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Norman Imew just what he
l;ran_led from Jife.

1

N VIEW of the lrouble to which
he had gone in order-lo.acquire
such out of the way items as'a
piece of unicorh horn and three drops
of blood [rom- a virgin, it was rather
disconcerting to bave the spirit appear
even belore the prescribed routine. In
fact, he hadn't even got his protective
pentacle drawn when he looked up to
find the .entity materialized "in his
rickety easy. chair.
The spirit said,
need that,; you know
Norman Wallace stared at his vi_sit—
or, even -after all these months of Te-

“You' don’t really

.search, unbelievingly. The - olher -was

-whom fo call on for bolp:'

in  collecting the payoff

" “Ho hadn't even gotfen all
his parsphernalia out. ba- 3.

“fore tha " spirit appeared .
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far from whal the young:man expect-
ed. Somehow, he was reminded of Lin-
coln, his face almost beautiful-in its
infinite:sadness. ’

The spirit nodded at the pentacle.
“Mere superstition, It couldn’t protect
you if my purpose was to do you
harm. But, more important siill; T am
quite incapable .of such agglfessio'n.
Man has' freedom of -choice, free will;
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we of the other worlds can only help
him destroy—or elevate—himself, we
cannot initiaté,”

Norman was shaken, but not quite
to the point of speechlessmess. He
pointed to his assembled drugs, charms,
potions and incenses and said, almost
indignantly, “But I haven’t performed
the rite, as yet.”

The other nodded afd shrugged.
“What's the difference? You. wished
to summon a spirit. Very well, here
I am. The desire is of more importance
than the act of combining those rather
silly items. But, 1o get to the pomt
just what is it you desirep”

Norman Wallace took a deep breath
and got down to business. He indical-
ed his shabby quarters. “I can bear
this rio longer,” he said: “I want a
few years of decency in living, a few
years of the good things of life that
others enjoy. So—"

.“So in your desperation- you wish
to sell your soul in return for help.”

“That's right.”

The- spirit considered momentarily.
“Suppose I give you my support for
forty years? Suppose I guarantee you
love, wealth, power, to the degree you
desire them? At the end of that time
your soul is mine?”

Norman Wallace's mouth tightened,
but he said, “That’s agréeable.”

The spirit came 'to its feet. “Very
well, the pact is made.”

The other frowned. “Don’t we make
out a-contract or something? ‘Don’t I
have to sign in blood?”

The faintest of smilés came to the
meldncholy face ofwthe spirit. “That
won’t be necessary. The pact has been
made, neither of us will nor can break
it.”

Suddenly he had disappeared.

And .almost simultaneously came a°

knock at the door: Dazed, Norman
came to his' feet and opened it.
Harriet was there and immediately

“in his. arms. “Oh, darling, da_rﬁng, I

was so wrong.”

He held_her back, at arm’s length,
in amazement. “You mean that you've
changed your mind, you’ll marry-me?”

““Oh, darling, yes. I thought going
away from you, spending a few months

“in Florida, would let me forget. I was

so wrong.”

Frowning worriedly, he indicated
the poverty of his.room. “But Harriet,
we'd still—"'

She smiled now, and laughed up ‘at
him. “Remember that little farm I told
you my .aunt left me? The one in Lou-
isiana?” .

He nodded, uncompfehending.

“Qil, darling,” she~ bubbled over.
"Enougl_'n_ to give you the start you
“need.”.

AND SO it went lor forty years.

Wealth ‘to the modest’ extent he
desired it; prestige to the small degree
his ambitioni- demanded; but, most im-
portant of all,' love that ripened and
ever grew as the years went.by. And

.a home rich with children, and the

respect and alfection of his neighbors

“and his associates.

Not that he had .ever seen the spirit
again, not in all those years. Almost,
it was possible for him to look back
at his life and think it was all of his
own doing. Each success had seeming-
ly been not inordinary good hick, ora
result of his own efforts. Son_'netlmes
he had even tried to convince himself
that the pact he’d made was a figment
of his imagination, that the demon he
had thought he had summoned was a
result of too much worry, too much
work, tod little food and recreation
back, in those days of his poverty-
stncken youth.

But subcorisciously he knew He
knew!

And so it- was that. after his lorty
years he sat alone in his study and
waited. Harriet had gone on to bed;
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the children, of coyrse, had long since
been married themselves .and were
living their own peaceful, happy lives,

He wondered now, as. he looked
back over the years, at the use lo
which he had put the demon’s assis-
tance. He had been promised love,
wealth, and, power to the .extent he de-
sired them. But, somehow, he had
wanted no more than sufficient for
himself and his family. He had made
no attémpt lo accumulate the fortune
of a Midas; nor, for that mitter, bad

he attained his-possessions by recourse _

to the racetrack or stockmarket. He
had worked hard dufing those forty
years.

_He had been promised power, too.
Why had he taken so little? He had

been content to assume a_position in’

society that coincided with his natural
abilities. He €ould have been president
or, for that matter, dictator of the
world. Why hadn’t he?

‘Ah, but he had taken his full mea-
sure of the other. His cup had over-’
flowed with love. In all the years, the
romance between Harriet and him had
never waned. And the children? Well,
for -instance, the way they had’ re-
turned to the old home from all over
the nation this last Christmas had
proven their affection,

AND NOW suddenly he thought he
knew his motivation. Somewhere,
beneath it -all, he had been attempt-
ing to forestall the fate awaiting him.
Subconsciously he thad told himself
that if he were moderate, if he led the
good life, if he abstained from demand-
ing the ultdmate, his reckoning
with the demon would be the easier.

He laighed abruptly, bitterly.

And suddenly fear washed over him.
The reckoning was now.

No matter what he had done with
the demonic powers awarded him. No
matter how he had loved and been
loved. No matter how much he re-

penled now.

His soul was ‘the spirit’s.

He clasped his bands (ightly to the
arms of his chair.

Run! Hide/ ESCAPE!

But he sank back' again. -There was
no place to run. No place to hide. No
way of escape.

The spirit matenahzed on the couch
across from him.

Norman Wallace nodded his gray
head in submission. “I was expecting
you.”

“Your forty years are'up,” the spirit
told him.

“Yes, I”know.” Hopelessness had
replaced fear now.

“Is there any reason why our pact
should not be fullilied? You are satis-
fied that I have suitably kept my part
of the bargain?”

The old man hesitated, then nodded
again, “I am satisfied.”

“Then you are ready to go? You
have taken farewell of those you love,
made what arrangements you thought
necessary?”

“Yes. Yes, I am ready " His, voice
was firm now. “I suppose it will be
hard -on Harriet for a time, but then,
we must all face the end sooner or
later, and only .recently my doctor
warned me of my heart. Harriet al-
ways said she wanted me 1o go first,
that she would hate to think of-me
alone in life after we have been so
close.”

The spirit came to ils feet. “Very
well, let us be on our way.”.

Norman Wallace arosé -too and the
shock was not sp great as he might
have expected when he was able to
look back and see himself sitting there
in the easy chair, his face pale and
his-eyes staring unseeingly.

“Then I am dead already?”

“Yes,” the spifit told him, “Your
doctor's diagnosis was quite accurate.

‘Come.”
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And suddenly they were in-another
place -and Norman Wallace stared
about uncomprehendingly.

He said, “It. seems that in all my
relations; with you I havé been- con-
tinually” surprised at the inaccuracy of
the legends and myths.” Tt

“0h?” the spirit said.

“Yes. When you first appeared you
didn’t- look. like my life-long concep-
tion of a-demon, Nor in my dealings
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with. you have you acted the way I

-supposed you would. Now, this place

has none of the attributes I' had ex-
pected of hell.” .

The spirit smiled.- “My dear Nor-
man, why is it that so' many suppose
that souls are of less interest to us
than to our advérsaries? Why should
not one side strive for a worthy- one

as ‘well as the other? I am ‘not 4 de-

mon, nor is this hell.”

THE END



