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"Come down to earth, man. Corpses don‘'t go about stabbing people
to death, least of all with needles."

1 coughed and rustled the sheets of manuscript. When Russel San-
ders observed that I was serious, his smile faded. He took out his
pipe and loaded it.

sie werce scated in my study that cool spring cvening. The tablc
betweon us displayed scveral shects of yollow papcr covercd with long-
hand, and twp ncwspapcr clippingse.

"1 didn't mcan prcciscly that, Sandcrs. But I do think Carver
had his rcvcnge on Bullit, cven though Carver was buricd two wccks
bcfore Bullit dicde And I think Carver was thorc himsclf...."

"I don't belicve in ghosts, Andy.”

"Pcrhaps you won't have to when you road this diarye I found it
among Carver's belongings (which went to me according to his will) in
his lake~side cabin at Waha, where he was discovered the twentieth of
llay. His body had a large, unhealed scar on its right side, below the
ribs. The first clipping tells about that.

"Incidentally, the doctors wercn't sure what he died of. The
second clipping gives an account of Bullit's decath. Both have curious
aspects, as you will noticc when you rcad them. Doctor Bullit was
found in his garage about two a. m., barcly a wcck ago. Hc had been
stabbcd all over, as if by a long ncedlc or hnat-pin.

"Now I want you to rcad Carver's diary and sce if you think the
way I do. rcrhaps I'm prcjudiccd bccause ho and I were such fast
fricnds. 1 want to gct your candid opinion."”

Sanders gathered up the yellow shects and began to rcad.

May 2, 1940---Clara has announccd our cngagenent, and 1 cm as
happy as any mortal cver was, savc for that onc shodow which hovers
between us--that thing with which I z2m accurscd, I am afrocid to tcll
hcr about it, Of all my fricnds, Andcrson is the only onc who knots.
My parcnts did, of coursc, but they'r: gonc forcver. It is fortunate
they never saw mc groW UDseee

I must have an opcrotion beforc vwe arc marricd--that is vital.
But I am afreid of thnt, too. Tnc conflict is giving mc the jittcrs,.
It must be donce. DBullit stys the recmoval will bs simplcec.e The mcchanics
of thc opcration should bc casy for o surgcon of his remrkeblc bility,
but hc docsn't undcrstand the psychological phr.scs of the situation.
He docsn't rcalize how attnched I've become to it thesc long ycars,
how much a part of my very being it rcelly ise. For 2ll I know the
thing may contnin o scgmsnt of my very soul. 1 cinnot sny; I am no
doctor or magician.

Have an appointment with Bullit tomorrow. I am afraid he will
insist on an operation immediately, if I am to be completely well by
the last of June.

May 3---Went to Bullit's office, and he gave me the ultimatum.

It has to be done very soon. Tomorrow it will be over, and with the
grace of God, I'1ll begin the first instalment in my book of future
happincss.

It will scem strange living wi thout that thing. And I am afraid
the removal will lcave a scar, perhaps morc psychic than physical.

It is worth th¢ risk, howcver. Bullit should know if anyonc docs.
He says it isn't rcally alive; merely an abnormal growth. He says
there is no secret or mysterious bond between the thing and me, I




hope and pray that he is right,....

Out with Clara all evening, We saw '"The Hunohback of Notire Dame’,
and later we sat in my car talking and planning until the small hours.
She's knocked me for a loop, all right! Plans to kcep her job for a
while, at lecast. 1 wasn't wild abouv that, but I supposc it's quitc
the proper arrangement thesc days., My incomc is irrcgular, and my
apartmcnt isn't largc cnough for twio.

liay 4~--Well, it's done! 1I'm not sick or giddy, as I expected,
Bullit gave me a local, and had the job finished within twenty minutes.
He's good. I told him to throw the thing in the furnace, and he pro-
mised me he would. True, I lost some blood, but less than I anticipated.
I must be carsful for a weck or so, until the¢ wound buglns to heal..
Finished the first draft of my long African novel, and rctouched a
short story. I'm very plceascd w1th my fricnd's surgury...purhaps I
cxaggorated the dirsc conscquonces of my situatione I shall know morc
about that a month from novi.

Heoavy date with Clara again tomorrow nighte I t0l1& hor I wasn't
feeling well today. Bullit says I can go about as usual, provided I
don't wrench or twist my abdomen. Now, thank God! I shan't have to
tell Clara; she will never know there was a thing vwrong vith me. I
feel five years younger! Best frame of mind for months. When she
called tonight, I had to lie about my hcalth, but Doc says 1'd better
stay homc amd rcste Hc admircs Clara, tclls mc I'm getting a swell
girl. He doesn't know the half of iti

May 5---Worked hard all morning. Went out with Clara in the even-
ing. I didn't feel well, so we came home early., Twinges of pain in my
right side, Healing reaction, I supposc. First operation I ever had,
barring tonsils, and thc rclapsc isn't plcasant.e Two o'tclock a., m, and
Still NO SlGCGPeeas

May 6---Felt tired and listless &ll morning, and in the afternoon
went to see Bullit, although I wasn't scheduled to return sc soon. He
changed the bandage and said the place is healing nicely, and there's
nd> occasipon for worry. He gave me some Neombutal tablcts, and I hope I
can slecp tonight. Callced off going over to Clara's; shc was disap-
pointed. Can't help it if I don't fcel right.... Should get busy on
that short story about wicsmerism. Note: 1look up informaticon at the
library.

May 8---Staycd homc Tucsday, napping and rcading and woclking the
floor. Very little sleep the last two nights. And very stronge drcams.
I know it's silly, but I droamcd I was soeing through the cycs of a very
small crcaturc, like a rat or gophcr. miust forget thesc morbid fancics
and takc o walks. Hove shelved the wcsneric story, which I'm afraié veas
the causc of thc odd visions.

Clara was over o whilc this cvgning ond wanted to taks me for o
drivc; said the night 2ir would do umc goode I rcfuscd. UWe had an ar-
gumcnteso. It was my fault, cursc the luck! I wos in an ugly mood--
quitu out of charactcr with mee. Told her about ny drcoms, ond she said
I'd better qult writing thosc wild, naecbre storics. 1 flarcd up ond
told her I'd write vhatover I dcmn well plcascd. She flounccd out of
the apartment, ecalling back thot she didn't intend to wnrry o palc-
faecd dr0r“mr....

How uttcrly insane onc becorcs in an arguncnt! I ecn't cxplain ny
suddcn tempcer. I'1ll try to scc her tomorrow and smoothce out tihc wrine-
kles, if possiblc., I'a rc .lly not nysclf thesc days, ~nd often I focl
as if my nind wers partly unhinged, Of coursc, I know better than that,.
I must scc Bullit tormorrow., I hope those accursed drearns won't haunt
e againe I can scarcely sleep at all.

May 9---At noon I *phoned Clara's favorite lunch counter, but she
wasn't there. I headed for Bullit's hospital, and rnet Clara coning oud



of the same building. She stared at me queerly and kept on walking. I
seized her arm and turned her around. I caused a scence, odut I wasn't
going to bc put off any longer. It was cithcr onc thing or tho othcr.

I asked her, in e politec manncr, to forgive mc., She quibblcd and ~idc-
stcpped. She gave me no dircet answer. Then I accuscd her of .ting
Bullit. She flarcd back so hotly I knew I had struck the truth. She
said she could go to a doctor any time she pleased, and that as far as
she was concerned our engagement was off., 1 told her that was jske with
me., She snatched off the ring and slammed it on the pvement. The
diemond broke from its setting and rolled, like a mocking eye of Satan,
across the sidewalk. I watchced it splash in the guttcer, and, turning my
back on Clara and the curious long-nccked mob, staggered into the hos-
pital, so cnraged I could scarccly scu.

I didn't visit Bullit. Went to the Idle-Hour bar and drank myself
tnto a stupor. Larson brought me home and dumped me in bed. I slept
well--the first time since that damned operation, I'm beginning to
think it was all a huge mista':s. I shall sec Bullit tomorrow....

May 10---idore wild dreams last night--they're driving me wild.
Bullit says I'm just upset because Clara and I had a little falling out.
The gossip seems to have floated around very swiftly. Bullit was quitc
smug and plcascd with himsclf as hc dresscd my wound and tricd to soothe
my norves, I wonder just how wsll Clara and Alfrcd Bullit know onc
another.... Not that it mattcers any morc, Cursc her scheming littlc
soul! I lovc hor and hatc hcer et the same timec., Is that possiblc? 1
don't know. Vc'rc through--that is final.

Bullit says thc wound isn't hcaling as i% should, but prcdicts that
another weeck will scc me in good health and spirits. He reminded me
again about exercise and fresh air. Rings under my cyes aren't encour-
aging.

Something Bullit said reminded me of my story, and I told him I
had been unable to find any reliable rcfercnce books on Mcsmcorism and
telcpathy, and askced him vherce I might obtain somc. The question rather
startled him., He seid he¢ posscsscd a few, and offcred to lct me usc
them. 1 acccepted gladly, Perhaps I can settle down and write a few
pages tonight.

During the course of our conversation I told Bullit about my dreams.
He laughed and said I worried too much, adding that they were probably
due to some obscure psychological attackment I'd had for the missing
protuberance.

May 12---Mother's Day. Went to church wearing my usual white car-
nation.... 1 can't bear this town life any longer. 1I'm going up to my
cabin at Lake Waha, where I may get some rest and pcace of mind. Now
I'm drecaming about Clara day and night. Can't write a thing. ©Scem to
have lost all powers of conccntration. IMing nceds a rcest, Too many
emotional upheavals lately. Must get away for a while. iaking arrage-
ments and doing necessary packing today.

May l16~~-Established in my cebin at last. Told the postmaster at
the resort to hold all mail and communications for a week. I need com-
plete isolation. wdust battle this out alconc. Went for a long walk
today and visited many old picnic spots and swimming holes. Morc poig-
nant memorics of Clara, who uscd to sharc with rc thesc scenic dclightse
Very few tourists about, owing to .cold wecathcr. Early yet for the main
flock.

Tried a new story, but gave it up. Restless; cursed with insomnia
and bad dreams. Last night (first evening here) I had more disturbing
visions and woke several times in a cold sweat., Wound is healing slow-
ly, It throbs and burns wiacncver I move. Howcver, 1 think anothcr
week here will scc me entircly well. Mountains are beautiful this time
of year. More Lilics of the Valley than I cver saw beforc so carly in
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the season, If I can believe the store-keeper, the bass fishing is
good, Need a drink. Lucky I brought & case of bourbon.

May 17---Drank myself asleep last night and felt terrible all day.
Dreams are becoming more gruvesomec. J really can't explain them. I
haven't touched those bocks Bullit gave ws. né I've loeft the story
aloncs First I dreamed of floating through the air, far above lhe
ground, a disembodied spirit, DBut the Unlverse was not mine--1 was
fettered and trapped; moved utterly vy fcrces from withouit. Later came
that odd second sight: seeing through the :ves of some tiny cieature.
The recurrence of this particular drcam is arcusing a hideous fear and
suspicion, Therc must be a definite reascn Tor these dreams, @and 1
think I know what it is....

My theory is fantastic. I must forget it and teke a walk. Sun-
light is feding, but 1 have plenty of time, bit of fresh air may
revive me,

I've been thinking about Doctor Bullit. Why has he been so inter-
ested in Mesmerism and telepathy? Among his books I have seen, too, a
few pamphlets on hypnotism.

I suppose he and Clara are keeping company now, Curse them both!
When 1 get well, I'll go back and tell them off.

May 18---Had a terrible night. Didn't walk far yesterday evening,
because dark came too quickly. A4 strange phenomenon--l1 was never afraid
of the dark beforc, Childish nonscnsc. Thc cool mountain air refreshed
me somewhat, but a few hours later i felt as bad as ever.

Went to bed about midnight. Rolled and tossed for ages. Took
some sleeping tablets and eventually fell into a half-coma., Dreamed
again, and this time the vision uas shocking indeed. I hesitate to
write all of it.... My original suspiclon is strengthened, and L am
afraid that my days are numbered--

I dreamed again of seeing through the eyes of another; and where
before I had simply been aware of my predicament, this time I actually
beheld objects that were horribly familiar. When I opened my eyes in
that unfamiliar dream-world, within that small body, I had a glimpse
of a shiny opereting room in Bullit's hospital, and I saw his round,
fat face leering down at me. Then 1 thought I saw him laugh. And God
help me!--beyond him stood Clara, dark and lovely as ever, 1 sav him
move toward her. That image is searced upon my brain forever, Clara
in Bullit's arms, returning his fervent kisses and caresseS....

And 1t seoemed that I crouchcd on a low table, within a body that
was small and dark and hideouS....

I awoke screaming and clawing the air., I haven't slcpt since,

I'm afraid that vhat I dreamed may possess a shadou of reality! The

wonders of the mind are as yet unexplored, and time and space seem to

?ean very little..., If vhat I fear is happening, I may not live very
onge.

I cannot go to sleep now; must not. The morning of another day
hes come, and 1 feel weary and giddy and estranged from my surroundings:
the smnall room, camp-chairs, and narroi cot. DMore twhiskey...but even
that will not dim the horror or let me farget,.

Must go out and breathe fresh air. I wiah Anderson were here--he
might be able to help. I hope he hasn't gone to Seattle., Thoughts are
chaotic; mind wanders incessantly.

One thing is certain--if ever 1 get on my feet again, I shall kill
that fiend...kill him no matter what the price. He promiscd to burn
that thing...he snaichec 1y dearest possession, and nowv 1 think he has
yoked me with a singu.ar anc hideous curse that I despalr of escaping.
But I shall have revenge: Danr hic black hearteee.

Sanders dropped the last sheet of manuscript and fumbled in his
Jacket for his pipe. A sudden thought seemed to strike him, and he
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seized the clipping which gave the detailed account of Bullit's death.
He read it twicc and dropped it as if thc cntire cepisodc had an unplca-
sant odor.

He clcarcd his throat. "You know, Anderson, it's very strangc.
The ncwspaper says that Bullit didn't dic immcdiatcly. He was taken to
a hospital, where he screamed and raved about some thing coming to life
and chasing him, haunting his every footstep. Some small, dark thing....

"And by the way, you say you knew Carver well, Did you ever see
that--thing on his side? What did it look like?"

I didn't answer right away. I lit another cigaret, "Yes, and it
wasn't a nice sight. I saw it one time, as he guessed, when he passed
out, and I had to undress him and put him to bed. 1I'd say it was a
sort of deformed 'Siamese twin' that just never developed normally."

Our eyes met across the table., VWe never mentioned the subject
again.
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