Table of Contents

The contents of Weird Tales is fully protected by capyrlght and
must not be reproduced enher v.ho]ly or in part without permission from
the publish should be add d to the publi
mmn office at 854 North Clark St., Chicago, Ill.

THE AMAZING ADVENTURE OF JOE SCRANTON.._.__....._ 3
FFFIE W. FIFIELD

THE PHANTOM FARM HOUSE ... ccccmmmmceman 15
SEABURY QUINN

DAGON 23

H. P. LOVECRAFT
THE MAN WHO OWNED THE WORLD

FRANK OWEN
GREY SLEEP 2
CHARLES HORN
THE PEOPLE OF THE COMET 32
AUSTIN HALL
THE SIGN FROM HEAVEN 38
A. HAVDAL
THE INN OF DREAD. 390
ARTHUR EDWARDS CHAPMAN
THE HAIRY MONSTER 42
NEIL MILLER
DEVIL MANOR 4
E. B. JORDAN
THE CASE OF THE GOLDEN LILY.oooeooooooomoiomaemonnee 60
FRANCIS D, GRTERSON
WEIRD CRIMES 63
SEABURY QUINN
AN ADVENTURE IN THE FOURTH DIMENSION. 69
FARNSWORTHs WRIGHT
THE PIT AND THE PENDULUM 7
EDCAR ALLAN POE
AFTER THE STORM 74
SARAH HARBINE WEAVER
THE CAULDRON 8
PRESTTON LANGLEY HICKEY
THE EYRIE 80
THE EDITOR

¥or Advertising Hates in WEIRD TALES npply to YOUNG & WARD, Adveriising Managers,
168 North Michigaa Bivd, Chicago, IU.




A Tragic Story, Powerfully Told

GREY SLEEP

By CHARLES HORN

TMES there were in her married

life when Meta Hansen asked for

death. Not many times, true,
but each one stood out terrifically, even
after she believed she had made herself
over.

‘Worst of all of thesc were the days fol-
lowing the death of her firstborn, a boy,
and the days following the death of her
lastborn, a girl. After these were the
times when David, her husband, bhad
found her pets, the two white rats, where
she had hidden them in the shed back of
the house. David had held her off and
watched coldly while the fat grey cat
caught the rats, one aufter the other.
(The cat was the property of a neigh-
bor.)

Last of all of her petitions for death
came, it seemed, when David tipped into
the yard the two geranium plants that
for 8 day had decked the side window
of the little living room. David crushed
the red blossoms under his heel.

“Poolish Il £t foolish

1" he
growled, both when disposing of the
white rats and the red flowers. “‘A
woman &in’t got no time for them things.
A woman has her work to do.”’

The most terrific death, theu, Meta
would have kissed as it came to her.

Al these occurrences.came to pass in
the first five years of her married life,

not disturb him with caresses; that she
must not interrupt his hours with chat-
ter; that she must not have impulses of
affection, cxcept us he willed and at his
command. Her life became a series of
“‘must nots.”

Months after the death of her last
child, with her eyes on a yellow-haired,
lusty, three-year-old hoy, Meta timidly

d an adopli Her arms wer:

and looking back but more
infrequently—she had asked questions.
Had these times taken something out of
her? Had they deadened her passion-
ate longing for love? Had these cruel-
ties—twice at the hands of her husband
and twico at tho hands of her God—
made her reconciled to life?

She believed they had. For more than
fifteen years she had taught herself that
she must bend every nerve of her body.
every thought of her consciousness,
every impulse of her hours, to David, and
as he willed. His actions had taught her
that she must not be soft; that she must

aching, her busoms lifting and pulling
with the great yearning each time she
saw the child. Iler mother-heart,
starved for love, hungered for him. He
would bring the great completeness 1o
her hours. And they could get this child.
Tentatively she had arrauged this. Tim-
idly she carried the-question to David.

“Talk not to me of other people's
brats!’’ he roared. ‘‘Why should we
take things that ain’t for us$”’

Then, after a long silence, and just as
her lips trembled on the edge of another

plea:
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““If you can’t raise kids of your own
—if you ain’t got it in you to have kids
that’ll live—talk not to me of other peo-
ple’s brats.”

And he turned to his evening paper.
Meta was silenced.

This was the way of it: ‘‘Your kids
died. You conldn’t raise your own.”’
Never ‘“‘our daughter’’ or ‘‘our son,””
but “your kids.”’ Had they lived, and
had they been credits, Meta knew he
would have claimed them. Had they
lived, and had they been discredits, they
would have been ler children, wholly
hers. . . . Even as in death they were
hers.

A dlave to great love was Meta. It
had come into her with the first breath
of life; she had taken it with the milk
from her mother’s breast. It had filled
the home of her girlhood—even now
tears came to her eyes when she remem-
bered the adoration of her father for her
mother—and she carried it full-visioned
into her marriage with David. She wor-
shipped her man. She it would be, she
believed, who would wait upon him, la-
bor for him, suffer for him; be his right
and left hand ; mend his garments, wash
them, lay them out neatly for him; run
to his bidding, sit with him in the eve-
nings—talking, laughing, dmmng, lov-

ing—loving! Riding pink na
sea of roses.

David desired none of these. He for
bade them. He was e hard

man,

““When I want you I'll call you,’ he
rasped, many times. ‘‘Don’t baby mse. I
ain’t thet kind. Don’t bother me.
Don’t ask questions. When I want you,
you’ll kmow it. I can take care of my-
self. Iain’tasoft booby. You take care
of the house. That’s your job.””

Thus, Meta believed something had
died within her; certain of the elements
of her being had expired, after the first
few years. She believed she had crushed
down her great love for love; believed
she had forgotten it, put it back of her,
stilled its outery. When a peeping voice
called, resolutely she beat it down.

And thus, for twenty-one years, seven
mmdu and thirteen days she lived in
H

IN A hand, tight way they were pros-
perous. David’s job as foreman of
the construction gang gave somewhat
above their living, (the expenses always
sternly dictated by the husband) and
they managed to buy a cottage. On each
Sundey thcy went to church, and David
dropped a dime on the collection plate.
Seven times in the years they had gone
to a show.

On each workday morning, at six.
thirty o’clock, David lifted from his seat
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at the table, wiped the back of his hand
across his mouth, slammed the back door
and went to his work. On each workday
night he returned at six o’clock, silently
drew cold water from the tap in the
kitchen, doused his face and hands in the
blue-enamel basin, flirted the blue-edged
towel over his head and ate his supper.

After that, feet propped on a chair, he
read the paper, tight-eyed, tight lipped—
the same tight eyes and lips he used with
his foreign workmen. Sometimes, drop-
ping the paper, he spoke four or five curt
words. Usually he didn’t]! When
Meta, in the early deys of her married
life, attempted to prolong the conversa-
tion, he lifted to his fect and went to
bed. Later in the years he told her gruf-
fly, “Shat up, I'm tired.””

Came the morning of the twenty-first
year, seventh month and fourteenth day,
which was in David’s fifty-fourth year.
He toesed back the covers of their bed,
yawned, stretched, rubbed his eyes with
his knuckles, and sat up. On the other
side of the bed Meta bent over her shoe-
laces. She felt his hands pulling at the
oovers.

“Tt'g till dnrk," he complained, “‘It
ain’t daylight.”

Meta straightened up, staring at him
and from him to the new sunlight
streaming in at the window. She said
nothing; surprise, fear, was heavy upon

David rubbed his eyes, stretched the
lids, pulling them out with his fingers.
Lifting his legs over the side of the bed
he staggered to his feet, tottered a step
or two, with hands outstretched, pawing
the walls, feeling his way. Meta hurried
to him.

““What's—what’s the matter?”’ she

asked quickly. thin hands were
trembling.
“Eh1” He was feeling along the

walls. “I dan’t—I don’t know.” He
peered vacantly above her, around her,
but never directly at her. ‘‘Something’s
the—I can’t se¢! 1 don’t—Is it morn-
ing9 Is it daylight?”

Meta led him to a chair. Hovering
about him, his curt commands brought
her to herself.

“Get my clothes,”” he commanded.
““Help—help me into them.”

So far as she could remember, this was
the first time in years that he had asked
her aid. It ¢ame strangely from him.

“I dan’t kmow what’s the matter with
me,”” he worried, rubbing his eyes.

“Don’t rub them,”’ Meta advised.
““That’ll make them worse.””

David grumbled. Carefully, filled
with nervousness at the unusual in her
assisting him, Meta aided him to dress.

He didn’t. bark at her. He was curi-
ously sileni—pathetically silent.

“I'll go down and see a doctor,”’ he
mused as she led him into the kitchen.
““Wind’s been blowing cement in my
eyes, last two-three days. And dust,
more’n a week. Eyes been hurting me
for months, with the wind and dirt and
;v;erything. Mebbe my stomach is out of

"

Meta watched him curiously, tensely.
He strove to be casual, matter-of-fact,
but his hands wavered in their task of
conveying the food to his lips.

“I’ll go down and see a doctor,”” he
said again as he fumblingly pushed back
the chair, almost fell to the floor, recov-
ered his balance and clung to the tablo
edge. ‘‘I'll go down right away. Get
my hat!””

But David didn’t go to the doctor. He
didn’t go to anyone, outside the narrow
yard. David was blind.

A’l‘ FIRST, after the physician had
made three trips, examined closely
and announced positively there was no
hope, both David and Meta were stunned.

The bouu ‘was paid for, true, and com-

would be avai

They’d live—frugelly—but they’d live.
The thing of it was that David could not
—would not—realize he was stricken.
He cursed, grumbled, damned the Cre-
ator and His universe, and promised
largely what a man would do when he
could agein see.

Meta held herself aloof, at first. Tim-
idly her fingers would wander toward his
shoulder, at times when she read aloud to
him. Then, without touching him, they
would be withdrawn,

After weeks it was that David real-
ized: realized and was afraid. He who
was now in total darkmess, and who had
been unafraid during all the days of his
life, before, took on a fear of the night.
Tt was not the darkness of blindness that
overcame him, but the clutching fingers
of dusk—he could feel them !—the whis-
pering, hoarse voices that came with
nightfall. His nervousness would grow
in the late hours of the afternoon, and
efter supper, when Meta read to him,
David would ask that she sit close. By
little and little, after weeks, his hand
would stray to her chair, seeking the as-
surance of her nearness.

Meta expanded quickly under this new
softness. A hint of the forgotten mater-
nal crept into her manner and into her
eyes as she aided him in dressing or un-
dressing, as she combed his hair and
washed his face and hands. The warmth
of youth came to her—a warmth ma-
tured with years, true—when merely she
sat and watched, unseen. and saw the




nervous fumbling of his fingers, the in-
creasing droop that was coming to his
hard jaws, and the little trick of lifting
his head, sideways. Sceing with his
ears, this was. Meta began to hear vague
boomings of happiness. Songs at times
leaped to her lips.

A mmall cat came to the house, lin-
gered, grew into Meta’s affections, was
carefully hidden in the kitchen. By
little and little, as her boldness increased,
she would carry the cat into the living-
room, letting it sleep in her lap as she
read to David.

Onpe day, humming at her work in the
kitchen, she peeked in to David and
saw him tapping out the time of her song
with his fingers on the arm of the chair.
A sudden catch came to her breath, . . .
‘The song leaped forth, full-toned, vi-
brant, David tapped aud nodded, tapped
and nodded, tapped and nodded.

Yet, with the repression of more than
twenty-one years to fight against, Meta
held herself back. In more than nine
teen years David had never kissed her,
willingly; in all that time mo term of
endearment had passed his lips, gra-
ciously. So she fought the coming of new
thoughts, new hopes. They were too wide
and deep; too likely to be misunderstood
... As she once had misunderstood
things.

One night David awoke in a great
terror, and was as a small boy. fright-
ened, alone in a strange room. The fear
of the dark, the night-dark. was heavy
upon him. He could feel it. pulling at
him, crushing him, threatening him.
terrific dream had shaken him. and he
couldn’t open his eyes agrinst it. That
was the Hell of it! RBefore, when dreams
had come, he could open his eyes, Jook
about the familiar room. and know it
was merely a dream. Now, the film of
terror continued.

Instantly Meta’s arms were about him,
the soothing mother-touch. Meta’s head
was close to his shoulder, she whispered.
Her voice reassured him. Out of a sound
sleep—and this is the marvel that the
mother-germ in every woman makes
possible—she had arisen. prepared, un-
shaken, calm, David relaxed.

‘‘Something. . ."’ he muttered, almost
whimpered. “Someﬂn .. Then,
after a long silence: "Oh God—blmdl"

It was his first complaint in words.
Before that he had always been the hard,
truculent old man, blinded yet trucu-
lent. Now he was softening.

Meta’s arms pressed -him back to the
pillow. Her fingers crept to his hair,
smoothing, smoothing. David drew close
as though for protection, and his heavy
right arm lay across her body. His lips
were against ler thin hair. Once, in
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his sleep, he murmured, *‘I’m sorry, old
woman.’’ Softly. In the tones that an-
other man would have used with, “My
dearest.

Meta understood, fully
Her body thrilled to it.

““I know,”’ she whispered. “‘I kmow.
Go to sleep—go to sleep—go to sleep.’’

Crooning to him, holding him close,
gently she rocked him in her arms, as
one would rock a babe, until he slept.

understood.

UT Meta didn’t sleep that night,

which was the awakening to her
Heaven. Her hand kept up its soft
stroking of his hair, her voice kept up
its whispered crooning. Even long after
e slept, hand and voice went on. She
felt him relax, breathe deeply, yet atil)
she rocked gently. whispering her
lullaby. . . the one she had learned in
veurs gone past, and had used such a
little while.

‘‘Dear God in Meaven!"’ she whis.
pered, once.  ‘‘After these years—all
thege years.” And again took up her
Inllaby,

After hours she rose, went mlo the
bathroom, turned on the el s0
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forcing herself to sleep that the dsy
might come more quickly. She was as
a new bride. Every hour held a hun-
dred new wonders.

The little cat grew into a larger cat,
and grew more largely into Meta’s affec-
tions. David, at times, held the purring
animal on his knees, stroked it, seemed
content in the touch of companionship
it brought to him.

Haltingly, David bud come to say
““My dear,”” and ‘‘sweetheart.”’ When
one of these had first dropped from his
lips, Meta stopped in her work, tensed.
‘Then she burried to bim, crept to himy
almost on her kmees. Great sobs shook
her.

Six months wore on, after the coming
of the blindness, and one day Mra.
Jobbius, who kept the drug store at the
corner of the block, came hurrying into
the yard of the Hunsen place. Meta
and David sat on the porch. Mrs
-Jobbins motioned mysteriously to Meta,
who went down to the gate to talk with
the woman.

““There’s a—Doctor Dulayne,” Mra.
Jobbins began breathlessly. ‘‘He’s a

Ji i He's

that it lighted into her sleeping room,
and stood again sbove David. It was
years since she had seen him like this.
calm in sleep. So quiet, so good. Dear
David!

Fearing the beating of her heart would
awaken him, she crept back to the bath-
room door and watched from there.
David tossed. His hand went out, seck-
ing over the pillow. Instantly she was
at his side, dipping into the hed.

‘‘Where?’’ he muttered. ‘‘Where
are—"’

‘‘Here. . . dear.” Meta whispered. It
was the first time in nearly twenty years,
that ‘‘dear.”’ Her thoughts often had
held it, but her lips had never framed it.

“‘Here, my dear,”’ she repeated, grow-
ing bolder.

David sighed. The lids slipped back
over his blank eyes. He breathed even-
ly, content in her kecping, and his hard
hand snuggled against her cheek.

N THE weeks that followed Meta ex-

panded like a flower that has been
kept in a darkened cellar and is sudden-
1y lifted to sunlight. Ten years dropped
from her eyes, her breasts grew rounder,
higher, her body straighter. She be-
came alert.

Smiling through the hours of the day
she hurried about her tasks—singing.
laughing through the doorway to David,
who sat in his chair and tapped out the
time to her songs.

At night. his head pillowed on her
shoulder, she would close her eyes tight,

great eye

here, in town—a friend of onr family,
used to visit oy when he was e little
feller,”” (she had recovered her breath
and was running on at her usual speed),
“‘and I told him about your man, and
he thinks he may do something for him.
Thinks mebbe he can op'rate.””

Importantly and smilingly, after the
whispers, Mrs. Jobbins waited. She was
an eager fat woman who garbed with
importance each action and movement,
eaxetly as she importantly weighed out
the poisons and medicines in her shop.
This was the highest moment in her life,
she felt, this carrying of ‘the great news
to Meta.

“‘Let’s tell David.”” Meta said at last,
turning back to the porch.

David heard. without speaking, but
the tightening of his body was percepti-
ble. At the end he nodded.

““We'll have him up tomorrow,’’ Meta
suggested. David was deep in thought.
Mrs. Jobbins was hurrying back to ber
neglected shop. *“We'll go to see—""

“Tell him to come up right away,”
David cut in. *‘Today. Right away!”

‘‘But, dear,”’ Meta objected, ‘‘perhaps
Be—""

““At once! Tell him to hurry.”
Finality was in his command.

Dr. Dulayne came on the third day,
and during the hours intervening be-
tween Mrs. Jobbins’ breathless en-

and the ialist’s visit,
Meta lived with shrieking nerves, hers
and David’s. Nothing that she attempted
pleased the man. Her fingers on his




30

head, in the soothing gesture he had
asked in those past weeks, were flung off.
His old arrogance grew into him agaip.

“‘Yes,” the specialist announced, after
the long examination, ‘‘success is cer-
tain. It will be a tedious operation, but
it will come out fine.””

He made an engagement for the fol-
lowing Saturday, four days off.

““There’s nothing we can do until
then,”” he continued. ‘‘I will be busy
until Saturday. Two or three old
friends I must look up. Bring him to
the hoepital, then. No, there’s no occa-
gion for that expense. We'll look after
it right here. I'll find a nurse.””

Rubbing his hands together, he smiled
broadly, delightedly.

“‘It will be a splendid operation—
great! You will be very happy.”’

Meta wondered, steadily and increas-
ingly wondered about this, after the
doetor left. 'Would she be happyt Could
anything, any set of circumstances in
the world bring so great happiness as
the past months in which she had
mothered o man? What would be the
way of her life, after David saw? . . .
Steadily and increasingly, as the four
days wore on, she gave herself to the
solution of this question.

Al David was changing, the dic-
tatorial manner falling upon him again.
His voice was hardening, his jaw stiffen-
ing, his shoulders lifting aggressively.
Already he had begun to tell her of the
things a man would do for himself, after
the coming of Saturday. In all its hide-
ous repulsion, Meta felt again the com-
ing of her Hell.

On Thursday, working, she had begun
to sing. David called out angrily :

“‘Cut out that yowling! I want to
think. Let me think. I haven’t bad a
minute to myself for nearly a year.”

Later in. the afternoon, after reading
a newspaper, she obtained David's
mission and went to Mrs. Jobbins' store,
sitting in the space back of the partition
with the proprietress. Meta’s eyes
wandered searchingly over the shelves,
laden with their bottles. Before her she
saw strange names of drugs. Flitting
back and forth across the rows of bottles,
her body gave a little start as she rec-
ognized a name. Furtively she glanced
at the folded paper, which she had
brought with her.

““It tells here,”” she said, ‘‘about two
people that took something and mever
waked up.”’

Mrs. Jobbins wiped her glasses on the
hem of her apron, and read the tale in
the ncwsp-per

“A h ic,”” she said imp 1
when she had ﬂnmhed. and went toto
description of hypnotics. Thus Meta
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leazned there were poisons that did not
twist as they killed.

A girl came in to buy a chocolate soda,
and Meta was left alone in the space back
of the prescription case, the space with
ltx shelves ﬁlled wnth bottles that bore
over
t.MA stock, after 8 the lud arisen hurriedly
and looked stealthily toward the fromt,
she found the bottle with the familiar
name, the name that was set forth in the
newspaper.

‘When Meta left the back room, half
hour later, one hand in her apron pocket
tightly was clasping a hurriedly-wrap-
ped small package.

FBIDAY was torture-day. David gave

Meta no moment to herself, but con-

tinually called to her, demnding ‘some
then

that made the attention nececnry

“‘But, dear,” Meta said once, ‘I am
80 glad—""

““Don’t ‘dear’ me!"" he barked. “I'm
not & baby. In a week I’ll be different.
1 won't be setting here while you're
babying me. Don’t bgby me! Don’t
‘dear’ me!"

Thus she found she must drop the
new tender word from her thoughts. She
must harden herself again. She must—

Out in the kitchen, later, she fought
the thing out. Could she forget? Could
she go back to the terror? After these
weeks? These white, golden glad weeks?

From the time of the doctor’s first
visit, David lost his fear of the night-
dark. He turned his back to Meta, on
each of the three nights, and snored im-
mediately. On Friday night, Meta did
not sleep and David did not kaow it.
She did not sleep because she had been
to see the great specialist, her visit un-
known to David, and had questioned
him.

“‘David—my man,”’ she asked, ‘‘will
come out all rightt"”

Dr. Dulayne had patted her shoulder.

“‘As surely as the san rises—as the
day comes, he will see again,’’ he smiled.

‘“There is no—no mistake?’’ she in-
sisted.

“‘None.”

So, thinking over this
welghmg the possibility, strlvlng to ar-
range in her mind the various perplex-
ities, that night she lay awake. In the
small hours of the morning she rose,
went into the living-room, -carefully
lighted the fire, fearful of a noise that
would awaken David, and sat long be-
fore the little stove, gazing into it. At
times she walked to the window, watch-
ing the coming of the dawn, seeing the
stretchiug forth of the golden-pink
fingers of the east. She marveled at the

beauty of the coming of day. She had
not noticed it before, for years and
years. She had been too tired, too taken
up with other things. Now she was
keyed up.

Aiding David to dress, after break-
fast, on that last morning, she fell under
the continual pricks of his tight temper.
He fumed when she momentarily left
the room.

“‘Don’t you know I’ve got to hurry!”’
he called. *‘I have ta be ready by eleven
o’clock. What are you doing? Step
around, therel’’

“Yes. I’m just getting things ready.
Myself and some things for you.””

“For me? I don’t have to get any-

Teady!”

“‘Yes,”’ she answered quietly. ‘‘You
must be dressed. You would not look
like a bum—a hobo. You raust dress.”’

She brought his black suit, and stood
quietly at his side.

“I'm ready to dress you, now.’”

His fingers skipped over the cloth.

“‘Get my grey muit,”” he ordered. “‘I
don’t want that black thing. I'm mot
going to a funeral.””

““Thig is your grey suit,’”’ Meta lied.
““You—you have just not yet learned to
feel—""

‘“That’s right!’’ he stormed.
me about my blindness!’’

“‘Dear!”’ she cried. ‘‘Dear!”

“‘Do what you’ve got to do and don’t
pester me with talk!’’ he raged. ‘‘Get
away! Ican do this.””

His arms becoming twisted in the vest,
Meta quietly assisted him. He stormed
and called her ‘‘clamsy.””

““In about a week—a week,’” he whim-
pered, ‘‘I’ll be out of this
own man again. . . . But
my black suit.””

““It’s your grey one,"” Meta said again.

Pattering about the kitchen in her slip-
pered feet, an apron over her best grey
silk dress, Meta put the kettle on the
stove, and squeezed two lemons into two
cups. The querulous tones of David
grated into her. The sunlight had left
her days, the voices of the birds were
stilled, the colors had bleached from the
flowers.

The faces of her two children came
into things, seemed to be ringed in the
bottoms of the cups; and she saw again
the piteous fright of the two white rats.
The crunching of the bones in the jaws
of the old cat, her neighbor’s cat, was in
her ears. The little new cat, the one that
had come to her, brushed against her
skirt, and she lifted it in her arms, oru-
dling it close, feeling her body respond
to the rumbling of its purr. Walking
to the window, she looked out into the
golden world.

“Pwit




She had glimpsed Parudise. During
a few short weeks of the long, long years,
unutterable joy had flashed before her.
She bad drunk decp of the wine of liv-
ing. Now, the dregs ugain.
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quietly waited. David started from his
chair, fumbled to his feet, took a stag-
gering step or two, feeling his way about
the room.
““Where. . . " he
were thicl

asked. His lips
d. He 3

““Ah, God!” she whispered. ‘‘No.”
And, again, fiercely, ‘‘Nol”’
The room swam. She felt herself

falling. The cat leaped from her arms,
and stood in a corner, watching her.
Catching at the table, she steadied her-
self until she was calmed, quieted.

She moved to the stove, lifted the ket-
tle, divided the water into two cups and
carried them into the living-room. David
kept up his railing, fretting, asking
about the time, about the weather, about
the possibility of the doctor forgetting
the engagement, about her fumbling,
clumsy, trembling fingers. SHe had
never known him so voluble, so vitriolie.

‘‘Here,” she said gently, holding the
steaming cup bencath his nose. ‘‘Drink
this. It’ll strengthen you. ... You'll
need strength, you know.””

He pushed it away.

“‘Don’t baby me! Don’t pester around
me. I'm strong enough.’”

“‘But drink it,”” she ingisted. ‘It will
warm you up.’’

8till grumbling, he obeyed, then re-
sumed his raging.

“‘Blast a pestering woman,’’ he grated.
““We ain’t got no time to fool around.
Lock out the door, there, and see if you
can see him. Hurry!”’

Drained cup in her hand, Meta waited,

against the door frame, and would have
fallen except for Meta’s quick arms,

“I'm—I’m—,"” he muttered. “‘I'm—""

““I know,”’ she whispered, *‘Just lie
down a little. Just rest a minute.”

‘With his body leaning heavily against
her, she guided his feet to the bed and
stretched him upon it. Breathing
deeply, he sighed, struggled upward and
would have rigen, except for Meta's
pressing hands. During ticking minutes
she stood there; watching. . . . watch-
ing. David groaned, whimpered. His
body stiffened.

One could see it stiffening.

Meta went into the living-room, lifted
the second cup from the table and car-
ried it back to the sleeping room. In
the careful moment, out of her habit of
a lifetime, ehe crossed David's arms
over his body, straightened his legs,
smoothed his thin hair. Two specks of
lint she found on the coat of the black
suit, and with wetted finger she brushed
them away. David looked nice, she

thought as she stood looking down upon
him. The new cat had followed her into
the room, and was now at her feet, rub-
bing its arched back against the edge of

her skirt.
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smoothsed sll wrinkles out of the grey silk
dress. She hoped it wouldn’t be mussed.

Then, having prepared her house, she
lifted on one elbow, raised the second cap
to her lips, and drained it. It had a
sweetish taste, she decided.

In a little while; a grey haze began to
steal over her, a soft grey haze. She was
rising, floating, wavering in long loops
and dashes. It was delicious; peacefully
and quietly delicious, Grey clouds en-
veloped her, softening her journey; she
knew David was beside her, could feel his
body rising and kifting with hers, going
with her on the journey through the grey
clouds.

Once, for a moment—or was it an age?
—she was fearful that David would fall
from the great height to which they were
ascending. David was blind. She must
guard against his falling. Her arms
wavered out, under David’s neck, cra-
dling his head in the crook of her
shoulder, drawing him closer to her as
the grey slecp came.

The new cat leaped lightly to the bed.
stood for a moment, tail switching.
watching Metu’s features. Her free
hand was stretched at her side, close to
the feet of the cat. Her fingers began
to close, thumb folding iuward, under the
fingers, close against the hardened palm.

The new cat watched, tail switching.
Cautiously the animal extended a front
paw, delicately touching the closing fin-
gers. Dropping to its belly, it gently
touched the fingers, as they gripped the
thumb, touched them again and again.



