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The %nderbody

By Allson

,l/. ﬂarJing

HERE was a soft summer rain
which meant “Stay inside,” but
with Mother away visiting, Jamie

Irad run out the back door—Father was in
the library rcading and Cook was in the
kitchen baking—across the lawn and down
the path that ran into the meadow.

Dr. Ilolland sat in his favorite leather
easy chair in the library, half reading but
more interested in looking out the window.
It was warm enough to bc in shirt sleeves;
he was glad that there scemed to be no pa-
tients who would nced his attention that
afternoon, for like the sparrows outside he
felt a reluctance to move in the heat and
humidity.

There was no sound cxcept the soft hiss
of the rain as it touched the griddle-hot
carth still overheated from the morning’s
blazing sun. No other sound cxcept the oc-
casional liappy noise of Amanda in the
kitchen whipping up cake batter. Amanda
was one of those country prizes found in
small towns. She flled in when nceded and
did just what had to be done, as on this oc-
casion, for instance, when Albert Holland's
wife had gone across the state for a two-
week visit with her own folks.

It was nice to sit here like this not doing
anything—the medical journal in his hand
had an interesting article, but he didn’t have
to read it this afternoon. He wondered idly
what kind of cake Amanda was whipping
up, hoped it would be one of those thick



white ones with chocolate icing and jelly
fill,

And it was just then that he heard Jamie
yipping and hollering, the sound of his
small-boy voice coming from outside, get-
ting louder as the little legs drove him
closer.

AMIE had a secret. It was the biggest
scerct he'd ever had. Too big for its
excitement to be coatained in his small body
dressed garishly in last Christmas’ cowboy
suit. After looking and looking to be sure,
he ran away from it through the field and
up the meadow hill, over the stone wall and
across the lawn, his little feet splattering
through puddles. He started to call before
he reached the house, and his father met
him at the back door.
“Young man, come in here directly and
wipe your feet!”
“Daddy!” gasped Jamie, all out of breath,
His father marched him into the library.
“You know pesfectly well, Jamie, you
wouldn't have been out playing cowboy and
Indian ia this rain if your mother hadn't

just gone away!”

£ gone am

“Young man, it won't look good for
either of us if when Mother gets back,
you're sniffling around with a head cold. 1
think you'd better go upstairs and change.
Let me feel those shoes and socks.”

“But, Daddy! Daddy...!”

“Yup, they're wet! Now march yourself
upstairs.”

“But there’s a man out there in the field,
Daddy, lying all in the ground looking up
at me!”

A thing that was not a man, yet could nos
be anything else . . .

“Now don’t you try and get me in on
your Indian games, Jamic.”

“Really, Daddy, hones' and truly—come
an’ see!”” The little boy’s voice rosc to a
crescendo and he pulled at his father’s hand.

"You take yourself upstairs, young man,
and change out of that costume. If you
want to put on rubbers and a slicker, T'1l
walk out there with you. What did you say
this was . . . an Indian chief?”

“It’s no Indian chief, Daddy. Just a man
lying there in a hole in the ground!”

“If you want me to go outside with you
and help you hunt Buffalo Bill, you go up-
stairs and do as I told you!"

THE little boy clattered away. A few mo-
ments later, father and son walked
across the lawn over the stone fence and into
the ficlds beyond. The drizzle was over, but
mist had taken its place and clung with gray
fingers to the meadow.

"Don’t tug so, Jamie. Anyway, we want
to sneak up kind of careful like! I don't
want an arrow through me, pardner!”

Heading by Vincent Napoli
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Jamic's excitement increased as they
reached the far side of the meadow. There
between a boulder and a tree stimp he
stopped, he looked at the ground and then
he looked up at his father crestfallen.

“Mister Mole was there, Daddy, right
there!” He pointed.

There was some newly turned earth here,
the top of it muddy from the rain, as though
Jamie himself or someone eise had used a
spade. Dr. Holland poked at it with the tip
of his boot. There was nothing.

“Guess the Injuns got to him before we
could, Jamie. Or maybe a mountzin lien
got him!”

“He was right there, Daddy!”

The physician laughed and put an arm
around his son.

“Back to the house with you, youngster.”

He liked the boy being imaginative. To
him it signalled brains, and that in one’s
progeny never displeases a parent.

That evening at supper Jamie seemed un-
usually 2‘Zuict, and Dr. Holland wondered if
he’'d made enough of the episode. To please
his son he brought it up again.

“Why did you call that varmint Mister
Mole, Jamie?”

“Because he was in the ground—stuck in
the ground kind of, Daddy.”

IN THE mornings the physician contrived
to get their breakfast.

“I'm not much of a cook, Helen,” he had
confided to his wife, but she laughed and
said, “Well, you men can’t starve with
Amanda getting two meals!”

Later this particular morning the schedule
called for him to pick up Cook and she
would spin her magic in the kitchen.

Dr. Holland was having a poor time with
the breakfast dishes when Jamie came teat-
ing into the kitchen.

‘It's Mister Mole again!” in one great
gush of air.

“Jamie . . . now look, you've tracked dirt
in here. I don’t mind, but you know your
mother’s told you not to do that and it
means Amanda will have to clear it up.
Maybe we'd better.”

“Quick, Daddy!” The little boy was al-
ready pulling at Dr. Holland's apron.
“Quick, before Mister Mole goes away!”

The Doctor went, something less than
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willingly, but forced along by his little son’s
urgency, out the®back door again and across
the lawn. And much nearer the house this
time, just over the stone wall was a hole—
funny, he'd not noticed that before; his son
was pgetting to be quite the boy with the
shovel—and in it. . . . Dr. Holland stopped
so abruptly that his hand in Jamie’s puﬁeed
the little boy off balance backward. .

“See, Daddy! See, it's Mister Mole, lik
I told you!”

There were two steps to be taken to the
hole in the ground and Dr. Holland togk
them, instinctively pushing his son back &
bit as he did.

TI‘HE thing in the hole was ... aman...
or had been! He was dressed in non-
descript brown jacket, shirt and trousers,
shoes, and his skin had something of the
color of earth too, and there was earth com-
ing from his nostrils and his ears and at the
corner of his mouth.

His eyes were opened, staring upward—
for he was lying on his back—as Holland
kaelt beside the thing, he noticed the quirk
of the lips. The man, whoever he was, could
not have been very pretty in life, and the
leer turned the face into a distasteful
grimace. -

The Doctor reached for the wrist. As he
lifted it to feel at the pulse, earth fell away
from between the fingers. It was as he ex-
pected—na beat. He slipped a hand in
under the man’s jacket and felt over the
beart region. There was not the slightest
vibration.

He rose, and herding his son before him,
hutried back to the house.

“You see, Daddy, I told you about Mister
Mole! He comes out of the earth!”

“Now, son, I've got some things to do
and 1 want you to stay here.” .

So there had been someone yesterday!
Jamie must have become confused and led
his father in the wrong direction.

Holland was due soon for a call on Mrs.
Foster, whose nagging arthritis and irritable
temperament demanded punctilious attend-
ance by her physician. He thought of calling
Ed Quinlan the next house away. Quinlan,
aside from being town clerk, was also dep-
uty sheriff of the district; but instead, pro-
fessional curiosity made Holland first reach
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for his small medical bag and head out
again to that grave across the lawn, unravel-
ing his stethoscope as he went.

He was quite sure . . .-well, positively
sure, that the man was dead. The shodk of
the whole thing—his son, of course, didn’t
realize the dreadful significance of this grue-
some business. He walked briskly—he fig-
ured afterward he could not have been i1n
the house more than five minutes, and yet
.. . yet when he returned and stood there
where the spot was, the thing, Me. Mole,
was gone!

“Impassible!” Holland murmured half
to himself. :

‘This was the place, no mistake about that.
The loose earth; he sifted it with his fingers.
There was nothing! Nothing! He stood
from kneeling and fooked around, half fear-
ful that he would find this man he had
thought—no, he was sure—was dead walk-
ing somewhere away from his earthy grave.
Thete was no one, and he could see a good
ways in every direction!

He folded his stethoscope thoughtfully
and returaed to the house. It came to him
that this might be some sort of outrageous
joke played by persons unknown, like the
time some of the high-schoolers had mon-
keyed with the pipe on his birdbath and a
fire-hose stream of water had come out in-
stead of the usual graceful spray the birds
welcomed.

But still it bad been a body and it bad
been dead. That would mean either grave-
robbing or a corpse from some morgue or
hospital laboratory.

He instructed Jamie to stay indoors *'posi-
tively, and don’t you dare disobey me” until
he got back.

He made his call to Mrs. Foster as short as
possible, picked up Amanda and drove back
at a great rate to find his son unconcernedly
playing with his toy soldiers on the library
floor.

ONCE, twice during the day the Doctor
walked out to the plot of loose earth
beyond the wall. Once he went out into the
fields where Jamie had taken him the previ-
ous day. There was nothing to be seen ex-
cept what looked like an area of spaded
carth. :

No more was said until that evening

when Jamie brought the subject up just be:
fore being ordered to bed.

“Where does Mr. Mole go, Daddy?”

That was a stickler! If you presumed Mr.
Mole existed, he couldn’t just vanish with-
out reason and to places unknown. If you
gesume:l Mr. Mole didn't exist, then Dr.

olland should instantly fetch his son to an
eye doctor and get himself to a psychiatrist!

For several g:ys Dr: Holland thought a
lot a3 he went about his doctor’s tasks and
as he puttered around the house being a
father, and he found more than a few ex-
cuses to walk around the lawn and across
the stone fence and into the meadows be-
yond.

In a few days the holes where Mr, Mole
had appeared lost their freshness, lost their
appearance of having been newly turned
and again were reclaimed by the broad
bosom of the earth.

It was one evening just before bedtime
that Jamie said, “Mister Mole invited me to
go for a walk today, Daddy!”

Holland almost dropped his pipe cleaner.
He tried to keep his voice steady, for in the
silence that had surrounded this subject for
several days, it was as though that ugly
dream had been swallowed up. The physi-
cian kept his voice even with an effort.

“"Where was he, Jamie? Where was Mis-

- ter Mole?”

The little boy indicated with a va
sweep of his arm and repeated again, “He
asked me to take a walk with him. Down
below, he said, Daddy.”

“Jamie!” This thing had gone far
enough. “I want you to tell me, when did
you first see Mister Mole?”

“The time I told you. That rainy day."”

“And, Jamie . . . hones’ Injun, now...
he talks to you!” ’

“Sure, Daddy.”

Holland rose to his feet. Something now
would have to be done. This could not be
set upon or dismissed with the hopeful con-
clusion that it was, after all, only a figment
of the imagination.

“Let's go see Mister Mole, son, right
now.”

“But you can’t! He's gone! He went right
while I looked!”

“Which way? We'll follow him.”

The boy crinkled up his brow as though
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even to his young and credulous mind, the
event was unusual.

“"He just kind of went. Down into the
carth like. He said he'd be back.”

T-IE physician got his son to tell him the
whereabouts of Mr. Mole’s latest ap-
pearance and then bustled the six-year-old
off to bed. He looked for himself later, and
there about where his son had described it
were the markings of freshly troubled and
tossed earth. Precisely what to do was per-
gmnlf His ordered scientific mind made

r. Holiaod seek some definite, logical
action, and yet there was none.

The thing—whatever it was, and it ap-
peated to be 2 man—should be examined by
the authorities. The first step in that pro-
gram, though, was to find Mr. Male and
constrain him from any more of his vanish-

ings.

&Isubcrt Holland spent twenty-four bours
thinking over a course of action aad then
the thought came to him that he should talk
to his neighbor, Ed Quinlan, the deputy
sheriff who lived across the long w
that ran out back and down the hill apiece.
Quinlan, a widower with a son about Jamie's
age, was a nice fellow. He'd always appre-
ciated that Holland had treated him without
mention of a bill when things had been
tough for the Quinlans a while back. And
he showed his appreciation. But more, he
was a bluff, realistic individual whose long
suit was not imagination—though he was
not stupid by any means—and would, there-
fore, bring a slant to bear on this
proposition, plus the weight of his official
office in the county.

Holland was going to stroll over there
this very evening, and now with Jamie
bedded down, he was about to start when
the kaocker of his own front door sounded.
It was, coincidentally, Quinlan.

“Hello, Ed!" the physician greeted
warmly. .

“Evenin’, Doc. Sorry to bother you.”

“Not at all. Come on in.”

Holland saw immediately that the man
was agitated, His broad, ruddy face looked
worried and his big thick-fingered hands
gripped at the somewhat worn panama he
was never without.

“Missus still away, Doc?™
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“Yup, another week, Ed.”

They talked of things like this and that
for some moments and then Ed got around
to the point.

“Deg, if your youngster's safe in bed, I
wonder if you could walk down toward my
place apiece. Something funny has hap-
pened.”

HOLLAND waited, his own feeling of
uncomfortableness increasing.

"My son, Eddie, Doc. Damngcsl: thing
you ever know. He came across a body l{ing
out there—in the meadow back of our place

I thought the youngster was pulling my leg -
.« « you know the way these kids carry on.
Kept after me all afternoon, he did. I went
out with him just now, Doc. Seen bim for
myself, I did. All stained from the earth,
kind of grinning like. 'Was the spookiest
lookin’ fellow you ever saw, Doc. I felt of
him myself. Dida't have no more warmth
anymore than a tree. Sure he Jooked dead,
although 1 can't 1eally say if there’s been
some crime committed.”

Quinlan stopped and took a deep breath,
fiddled with his hat and then fixed his trou-
bled eyes on the doctor again.

“"Would you come along with me?”

“Why sure, Ed.”

Quinlan burried on: “1 think I saw the
fellow move. It was getting kind of to twi-
light out there. I'd seat ie back to the
house for a flashlight. To be honest, I
couldn’t see so good. But, Doc, he'd been
lying on his back with the easth and all
coming out of his mouth like, and when 1
looked again, I could swear he'd kind of
rolled over. But there was still this grin on
his face like he’d died smiling—only it
wasn't 2 nice smile—or if he wasn't all
dead, he was enjoying this.”

The man rattled on, following the physi-
cian out into the hall as Holland went to
the coat closet to get his own flashlight.

“I'll go with you, Ed.”

“But here’s the thing, Doc.” Ed's hand
held him just inside the front door as they
were about to step out into the darkness of
the summer evening. "I lost bim. I roust've
been watching through the gloom for Eddie
to come back with the light and all, but I
turned around and he was gone—just like
that as though he'd never been there ‘cept
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that I knew he had 'cause the earth was all
turned up new-grave like!”

The two walked then, the bobbing flash-
light held in Holland's hand showing the
way across the lush July countryside. The
night with them and silence now between
them; this lawman and the man of science,
each with his thoughts and his puzzlement
until they stood together, close together,
brought there by Quinlan’s sense of direc-
tion and the bobbing shaft of light that fol-
lowed to its goal. .

Ed’s voice sounded small under the black
archway of night as he breathed out and
said, “There's where he was. Right there,
Doc.”

ND Albert Holland stood and looked
at the ground, the familiar look to it.
Stood with Hashlight beam steady, for there
was nothing to do. They both were thinking
what to do next and there was no need to
say it. Finally Quinlan spoke.
“Guess you think I'm crazy, Doc.”
And at that, the physician put his hand
on the other’s arm. )
“No, I don’t, Ed. You're not crazy. You
saw something.” And he was going to say,
I saw it too, Ed. Out here in the meadow
and then back nearer my house. Jamie called
me just a5 Eddie called you. We've seen
something all right—in God's heaven just
what, I don't know and I'm a doctor and
supposed to know what life and death look
like.

But he didn't say it because Quinlan was
talking some more:

“. .. claims he talked to him—imagine
this, Doc, a corpse speaking to him-—and
invited Eddié¢ to take a walk with him, al-
though he couldn’t be a corpse moving over
onto his side, could he? People can’t do
things like that—if they’re really dead, Doc,
can they?” The deputy sheriff was plaintive.

Holland put his arm on the other’s shoul-
der again, this time with more urgency.

“Ed, you say you shooed Eddie home be-
fore you came up to my plaee?”

“Why, sure . . . sure!”

Then the two almost automatically started
walking towards Quinlan’s small cottage
just over the brow of the hill, and as they
walked. though nothing more was said, theic
stips speeded.

It was the night that did it, Holland told
himself, the night that puts fear into cven
the most unsuperstitious man, the most pro-
saic, the most unimaginative, but by rights
they should feel that way, for this experi-
ence the two fathers shared with their two
small sons was—poor weak word—extra-
ordinary!

There was a light on the ground floor of
the Quinlan house and they could see it
through the gloom and it grew bigger as
they walked hurriedly towards it. Quinlan,
a tightness in his voice now, called as they
went forward.

“Eddie! Eddie, lad? Are you there? It's
your dad!”

And from the bigger bulk of house ahead
of them tlu;xih the night the small boy's
voice came g

“Gee, Pop, is that you? You been out
there in the meadow talkin’ to bim?”

There was no need to answer, Almost
simultaneously, their hurrying steps slowed.
The crisis, not declared between the two
men but appreciated by both of them, was
over. Quinlan turned to face the physician.

“Thanks, Doc. Thanks a lot for coming
over.

In the dark the two men shook hands.
Fervently, it scemed. And then they parted
to go their separate ways in the darkness—
Quinlan to his home and Dr. Holland back
across the night-grown meadow.

HOLLAND sat up till very late that
night thinking of the chain of events
whicli were now more than the imaginin,
of one person or two. Quinlan was his
anthithesis, hjs opposite and antidote, and
yet the plain, -hearted man had seen.
The possibility of this being some ill-man-
nered joke was quite implausible. Aside
from any other objections, people don't play
that kind of joke on a deputy sheriff, even
if the town physician is less immune. No,
there was something out there . . . somebody.
He was a man, or had been once, for he
looked it and he wore clothes.

There were, Holland was well aware,
cases of improper diagnosis. Persons have
been declared dead who were not dead.
There are diseases and conditions and states
which resemble death and yet are not. The
catatonic is one, for instance, and yet be-
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neath his reasoning, beyond his speculating
and his attempts to lay out at least in his
own mind each possibility, and then ration-
ally to plug these loopholes, he was certain
as a physician that the man he had seen, the
one Jamie had—so aptly wasn't it—called
Mr. Mole, was not of the living.

He wished Helen were here for she was
not only a good listener—and he needed
such to parade his facts and suppositions
before—but she had good suggestions. The
night insects were quiet and there was a hint
of light in the east when the physician fe-
tired to his room.

To explain to Jamie that he was aot sup-
posed to run small-boylike far and wide
across the meadows necessitated the think-
iog pcr of a story about Indians on the move
outside.

The little boy looked at his father closely,
more wisely, the physician thought, than s
child of his years should.

Holland weat about his business glad that
the days were six, five, four, then three until
wife Helen would return. He could not in
all conscience restrict his son to the house
for there had to be a reason more than
make-believe Indians and the danger to the
small, tow-headed boy was not proven,
dwelling perhaps more in a father's mind
than anywhere else.

As the days passed, the physician chided
himself 2 bit. He became annoyed at the
feeling of uncomfortableness that he experi-
enced when he needs be, got the coupe with
the physicians’ emblem over the back license

, out of the garage to go on some neces-
gcall or dm&;:" and yefostil.l felt uneasi-
ness at leaving Jamie.

But the very passing of time gave strength
to the hope that grew almost to conviction
that whoever it was, whatever it was out
there in the ground, moving like a2 mole
from place to place, had gone back to what-
ever place from whence it had come, or had
been stilled forever in some dark crevice
beneath the earth’s surface away from men's

es.
eyHolland met Quinlan one day down in
the village, and both men’s spirits were
good.

They didn’t say so, but the meaning
was cdear. ] haven't seen him nor have you
or we would have spoken of it. The knowl-

edge was between the two men and then
they parted cheerfully.

THE night before the good day Helen was
to return, Holland’s phone rang. Jamie
was already upstairs, presumably asleep in
his cheerful, wallpapered east room, and
Holland had long since given Amanda a lift
home explaining to her carefully that they'd
“want her later on the morrow"” because
Helen would be coming back in time for
supper and it would be nice to have some-
thing extra-special for her homecoming.

"Hello, Doc,” it was Quinlan when Hol-
land picked up the receiver. “Eddie’s seen
him again!”

The doctor’s hand tightened on the in-
strumnent.

"Out back in the woods apiece. Swears he
moves around an’ talks to him. Wanted
Eddie to take 2 walk with bim."”

Holland tried to keep his voice even:
"What's to do about it, Ed?”

“Tomorrow . . .” Quinlan added just as
though he’d thought it out, ... I'll get a
bunch of us together and we’ll find out who
ot what this i1s! Maybe it's some kind of
queer drunk.” This last, hopefully.

“I think we ought to do something, Ed,”
the physician said resolutely. “Can’t let this
go on, you know!”

On that note the two men hung up, Hol-
land to re-enter the library where he sat, the
uneasiness with him again. In the last few
days he had found the time and opportunity
to peruse both the county clerk’s and news-
paper records. There had been 0o unac-
counted-for disappearances or other inci-
dents in this area which would explain this
peripatetic “thing” which haunted the sum-
mer countryside. And in present-day society
the hardest thing in the world to do is to
disappear or get oneself killed or destroyed
in any way without attracting considerable
attention,

Yes, whoever heard of an uonclaimed
body or corpse? Try as he weould, Hol-
land could not dissuade himself from the
nagging thought that here was something
that did not At in with the commonplace
and, therefore, did not follow everyday laws
of the workaday world.

Actually, it was a few minutes past
seven the next morning when Holland
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heard his front-door knocker clattering. It
seemed much earlier.
across the land had held up the day. Jamie
was just stirring in his room as his father
clumped down the stairs muttering under
his breath,

And then before he put his hand on the
great knob that would turn the door to open
it, a feeling of presentiment took hold of
him, stiffened his arm and touched his back
with damp, cold fingers.

He pulled the portal open, and out of the
early morning grayness stepped Quinlan, in
his arms a bundle, his mute face wide-eyed,
storm-streaked. He seemed to offer the thin,
cradled in his arms to Holland and Holland,
seeing, suddenly became the physician.

He said gently, “Here, Ed. Let me take
him,” though he knew at first look it was no
good.

There was dirt all over little Eddie; dirt
turned to mud by the rain in his eyes and
mouth and ears. The youngster had died, it
was apparent, of suffocation—not from
hands wrapped around his throat, but from
going down deep, deep into the earth and
being buried there.

The thought came back to Holland of
what Quinlan had said over the phone the
previous night, what his own son had said
the last time the “thing” had visited over
here—what was it>—Mr. Mole had invited
him to take a walk below?

As the physician was thinking, Quinlan
was talking brokenly, trying to hold onto
himself with the will of a strong man,
twisted and bending under the cruelest
tragedy of his life.

“I'm sure the youngster was to bed when
1 talked to you last night, Doc, but some-
time in the night or early this morning, he
must have gone out—God knows why—
‘cept that that devil has a power, 2 kind of
fascination! I'm up early, you know, and
Eddie was nowhere around the house this
morning. I went out to look . . . and there
was one of those holes not far from the
house. You know . . . like we'd seen before.
Seen little Eddie’s footprints, I did, around
this place like they went into'the hole. . . .

“... T got me a spade then, Doc, and I
dug faster than a man’s ever dug before . . .
and after I got down a ways in that hole . . .
I found him . . . like this. But there weren't

The rain and mist -

au'hello, Daddy’ or a breath left in 'im at
all, ...

Quinlan sank down on a chair, sobbing
now, his head between his great, strong
hands, shaking like a terrified child.

“Ed,” said Holland quietly and sympa-
thetically. “Ed, follow me into the medical
room.” .

The physician led the way, carrying
Eddie’s body in his arms, and Quinlan duti-
fully lurched along behind. Jamie was a
sensitive boy. Holland could find no use
for having him look down the stairs through
the bannisters and see the scene in the front
hall. Also, Quinlan himself needed some
medication.

The doctor laid Eddie’s body carefully on
the examining table, made sure with his
stethoscope what he already knew—that
there was not the slightest flicker of life left
in the earth-choked body, and then mixed
the unfortunate boy's father a potent seda-
tive. i

"He's gone, isn’t he, Doc?”

“I'm afraid he is, Ed. It’s a terrible thing
+ . . terrible! And I know any words of
sympathy now from me seem poor and in-
adequate.”

UINLAN sat for a time, not saying any-

{ thing, turning the glass that contained

the sedative agound and around in his strong

fingers. He drained the medicine, and after
a while, stood up.

“Well . . . thanks, Doc. I'll take my son,
if you please. Take him home and then down
to the undertaker’s. I waat to go quick, Doc
... 'cause I'm going to get after the devil
out there in the ground! I'm going to get the
men together. You'll join us, Doc?”

“You know I will, Ed. I'll come over to
yourYE_lace a little later in the morming.”

“You got an axe, Doc? Bring it!” The
deputy’s teeth bared in a snarfl. “We're
gonna get this fellow!” .

“Ed . .. don’t you want me to go with
you, or take little Eddie down to town my-
self?”

Quinlan shook his head determinedly.
“What's done’s done, Doc. Now we gotta
get after the one who did this!”

He went out with Eddie again cradied in
his arms, and the growing morning, as the
light of it touched his face, showed it set in
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hard lines, the terrible sadness, shock and
despair replaced with something else that
was healthier in man.

Holland went for Jamie then and was
steeled when the boy asked, “Daddy, what
was Mister Quinlan doing here?”

“He had a very great problem, son,” the
physician replied carefully. “"He came to
ask me about it."How about driving into
town with me, Jamie, to pick up Amanda?”

As they drove, the clouds scurried away
before them and the sun came out to dry
and heat up the wet, early morning world.
Holland drove numbly and instinctively. He
returned Amanda’s greetings autornatically
There was nothing to be said, but already,
his son was looking at him curiously.

That was one of the curses of imagina-
tion, Amanda was old, good to bake cakes
and make apple pie dumplings and filled

with the desire to serve them and affection -

for them as a family, but she was too old to
understand if be said, “Now look, Amanda.
Something terrible has happened in this
neighborhood. There’s a man loose . . . 2
dead man, and be’s just killed a little boy.
We have to be careful . . . we don't know
from what direcion danger may come.
Maybe it won't come but there’s the situa-
ton!"

He couldn’t talk like that to her, or even
if be could, not in front of his son.

EY arrived back at the Holland house,
and Amanda noticed at once that the
physician had not gotten any breakfast. She
wmsisted on getting something together. Hol-
land ate poorly. Afterward, he must
over to Quinlan’s as be had promised.
men would be gathering there for their grim
task.

Jamie, from behind his glass of milk,
said to his father behind his coffee cup, “I'm
going over to play with Eddie this morning.
We're going to fly the new kite, Daddy!”

Albert Holland swallowed with diffculty.

“No, Jamie, not this morning.”

“But, Daddy—!"

What could he say? What could he say?
Not “Jamie, I bhave something to tell you
.+ . Amanda’s too old and you're really too
young to understand the why of this, but the
facts are, Eddie is . . . dead! He was puiled
into a hole by a corpse and suffocated out

there in the meadow where you and he have
Played so many times . . .whete you were
going to play this morning with your kite,
He's dead, Jamie. No use looking for him
out there.” ]

How could he say that? What could he
say? And all the time Jamie sitting there,
tow-headed and wondering why.

“Daddy, we're going to . . ."

The boy’s quick mind kept searching
atound his father’s silence.

“Is he sick?”

(That’s a doctor’s son for you.)

“Thats what it is!” said the little boy,
gathering momentum and sureness. “He's

measles!”

No, Jamie, that happened last winter and
you don't get them twice, but you still re-
member how Helen and 1 wouldn’t let you
go over because Eddie had measles. This
time, Jamie, it's something worse . . . oh,
so much worse than measles.

“t’s
Measles?”

“No.” o

No, Jamie, not measles, not something
catching—not really. Or maybe it is! Maybe
that's why I'm more frightened than I'd
ever dare let you know. That’s why in a2 mo-
meat I'm going to get the awe ount of the
woodshed and go over and join Quinlan
and the rest of the men.

Instead he said, “No, Jamie, you can't go
over this morning. Find something to do
around here. And don't you disobey me!
I'm going to tell Amaada to keep her eye on

you, hear?”

LBERT HOLLAND walked towards

Quinlan’s, the axe in one hand, across
the low stone wall into the meadow and to-
wards the hillside. The sun was out now,
accentuating the softness and the peace of
mid-summer. The fertile greenness soothed
his eyes and made the unpleasant thoughts
in the physician’s mind seem incredible and
implausible. That these things could have
haP ened under the blucness of the sky, the
brightness of the sun here in the softness of
the land was surely not ible.

And yet as he walked farther, he saw the
knots of men standing arcund Quinlan’s
house. From a distance they were short men
and tall men, fat and lean. Here and there’

something  catching, Daddy?
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the sun touched a gun barrel. He recognized
faces as he came closer—a drugstore” clerk,
several boys from the volunteer fire depart-
ment, the assistant postmaster, others. They
nodded to him ancrhc nodded back. And
there was one thing they all had in common,
and that one thing was grim and unsmiling.

Men made suggestions and barked orders
at one another, and finally they walked out
onto the broad bosom of the meadow, tak-
ing their shovels and axes and clubs and
guns with them, prodding at the earth, pok-
ing at it as though it, itsclf, had committed
this awful crime.

Quinlan was evecywhere, filled with a
terrible rage that was the worse because it
was silent except as it came out in the man's
unquenchable energy.

The hours passed, and the men plodded
across the fields, sloshed through brooks
and tramped through underbrush. They had
long since poked and spaded into the holes
Quinlan and Dr. Holland knew of. Midday
passed and afternoon. The sun slid towards
the rim of the westerly hills, and Holland,
consulting his watch, knew he should be
getting back to get things all ready for
Helen.

With the fatigue of walking, searching,
there came a feeling of futility, What had
they done . . . what could they do? What
did they know, tapping their boots and

steel instruments against the ground here
and there for something that would not
stand up fairly and say “Here I am!"

In relays some of the men came back to
Quinlan’s cottage where womcnfolk were
keeping coffec pots on the stove. Holland
left his axe at Quinlan’s and turned his steps
towards home. He told himself that sooner
or later they'd have to uncover this creature
—whatever be was or it was. It was good,
he thought with a physician’s analysis, that
Quinlan had the direction of this posse on
his hands at this moment of his so-great sor-
row.

E MADE the house, went inside, the
screen door slamming behind him.
The noise of Amanda in the kitchen drew
him there. She was “making somethin,
special” for the supper when Helen woul
be with them again.

“Where's Jamic?” he asked loudly.

Amanda was a little on the deaf side and
had to be bellowed at.

“He's around—playing in his cowboy
costume, he is.” She waved an old arm in a
semi-circle. “Doctor Albert—" she always
called him that—"Doctor Albert, you look a
fright! Whatever have you been doing?”

Holland looked down at himself. Five or
six hours of walking through thickets and
looking at dict holes in the fields had Jeft
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him rather bedraggled. He’'d have to clean
up. The physician looked out the kitchen
window.

"Where did you say Jamie was?”

“'Round somewhere,” she repeated
again. "Saw him not very long ago. Well,
pow maybe it was an hour. Hed a friend,
he did. Mister Somebody-or-other come to
see him.”

Holland froze. “Mister . . . Mister
Mole?” His voice was much louder than
necessary.
) ’s it! Knew it sounded like an ani-
mal. Peculiar handle, isn't it, Doctor Al-
bert? Said his friend invited him—this
Mister Mole—to take a walk down below.
Must mean out towards the meadow, Doctar
Abbert.”

But Holland was gone, flinging himself
out the door, running and trying to look in
all directions, the inner haad clamped over
his heart tightening, agonizing. .

The house was behiad and lawn and
the stone wall, and then in the woods in the
other direction from the meadow, he found
it. A new hole like all those others!

Holland went at it with his boots and
hands, wishi.ng he had something else, but
there was 0o tune to rua back for s tool. He
scooped and kicked the earth away as fast
as he could. And by and by a corner of ma-
terial showed and then be had it in his
earth-coated shaking hands. It was a hat—
a small boy’s cowboy hat . . . from Jamie's
cutfit!

The doctor tedoubled his efforts then
frantically, clawing, %erting down on all
fours, and finally he found what he knew
was there, and shaking away the earth cover-
ing and clinging, he laid it on the rim of
the hole be had excavated with his hands
. . . the same size bundle as Quinlan had
brought to bim the night before, equally
lifeless and wuseless now.

Holland made a noise like an animal, and

like that animal, he dug on, hollowing and
scooping, for it was for him to do this thing.
He wo\ﬁd have to stop it. The old who had

forgotten how to dream and who don’t want
to believe, like Amanda, and the very young
who still believe in everything, like Jamie—
ther had caused this, unknowing.

He went 0o and on, 2 man in an easthen
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hole in the green countryside. And it-must
have been hours later that Amand2, won-
dering, came looking and heard the noises
from that place in the woods. She got men
from the posse over at Quinlan’s, and they
found him like that in an unbelievably deep
hole of his own making, with the small
earth-cakked body of his son lying guard
above.

It was Quinlan, himself, who pulled Al
bert Holland out, and later with Helen, who
had arrived home again, tried to teassure
and quiet the physician. Helen, whose shock,
at finding this terrible tragedy in her own
family, was only slightly more than the
frightening condition of her busband.

R Dr. Holland was oot a man of sci-
ence any more, not @ physician but a
squealing, screaming, crying creature, stuffed
with earth that came out of him when he
taiked. They sent for another doctor up et
the county seat to come quickly, but there
were miles in between, and meanwhile Hol-
land had the time to tell over and over again
how they shouldn’t have pulled him out of
the hole in the earth, for twice, three times,
more, he had caught up with Mr. Mole
down there. He had felt a trousered leg, an
arm, a torso, and it had: wrig&led and twisted
away from him like 2 worm in the earth.

Yes—and it had leered at him!

“It speaks and it moves!" Holland ranted
this over and over.

Sometimes -in his horror he screamed so
loudly that he frightened the bitds outside
in the twilight of the July evening, and
even poor, old half-deaf Amanda far away
in other parts of the house staying, with her
kindly tear-streaked face, because “Maybe
there’s something I can do,” would clap her
withered hands to her cars to keep the awful
sounds from them. .

But Albert Holland’s screams did, not
aurry far enough, for later, not too much
leter, across the land cooling in eve-
ning, a blond chiﬁef::med Janice ran across
the spongy green ground—a child who be-
lieved in fairy stories, in ing—run-~
ning and calling through the evening, filled
to bursting with the secret as she ran.

“Mummy! Daddy! Guess what! Guess
what I've found!”




