-Note.

“Oh, I ain’t about to,” said Gorwing. “ He'll pay in the
morning. He'll pay you.”

“Me "

“You drop me off home and then come back and park
here,” said Gorwing. * Don’t for Pete’s sake go back to bed.
You want to sleep any more, you do it right here. When he
sees you he’ll pay. You won’t have to say nothing. Just be
here.”

G-Note started the car and backed, turning. “ Oh, why not
justletit go? You got more than it’s worth.”



NEED 9

Gorwing made a laughing noise. This was not the laugh
that had amazed G-Note before ; it was the one that G-Note
had thought was all the laughter Gorwing had. It was also
all the answer Gorwing would offer.

G-Note said, sadly, “ You like doing this to that fellow.”

Gorwing glanced at the road-signs as they pulled out of the
driveway. * Private Road,” he read aloud, but not very. It
was as if to say, *“ He can afford it.”

“ Well,” said G-Note again, as they neared North Nyack,
““ This ain’t a fun one, this time.”

There had been “ fun ones.” Like the afternoon Gorwing
had come roaring and snapping into his place, just as urgently
as he had tonight, demanding to know if G-Note had a copy of
Trials and Triumphs, My Forty Years in The Show Business, by
P. T. Barnum ; and G-Note had ! And they had tumbled it,
with a lot of other old books, into two boxes, and had driven
out to the end of Carrio Lane, where Gorwing just knew there
was somebody who needed the book—not who, not why, just
that there was somebody who needed it—and he and G-Note
had stood at opposite sides of the lane, each with a box of
books, and had bellowed at each other, “ You got the P. T.
Barnum book over there ?” and “ I don’t know if I have the
P. T. Barnum book here ; have you got the P. T. Barnum book
there ?”” and “ What is the name of the P. T. Barnum book 2"
and “ Trials and Triumphs, my Forty Years in The Show
Business,” and so on, until, sure enough, a window popped
open and a lady called down, *“ Do one of you men really have
Barnum’s biography there ?”” and when they said they had, she
said it was a miracle ; she came down and gave them fifteen
dollars for it.

And that other time, when at Gorwing's urgent behest,
G-Note had gone on a hot summer’s day to stand blinking in
the sun at Broad and Main streets, with a heavy ancient hand-
cranked music box unwrapped on his shoulder, and the city
man had come running up to him to ask what it played :
““ Skater’s Waltz,” G-Note had told him, “ and My Rosary.”
““Ill give you a hundred bucks for it,” the man had said, and,
when G-Note’s jaw dropped and fumbled for an astonished
word, he’d made it a hundred and a quarter and had paid it,
then and there.
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Fun ones, these and others, and it hadn’t mattered that the
customers (or was it victims ?) paid exorbitantly. They did it
it of their own free will, and they seemed really to need whatever
it was. How Gorwing knew what was needed, and where—but
never by whom or why—was a recurrent mystery ; but after a
while you stopped asking—because Gorwing wouldn’t stand
catechizing on the subject—and then you stopped wondering ;
you just went along with it, the way you do with automatic
shifting, the innards of an IBM machine, or, if you happen not
to know, precisely what chemicals are put into the head of a
match to make it light. You don’t have to know.

But this man, this passenger they’d charged twenty-five
dollars per mile now ; it wasn’t fun. He was a guy in trouble
if ever G-Note had seen one, anxious, worried, even frantic—
so anxious he’d say yes to a demand like lhat even if he did
take it back later ; so anxious he was stumbling homeward
through the rain at three in the morning. You should help a
fellow like that, you shouldn’t use his trouble against him.
‘Which didn’t seem to bother Gorwing, not one bit : coming
into the street-lit area of North Nyack, now, G-Note could
glance sidewise at Gorwing’s face, see the half grin, the cruel
white teeth showing. No, it didn’t bother Gorwing.

So . . . you found out new things about people all the time.
Such a thing could be surprising, but, if you don’t want
surprises like that, you just keep away from people. Thus
G-Note shrugged away the matter, as he asked, “ Where you
staying now ?” for Gorwing moved around all the time.

“ Just drop me off by O’Grady’s.”

O’Grady’s, the poolhall, was across town from G-Note’s
place, on the same avenue; yet, passing his own shop,
G-Note turned right and made the usual wide detour past
the hospital. He made a U-turn at the poolhall and stopped.
For a good-night, Gorwing had only, “ Now you said you
wouldn’t let me down.”

“ All right,” said G-Note.

““ Forty-sixty, you and me,” said Gorwing, and turned away.

G-Note drove off.
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Eloise Smith hoped Jody wouldn’t be mad. His was not the
towering rage of this one nor the sullen grumps of that one, but
a waspish, petty, verbose kind of anger, which she had neither
the wit nor the words to cope with. She loved Jody and tried
her very best to have everything the way he wanted it, but it
was hard, sometimes, to know what would annoy him. And
when anything did, sometimes she had to go through an hour
or more of his darting, flicking admonishments before she even
knew what it was.

She’d broken the telephone. Kicked the wire right out of the
wall—oh, how c/umsy ! But she’d done worse than that from
time to time, and he’d just laughed. Or she’d done much less
serious things and he’d carried on just terrible. Well . . .
she’d just have to wait and see. She hoped she could stay
awake, waiting—goodness, he was late. Elks nights were
always the latest ; he was secretary, and was always left to lock
the hall after the meeting. But he usually got home by two
anyway—it was three already, and still no sign of—oh—there
he

She ran and opened the door. He spun in, dripping, out of
breath. He slammed the door and shot the bolt, and pushed
past her to peer out the front window. Not that anything could
be seen out there. He turned from the window. He looked
wild. She stood before him, clutching her negligee against her
breast.

“Eloise . . . you all right 7’

“ Allright ? Why, of course I'm all right !

““ Thank God !” He pushed past her again, darted to the
living room door, flicked his gaze across and back. “ You all
alone 7

“ Well, not since you got here,” she said, in a hopeless
attempt to produce some levity. “ Here, you’re wet through.
Give me your hat. You poor—"

““ It might interest you to know . . . you've driven me half
out . . . of my mind,” he panted. She had never seen him
like this. He might be a little short of breath from running
from the car to the house, but not this much, and it should be,
well, tapering off. It wasn’t. It seemed to get more marked as
he Lalkcd He was very pale. His red-rimmed eyes and the
rain running off his bland features gave him the ludicrous
expression of a five-year-old who has bumped his head and is
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trying not to cry. She followed him into the living room and
rounded on him, to face him, and for the third time he pushed
past her, this time to fling open the dining room door. She
said timidly, “ Jody, I broke the telephone. I mean, I fell over
the wire and it came out.”

““ Oh you did, did you.”

He was still panting. * Jody !” she cried, *“ whatever is the
matter? What’s happened T

“ Oh, what’s happened ?” he barked. His eyes were too
round. “ I call you up and somebody cuts the wire, as far as I
know. I rush out of the hall to the car and the door slams
behind me, that’s all. My keys on the table. Can’t get back in,
can’t start the car. Try my best to get here quickly. Hitch-
hiking. Get waylaid by a couple of the ugliest hoodlums you
ever saw, they robbed me.”

““ Oh dear—did they hurt you, honey 7

“ They did not. Matter of fact,” he panted, “1I told them
off, but good. And they better not fool with me again. Not
that they will—I guess they learned their lesson.” Angrily,
proudly, he hitched his shoulders, a gesture that made him
aware of his wet coat, which at last he began to remove. She
ran to help him. “ Oh Jody Jody darling, but you didn’t have
to msh back like that .

“Didn’t 1,” he saJd solcmnly, in a tone dripping with
meaning, not one whit of which she understood. He pulled
himself glaring, away from her, and, while she stood clutching
her negligee to herself again, he ponderously took off the
coat glaring at her.

Oh, I'm so sorry. You poor dear.” She thought,
suddenly, of a woman she had seen in the parking lot at the
supermarket, whose child had bolted in front of a car. People
had shrieked, brakes had squealed, the woman had run out to
scoop up her frightened but unharmed youngster—and, in her
relief, had whaled the tar out of him.

That was it—Jody had been so terribly worried about her,
he’d got into all this trouble rushing to help her, and now that
he knew she was safe he was, in effect, spanking her.

She grew very tender, very patient. “ Oh Jody . . .” she
said fondly.

“You won’t ¢ Oh Jody ’ out of this one,” he said.

“ Well, I'm sorry !” she cried, and, Oh Jody, what is it ?
Isit the telcphone 2 ‘Willit be hard to getit “fixed 7
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“ The telephone can be fixed,” he growled in a voice again
inexplicably loaded with meaning. He passed through the
dining room into the kitchen, again flicking his glance here,
there, up, across. “ Got everything put away,” he said,
looking at the glass cupboard, the dish shelf.

“ Well, don’t I always ?”

“ Doubtless,” he said bitterly. He opened the refrigerator.

“ Let me fix—"

“T’ll do it myself,” he said.

Her tenderness and patience gave out at that point. She
said in a small voice, ““ I'll go to bed then,” and when he did
not respond, she went upstairs, lay down and cried.

She managed to be silent, stiff and silent, when he came
upstairs, and lay in the dark with her eyes squeezed shut while
he undressed and washed and got into his pyjamas and into the
other bed. She dearly hoped he’d say something, but he didn’t.
After a long time, she whispered, “ Well, good night, Jody.”
He made a sound which might have been an offensive “ Ha !”"
or just a grunt ; she couldn’t be sure. She thought he fell
asleep after a while, and then she did, too—lightly, troubled.

The glare of her bed lamp awoke her. Up through it, and up
through the confusion of puzzlement and sleepiness, she
blinked at Jody. Seen so, standing by her bed and glaring
down at her, he looked very large. He never had before.

He said, “ You’d better tell me all about it right now.”

She said, “ Wh-what time is it ?””

“ Now you listen to me, Eloise. I've learned a whole lot of
things in the last few hours. About you. About me. About—"
Suddenly he raised his voice ; at the rim of the glare of light,
the vein at the side of his neck swelled. *““ I’'m just too dog-
goned nice to everybody. When I told off those thugs, I tell
you, something happened to me, and from now on I won't
stand for it any more !

“ Jody—"

“Two of thcm twice my size, and I told them.”

“You did ?”

In retrospect, Eloise was to look painfully back upon this
moment and realize that on it turned everything that sub-
sequently happened between them ; she would realize that
when she said, ““ You did 7 he heard ““You did?’—a difference
ininflection that becomes less subtle the more one thinks about
it. Later, she thought a great deal about it ; now, however, she
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could only shrink numbly down into the covers as he roared,
“Yes Idid ! You didn’t think I had it in me, did you ? Well
I did, and from now on nobody puts anythmg over on me !
Including you, you hear ?””

“ But Jody—I—"

“ Who was here when I called you up at two o’clock ?”*

“ Who was— Nobody

He sank down to the edgc of his bed so their heads were
more nearly on a level, and fixed her with a pink-rimmed,
weepy, steely gaze. “I .. .heard . . .you,” he intoned.

“You mean when you called Vil

He simply sat there with his unchanging, unnatural glare
‘Wonderingly, frightened, she shook her head. *
watching a movie on TV. It was just ending—the very end
it was a good one. And I—I—"

“You told your . . . your . ..” He could not say the
word. “You told whoever it was not to talk. But I heard
you.”

Dazedly she sat up in bed, a slim, large-eyed, dark-blonde
woman in her late twenties—frightened, deeply puzzled, ward-
ing off certain hurt. She thought hard, and said, “ I spoke to
you—I said that to you ! In the picture, you see, there was this
girl that . . . that . . . Oh, never mind ; it’s just that in that
last moment of the picture everything came together, like. And
just as you rang and I picked up the phone, it was the last
minute of the picture, don’t yousee ? Iwas sort of into it—you
know. So I said to you, ‘ Don’t say anything for a second,
honey, and I— Is that what you heard ?”

“ That is what I heard,” he said coldly.

She laughed with relief. “ I said it to you, to you, not to
anyone here, you silly ! And—well, I was sort of mixed up,
coming out of the TV that way, to the phone, and you began
to sort of shout at me, and I couldn’t hear the TV, and I kind
of ran to it to turn it up, just for a second, and I forgot I was
holding the phone and the wire caught my ankle and I fell
down and the wire pulled out and—Jody ! she cried, seeing
his face.

“You're a liar, you bitch.”

“Jody !” she whispered faintly. Slowly she lay down again.
She closed her eyes, and tears crept from beneath her lids. She
made no sound.

“1I can handle hoodlums and I can handle you,” he said
flatly, and turned out the light. ‘“ And from now on,” he
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added, as if it were a complete statement ; he must have
thought so, for he said nothing more that night.

Eloise Smith lay trembling, her mind assuring her over and
over that none of this was really happening, it couldn’t happen.
After a useless time of that, she began to piece the thing
together, what he’d said, what she’d said . . . she recalled
suddenly what he had blurted out about the EIks’ Hall, and the

car,and all . . . what wasit? Oh : he'd called, apparenlly to
tell her he was on the way ; and she’d murmured * Don’t say
anything for a second, honey,” and he’d thought . . . he must

have thought oh dear, how silly of him !

“ Jody !” she said, sitting up, and then the sight of his dim

rigid form, curled away from her in the other bed, drove her
back to silence, and she lay down to think it through some
more .
And he'd got himself all upset and yelled, and then she’d
broken the wire, and probably thought her—her—but she
could not think the word any more than he had been able to say
it—he’d thought whoever it was had gaily pulled out the wire
to, well, stop his interruption. And then apparently Jody had
gone all panicky and berserk, had run straight out to the car,
got himself locked out of the Elks’ Hall with the car keys still
inside, had headed north—away from town, and gas stations,
and other d had tried to I home. And
something about hoodlums and being robbed on the way—but
then he said he’d driven them off, didn’t he ?

She gave it up at length. Whatever had happened to him, he
obviously felt like a giant, or a giant-killer maybe, for the first
time in his life, and he was taking it out on her.

‘Well, maybe in the morning—

In the morning he was even worse. He hardly spoke to her
at all. Just watched her every minute, and once in a while
snorted disgustedly. Eloise moved quickly with poached egg,
muffin, coffee, marmalade ; sleepless, shaken, she would know
what to do, take a stand, have a sensible thought, even—later ;
not now.

Watching her, Jody wiped his lips, threw down his napkin
and stood up. “I'm going for the car. If you’re thinking of
letting anybody in, well, look out, that’s all. You don’t know
when T’ll be back.”

“Jody, Jody ! 1" she wailed, “ I never ! I never, Jody !
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He walked past her, smiling tightly, and got his other hat.
‘“ Oh boy,” he said to the cosmos, ** I just hope I run across one
of those thugs again, that’s what I hope.” He banged the hat
with the edge of his hand, and set it uncharacteristically at a
rakish slant on his head. Numbly, she followed him to the
door and stood in it, watching him go. He sprang up the
steep driveway like a spring lamb. At the top he turned
without breaking stride and came straight back—but not
springing—scuttling would be the word: for it. His face was
chalky. He saw her and tried, with some apparent difficulty,
to regain his swagger. “ Forgot to call the phone company.
Get a taxi, t00.”

“ You can’t,” she said. “ I broke the wire.”

“1 know, I know ! he snapped waspishly, though she felt
he had forgotten it. “T’ll call from Pollard’s.” He glanced
quickly over his shoulder, up the driveway, and then plunged
across the lawn and through the wet shrubbery toward their
only neighbour’s home.

She looked after him in amazement, and then up the drive.
Opver its crest, she could see the roof of a car, obviously parked
in their turn-around. She was curious, but too much was
happening ; she would not dare climb the drive to see who it
was. Instead she went in and closed the door and climbed
upstairs, where she could see from the bedroom windows.
From this elevation, the car was plainly visible. It wasn’t
theirs. Also visible was the ugly giant lounging tiredly against
the car, watching the house.

She shrank behind the curtain and put all her left fingers in
her mouth.

After a time she saw Jody plunging across the long grass of
the vacant acre that lay between their place and Pollard’s. He
pushed through the shrubs at the edge of the lawn, stopped to
paddle uselessly at his damp trouser-legs and then sidled over
to the driveway. He peeped around the hollyhocks until he
could look up the drive. The ugly man had apparently
detected some movement, for he stood up straight and peered.
Jody shrank back behind the hollyhocks.

She thought then that he might come in, but instead he
crouched there. There was a long—to Eloise, an interminable
—wait. Then a taxi pulled in from the road and turned to stop
next to the other car. Jody straightened up and began trotting
up the drive. The ugly man leaned his elbows on the lower
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edge of the taxi driver’s window—he had to bend nearly double
to do it—and began speaking to him. Of course she could not
hear a word, but the ugly man and the driver seemed to be
laughing. Then the ugly man reached in slapped the driver
cheerfully on the shoulder and stood back. The taxi started
up, backed around and pulled out of the drive. Jody, seeing
this, for the second time made a U-turn and scuttled back to
his hiding place behind the hollyhocks. He looked very little
like a man who was over-anxious to meet some thugs.

Eloise moved closer to the window in order to see him better,
for he was almost straight down beneath her. Perhaps he
caught the movement out of the corner of his eye, or perhaps
some sixth sense . . . anyway, he glanced up, and for a
moment looked more miserable than a human being ought,
caught like that—chagrined, embarrassed. Then, visibly, he
began to grow angry again ; it began with her, she could see
that. Then he wheeled and marched up the drive like a
condemned man ascending the scaffold. The ugly man opened
the right front door of his old sedan, and Jody got in.

For a long time Eloise Smith stood in the window, kneading
her elbows and frowning. Then, slowly, she went downstairs
and began to write a letter.

Smith’s posture of pugnacious defiance lasted from the
turn-around to the private road he shared with Pollard. Once
out of sight of the house, he slumped unhappily into the corner
of his seat and stole a quick glance at his captor.

The man was even bigger, and considerably uglier, in
daylight than he had been in the dark. He said, *“ I sent away
your taxi. He didn’t mind. He’s an old buddy of mine.

“ Oh,” said Jody.

He watched the scenery go by, and thought of how gentle
the man’s voice was. Very soft and gentle. Into this Jody
Smith built vast menace. After a while he said sulkily, * This
going to cost me another hundred 7

“ Oh gosh no,” said the ugly man. * You bought a round
trip. Where do you want to go ?”

Cat-and-mouse, thought Jody. Trymg to get my goat.

Got to get my car at the Elks’ Hall.”

“ Okay,” the man said, nodding pleasantly. Deftly, he
spun the wheel, turning into what Smith prided himself as
being his short cut to the Hall. Obviously this creature knew
the roads hereabouts.
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They came to the built-up area, slid into an alley, crossed
two streets and turned sharp right into the crunchy parking
yard at the Elks. There were two other cars there, one Smith’s,
the other obviously the caretaker’s, for the doors stood open
and the old man was sweeping the step.

Timidly, Smith touched the door handle. The ugly man sat
still, big gnarled hands on the wheel eyes straight ahead.
Smlth opened the door and said, . . well—" Then
incredulous, he got out. The ugly man made no attempt to
stop him.

Smith actually got two paces away from the car before sheer
compulsive curiosity got the better of him. He went back and
said, ““ Look, what about this money? You don’t really
expect me to pay a hundred dollars for that ride.”

“1don’t ” said the big man, “ Gorwing, I guess he does.”

“ Gorwing. Is that the little ape that—"

““ He’s a friend of mine,” said the giant, not loudly, but just
quickly. Smith dropped that tactic, and asked, “ You work
for him ?””

“ With, not for. Sometimes.”

“ But you're doing the collecting.”

“ Look,” said the ugly one, suddenly, *“ Gorwing, he wants
sixty per cent of that money. Well, I wouldn’t let him down.
For me, I don’t want it. Now, how much did he get off you
last night ?””

“ Twenty-one.”

“ From sixty is thirty-nine. You got thirty-nine bucks ?”

“ Not onme.” Astonished, he looked at the grotesque face.
“ Tell me something. What would you do if I wouldn’t give
you another penny ?”’

The man looked at his gnarled hands, which twisted on the
wheel. “T guess I'd just have to put it up myself.”

Smith got back in. “ Run me over to the bank.”

The man made no comment, but started his engine.

“ What’s your name ?” asked Smith as they stopped for a
light a block away.

“ George Noat.”

““ Aren’t you afraid I'll go to the police ?”

“Nope.”

Smith recalled then, forcefully, what Gorwing had said :
“ 1 got a witness and you haven’t.” He imagined himself trying
to explain what had happened to a desk sergeant, who would
be trying to write it all down in a book. Outrageous, certainly
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—but he had got into the car of his own free will, he had agreed
to pay.

“ How did you happen to come along when you did last
ight 7

“ Just driving by.”

Smith found the answer unsatisfying, and he could not say
why. He said, sulkily, “ Friend or not, I've got to say that your
Gorwing is a bandit.”

“ No he ain’t,” said George Noat mildly. “ Not when all
he does is get things people rcally need.- You really need
somethmg, you pay for it, nght

1 suppose you—"

gl And if you need something, and a fellow delivers it,
nobody’s getting robbed.”

! At that moment they came to the bank, and the subject was
ost.

three
Jody Smith lived with the letter for a long time.

Dear Jody,

After the way you acted last night I don’t know what to do
except I have to go away from you. You have to trust a person.
1always believed you but why did you make up all that about Mr.
Noat I know him a long time and he is about the kindest man who
ever lived he wouldn’t hurt a fly.

1 want you to think about one thing you said a lot about me
and some man and all that, well I want you to know that there
isn’t any man at all and now that means your wife left you and
there wasn’t even any other man. I bet now you wish there was.
I wish there was. No I don’t Jody, oh my goodness I wish I could
write a letter I never could you know, but I can’t stay here any
more. Maybe you could find somebody better I guess you better
I won’t stand in your way because 1 still want you to be ;:appy.

Eloise. .

Tell the market not to send the order I sent yesterday. We
were supposed to have dinner at the Stewarts Tuesday. I can’t
think of anything else.

Now Jodham Swaine Smith was a man of independent means
—this was the phrase with which on occasion he described
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himself to himself. His parents had both come from well-to-
do families, but Smith was two generations—three, on his
mother’s side—removed from the kind of fortune-getting that
had got these fortunes ; latterly, it had become the Smith
tradition to treat the principal as if it did not exist, and live
modestly on the interest.

Independent means. Such independence means all Four
Freedoms plus a good many more. Small prep schools—in
small towns and with, comparatively, small fees—grey as
Groton, followed by tiny, honoured colleges on which the ivy,
if not the patina, is quite as real as Harvard’s, make it possible
to grow up in one of the most awesome independencies of all,
the freedom from Life. In most cases it