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I've often referred to Ellery Queen’s Mystery Magazine as our sister
publication. It's now evident that the sistership is virtually Siamese:
we share much of the same bloodstream. Winners in EQMM’s re-
cently concluded Twelfth Annual Contest include Poul Anderson,
Robers Bloch, Miriam Allen deFord, G. C. Edmondson and Manly
Wade Wellman, along with a half dozen less frequent F&SF consribu-
tors; and the winner of the $1500 First Prize was Avram Davidson.
In introducing Davidson's fine The Necessity of His Condition
(EQMM, April, 1957), Queen writes, "He bas the astonisbing knack
of being able to write about any geographical background, and about
any culture, ancient or modern, alien or native—and always with the
most startling icity.” 1 concur wholeb, dly: Davidson's
EQMM winner is about the ante bellum South; his last FESF story
was about Hanoverian England; and each, one would think, could
have been written only by an intensive specialist. Nor is Davidson's
ability to get under the skin of a culture limited to the long-ago and
far-away; this new story, brief but sharply limned, could give an alicn
anthropologist a valuable insight inso the mores of prosperous middle-
class Southern California.

Summerland

bj’ AVRAM DAVIDSON

Mary KiNG sAID—AND I'M SURE IT
was true—that she couldn’t remem-
ber a thing about the séance at Mrs.
Porteous’s. Of course no one tried to
refresh her memory. Mary is a large
woman, with a handsome, ruddy
face, and the sound of that heavy
body hitting the floor and the sight
of her face at that moment—it was
gray and loose-mouthed and flac-
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cid—so unnerved ‘me that I am
ashamed to say I just sat there,
numb. Others scurried around and
cried for water or thrust cushions
under her head or waved vials of
ammoniated lavender in front of
her, but I just sat frozen, looking
at her, looking at Mrs. Porteous loll-
ing back in the armchair, Charley
King’s voice still ringing in my ears,
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and my heart thudding with shock.

I would not have thought, nor
would anyone else, at first impres-
sion, that the Kings were the séance
type. My natural tendency is to as-
sociate that sort of thing with wheat
germ and vegeburgers and complete
syndromes of psychosomatic illness-
es, but Charley and his wife were
beef-caters all the way and they
shone with health and cheer and
never reported a sniffle. Be exceed-
ingly wary of categories, 1 told my-
self; despise no man’s madness.
Their hearty goodwill, if it palled
upon me, was certainly better for
my mother than another neighbor’s
whining or gossip would have been,
The Kings, who were her best
friends, devoted to her about 500%,
of the time I myself was willing to
give. For years I had lived away
from home, our interests and activi-
ties were too different, there seemed
litle either of us could do when
long silences fell upon us as we sat
alone. It was much better to join
the Kings.

“Funny thing happened down at
the office today—" Charley often be-
gan like that. Ordinarily this open-
ing would have shaken me into
thoughts of a quick escape. Some-
how, though, as Charley told it, his
fingers rippling the thick, iron-gray
hair, his ruddy face quivering not
to release a smile or laugh before
the point of the story was revealed
—somchow, it did scem funny when
Charley told it. To me, the Kings
were older people, but they were
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younger than my mother, and I am
sure they helped keep her from
growing old too fast. It was worth
it to me to eat vast helpings of but-
ter-pecan ice cream when the Real
Me hungered and slavered for a
glass of beer with pretzel sticks on
the side.

If tarot cards, Rosicrucian litera-
ture, séances, and milder non-con-
tortionistic exercises made an incon-
gruous note in the middle<lass,
middle-aged atmosphere the Kings
trailed with them like “rays of lam-
bent dullness"—why, it was harm-
less. It was better to lap up pyramid-
ology than lunatic-fringe politics.
Rather let Mother join hands on the
ouija board than start cruising the
Great Circle of quack doctors to
find a cure for imaginary backaches.
So I ate baked alaska and discussed
the I Am and astral projection, and
said “Be still, my soul” to inner
yearnings for highballs and carnal
conversation. After all, it was only
once a week. And I never saw any
signs that my mother took any of
it more seriously than the parchesi
game which followed the pistachio
or peanut-crunch,

1 am an architect. Charley was In
The Real Estate Game. A good
chance, you might think, for one
hand to wash the other, but it hardly
ever happened that our commercial
paths crossed. Lanais, kidney-
shaped swimming pools, picture
windows, copper-hooded fireplaces,
hi-fi sets in the walls—that was my
sort of thing. “Income property”—
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that was Charley’s. And 2 nice in-
come it was, too. Much better than

mine,

How does that go?—Envil com-

corrupt good

—Charley might have said some-
thing of that sort if I'd ever told
him what Ed Hokinson told me.
Hoke is on the planning commis-
sion, so what with this and that,
we see each other fairly often. Co-
incidence’s arm didn't stretch too
long before Charley King's name
came up between us. Idly talking, 1
repeated to Hoke a typical Charley-
ism. Charley had been having ten-
ant trouble.

“Of course there are always what
you might call the Inescapable
Workings of Fate, which all of us
are subject to, just as we are to, oh,
say, the Law of Supply and De-
mand,” said Charley, getting out-
side some dessert, “But by and large
whatever troubles people of that
sort”—meaning the tenants—“think
they have, it's due to their own im-
providence, for they won't save, and
cach week or month the rent comes
as a fresh surprise. And then you
have certain politicians stirring them
up and making them think they're
badly off when really they're just
the victims of Maya, or Illusion.”
Little flecks of whipped cream were
on his ruddy jowels. Mary nodded
solemnly, two hundred pounds of
well-fed, well-dressed, well-housed
approbation,

“Maya,” said Hoke. “That what
he calls it? Like to come with me
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and see for yourself? I know Char-
ley King,” Hoke said. In the end
1did go. Interesting, in its own way,
what I saw, but not my kind of
thing at all. And the next day was
the day Charley died. He was in-
terred with much ceremony and ex-
pense in a fabulous City of the
Dead, which has been too well de-
scribed by British novelists for me
to try. Big, jolly, handsome, life-lov-
ing Mr. Charley King. In a way,
I missed him. And after that, of
course, Mary and my mother were
together even more. After that there
was even less of the Akashic Docu-
ments or Anthroposophism or Ve-
danta, and more and more of sé-
ances.

“l know I have no cause to
grieve,” Mary said. “I know that
Charley is happy. I just want him
to tell me so. That's not asking too
much, is it?”

How should I know? What is
“too much”? I never do any asking,
myself, or any answering for that
matter.

So off they went, my mother and
Mrs. Mary King, and—if 1 couldn’t
beg off—I. Mrs, Victory’s, Mrs. Rev-
erend Ella Maybelle Snyder's, Ma-
dame Sophia’s, Mother Honeywell’s
—every spirittrumpet in the city
must have been on time-and-a-half
those days. They got litdle-girl an-
gels and old-lady angels. They got
doctors, lawyers, Indian chiefs, and
young boy-babies—they must even
have gotten Radio Andorra—but
they didn’t get Charley. There were
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slate-messages and automatic writ-
ings and ectoplasm enough to reach
from here to Punxatawney, P. A,
but if it reached to Charley he did-
n't reach back. All the mediums
and all their customers had the same
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“Dear friends,” says the gentle-
woman, striking 2 Woolworth gong,
“might T have your attention please.
1 shall now request that there be no
further smoking or talking whilst
the séance is going on. We guaran-

line: There is no grief in S
land, there is no pain in Summer-
land—Summerland being the choice
real estate development Upstairs, at
least in the Spiritualist hep-talk.
They all believed it, but somehow
they all wanted to be assured. And
after the séance, when all the spooks
had gone back to Summerland,
what a consumption of coffee, cup-
cakes, and cold cuts.

Some of the places were fancy,
you bought “subscription” for the
season’s performance and discussed
parapsychology over canapés and
sherry. Mrs. Porteous’ place, how-
ever, was right out of the 1920's, red
velveteen porseers on wooden rings,
and all. I almost fancied I could feel
the ectoplasm when we came in,
but it was just a heavy condensation
of boiled cabbage steam and ham-
burger smoke.

Mrs. Porteous looked like a cari-
cature of herself—down-at-hem eve-
ning gown, gaudy but clumsy- cos-
metic job, huge rings on each fin-
ger, and, ok, lhat voice. Mrs Porte-
ous was the phoni phon-

thing. We shall /N
If there is doubt—if there is discord
—the spirits may not come. For
there is no doubt, no discord, there
is no grief nor pam, in Summer-
land.” So on. Let us join our hands
. let us bow our heads . . . I, of
course, pecked. The Duchess was
sitting on the starboard side of the
incense, next to Mrs. Porteous, who
was rolling her eyes and muttering.
Then Charley King screamed.

It was Mrs. Porteous’ mouth that
it came from, it was her chest that
heaved, but it was Charley King's
voice—I know his voice, don't you
think I know his voice? He
screamed. My mother’s hand jerked
away from mine.

“The firel The ﬁrel Oh, Mary,
how it burns, how—I"

Then Mary fell forward from her
seat, the lights went on, went off,
then on again, everyone scurried
around except me—I was frozen to
my seat—and Mrs. Porteous—she
lay back in her arm chair. Finally I
got to my feet and somehow we
d to lift Mary onto a couch,

8
iest-sounding, phoniest-acting medi-
um I have ever come across. She
had a lady-in-waiting: sagging
cheeks, jet-black page-boy bob or
bangs or whatever you call it, velvet
tunic, so on.

The coloi came back to her face
and she opened her eyes.
“That’s all right, dear,” my moth-
er said,
“Oh my goodness!” said Mary,
“What happened? Did I faint? Isn't
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that silly. No, no, let me get up;
we must start the séance.”

Someone tugged at my sleeve. It
was the Duchess,

“Who was that?” she asked, look-
ing at me shrewdly. “It was her
husband, wasn’t it? Oh-yes-it-twas!
He was burned to death, wasn't he?
And he hasn’t yet freed himself from
his earthly ties so he can enter Sum-
merland. He must of been a skep-
tic.”

“He didn't burn to death,” 1 said.
“He fell and broke his neck. And
he wasn't a skeptic.”

(Hoke had said to me: “Of course
the board was rotten; the whole
house was rotten. All his property
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was like that. It should have been
condemned years ago. No repairs,
a family in each room, and the rent
sky-high—he must have been mak-
ing a fortune. You saw those rats,
didn’t you?” Hoke had asked. “Do
you know what the death rate is in
those buildings?™)

The Duchess shook her head. Her
face was puzzled.

“Then it couldn’t of been her hus-
band,” she said. “There is no pain,”
she pointed out reasonably, “in Sum-
merland.”

“No,” 1 said to her. “No, I'm sure
there isn't. I know that.”

But I knew Charley King. And
T know his voice.




