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*THE WAGIGIAN'S BOX
Original by Phillp Dick
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to see the wen

during the first part. He dray
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| |dark about me which was like a|
blanket, I reached into my pocket
and dug out a book of matehes. T
scrate the stri
he beckaan Nothing ‘happened.
kv, my clher hand 1
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‘match was burning
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1 must have cried. Or screamed
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rabbit out of a hat, pulled a
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1 did after that, When I think of|
it, all T can recall is suddenly feel-
g the box around. me agnin and
a Uindiog streek of light abave,
‘Halloway's face peering at
~Got tred of waltin for you to
come out. ‘happened? Where|
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began pulting on my coat.
migiclen hovered. over. 8 nkl'll
again and again what had hap-
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1 finished putting on my coat and|
went home.

(I made the change suggested,

know it. ‘The style is smooth. This|
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stuff from a bot!
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“Hello,” T benn But T got

rther,

“You want to know about the
box. don't you?" he growled. I
nodded. He got up and strode over,
to a closet from which he dragged
the thing,

“Here it s he sald.

work?”

“T don't

that Halloway had drop)
his_every day vernacular.
pompous stage speech was an
fectation.

“But haven't you ever wondered

only Way to learn anything is
£ inside and dose th Jid and see
you go. But not me, no

expres-
ulnn of disgust appeared on his
face.

your funeral, brother. Go|
ahead. But if you don't come back,
it ain't my fault.”

T thanked him, and with a feeling|
of excitement crossed the

the lid. Suddenly my heart seemed
to stop beating. I could no Jonger
feel the pressing sides of the box,

about me.
T reached out my hands and felt

all the way through. I had gotten
into a box and closeq the the 1id. Now
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n inch, Tt was fan-
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anta’s Return”—
Philip Dick, P paints
rather_gloomy pleture. but Jt s
thought
has a very active mind.
1 like the style of writing. . . .
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