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@ne Foot 1n the Grave
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Yowu dow’t think of your feet much—until you lose one.
Then maybe it thinks of you!

lying, comfortable and easy, between
the cool sheets in the room off Doc
Sandy’s office. It was really amazing. There

IT WAS all over. And now Henry was

was scarcely any pain to it at all. As a matter
of fact, Henry, staring at the pale, yellow
ceiling of the bedroom in the doctot’s house,
felt actually more rested and quiet than he

BY DAVE GRUBB

Heading by JOHN GIUNTA
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ONE FOOT I

had felt in years. He smiled. All those
months of talking safety to his men in the
saw-mill—it was ironic. And then it came
to him: how it had happened—his walking
through the big, pine-fragrant lumbes room
with Ed Smiley, his foreman—his foot
catching suddenly in a crack—the sudden,
wild fear as he pitched forward headlong to-
waid the great, whirring blade of the rip-
saw—Ed’s big hands graubmg his shoulder,
throwing him, saving his life. Then the

numbness in his foot and the sickness and ,

that was all there was to it until now: Henry
lying comfortably and quietly between the
sheets.

Doc Sandy’s face between him and the
ceiling now. '

How's it feel, Henry?

Im all right, he could hear his voice say-
ing, far away. I'm really all right.. But you
know something. John? It's a funny thing
I really can’t understand how it could be.

What's that, Henry?

My foot, he said. The one that’s gone. I
can’t understand how it could be. It—itches.

And it sounded so ridiculous that he
langhed in spite of himself.

It not oply itches, he said. But it feels
cold. Especially the big toe.

THAT'S not strange, said Doc Sandy. That
often happens, Henry. You sece—the
foot’s still there in a way. And in a way it
isn’t. The part that’s still there is in your
brain. Or in your soul—it’s a hard thing to
explain—

Henry shut his eyes then and began to
shake weakly with laughter,

- What's funny, Henry?

I win that bet, John, Henry said. It's a
technicality, I'll admit, but I win it. You
can’t deny that.

And he could hear Doc Sandy laughing
and cursing and saying yes Henry was right,
he had won the bet, and Henry shut his
eyes, femembering the night the bet was
made—the ‘cold winter nmht—lmnry and
Doc Sandy playing three-cushion billiards in
the Recreation Pool Room and drinking beer
and talking about death. Doc Sandy had bet
Henry that he would be under the ground
before Henty would and Henry had bet him
that it would be the other way around and
they put down their cues and shock hands
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on it and agreed that whoever sarvived was
to pay fos the other one’s funeral.

ch fenry kept saying. I win. I win by
a foot, John. And I intend to see you give

-that foot the best funeral that money can

buy.

Then the docter’s nurse was giving him a
drink; the glass straw was between his lips
and the good, cool water was soothing te his
parched throat. He could hear Doc Sandy
lighting his old pipe and then he could
smell the sweet, dry fragrance of the burn-
ing tobacco.

John, he said.

Yes, Henry.

john I keep wondering a funny thing. 1
keep wondering which-—which place my
foot went to. It was part of me—so0-it must
be part of my soul. It’s a funny thing to
wonder but T just can’t help it. T mean—
when the rest of me goes over—will my foot
be waiting ihere to join me again? John, it
gives you the funaiest feeling in the world

-to think of a foot—a single, solitary foot

wandering around eterpity—waiting—
can't help wondering where it’s gone and
where it's waiting—in the Good Place or—

Henry shut his eyes and began to laugh
again.

What’s funny, Henry?

My foot! Henry laughed. I swear it, John,
When I said that a second ago—w hen I said
I wondered where it had gone—so help me,
John!—it felt hot!
~ Nobody could have been nicer to Henry
than his secretary Margeret and his foreman
Ed Smiley were those ‘next couple of weeks.

‘Henry stayed on the cot at Doc Sandy’s office

until he was able to get around on crutches
and there wasn’t a single night that Ed and
Margeret missed coming to see him and al-
most always they brought something—ice
cream from Beam's Confectionery or maybe
a big spray of sweet shrubs from Judge
Bruce’s backyard.

MARGERET was a queer little person in
< her early thirties—blond and pretty in
a way that nobody ever noticed particularly

-—living alone in the Bruce’s boarding house

on Lafayette Avenue—going to the movies
every Saturday night with Ed Smiley and
then afterwards having an ice-cream soda
with him at Beam’s. Henry, like many bach-
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elors, often fancied himself quite a match-
maker and he was fond of reflecting that,
had it not been for him, Ed and Margeret
would never have met. He was continually
asking the girl when she was going to get
married and Margeret, at this, would blush
warmly and busy herself in the papers on the
desk. Henry never teased Ed about it—
knowing, as a man, that Ed had his own
good reasons for waiting. But it was. some-
thing he thought about 2 lot during those
two weeks in bed. And it was a pleasant re-
lief—to think about this—nights when his
foot would not let him sleep—nights when
the plagued, absent thing felt so cold that he
could have sworn that it wandered alone
among the mountains of the moon—nights
when the rain hurled itself against the win-
dows of the doctor’s house and Henry, shiv-
ering in the warm cot off the doctor’s office,
could feel the cold, dreadful wet of the

March night between his toes. One night’

he could stand. it no lopger. It was late—
past midnight—and Doc Sandy had gone to
bed long hours before. Just the same Henty
had to know.

He had to talk. He called for a long time
before he heard the doctor’s slippers whis-
pering down the kitchen stairs.

John, he sz2id. 1 know it's silly. You'll
swear I've gone loco or scmething—

Waant a sleeping pill, Henry?

No, he said. It’s not that, John. I swear
you'll think I've gone loco—

What, Henry?

It’s just this, Heary said. I've got to know
for sure. Did you buty it, John? I know it
was just a joke at first and we kidded about
the bet and all that 2nd you said you'd had
2 little coffin made and buried the fool thing
in back of the saw-mill under the puzzle-
tree. You think U'm loco but—

I did bury it, Henry, said the doctor. 1
swear I did.

You swear it?

I swear it, said the docter. Look here,
Henty. Get a grip on yourself! You're going
to be up and around in a day or so—on
crutches for a while—then we'll get you a
foot that’ll be as good as new! You'll never
miss it!

Henry shut his eyes and pressed the back
of his head hard into the pillow. His hands
were wet with perspiration.

It's funny you're saying that, John. It’s
very funny.

What's funny, Henry?

That I'll never miss it. It's very funny—
your putting it like that. It's whal’s been
going through my head all night. The feel-
ing that—that somehow—# misses me..

There wasn't much trick to the crutches
after a few days. It was a little hard getting
the knack of them at first but, within a
week, Heary was® getting around almost as
easily as before. And within two wecks he
wzs able to get up and downstairs to his
rocm over the mill office without any help

“at all. In a month the place was healed

enough so that Doc Sandy was able {o fix
him up with an artificial foot. Henry felt a
little better about it and began to get his
sleep at night now that he knew the doctor
had really buried the thing. Then one day
he began to worry again and asked the doc-
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tor to take him dowa back of the saw-mill
and show him the little grave.

You're the damndest fool I ever did see,
Heney! Doc Saady said, laughing. Getting
ail upset over a fcol joke.

Did you put a shoe oa it? Henry said,
staring solemaly at the little mound unrder
the puzzle tree.

Certainly, said the doctor. And 2 brand-
new shoe at that—the pair you bowght at
Jim Purdy’s sale the weck before the acci-
dent. Never been worn.

Is there a sock on it, too? whispersd
Ilenry.

Demn it all, man—!

Is there? he said.

YVes! cried the doctor. Yes, damn it,
there’s a sock on it!

You didn’t put it on straight, Henry suid,
shaking his head a little serrowfully. You
put it oa crooked, John. It pinches my toe!

THAT night it began. Night was the time
1 when it always happened. Henry would
go to bed, knowing that he was perfectly
sane, knowing that the thing could not be
true. Yet it was teue. It was happening. It
was as real as life itself. Sometimes it would
be just a pressure on the sole—as if he wete
standing somewhere, waiting for a train pet-
haps. And then it would begin—the gentle,
pulsing padding—the lift and fall of walk-
ing—the easy thud of brick pavement be-
neath the foot—the soft crush of leaves or
grass. And Henry would lie quaking and
sweating beneath the quilt and stare with
wild sorrow and horror into the shuddering
dark. The foot—his foot—apart from him
—was walking scmewhere—going some

place—living its own life without any help-

from him. Then he made another discovery
that seemed mote incredible and awful than
any of the rest of it. It was that the foot
always seemed to be going the same distance
—walking along the same ways—the sanie
street. Henty got so that he could count the
number of steps on the brick pavement and
then, after a pause, steps soft and yielding
beneath the heel, then another pause and
something different again—wooden floor
perhaps—then the slower, measured climb-
ing of a stairway.

One night after it had stopped Henry
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sprang from his bed in a frenzy of fear.
Snatching his clothes from the back of the
chair by his bed he dressed quickly, lighted
the oil lamp and went out back to the puzzle
tree. Fetching a shovel from the toolshed
behind the saw-mili he began to dig. When
the spade scraped on the wooden box
Henr/ s heart flew to his mouth. Diggi ing,
clawing with his hands, panting and perspit-
ing like a man in a fever, he dragged the
little box into the lantern light, pried off the
lid with the tip of the spade arnd stared
within. For a moment he was sure he had
lost his mind. He lifted it out and looked
closely to be sure. The sole. The sole of
the brand-new shoe from Jim Purdy’s store.
He remembered the day he had bought those
shoes. He had never worn them. But the
sole. - It was scuffed and scratched. Worn.

They were shooting pool that afternoon
in the Recreation—Henry and Doc Sandy.

Henry, said the doctor, chalking his cue-
stick and squinting low along the cushions
for a massé shot. Ed Smiley was in to see me
this morning.

Ed? said Henry. Doesn't lock like there’s
anything wrong with him. He's the perfect
picture of health!

Doc Sandy shot and missed.

It wasn’t gbout himself that he came to
see me, Henry, he said. It was about Mar-
geret. Your Margeret. She’s not well, Henry.
I'll tell you frankly—1 prescribed a couple
of weeks vacation, She’s run down—netv-

. Ed said he didn’t want to ask you and
you know Margeret. She'd never ask you.

I hadn’t noticed her, Henry said. I really
never pay any attention to her, John. You
know how it is. You just take somiebody like
Margeret for granted—year af er year Sure!
Sure, I'll give her tw v
if she needs it! Thanks for telling mc, John.

C{UPPERTIME. Walking home down

Lafayette Avenue. Poor little Margeret.
Henry felt like a slave-driver. Never realiz-
ing what a drab little world it must have
heen for her all those years—day after day
in that glum, dingy cffice, laboring over the
books in that proper, lace-like little hand of
her’s, keeping his office neat and dusted.
When Henry opened the office door he
heard her. She was crying. Then he saw
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her: slumped ameng the papers on the desk,
her hands over her face, her sheulders shak-
ing with sobs.

Henry stood there wondering what to do;
feeling terrible about it. He cleased his
throat.

Margeret, he said. Matgetet.

She stood up slowly and turned, facing
him. Her face was streaked and wet with
tears—plainer and more homely than he
had ever secen her—the face uader the
washed blond hair tired and old.

Don't touch me, she whisoered. She was
shuddering violently and clutching her hand-
kerchief into a tight wet ball. Don’t come
near me! Let me alone! Oh, when will you
let mc alone!

Henty felt behind him for a chair and sat
down with a thump.

I—I don't understand, he began. What
do you mean, Margeret? Let you alone—

What do I mean! she whispered. What
do I mean! You ask me that! You dare to
ask me that! :

T—1I don't— I don’t understand, he said.
He reached in the pocket of his alpaca coat
for a handkerchief to mop the perspiration
from his upper lip.

She seemed almost crouching; ready to
spring on him.

Last night, she whispered fiercely, the
knuckles of her thin, red hands shining
white with rage. Last night!—the night be-
fore last! How many nights! Lying there
listening for your footsteps on the pave-
ments—the creaking of the gate—your foot-
steps on the tan-bark walk—then lying there
waiting for your footstep on’ the stairs.
Those nights! My God! The things you told
me—the things you promised me! You said
we'd be married! You said—ryou said you'd
kill me if you ever lost me! You ask me
what I mean! Those nights! In my room! In
my arms!

She sprang forward and struck him across
the face with the flat of her hand. Henry
dida’t feel the blow. He sat staring through
the girl—beyond her.

My—footsteps? he whispered.

She was on the floor now, at his feet,
covering his hands with kisses.

I'm sorry, she wailed. Oh, I'm sorry. I
didn’t mean to do that! OCh, I didn’t. For-
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give me, dearest! It's just that—I couldn't
stand it! I couldn’t! At first—the first night
—1I thought it was a dream when I heard
your footsteps and then the door opened and
I saw it was you— It was like seeing a ghost.
I couldn’t belicve it. Those nights—they’ve
seemed like a dream—unreal, wonderful!

My footsteps? he whispered again, rising,
pushing her away from him, stepping over
her sobbing, shaking shoulders and walking
like a sleeper out the door and up the steps
to his room. He lay down with his clothes
on and stared unseeing at the ceiling, mov-
ing over the yellow, gL.tteriag light of the
gas flame by the bedroom door.

A soul within him—a hidden, secret cther
him—a tenant of his heart that the foot had
claimed its own and taken with it to the
grave! Margeret. He had never so much as
looked at her. He had never seen her. She
was a piece of furniture. A desk. A chair.
A ledger with the lacy, sorrowful love letter
of commerce on its pages.

My footstep, he said aloud to the walls.

Footsteps. Down the pavement of the
shady street in the secret moment of the
night—fooisteps up the tanbark walk of the
Bruee’s boarding house—footsteps up the
stairs—the hesitation and then the apen
door.

Then he was hearing her flat, tired voice
—still and composed now. He turned his

cad on the pillew. She was standing in the
] king at him. She had on
her cheap little ﬂowered hat and the coat
with the touching curl of dusty fur about
the collar.

I'm sorry to bother you again, she sazd.
I won’t bother you zny more. You won't
ever have to bother with me again. The
books are in order. I'm leaving town with
Ed Smiley tonight. He's going to marty me.

HEN she was goae. Henty listern=d to

her quick fuo+sLepJ going down the
stairs. The street door stmmed and the
clock in the town hall struck six timmes, He
lay back—sad, regretful but at the same
time relieved. It was all over now. Perhaps
tonight he could sleep. Sleep! That El
Dotado of peace that he had lono ceased
hoping for. Henry shut his eyes. “He had
stopped trembling. Tt was dark outside the
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window—the heavy wine datk of eatly
April. Then in 2 moment it began again.

Footsteps. The foot. Fast now. Faster than
it had ever been. Along the damp pave-
meats of the small-town night. Running.
The thud was almost painful on his sole.
Then a pause. Then the running again—aup
the springy, yiclding softness of tanbark—
under the trees bursting with dark greenness
in the moonless April night. Up the wooden
steps—two—four—six—eight. Henry shut
his eyes and clenched his teeth against the
scream that struggled in his throat. Ten—
twelve— The landing now. Up the hall—
His fingers tore through the linen sheet be-
neath Irim. The door——the open door. He
felt he was fainting—his eyes started from
his head. Then it began—not on the sole
now but on the toe—a smashing, violent
rhythm on the toe of his foot—a remorse-
less, brutal thudding that made his leg ache
to the very hip. Then it stopped. The pad-
ding, running thud again—down the steps
—&rough the tanbark—through the dark
—the mossy pavements of the April night—
then, at last, like a benediction it was still.

He lay on the bed for 2 long while before
getting up. Then he went slowly down the
stairs, down the path to the shed, down to
the puzzle tree with the spade in his'shaking
fingers. Like a madman he dug. His fingers
ached and the nails broke as he clawed the
box from the earth, ripped the wooden lid
loose and stared at the thing within. He was
standing there at dawn when Doc Sandy
and the sheriff came down the path. Not
moving. Just standing looking at the foot
in his hand and the shoe—its toe all dark
with something sticky and some wisps of
washed blond hair.
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